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This story began as fan fiction inspired by Rik581s intriguing story, "The Marriage of Martin Hastings" series. I found this intriguing as this was my first introduction to forced feminization as an erotic plot device and what I found especially intriguing was the legal aspects that were introduced as central to the story.
That all the frightening and terrible things that were being done to the protagonist were social, culturally, and legally acceptable in the framework of the story made me question "how?"
To make suspension of disbelief, the story had to have a plausible reason that these were allowed and I found that using reason and the slippery slope argument would allow a creative writer to explore the unintended consequences of those actions.
It was this concept I found fascinating and have tried to incorporate into an erotic forced feminization story, set in the original stories universe.
I have also communicated with the author, Rikki and received permission to use some of his characters in my story, but that being said, these are still fan-fiction and not cannon to that story.
So now, the usual disclaimers. This is porn. You must be over 18 to read this. If not, go away and come back when you are old enough. If you are old enough and this style of erotica isn't to your liking, then go find some erotica that is. You are an adult, life is short, find porn you like and read that instead, but if this is a style you enjoy, then feel free to comment and provide constructive criticism and feedback. I need to grow as an author and honest constructive criticism is always welcome.
*****
Jules woke up from his troubled sleep. He couldn't remember his dreams but the feeling of blackness and despair were still lingering in his mind as he lay in bed. He was too warm, and was sweating from the combination of his and his husband's body heat from lying too closely together. Sweat had caused his nightie to cling to his back and bottom. Jules had woken curled up in a fetal position and was in danger of falling off the edge of the bed. Over the course of the night he had scooted ever closer to the edge to distance himself from his husband.
Jules squint his eyes in the candle lit room and pushed some stray locks of his hair away to make out the clock on the nightstand. The ornate porcelain dial face indicated 4:02. Jules moved slightly but his sweat and precarious position slowly caused him to slide off the edge of the bed. Fear of falling and a slight rush of adrenaline gave Jules the energy he needed to sit up and put his heels down to the floor. Jules's calf and ankle muscles began to spasm violently. He had been made to wear high heels to bed because the Count found it sexy and had wanted him to and so his governess saw to it that he did.
Jules had been unable to flex his toes and had slept fitfully as a result, waking into twilight sleep occasionally during the night. Jules opened his mouth to scream, but exercising all the control he could muster he managed to stay quiet, only letting out a silent scream as the muscle spasms in his ankles peaked in intensity, and then slowly passed away.
Jules reached down quietly so as not to wake the Count and slowly removed his 4 inch heel black stiletto pumps from his feet, setting them neatly, side by side, on the floor by the bedside. He wiggled his toes to try and restore blood flow. The cool air wafting over the newly exposed skin of his legs, back, neck and shoulders gave him a sudden chill. Jules involuntarily gasped as he remembered his dream, a dream of falling, endlessly falling into a deep dark void. The return of his dream memory darkened his mood. In a few hours his governess would come for him to start his morning routine and the preparations for whatever they had planned for him that day.
The Count rolled over in his sleep toward where Jules had just been laying. Jules quickly stood up to avoid being touched by his husband and for his effort was rewarded with a new wave of muscle spasms in his legs. Jules fought hard to suppress a whimper and remain standing but couldn't stop small tears from escaping the corners of his eyes as the intensity of the spasms built up, worked them selves out and again slowly subsided.
Jules looked back at his sleeping husband with an eerie mixture of calm loathing and disgust. How many times had his husband exercised his "marital rights" with him on this very bed? He could still taste the results from last evening on his tongue and throat. The smell of semen on his breath made him sick.
Jules was doubly annoyed because it was a large bed that he was forced to sleep in and when he was there the Count always took up most of the space anyway.
Jules was still tired; he was always tired these days. He considered walking around to the other side of the bed and trying to go back to sleep, but couldn't do it. He just couldn't voluntarily get back into bed with his husband. Jules shivered as his and his husbands shared perspiration cooled on his body.
Five years! Jules could hardly believe that last nights party was an anniversary party. His anniversary! A spectacular affair with the creme of society all to celebrate five years of the count's and his successful arranged marriage.
Jules stood in the cool darkness a while, shifting his weight from foot to foot, trying to stretch and work out the kinks in his sore leg muscles as he wondered what he should do. Exposure to the cool air had dried his sweaty skin and he absentmindedly pulled his clinging nightie away from where it had stuck to him and smoothed it down. As he did the same with his panties his stomach growled softly and he felt the first stirrings of hunger and thirst.
He glanced back at the clock, 4:17, and decided to walk down to the kitchens and find something to eat. Jules peeled of the nightie soiled with sweat and his husbands spent seed. Jules slowly peeled away his panties, also sticky with his husbands sperm. He left them on the floor for the staff to pick up.
Jules stepped quietly over to his private master bathroom and into the shower. A quick but thorough scrubbing with the wash cloth and his body was clean again. Jules carefully avoided wetting his face or hair as he couldn't replicate the professional cosmetic effects on his own. Stopping briefly in front of his vanity he fixed his smeared lipstick, ruined from the oral ministrations he was forced to perform on his husband a few short hours ago. Jules then walked to his closet, really an enormous room in its own right, and selected an identical nightie to the one he had been wearing, then an identical matching panties and a complementary sheer peignoir. It did nothing for warmth and barely added to his modesty but if he was outside his room and caught without it he knew he would be in trouble. "A lady is always appropriately dressed for any occasion." His governess had admonished him more than once.
Jules walked quietly back into the master bedroom and put his heels back on. As painful as they were to wear to bed, for some reason he didn't understand his feet and calves actually suffered when he didn't wear them when standing or walking.
Jules walked to the door, his heels making no noise on the thick carpet. He quickly and quietly went through the door and out into the hallway. Shutting the door softly behind him, Jules turned and found himself face to face with one of the guards, sitting in a leather low back chair facing the bedroom door. The guard looked up sleepily and then with surprise to see Jules up and alone, without his chaperone.
The guard remained seated and rubbed his eyes. He seemed unsure of what to do.
"Good Morning Lady Delacroix. May I help you?" the uncertainty was evident in his voice.
Jules wondered if the guard had been sleeping while on duty. He didn't know the man's name. He didn't know the names of any of the security staff. He didn't even remember ever seeing this one before. Certainly he was not one of the guards who routinely helped to abuse him. Jules knew though that he needed to be careful. He had no authority over any of the security personnel.
"No thank you; I am just going to the kitchen." Jules confidence faltered and he struggled to maintain eye contact and not lower his eyes. With some effort though he held the guards gaze, he was only a servant after all. When the guard said nothing Jules turned away and walked down the hall.
"I'll call ahead and let them know you are coming." the guard sounded relieved to have figured out something to do.
Jules didn't acknowledge the comment. He didn't want anything he said to get back to his governess. He had learned that the more he said, the more opportunities he gave his governess to misinterpret what he said to her advantage. It was rare these days but sometimes he still struggled to control himself.
Jules walked past a mirror in the hallway and caught a glimpse of himself wearing the deep red satin nightie with a plunging neckline and a hem that was so short that it barely covered his panties. His matching red sheer lace peignoir barely made it to mid thigh. A study in red, Jules thought petulantly, Except that my panties are white; white with an off-white "I'm Taken" applique embossed across his bottom. Jules hated them.
To anyone else he knew he had that freshly fucked look some find arousing. To himself he thought he looked bedraggled with his brunette hair in wild disarray. His governess had teased and brushed and styled his hair for the evening, but the results were no longer visible after... Jules felt shame again... after the Count... took him... pulled his hair...forced him to...
Jules walked quietly down the stairs through the main hall and cut through the main formal dining room to the kitchen. The tapping of his high heels on the hardwood floors echoing through the room. He arrived and waited momentarily for the automatic sensor to turn on the lights. The kitchen was quite large and equipped with commercial grade stainless steel appliances. The Count needed a kitchen this size for a staff to be able to prepare food for the many large and exclusive functions he hosted. Jules was angered when he thought about all the functions he was made to oversee and host as Countess.
Normally Jules was never left alone and realizing the kitchen staff hadn't arrived yet gave him some small sense of freedom. Thirst first. Making his way to the refrigerator he found a pitcher of juice and a small tray of pastries.
Grabbing both he turned and shut the refrigerator door with a bump from his hip, then nearly dropped them both in fright as he was surprised to see that someone was watching him from the doorway.
The security guard spoke first. "I'm sorry Lady Delacroix, did I startle you?"
Jules looked down slightly. "Um, yes, I didn't hear you."
There was a prolonged silence as Jules stood there, in his 4 inch heels and lingerie. He looked up to see the guard was appraising him.
Jules felt like he should say something, and was glad when the sound of footsteps approaching from the hallway to the servants quarters prevented the need for him to do so.
Jules watched as an attractive petite brunette walked in wearing a chef's uniform of the kitchen staff.
"Oh! Good morning lady Delacroix. Up early today? I was just up and about to prepare and bake the morning pastries. May I make you something?" she seemed hesitant and unsure. Jules noticed her looking around to see who else was with him. He had never entered the kitchen this early or unaccompanied before.
Even though Jules hated being seen dressed like this, he found it interesting that the staff were the ones off balance for a change. Jules was hungry; he decided he had to say something. When he was with the regular household staff he was expected to act like a Countess should.
"No thank you. I was just feeling a bit hungry and am getting something to eat." he moved toward the table in the kitchen near the side.
The cook moved quickly to intervene. "Oh no My Lady, these won't do." she quickly took the tray and pitcher out of Jules's hands. "These are leftovers... they're for the staff. I shall prepare you freshly baked pastries and freshly squeezed orange juice right away. Where would you like to be served? Not here of course, this table is for the staff, maybe the patio? But it's just almost dawn and still a bit cool outside" she nodded her head toward Jules making the obvious gesture to his sheer bed clothing. "Or perhaps the conservatory? Or perhaps breakfast in bed with your husband? Would you like coffee as well?"
Jules was distinctly annoyed by the slight change in her tone when she spoke to him. She seemed to have recovered from her surprise and her expression also seemed to him as if she was laughing at him. He knew better than to say anything negative with the security staff watching. Maybe he was imagining it anyway.
Jules involuntarily looked down out of embarrassment for how he was dressed. He had clasped his hands together automatically, palm to palm, held evenly in front of his abdomen. His elbows tucked in by his sides, one foot slightly forward of the other and back and shoulders straight. How effortless it was becoming to stand in the poses exactly as his governess had instructed him. He looked at the scars on his wrists from the numerous strikes with a ruler. No, not instructed...trained.
"The conservatory will be fine, and coffee." Jules looked back up. He couldn't remember ever having coffee; always herbal tea instead. He wondered why that was as he turned on his heel and walked out of the kitchen, back through the formal dining room and into the main hall. When he glanced back over his shoulder he saw the guard was following him at a close yet respectful distance. Not his usual bodyguard. Not at that time of day. The female bodyguard who normally helped his governess persuade him to do as he was told, Jules assumed she would still be in bed at this hour.
Jules turned at the foyer giving wide berth to the stairs leading back to the second floor where the master bedroom, and his husband, lay sleeping and walked toward the back of the house to the conservatory. The conservatory had been built next to the patio. Jules recalled how years ago and new to his home he had been told by his governess that the room had been entirely redone for his use as Lady Delacroix. It still annoyed Jules how overcrowded it was to him, with every variety of sweet smelling flowering plant, A riot of bright colors crowding every available space. He had been forced to entertain other society ladies many times here with brunches or high tea, or any variety of social events if the weather didn't permit the use of the large outdoor gardens. One of the changes Jules tried to make was remove the flowers and bring in Cactus plants. He was only partially successful. A flowering cactus was brought in and added to one corner of the room, surrounded by other plants and flowers so no one came too close to accidentally be stuck by a needle. Jules was disappointed in this failure and couldn't even remember what type of cactus it was.
Jules's security went and sat down on a bench near the exit to the patio. From there he could see Jules anywhere in the room. Jules sat down daintily on the pastel cushion of one of the wrought iron chairs arranged around a matching table. Light and airy garden style furniture set in the exact center of the room. He sat upright, posture correct, knees together and feet slightly back and underneath him. He rested his hands together on his lap, automatically now, without considering how effortless it had all become. With nothing to do now but wait for the servant to bring him his breakfast Jules brooded over his situation.
The indirect lighting, "grow-lights" for the plants, the soft lights from a koi pond and even more lights from a fountain and a waterfall added to the gathering morning light shining in through the glass panes making the entire conservatory almost ethereal in appearance. One might almost expect a garden fairy to fly by through all the beauty. Jules however could only see the gilded cage for what it was; an inescapable prison.
**
Leanne had just woken up from her alarm clock. 4:30 was early for some, but she had always been an early riser. Her husband lay next to her and was still sound-asleep. Leanne always enjoyed her mornings alone to shower, prepare for work, drink tea, and set out clothes and lunch for her husband. She idly thought of his upcoming birthday and reminded herself to give notice to the Count she would be taking a personal vacation day for it. Her reverie was interrupted by the telephone ringing.
Who could that be at this hour? Answering it before the second ring could finish she heard the voice of the night shift's security guard.
Leanne listened carefully and frowned. Jules was already awake? She wondered if he was becoming acclimated to the modest dose of the sleeping pills they gave him with his evening tea. She made a mental note to consult the physician to see if an increase in the dose was warranted. As the voice on the other end finished his report Leanne responded directly. "Just give her the usual breakfast, but no coffee. Yes. No. I'll be there at my appointed time. Thank you. Good bye."
Leanne thought for a moment. Jules waking up early was interesting, but not a cause for concern just yet. Good thing they told her about the coffee. She didn't want the Countesses pearly white teeth to become coffee stained.
**
Jules picked at his meal. He was hungry but for some reason couldn't seem to eat much. Being told he wasn't allowed to have coffee irritated him. His stomach seemed upset all the time and he wondered about his health. At only 5'9" he had always been thin. Jules felt the weight of his 38C breasts and the fullness of his hips. Jules full woman's bottom filled out his panties and nightie perfectly giving him curves in all the right places.
Jules mentally recounted all the surgeries and changes that had been forced upon him.
Jules remembered how he used to enjoy swimming and hockey back in Minnesota. When you're small and come from a relatively rich family you tend to be picked on. Although he had never been able to "bulk up" like he wanted to, swimming had made him stronger and his muscles were toned. Swimming had always worked to lift his mood. Now he lamented the loss of muscle tone those five years of failure of his inability to thwart their plans to reshape his body and mind and mold him for his life as a rich society wife.
Jules had one hope left. The fifth anniversary party was over. He would be given relatively more freedom and he was finally going to be allowed to visit his family today. He hoped that he would be able to tell them all that had happened. He missed them terribly.
He also had finally persuaded the count to allow him to meet the reporter. Jules only hoped he would be able to persuade her to aid him in his endeavor.
His thoughts were interrupted by the approach of the security staff. Jules saw the guard holding his hand to his ear. He realized they must have new equipment and now communicate by radio with concealed ear pieces and wrist microphones.
Jules overheard and saw the guard speaking into his wrist "Of course sir, yes sir, I'll escort her up right away sir."
The guard approached Jules's table "The Count requests your company and asks that I bring you to him".
Jules's emotions drained away and emptiness filled his soul as the guard smiled and held out his hand.
"Of course." Jewel spoke softly in the sultry feminine voice they had long ago trained him to use. His voice coach had said his new voice was a contralto; something very rare among women.
Jules stood and took the arm the guard held out for him. Jules walked next to the guard as he allowed him to lead him back to the master bedroom. He let his thoughts wander. He fantasized that the guard had slipped, tripped and fell, striking his head on the immaculate tile floor. There would be blood, so much blood as his life ran out. Jewel looked up at the escorting guard and smiled.



        The Diary of Jewel Delacroix Ch. 02

        Meeting Phoebe Mills, Gossip Columnist.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-diary-of-jewel-delacroix-ch-02

Title: The Diary of Jewel Delacroix Ch. 02

Author: BJGoodhead

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Meeting Phoebe Mills, Gossip Columnist.

Tags: marriage, reporter, forced

Series: The Diary of Jewel Delacroix


Editor's note: this story contains scenes of non-consensual or reluctant sex.
*****
Here are usual disclaimers: this is porn. You must be over 18 to read this. If not, go away and come back when you are old enough. If you are old enough and this style of erotica isn't to your liking, then go find some erotica that is. You're an adult, life is short, find porn you like and read that instead, but if this is a style you enjoy, then feel free to comment and provide constructive criticism and feedback. I need to grow as an author and honest constructive criticism is always welcome.
*****
Jewel slowly sucked up and down the shaft of her husband's cock. Stretching her jaws wide to accommodate the base as her nose reached to touch her husband's belly she inhaled and swirled her tongue as she pulled back along the 10 inch length.
Reaching the head she let the mushroom tip of his circumcised penis slip from her mouth. She kissed the tip and darted her tongue at the urethral hole, removing more of his pre-cum issuing and then exhaled strongly as she forcefully and quickly swallowed and pushed her head back down over the shaft again.
After 5 years of marriage and innumerable blow jobs, Countess Jewel Delacroix knew how to please her husband.
Nearly 6 inches in she suppressed her gag reflex and forced the top four inches of cock down her throat. Reaching the base she inhaled again, smelling the disgusting smell of pheromones and testosterone emanating from Count Delacroix's sweaty ball sack.
Slowly backing away she finally heard her husband issue his first small moan of pleasure. A quick glance upward she tried to make eye contact as he liked, but she saw his eyes were closed as he fantasized while she gave him oral ministrations.
Jewel risked a quick glance at the clock and noted that she had only been blowing her husband for 7 minutes so far. Maybe he would come quickly and she could finally be finished. He hardly ever fucked her in the morning anymore after a blow job. His stamina had decreased noticeably since he turned 70 last month. That and the strokes he suffered a few years ago.
Jewel maintained her rhythm, pressure, and salivary slickness hoping he would finish soon so she could get ready. For the first time in 4 years her husband had finally granted her permission to do something she wanted to do and meet someone she wanted to meet.
She only hoped the reporter would accept her proposal and agree to help her. Jewel knew that this was likely her last chance. She had to succeed. Failure was not an option.
**
Phoebe Mills arrived precisely on time at the Delacroix residence. The spacious white mansion fronted by Doric columns set amongst the immaculate gardens and courtyard overlooking the sea was one of the largest in the country. Phoebe had never been inside and was astonished when she received an invitation for a private audience with the most reclusive male-bride in the country.
Jewel Veronica Delacroix, formerly Jules Vern Macleod, was the first arranged male bride in the history of the country. After her wedding to the Count Delacroix he... she.. briefly became something of a celebrity figure, until disappearing completely from the public view after her second anniversary.
Phoebe Mills checked her appearance in the car mirror one final time before exiting. Stepping out the car door she straightened her blue leather skirt and jacket ensemble. Dressing for the event was always the responsible thing to do. Impressing the nobles had as much to do with what you could do as well as how you presented yourself. Phoebe sensed a good story and so far her reporters sense had never been wrong.
**
Jewel's ass hurt. As she carefully washed her backside in the swirling bubble bath Jewel knew she needed to hurry. A countess was never hurried, she was told, and trained to believe, but she needed to meet the reporter. It was vital to her plans.
After her husband came in her mouth he actually had the energy to mount her doggy style and fuck her ass. Jewel was incredibly annoyed as this put her behind schedule. And her ass hurt! Jewel knew from first hand experience it wasn't the length of the cock, it was the girth, and her husband's cock was easily 5 inches around. Despite 5 years of marriage he still stretched her out every time he mounted her.
The worst part was how long he took. Having already shot a load of cum down her throat from the blow job he was ready to perform for quite awhile before he would cum again. Jewel watched the minutes on the clock tick away as her husband slowly, rammed his tool down her back passage.
Jewel did her best to encourage him, slowly gasping from time to time, and then moaning, and then vocalizing "Yes! God Yes! OH...Darling...Fuck me...Fuck me hard...cum baby...cum...oh...cum now!"
It was her dirty talk that finally got her husband over he edge a second time that morning, yet her ass fucking cost her a half an hour of time she could have used for herself.
Now, rushing as much as she could when staff wasn't watching, Jewel finished washing herself, toweled off, and hurried to her vanity and makeup counter to do her makeup.
**
"Countess Delacroix is briefly detained," the servant intoned politely. "She shall meet you here in the library. I shall bring refreshments shortly."
"Of course, I'll just wait here then." Phoebe's response was polite and unsurprised. Nobles always liked making people wait. It was their way of trying to impress others with how important they are.
Phoebe truly didn't mind however. Being told to wait in the library, where typically nobles kept family records might be interesting. Snooping through the old family photographs and scrapbooks and records usually provided interesting clues into old scandals, gossip and embarrassments that she could use for her articles.
Putting nobles into a pique was one of the things Phoebe Mills enjoyed doing and being good at her job she did it well.
**
Jewel rushed to complete her makeup and get dressed. Fortunately she already had her outfit selected beforehand. Having finished her makeup and pulling her long brunette hair into a ponytail she once again looked the part of a beautiful college aged girl.
That she was in fact a 23 year old male was beside the point.
Jewel donned her panties, tucking back her penis and carefully pulling them up over her pert yet sore bottom, she then put on her bra, her 38C breasts pushed up even higher by the foam padding the bra provided. Glancing at her figure in the mirror as she picked up her top and pulled it on, her full bosom stretched it out ever so slightly for a perfect figure hugging fit. The grey tartan A-line skirt that followed next flared beautifully over her small waist and womanly hips. The final touches were the grey block heels with cute grey bows over the toes.
A final look in the mirror as Jewel critically appraised her appearance. Everything she saw met the standards they forced her to follow. Her figure, her face, her hair, her outfit; all were in accordance with the standards she was made to uphold as countess.
Jewel exited her closet and saw her husband was gone. The sounds of running water from his bathroom on the other side of their master bedroom meant he was obviously taking a shower. Jewel smiled inwardly as she knew she wouldn't lose any more time with small talk or a good morning kiss, or worse yet, another blow job.
Jewel exited the bedroom and walking effortlessly in the heel to toe stride trained into her by her governess, which made her hips sway femininely from side to side, and made her way to the library.
**
"Her Grace, Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix, of the House Delacroix." The servant intoned blandly.
Phoebe Mills looked up and stood up to see Countess Delacroix as she entered the library. Caught looking through their wedding album she nevertheless rose smoothly from her seat. Nobles always followed protocol first. She was able to see the wall clock above the door as the countess entered, exactly 15 minutes after their scheduled meeting.
Phoebe smiled to herself at the obvious power play.
"Mrs. Phoebe Mills, Reporter." The servant intoned with the same bland voice and bored expression.
As the countess entered the servant turned and followed wheeling in a tea set and various delicacies and treats.
"Mrs. Mills." Jewel greeted her warmly, extending her hand. "Thank you for accepting my invitation."
"Your Grace" Phoebe gave a tiny curtsy before taking Jewel's hand. "It is my pleasure to meet you. How could I have possibly refused?"
"Thank you Joffrey, we shall serve ourselves today. That will be all." Jewel dismissed the servant.
Joffrey turned and exited with the same smooth precision expected, shutting the library doors behind him.
**
"I hope you don't mind, While I was waiting I found this photo album, your wedding I believe, it was a beautiful ceremony." Phoebe smiled charmingly. That wasn't all she found. 15 minutes was a lot of time to be left in a room full of facts waiting to be discovered.
"Yes. It was." Jewel controlled her facial expression careful to not reveal a hint of her true feelings for that day.
"No doubt you are curious as to why I invited you here, but before we begin may I offer you some tea?"
"Yes, Please." Phoebe watched as the countess gracefully walked behind the tea service and delicately set up the two cups and saucers, pouring the hot brewed tea from an exquisite silver teapot.
"Black or white?"
"White, please." Phoebe watched again as the countess poured in precisely the right amount of cream into each cup. Her moves were flawless...hmmm, no...practiced, she thought.
Jewel lifted the saucer and cup of tea and handed it to Phoebe Mills. "Please, have a seat" as she gestured to a pair of leather wing-back chairs near the expansive windows overlooking the garden.
Phoebe sat down and focused her attention on her hostess. As the countess retrieved her tea from the service and moved to sit next to her Phoebe could tell that she had obviously received many hours of poise and etiquette training. Her moves were smooth and polished, yet not too smooth as to be off-putting. As the countess sat she smoothed her skirt from under her as she sat down and delicately flared the hem of her skirt just so.
Jewel took a small sip of her tea as she felt her nerves rising. The risk of discovery was great. The risk of Mrs. Mills refusing her and betraying her was equally daunting. Jewel knew she had to act now or the opportunity would be lost forever. Carefully she reached over and flipped on the light switch to the lamp between them.
Phoebe was confused. A member of the noble class being weird was nothing new to her. There was plenty of light entering through the windows and no need to turn on a lamp. Her mind was already actively recording all the details for possible use as an article later.
"I need your help." Jewel practically hissed as she whispered.
"And how can I help you your grace?" Phoebe withdrew her notepad and pen and made ready to take notes.
"This lamp has a jamming device that actively blocks the listening devices in this room. My husband put this here for some of his meetings. He doesn't know I know about it. We probably have 5 minutes before security will come and check on us."
Oh, this is good Phoebe thought, a paranoid countess. Phoebe's mind was already racing with possibilities for articles for her gossip column.
"Mrs. Mills, I read your articles daily. I am only allowed to read the fashion and society pages and it is one of the few articles that can clue me in to what is going on outside these walls."
"I am flattered your grace. And if you would care to indulge me I would love to interview you. Tell me more about yourself. What is your life like here?"
"I didn't invite you here to request you interview me. I want to hire you."
Phoebe noticed Countess Delacroix's earnest expression. It occurred to her that normally she would have been taken to and greeted in a sitting room or salon for a meeting with the lady of a noble house. A library was where business would usually be discussed.
"Hire me?" Phoebe's interest was piqued. This could be an in to several exclusives. "For What?"
"I would like you to help me write my biography." Jewel looked Phoebe in the eyes and held her gaze.
Phoebe didn't shy away from the gaze.
"And do you think there is enough interest to justify a biography?" She asked.
"I was tricked into an arranged marriage, I am not gay, I do not want to dress and be seen as a woman, I am held here as a captive, I have no real rights and I am raped several times every day. I am effectively a slave. Is that a story your audience might like?"
Phoebe decided she had to let the countess down easy.
"Your grace, I am not an expert on this subject but there are many arranged marriages throughout the country and although they are rare they are legal. Not including your grace there are already three other male-brides and my sources indicate that one more arranged male bride marriage may be about to take place."
"You are not a slave, you have rights, and if you didn't like it here you are free to leave anytime you want, just like anyone else. There are no bogeymen, no deep state, and your private security that you hire and pay for isn't going to crash through the door and interrupt us."
Phoebe actually flinched as the knock on the library door and sudden opening and entry of two security men caught her by surprise.
She noticed both men were quite tall and physically imposing in their obviously tailored suits as they walked in, split up, one flanking to her side and the other to the side of the countess. They were followed by a female security guard who entered half way and visually scanned the room as if looking for threats.
"Gentlemen, what is the meaning of this interruption?" Jewels contralto voice and tone clearly displeased.
"Your grace, we received a window breach alarm, yet it appears the window is fine. This is possibly a false alarm. Nevertheless we must insist that you exit the room as we investigate."
"Oh bother" Jewel exclaimed. "Mrs. Mills, please walk with me. We can continue our interview in my sitting room."
"I am sorry Countess but protocol dictates that we escort you to safety. We can see Mrs. Mills to her car and safely out the gate."
Jewel waited an appropriate amount of time looking directly at the security guard before voicing her displeasure.
"Very well, we wouldn't want to break protocol now would we? However, courtesy demands and I insist on seeing my guest to the front door. Mrs. Mills, if you will please follow me." Jewels tone made it clear she would brook no dissent.
Jewel gently took Phoebe by the elbow and directed her down the hallway to the front door. She needed to maintain control before the staff took it from her.
"I do apologize and hope we can meet again soon. Please consider my offer. The romance novel I imagine writing needs professional help and with you as my ghost writer I know we can produce a best seller." Jewel smiled warmly at Phoebe.
Jewel knew the security staff would interview her thoroughly and laying the groundwork for her story was important. Jewel already had all her excuses planned and rehearsed. After all, consistency would be key to convincing the staff that nothing untoward was said. Jewel would deny knowing the lamp hid a jammer (If they even revealed it did). She had just turned on a lamp unsolicited out of courtesy so Mrs. Mills could easily see to write and take notes.
"Thank you for meeting with me Mrs. Mills, may I call you Phoebe?"
"Oh! Of course." Phoebe answered surprised by the sudden familiarity.
"Then please address me as Jewel. We're friends now."
Jewel took Phoebe by surprise as she embraced her in a friendly sisterly hug. With a kiss to her cheek Jewel released Phoebe.
Phoebe was escorted to her car by the security detail and as she drove away her mind was whirling with conflicting thoughts.
Was it a hoax? Was she being played? Weird drama was par for the course but that took the weird out of the drama and cranked it up to eleven.
Phoebe drove back to her office at the newspaper and sat at her desk. She took out her notepad and wrote down as much of the meeting as she could remember. Shifting in her desk chair she felt an uncomfortable bump in her jacket pocket.
Reaching into her pocket she was surprised to discover a flash drive. It wasn't one of hers and she definitely didn't have it in her pocket this morning. Where did this come from?
Phoebe realized when that Jewel must have slipped it into her pocket when she gave her a hug at the front door.
As Phoebe looked at the flash drive in her hand she had to admit, her interest was definitely piqued.
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Phoebe Mills placed the flash drive into her computer. After first making a copy to her laptop and uploading a second copy to her secure encrypted server she opened the file and began to read:
Dear Diary,
I'm not sure where to begin, so perhaps I should just begin at the beginning, or at least, the beginning that is relevant to who I became and where I am now.
My name is, or was, Jules Verne Macleod. Jules Verne because my father was a fan of the author, and MacLeod was our family surname. Or so I thought. Later I would discover that this was not the case.
But since that's who I thought I was before this whole tragedy began, it's still the truth as I knew it. I lived a normal life in Moose Lake Minnesota. Yes, there really is such a place as Moose Lake. It was a typical small town America and it was the only life I knew. I grew up attending public school. I participated in all the usual school activities such as football and hockey, but also swimming in the lake in the summer, and working the usual summer jobs in stores, and on farms, and even driving a truck for iron ore mines near the area. I was a good student, nearly making honor society, and I think I was well liked by my classmates.
What do I look like? People always ask that. Still, it is a good question; I was only 5'9" when everything changed, and had actually stopped growing. I was always thin though, barely weighing 140 pounds. My love for swimming had always kept me thin and my muscles toned.
I know. You're thinking I mentioned football. Well, in a small town, everyone is needed to fill out the team, and even though I was small, at least I was fast. I played offense as wide receiver, and defense as a tight end. Eventually I would come to hate the very thought of those position titles as they were sometimes used to humiliate me.
I also have, had, what I thought was a normal family. A sister, one year younger than me, but when growing up people actually thought we could've been twins. Not because she was masculine, but because I was rather...androgynous.
I, we, actually looked a lot more like our mother than our father. We even all had the same brunette color hair. After graduation I had let it grow long, down to my shoulders, during that last summer. Once, when the three of us; me, my sister and mom were walking together at the mall one of the store attendants actually confused us all for sisters. I was embarrassed of course, and my sister did tease me no end! Yeah, like I said, Androgynous.
My father on the other hand, was a man's man. I always hoped I would grow up to be like him, and have always been secretly disappointed when I didn't. At times I really felt that I got the short end of the stick, ending up looking more like my mom than him. He stood at 6'6" and weighed nearly 240 or 250 pounds. No, he wasn't fat at all, quite the opposite, he was muscular and fit. I suppose he could've had any woman he wanted. Many women had flirted with him, openly, even in my presence, but he only had eyes for my mother.
And then there was my younger brother. I liked to call him my little brother but physically that was far from true. He was the true fraternal twin to my sister. He was also the one who took after dad. I think my brother was pretty much bigger, taller and stronger than me from the time he turned 12. Sometimes life isn't fair, you know?
What did my dad do for a living you ask? Well, he was a financial planner, pretty much the only one in town and the only one for several of the small surrounding towns as well. He worked for himself in his own office, and I guess he was pretty good at it too. Over the years, thanks to word of mouth and plain old hard work he had built up a successful business. We never seemed to want for anything and he even bought me, my brother and my sister cars for our 16th birthdays.
Our mom never had to work if she didn't want to, and because of that she was able to spend time in charities and school functions and raising the family. I never knew her to be sad or unhappy unless dad was off traveling for work. She'd always be worried and when I asked her why it bothered her she said it was just silly irrational fears.
So it was a normal small town life. I had plans to go to college and was spending the last summer at home, just goofing off and enjoying life, when life came crashing down around me.
It's easy to point to the cause of it all; of our getting caught I should say. It started easily enough. It was a hot summer day and a weekend. Dad didn't have any appointments and the weather was beautiful so we all went to the lake to go swimming. Going to the lake is actually a lot of fun. Days like this and you can run into almost all of your friends and have a great time. In fact, we were having a great time, one of the happiest days I can remember, until the accident.
I can't remember who yelled it, but the shout "My god, she's drowning!" from the shoreline caught everyone's attention. I looked around and saw a small kid disappear under the water. I took off, swimming as fast as I could. Did I say I was on the swim team? Well I was. Varsity no less. I made it to where she disappeared and then dove under, looking everywhere, until I found her, a little kid about 7 or 8 maybe and grabbed onto her and hauled as fast as I could for the surface. I doubt I was under for more than a minute so I was surprised when I came up and my dad was there. Together we brought her to the shore where my little brother met us. I was totally exhausted from the effort so he and my dad both started CPR. It was only a few seconds when she sputtered and started breathing on her own again. She woke up and started crying for her mommy.
**
Jewel paused to flex her hand as writers' cramp began to affect her wrist. She would have preferred to write at her personal desk in her salon but her husband had insisted she write at the side table of the library this day.
Jewel glanced over at her husband as he sat on the couch, reading the newspaper, sections and sheets strewn about as he discarded them when finished.
Jewel knew that her husband was staging a scene. She had been directed to wear only a sheer knee length tulle petticoat over her lace bra and lace panties, a sheer camisole, and a sheer white peignoir over that; all in virginal white. She had her cock tucked back and held captive by a white thong so as to preserve the illusion of a V shape and flat front of her pubis. Needless to say anyone who gave any scrutiny or more than just a passing glance at her appearance would notice the outfit provided almost no modesty.
"This is practically indecent." Jewel had complained to Leanne earlier, as she was made to dress herself for the morning event.
Naturally Leanne dismissed her concerns.
"This is your home your grace and you may dress as you please within these walls."
"But what about the staff?" Jewel protested.
Leanne finished tying a large white bow around Jewels brunette hair, which she had arranged to cascade loosely down her back. The ribbon from the bow had first been wrapped flat around her neck and throat where it would serve as a choker and to keep her ponytail in place.
"What about them? They work for you. It's not their place to judge or question you."
Jewel gave up. She knew further complaints wouldn't do any good. And the household staff may not judge or question but she knew the gossip would be embarrassing enough. She slipped on her white marabou kitten heel slippers over her stocking clad feet.
Stockings, Jewel thought irritatedly, always stockings; this time thigh highs with silicon bands in the lace hem so they would stay up by themselves. Jewel noted that during the mandatory mirror review she could see the hems of her stockings and her panties through the layers of tulle of the petticoat.
Jewel was then escorted by Leanne to the Library, her practiced walk and sway of her hips giving a delicate flip of the hem of her petticoat as it flared out gracefully below her hips with each step.
Her husband meanwhile was already there and as was impeccably dressed in a suit and tie, unusual for this early in the day and on a Sunday. As he read his paper he occasionally sipped hot coffee.
Jewel knew that the image her husband wanted was of a husband and wife relaxing together on an early Sunday morning. Image was important to the count and Jewel knew it was in her best interest to cooperate.
She gently massaged her hands and thoughts of her latest disciplinary session for talking back flitted across her minds eye. Jewel wanted to avoid another caning and her participation in these scenes was mandatory.
Writing would have been easier if she was allowed to type using a word processor or computer, but the ancient laws stipulated her personal diary had to be hand written on paper to receive the protections that were lawfully afforded her as a noble and as an arranged bride.
Jewel shifted in her seat slightly. She knew she needed to hold her pose as directed but her need to stretch from sitting still for so long could no longer be ignored. She had been arranged specifically to be viewed when someone entered the library. Her feet crossed at the ankles, her legs both to one side of the chair, the chair turned away from the desk slightly so she was positioned facing partially toward the door and then twisting elegantly and leaning oh so slightly to her right side against the side table in order to be able to write in her diary.
Placing her pen across her diary she flexed her legs and sat up perfectly straight. Arms reaching upward over her head to stretch out her back and neck she took a deep breath, her chest and full breasts swelling with air and then relaxing.
Jewel noticed her movement had attracted the attention of her husband. She smiled at him politely as he looked over his newspaper at her. She waited a moment to see if he would call her over as she had been trained to do, before he returned his attention to the paper. Jewel resumed her pose, grateful for the moment that he hadn't called her over to service him or sit next to him. She had no time to spare for blow jobs or being groped, she had too much writing to do.
**
I couldn't really take it all in at first. I had just reacted automatically and I had saved a drowning child! People were patting me and my dad and my brother on the back and calling us heroes. Later we were watching the TV news and even saw our pictures put up as the local reporter told the story. I remember how excited I was, but for some reason dad wasn't.
The next morning he was just as somber. Our pictures were in the local paper. I was proud and excited at first but as I read the story was shocked, angry, and a bit crestfallen. The story gave my dad and little brother credit for saving the girl. There was even a photo where you saw them performing CPR and I was nowhere to be seen.
I was seriously annoyed further by my little brother as he began to tease me of how he was the one to have saved the girl.
I couldn't understand dad's lack of excitement over doing something so good. Instead he and mom were talking about taking a spontaneous trip with us off camping somewhere. They both agreed that we'd all leave tomorrow morning.
The police arriving at our door that night provided me the first clue that the life I thought I was living wasn't quite as normal as I had believed. The local sheriff informed us that he had a warrant for dad's arrest. Then they took him away.
The long and the short of it was that Dad was wanted in a foreign country for fraud and embezzling money from the Government of Allegoria. Unless he fought extradition he was going to be deported by the end of the week. You can imagine what the papers said the next day.
Through it all he stayed calm. We had the chance to visit him. It was rather emotional for all of us. Mom and my sister were crying. I guess I was in a bit of shock. I asked him "How did it happen?" He tried to answer, but eventually shrugged his shoulders and simply said "I ran afoul of some powerful people."
Dad fought extradition but was deported. Mom immediately took charge and announced that we were all going to Allegoria to be with dad and to fight the charges in court. She said the public nature of his arrest and the friends he made here in America would guarantee that he got a public trial, and if he was able to bring the facts out in court that he stood a good chance of being acquitted.
I never thought of staying home. I had a girlfriend, but we hadn't ever done anything other than kiss, not that I wasn't willing to go further. College would still be there when I got back. My friends were all moving on after high school. For my brother, sister and me it seemed like an exciting and scary adventure to support our dad. After all, we knew him better than anyone. There's no way he could be guilty of anything.
**
"Your Grace, your guest has arrived." Joffrey the butler intoned blandly.
Jewel looked up from her writing. She waited for the unspoken cues from her husband directing her for what he wanted her to do.
Count Delacroix rose from his seat on the couch and shook hands with the stranger. When the count waved her over, Jewel gracefully closed her diary, rose from her seat and walked over to greet the guest. Playing the dutiful wife and countess as her husband expected.
Jewel flushed with embarrassment as the stranger looked over her appearance undoubtedly noticing the lack of modesty her attire provided. Jewel saw that he was particularly focused on her breasts barely visible by the inadequate concealment of her lace bra, camisole and peignoir. Typical man, to stare at breasts like that, Jewel thought. She was grateful when her husband dismissed her so he could conduct his business meeting with the stranger alone.
"Darling, please turn on the light on your way out and shut the door." Her husband commanded.
Jewel wondered why he needed the light on as there was plenty of light from the windows but she knew better than to question her husband in the presence of guests.
Jewel was grateful to be dismissed, and as she retrieved her diary from the side table she held it against her chest, crossing her arms over it to provide her bosom coverage from the strangers leers. She didn't even mind that she wasn't told the stranger's name during the introductions. Another of her husband's secret meetings, she thought, uncaringly.
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Jewel retired to her salon and sat at her desk. She enjoyed the time spent alone, without prying eyes, or lessons, or duties. She set her diary down and once again took her pen in hand...
Dear Diary,
Flying into Allegoria was like flying over a picture post card. Located somewhere to the north and west of Greece, and touching the Aegean, Adriatic, and Black Seas, the azure waters and beautiful landscape was so unreal to me after the flatness and wide open skies of Minnesota it was difficult to take it all in. My sister Jenny had the window seat and had a better view but I could still make out some of the scenery. The country had started out tiny; the guidebook I had downloaded on line said there originally was only two major cities, and several small towns and villages, inside a large long valley and surrounded by mountains and high hills providing relative isolation. The country had been barely 100 miles across no matter what direction you went. Then, after the 2nd Great European war following the economic collapse and the 2nd great depression the country expanded. Conquering, liberating and swallowing up failed countries and fallen governments. Today Allegoria was some form of "modified parliamentary constitutional monarchy" whatever that meant, with a noble class and a commoner/subject class.
As we flew into and then over the harbor I could see Mediterranean style villas along the coast that changed into a modern city and lots of cruise liners and yachts. At the far end of the harbor, near the top middle running to some mountains was a river and what looked like the commercial shipping and cargo container ships. We descended into the airport and I saw fighter jets too. I guess the airport was also one of their air force bases.
The drive to my grandmother's, gave me another surprise as the buildings changed from villas and modern apartments into French style chateau's and even English brownstone townhouses. But the drive out to meet grandma for first time, was totally unexpected. Some may call it a quaint village, but for a kid from America anyplace with no electricity, no internet, no television, and no phone service was as backward as you could get! She literally lived in an Irish-style thatched roof cottage!
Over the first few days my excitement slowly turned to boredom. Mom was busy everyday driving to the city, meeting with lawyers and so on. Initially she left me, my brother and my sister with our grandfather and grandmother. We thought we would have some great meeting and bonding time with our grandparents, but grandma and grandpa had other ideas. We had nothing to do but do the chores for them. We were certainly kept busy with it, hand washing the laundry, cleaning up and sweeping and dusting. Grandma loved to cook for all of us and was more than happy to have me do the dishes. No electrical power meant hand washing everything. That actually wouldn't have been so bad but grandma would still sit there and watch and critique every little thing I did. She must have thought we were spoiled and needed discipline.
After only a couple of days my sister couldn't stand it anymore and begged mom to take her with her to the city so she could help out. And after a late night scare where mom was nearly mugged, my little brother got to go as well. Mom probably thought he could protect her, and at 6'4 and 220 lbs he probably could. After that mom would often take my sister with her for company, which left me at the cottage alone with my grandparents. Now all the chores fell to me. My grandfather got into the act as well now, having me do the yard work, re-thatch the roof, attend to several farm animals they had. I quickly learned that chickens are both stupid and mean! I thought about complaining to mom as well but I actually didn't have the heart to do it. The way she came home every night, sad and dejected, she tried to keep up a brave front but I could tell that everything was affecting her. I decided I had to be strong and buckle down and try to keep some semblance of normality for us. Besides, I knew that I would finally get to see dad the day that he was going to be formally arraigned.
When that day finally came I was so excited, nervous, yes, because of the seriousness of it all, but also happy to get out and away from my grandparents tasking. I remember that I put on a suit and tie, and I had to borrow my sister's brush to brush out my hair. By that time it had grown down past my shoulders to my upper back in length. I had wanted to get a hair cut and look more presentable but there hadn't been any time or money to do it. All six of us, my mom, brother, sister, grandfather and grandmother and I climbed into the rental car and headed off to the city. It was only an hour drive, but being cramped in the back of a small economy car was agony. Once again I was struck by the variety of all the different architectural styles; Mediterranean villas at the coast, French chateaus in the country, English brown-stones on the outskirts of the city, modern high-rises in the city. It was as if they had a little bit of everything here. I checked the guide book and read that Allegoria was a bit of a haven of stability during the 2nd Great War and refugees from all over found shelter and protection here. My reading was interrupted when we arrived. Mom had driven us straight to the courthouse and led us to the visitors entrance.
The visitor's rooms at the courthouse were just like you would see in an American crime drama, a simple table and set of chairs for all of us. Dad's lawyer met us at the front door and we walked in together. They brought dad in and we were all allowed to sit with him. We had just a few minutes together but the time was taken up by dad's lawyer talking about what was about to happen and what to expect. He was glad we were all there to show support. He felt a strong family presence would help to show that dad was really a model citizen. Naturally we worried anyway and it struck me as ironic how we were all trying to be brave for each other. I had wanted more time to catch up, but the guards came and escorted dad and his lawyer, and all of us, to the courtroom.
**
Count Delacroix was in a good mood. It wasn't often he felt happy, but today he was about to see a criminal face charges and he was as close to smiling as he had ever been. The count was a serious man. As Chancellor of the Exchequer he was responsible for many things. Finding out how to generate tax revenue, and overseeing the machinery of the royal tax collections office were full time occupations. And now an embezzler was coming to face justice.
Granted the count had been forced to tread carefully. The secret accounts of his that his young protege had discovered and plundered years ago would not have been easily explained. The count knew he had to be patient, and he waited many months, all the while carefully adjusting numbers and shifting funds until he could "discover" the missing money and explain why his assistant had suddenly left the country. Naturally the count was "shocked" and "horrified" at the discovery, or so all the papers reported when he appeared before the House of Lords to report the news. But with the blame now firmly fixed on his protege it was only a matter of a simple vote to charge the fugitive with the crime of embezzlement. The count had no idea it would have taken this many years before he was able to discover the fugitive's whereabouts.
But since all the loose ends had been tied up years ago, today he was to see the beginning of justice administered, and no doubt, after the successful prosecution and eventual guilty verdict, he would be able to reap the rewards. His duty was clear and he now looked forward to watching the royal prosecutor. The count made his way to the balcony seating reserved for nobles to watch Royal Justice in action. Naturally he didn't rise when the judge came in and took his seat. The count surveyed the courtroom from his lofty perch before casually turning his attention to the accused and his family.
The count smiled as everything was as it should be. The judge, the prosecutor, the accused, counsel for the accused, and the family of the accused. The count saw the mother, son and two daughters and became momentarily confused. Why was one of the daughters wearing a suit? She should be wearing a dress like her sister and mother. The count idly wondered if she was a lesbian. But after a second more careful examination the count noticed that she was in fact a boy.
The Count noticed the amazing similarities in their appearance, amongst the mother and daughter the three of them were nearly identical. The Count admired the young man and smiled indulgently at the thought of his planned evening activities. A new concubine had come into service and the count had the highest bid of the private auction to be the first to bed the newly trained servant.
Long suppressed memories of his school days came unbidden from his memory. In his mind's eye the count saw the young man sitting by the counsel for the accused and was struck by the resemblance he bore to his former lover from preparatory school. The count remembered the guilt he felt during their relationship. Attitudes to homosexuality 40 years ago were different. After his father found out the count was forced to break off the relationship. Instead he had to lead the normal life expected of him. To pursue a relationship in accords with his orientation would have his father disown him completely. The count, due to societal attitudes about being gay and his obligations to his family, instead hid his orientation and did what he was told. He married a nice young woman and raised a family.
The count's wife had died 5 years ago. Despite the many business trips to Thailand and the steady stream of attractive young male interns he supervised, she died never knowing of his special interests. The count had been careful. He had to be, a man in his position of authority and standing in the community. Of course the wealth his status afforded him allowed him to maintain his secrets easily. Security agents and guards, bribes and payoffs were nothing unfamiliar; after all, he deserved them. He was entitled to the perks and privileges of his breeding and family.
The count found it difficult to organize his thoughts and in a rare moment of indecision was unsure of what he should do. He had always acted on reason and not emotion. The count reminisced again over his long lost lover, his warmth, his beauty. The count was embarrassed as he felt his erection start to grow as he remembered his lover's mouth satisfying his physical cravings. The secret meetings they arranged as he presented himself for the count's taking. The count shifted in his seat to ease the strain on his erection, trapped inside his trousers. He flushed slightly with embarrassment as he fought to control himself.
I am a man of reason, not an animal, he thought, angrily. Count Delacroix struggled with his emotions and knew that he had a decision to make. The count knew this case inside and out. He knew he needed to do something, to act, but what? What should he do?
The count watched and listened as the judge asked the defense to enter a plea. The attorney entered a plea on behalf of his client of not guilty. The judge accepted the plea and intoned that the trial would start Monday, in 4 days time.
The count rose and left the courtroom, walking slowly and casually to conceal the bulge from his erection. A quick stop in the lavatory to discreetly adjust himself was as awkward as the yearnings he now felt. Touching his erection as he made the adjustment caused a shock of pleasure he hadn't felt in a long time. Not one for sentimental nonsense the count was angry with himself as he knew he had thought of the young man in the courtroom when he did it.
The Count returned to his palatial office and threw himself into his work. He worked all that afternoon and late into the night. After watching the accused enter his plea he should have felt better. Instead he felt conflicted.
Finally returning home to his villa the count readied himself for his evening's entertainment. Determined to banish the troubled thoughts that had been torturing him the count reclined into an overstuffed sofa chair. His evening's entertainment had arrived.
The Count watched as the young man slowly, almost timidly approached and kneeled down before the count. Nervously he gently pushed the counts legs open, before moving forward on his knees closer and closer.
The count took a moment and took the young man by the chin, tilting his head up until they made eye contact.
"They tell me I am your first."
The young man swallowed and smiled nervously. "Yes, your grace."
"You are young to be a concubine. Most don't come into this profession so soonn in life, or as young."
"Oh, yes, uh, I mean, I have no family or contacts, and can't afford to go to college, so..." he trailed off.
The count smiled politely but was secretly bored as the young man rambled on with a brief tale of woe. When he finally finished his story the count was actually relieved.
"A sad tale, to be sure, but you are learning a new trade, one that can be quite lucrative for you. Let us begin then." The count waved dismissively towards the young man and the belt of his robe.
The young man swallowed nervously again, before untying the knot and opening the flaps of the robe. The Count smiled as the young man gulped when seeing the size of the counts manhood. Not even fully erect he was still over 8 inches long and nearly 5 inches around.
The count relaxed into his seat as the young man's hand tentatively stroked up and down the length of his shaft.
The count was content to let the young man go at his own pace at first. A novice concubine could be delightful to someone as jaded as he. Breaking them in slowly and patiently, savoring the reward of innocence. The count became somewhat distraught to find he was actually slowly losing his erection.
The count looked at the young man. He was certainly pretty enough. Blond hair cut short. In the dim light he imagined it looked almost but not quite as a pixie cut. Not long and brunette like the young man in court today, he smiled, remembering the luxurious appearance of his hair. As he did so the count felt his cock harden and strain under the increase flush of arousal.
Smiling now at the thought, the count placed his hand behind the young man's head and guided it toward his now engorged cock.
Another nervous smile and lick of his lips and the concubine kissed the tip before licking up and down his shaft.
The count closed his eyes and decided to fantasize about the young man in court.
Fantasies of control and dominance swirled through the count's mind as the concubine swirled his tongue around the base of his cock and kissed and fondled his balls. Gone from the count's mind was the blonde concubine, replaced in his mind's eye with the son of his young protege.
The count let his imagination fuel his fantasy. He fantasized about the brunette hair in a tight pony tail, his face lovingly made up like his favorite lady-boys from Thailand, those firm plump lips in red lipstick wrapped tenderly around the shaft of his hard swollen cock.
Shifting in his seat the count allowed the fantasy to fuel the fire and knew he wouldn't last much longer. Taking the concubine again by the back of his head, his hair was cut too short to grab, he thought disappointingly, he motioned the young man back.
"Facial." He ordered.
The concubine nervously smiled.
God that smile was getting annoying, the count thought, but with the concubines gentle licks of his tongue and firm strokes of his hand he finally brought the count to orgasm.
Long streams of cum arched from the tip of his cock and splashed messily across the concubines face. The baron watched the young man's concerned expression as stream after stream and rope after rope of hot cum erupted from his manhood, but at least he kept stroking until the Count's seed had finally been spent.
Finished, the count took his cock in his hand and used his cock to evenly spread his cum across the face and lips of the concubine.
"You have done well." The count smiled politely as his released the young concubines head from his grasp. "You may go now."
"But, you've paid for the whole evening." The concubine stuttered. If he disappointed an important client like this one he could lose is job.
"It's quite alright. You have been satisfactory. Now go." The Count maintained an even expression but was secretly disappointed. All that money spent to be the concubines first and he instead fantasized about another.
"May I borrow a towel to, um..." the young man gestured wiping motions across his face.
"No. When you leave here you may be proud to wear my cum on your face."
The concubine rose slowly from his knees and turned to leave. Cum spread so obviously across his features it seemed even a blind man would notice. The concubine didn't question his client or his training. The elite had their fetishes and perks, and despite the terrible embarrassment, the money would be worth it. Hey, for his first time he didn't even have to take off any of his clothes.
Disappointedly, the Count turned into bed to sleep. When he did try to sleep his fevered dreams made him toss and turn and ultimately woke him up after only a few hours.
Dressed in his pajamas the count fought to ignore the return of his now persistent erection. He opened the windows to allow the cool night breeze to enter and tried to clear his mind from his confusing thoughts. He had to do something, but what?
Time waits for no man, the count thought ruefully. He was 65 years old now and the count knew whatever he decided that he had to play his cards carefully.
Could he take the young man from court as a lover? No, he thought, he hadn't courted anyone except his wife, and at his age he didn't want to risk appearing the part of the fool.
Maybe just kidnap him and use him as his personal toy?
Again the count rejected that idea. Such a move was beneath the dignity of a member of the noble classes. Since the young man was not a gift he intended to give away to another, keeping him for himself would be considered improper by his peers.
The count wondered if he could just send a match maker to make an offer to the family of the young man, but the risk of rejection, nay, the certain likelihood of rejection was too great. The scandal would likely cause a mistrial if it were insinuated he used his influence for personal gain so openly.
The counts thoughts became distracted and he then became irritated by the recent accusations of the gay rights activists who were protesting government policies. They said his refusal to allow gay couples to be taxed the same as married couples meant that he was a homophobe! How dare they! If only they knew, he thought humorlessly.
I should just marry the boy! Then I could get what I want and I would also silence my critics!
The count found him self doing a mental double take, his mind ablaze with the feelings that come from making the obvious connections.
Marriage? Could he?
While it is true that there were some nobles who were openly bisexual, they all had first married in a traditional arrangement for the purpose of children and heirs. Concubines were common and even same sex concubines were accepted. Openly flaunting a kept woman or mistress by the men was understood, even expected. Women openly appearing with an "escort" or even a "kept man" were daring acts usually performed only by the younger generation of nobles, after an heir had been produced of course.



The count knew that in Allegoria a same sex marriage was allowed, at least among the lower classes, but none had ever occurred among the nobles. Yet he had already married and had an heir. Could he now marry for love and happiness...or even better, revenge?
Revenge! The counts thoughts became flush with the realization that there was a way to get what he really wanted, and Count Delacroix always got what he wanted!
As the count formalized his thoughts into a plan he knew that he had one last person to consult. It wasn't often he sought advice from a commoner, but he knew he needed an expert opinion, and she was the best there was. The count called his secretary and had him summon her to his office that morning.
**
Leanne arrived at the office of the Chancellor of the Exchequer at precisely 9:15. Her appointment with the chancellor was at 9:30 and she prided herself on her punctuality. Leanne knew why she was called but she knew she had to allow the count to tell her who he wanted to marry and inquire as to whether or not she was available to act as wedding planner and chaperone for the new bride.
Leanne was a specialist. She made a living planning the weddings for the wealthy and noble classes. But she was also known as being the best at assisting the spouse of an arranged marriage accept and conform to their newly married status. She wasn't surprised when she was called upon like this anymore. She had an image and a reputation now that brought her respect in all the important social circles. And respect was good for business. As she waited in the reception room to be shown into the chancellors office she idly wondered who the woman would be. The count was never in any of the gossip columns. She only ever saw his name in the government, business or financial sections of the newspaper.
The phone rang on the handsome young receptionists' desk, interrupting Leanne's reverie. "The Chancellor will see you now." He smiled politely at her and Leanne noticed his perfect white teeth. The receptionist stood and escorted her to the door.
The receptionist announced Leanne's presence to the count and then bowed slightly as he left, shutting the door behind him.
Alone with the count, Leanne walked into the office and was greeted warmly and professionally. She maintained a polite and respectful silence as the count inquired after her well being and her day, giving only the polite responses members of the nobility expected.
"No doubt you know why I have asked you to meet with me." The count began.
"I only assume that it is of a personal nature my lord, since I do believe all my taxes are in order."
The count laughed pleasantly. He had heard jokes like that many times. "No, no, I am not here to inquire into your latest tax receipts," he smiled as he spoke "I am here to seek assistance that you can provide of a personal nature." The count wavered for only a moment before continuing on. "I am about to propose marriage and would like your services in assisting my future, ah, bride accept her new station."
"Of course my lord, I take it that it will be an arranged marriage and the lady in question does not yet know of your intentions?" Always respectful, Leanne bowed her head slightly as she spoke.
"No...he does not." The count watched Leanne closely as he let what he said sink in. He was amused at the changes in her expression as she worked to control her surprise.
"I'm sorry my lord, did you say 'He'"?? Are you saying that you are going to marry a...um...a man?"
The count couldn't suppress a small chuckle at Leanne's discomfort and surprise. "Yes. As you may be aware, the parliament passed a law last year allowing for same sex marriages." The count didn't say that he had originally opposed the law. He had an image to maintain after all. "I intend to propose marriage to the family of the young man and I want you to be his chaperone, but there is one other thing."
"Yes my lord, what is that?" Leanne asked, her thoughts still whirling with surprise.
"When I take my statement of intention and legal declaration to the crown I will be reminded that I have an image and a social standing to consider. In noble society anyone I marry will be eligible for the title of countess. I must also consider the feelings of the noble women who my wife will need to associate with. Therefore I have come to the conclusion that he will need to be dressed and be able to pass as a woman when he is out in public. There may also be more than the usual amount of...reluctance, as I do not know the young man's sexual orientation. I also do not want anyone to know that he is a man, not until I choose to make a statement and reveal the news. Can you do all this?"
Leanne was very surprised at the novelty of the proposal. She had never heard of such a thing, forcing a potentially hetero-sexual male to accept a same sex marriage and become a transvestite too. To her knowledge this had never been done to anyone.
She thought hard about the count's proposal and about the task ahead of her. Men say women are high maintenance. Arranged spouses are notoriously difficult to handle. Their level of acceptance is never the same from spouse to spouse, and with the new laws allowing same sex marriage there wasn't any precedent for an arranged same sex marriage for her to study and gain insight.
And the unusual request of feminizing the young man. Leanne could understand on an intellectual level why the count, in his social and professional standing, would need a wife for all the social functions where his and her participation is expected or required, but what about being accepted by all the other society and noble women of the country? The challenges would be enormous, but then again, so could the rewards. Leanne carefully considered what needed to be done and how she could do it.
"Count Delacroix, I accept your offer, but I must have complete and final authority over his training. You are no doubt aware that there are also going to be some, ah, unusual expenses involved. Compelling a straight male to accept a same sex marriage and a new sexual orientation has never been done before. You must be fully committed to his training regimen."
The count smiled broadly. "Of course, if you accept then you shall be his governess and chaperone. I shall leave him to you to prepare him for a long and happy marriage. As to his accepting his new identity, gays have been hiding their orientation for years; they were 'in the closet' so to speak; it will be no different for him."
Leanne could understand the count's reasoning, even if she didn't agree with it.
"Thank you my lord. I shall have an estimate of expenses drawn up and sent to you this evening."
"That will be fine. In the mean time there should be enough zeros on this check to get you going. I shall expect progress reports daily."
Leanne was surprised at the amount written on the check, although she was very careful to conceal it. "Thank you my lord, this should provide an adequate start. I can begin as soon as you have written consent from the family members for the marriage to take place. How soon do you think that will be?"
"I should have the families consent by the end of the week. How much time do you need to prepare?"
"There is typically three to six months of lead time and preparation." Leanne answered professionally.
The count studied his calendar for a moment. "Then the wedding will take place Thursday, in 3 months time" The count's smile grew even wider.
**
Jules listened as the lawyer spoke. His mother and sister both seemed equally stunned by this new development.
"The charges are lengthy and the penalty is severe, Mrs. Macleod. I would urge you to seriously consider accepting this plea agreement. If Jules agrees to the marriage proposal then the charges will be dropped and your husband will be free and can never be charged again."
Two weeks after their father had entered his plea, Jules and all his family had been summoned to the prosecutor's office. They had been shown into a large office where the prosecutor introduced a smartly dressed woman and said that she was an attorney representing a private party and needed to deliver important information.
The lawyer spoke directly to Jules. "It is important that you understand this. A noble has expressed interest, and states they are 'captivated' by you and they want you to accept a proposal of marriage. In return for your family's acceptance, the charges against your father will be waived without prejudice and your father will be released. If you accept their proposal this will also result in a substantial monetary endowment to your family, as required by law, as well as a noble title for you and entry into the noble society of Allegoria's ruling elite. The offer is made today and a decision must be given immediately. Refuse and the trial will proceed as scheduled; and in all likelihood your father will go to jail and you and your family will be financially ruined."
Jenny was the first to break the silence. "Oh my god, how romantic and wonderful, think of the title and the money. And dad goes free too. Go for it bro, do it!"
Jules mother was not so sure. "Now Jennifer, we don't know anything about this woman. Who is the noblewoman who wants to marry Jules? How old is she? What's her motive?"
The attorney interrupted "Allegoria's Laws only allow for the arrangement of a marriage like this for love. There can be no other considerations or ulterior motives allowed."
Yeah right, thought Jules mother. Her expression of doubt and hope clearly evident across her face.
"What do you think James?"
"Hey, if it gets dad free and all of us some money then why not?"
Jules was annoyed by his brother's cavalier attitude but he did have a point.
"See mom," Jenny was getting excited. She looked at Jules and her mom, "Marry the old biddy and you become a rich lord of the realm. And daddy goes free!"
"But shouldn't I meet her first? I mean, I have no idea who she is." Jules could feel the butterflies in his stomach. Excitement and fear together as well as what seemed like an opportunity too good to be true.
Their attorney spoke again. "There isn't any requirement to meet first, and given the timing of this offer I don't think you would have the time. I will need a decision right away if we are to move on this."
Jules grandmother finally broke her silence "It is your duty to the family to help your father. Arranged marriages are common here."
Jules mother looked at Jules as she spoke. "Ultimately it is your decision, if you agree to this..." her voice trailed off. It did seem like a perfect opportunity.
Jules was flustered and confused, and excited all at once. Here was his opportunity to be the hero and set things right! Just like in the movies, save the day and get the girl. He hoped that whoever she was she wasn't really an old biddy like his sister had suggested. He glanced at his grandmother and felt shivers as he imagined being with a woman that old.
"I require all of you to sign that you acknowledge the proposal and consent to the terms." One by one his mother, sister, brother, grandfather and grandmother were also directed when and where to sign. It bothered Jules for a minute that none of them actually read all the papers, but he figured the lawyers must have read them and must know what they are doing.
The attorney stood up and announced "Your lawyer and I will take this to your father and obtain his consent as part of a plea agreement. If you all will wait here it should only be a few minutes."
"Wait, shouldn't I sign as well?" Jules asked.
"Your signature is not required. Only that your family is informed of the proposal and agree. We only need 6 signatures and if your father agrees then it is all set."
Jules watched as the lawyer left the room. Jules and his family sat in silence until Jenny started chattering nervously. "I wonder what she's like. What kind of house will you live in? I bet it's a mansion. What will your title be? Duke? Count? Barron? Don't think for a minute that I'm going to bow down or curtsy to you now."
Although it seemed like much longer, after only 30 minutes they all turned simultaneously as the door opened and the attorneys walked back into the room.
"Your father has signed." She announced. "He was in disbelief at first, but when I showed him that you all had signed he agreed as well. Per the terms he will be released on the day of your wedding and will be free after the marriage vows are exchanged. Congratulations!"
Jules smiled as he accepted the Lawyers handshake and his family's approval. He had done it. He had saved his family. Life could only get better.
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**
The private investigator didn't have to break into the therapist's office. It was easier to pose as a prospective client. After a causing a brief distraction to get the receptionist away from her desk he was able to read the schedule on the receptionist's computer screen.
Sliding a flash drive into the port an automatic app quickly and quietly downloaded the sought after files. His client would be pleased and more importantly, the 2nd half of the payment would be his.
**
5 years earlier
Leanne's meeting with the Count had gone well. She now had an excellent idea of what he wanted and thankfully it wasn't much. Yes Jules would have to conform to female standards of dress and behavior, but his greatest concern was her behavior. Count Delacroix was obsessed with his public image.
Jules was to be docile and subservient in public, and obedient in private. Leanne knew her methods would achieve these goals, but the time allotted was tight. Less than 3 months until the marriage and her debut.
Leanne glanced at the notarized forms and paperwork she was to file with the royal and civil courts. She was extremely happy with the selection of his new name, Jules Verne Macleod was to become Jewel Veronica Delacroix.
She also carried three unsigned contracts and if this next meeting went well she would have the team she needed to accomplish her goals.
**
"Gentleman and Ladies, thank you for coming, and while I have worked with each of you individually before, this is the first time I am asking all of you for your assistance."
Leanne looked around the table and smiled warmly at her team. She didn't know if the unusual circumstances would alter their willingness to help her or not.
"Always a pleasure Leanne," The therapist spoke first. "I believe we all know why we are here."
"Ya right," the pharmacist interrupted. "Ya gots yerself a bride whose about to get married and don't know it yet dontcha?"
Leanne nodded and smiled warmly, "It seems my reputation precedes itself."
"Yes, I do have an arranged marriage to plan and I have three months to do it. And this marriage poses unique difficulties. Difficulties I believe that we can overcome."
"Who are the bride and groom?" The Personal Trainer asked politely.
"All will be revealed, just as soon as you three sign these non-disclosure agreements."
"Oi. I wondered when yeed git to that." The pharmacist reached for his copy and after skimming over the document signed at the bottom.
Leanne waited as the Therapist and Personal Trainer took their time to read more carefully before signing.
"I have here a contact for each of you. Each of you will provide your special talents to assist me as we prepare or young bride for marriage. To be elevated from commoner into nobility no less. The challenges are laid out for you in this contract. Please read it thoroughly and I hope you will accept."
Leanne sat back and waited while the three read through their copies. It was easy to spot when each of them reached the most unusual and astonishing paragraph.
"Excuse me? Leanne, It says here the bride is named Jules Verne, unless I am mistaken that's a boy's name." The personal trainer looked to Leanne.
"Yer not mistaken love, I read what it said to...are you joking. Try to pull a fast one on ole me?"
"No, this is no prank and the contract is real. I have been asked to facilitate an arranged marriage and it just so happens that it will be an arranged marriage between these two men." Leanne spoke with clarity.
"Same sex marriage has been legal for some time. It shouldn't surprise anyone that now there will be a same sex arranged marriage. A 'Male-Bride' if you will."
"I seek assistance from each of you to ensure that the wedding and the marriage will succeed and I believe it will take a coordinated effort from all of us to bring this to fruition."
Leanne looked around a coffee table at the personal trainer, the pharmacist and the therapist, each in turn. Leanne had chosen them each for their abilities, connections, and their willingness to try new and unusual tactics.
"Each of you has something to bring to the success of our endeavor. As therapist your hypnotic conditioning therapy has been revolutionary, groundbreaking really. As a neuro-biologist your work has done the same."
"Oi, I'm just a pharmacist now."
"Yes, you are. But your work was also unparalleled." Before you got lazy with the human trials on your drug experiments and they placed limitations on your medical license, Leanne thought ruefully. "And here you are today, still working to make a difference."
"And me?" the personal trainer asked.
"While I can and will see to our clients physical and emotional transformation into the young bride he is destined to become I will still need you to assist with the physical conditioning of his transformation. I know you have also worked with and have transgender clients. You will help transform his body to become that which our client seeks."
"Sounds crazy. Why should we help you?" The pharmacist asked.
"I believe the answer to that question is on the last paragraph of your contract." Leanne countered.
Leanne watched as each of them turned to the last page of the contract. I was nice to see their eyes widen with surprise at the remuneration clause. In addition to a large cash sum and a monthly salary, a large bonus had been added for the successful accomplishment of their endeavor.
Leanne knew that in addition to her role as governess and stylist, she would further oversee Jules behavioral conditioning and this would be a difficult task. Corporal punishment had been approved by her client as codified in law and in custom. Her knowledge and use of negative and positive reinforcement techniques would be applied. But she didn't want to hedge her bets. Leanne wanted to guarantee success and she wanted each of these three to help her.
"So...what do you say? Are you up to a challenge?"
Leanne was pleased as each of the three signed their contracts.
"Thank you so much for your willingness to assist our client. She will never be able to thank you herself, so I will thank you for her."
"Let us begin, so we are all aware of what each of us is expected to contribute." Leanne indicated the therapist first "And in layman's terms please, not all of us are or were doctors."
"Well, in addition to convincing our...ummm...bride, that he has a safe space to talk and someone to trust I can use some new revolutionary techniques in hypnotherapy I have developed. As you all may be aware hypnosis can't make you do things you don't want to do, but sustained therapy over time can convince you of those things that you want to do. One can be cajoled into accepting difficulties as a lesser of two evils, so to speak."
"I also noticed there is an 'escape clause' for a potential runaway bride in the contract. I can hypnotically induce Tells, like gamblers have. For example, if our um, bride is thinking about escaping he will bite his lip as if deep in thought. And if he starts to nervously tap his toe it will be a tell that warms us he is about to execute an escape plan, such as running away. He will not be aware he is doing either of these."
"In addition to our scheduled sessions, I can make some subliminal messaging that will supplement his therapy. His pillow will have micro-speakers playing repetitive messages just at the threshold of hearing. These repetitious messages will be used to reinforce the hypnotically induced training he received earlier all while he sleeps."
"And finally I can invoke a command clause, such as 'behave' that would immediately place him in a semi hypnotic and calm state if he were to become upset. However that would have to be used sparingly as they break down after repeated use and can then be ignored."
"Excellent," Leanne praised "However, please be advised that until the wedding we are to refer to him as 'him', but after the wedding he will be referred to as 'her'; courtesy and respect demands that we must mind our pronouns."
The pharmacist spoke up next.
"I will craft a specific mix of mood altering and behavior altering drugs that can place her in a dream like state of mind. Basically she will become suggestible to commands from those around her and quiet docile and obedient. This should increase the efficacy of the hypnotic suggestions our therapist will implant."
"I will need access to her medical files and I may need you to have some tests performed, blood tests and such, I'll give you a list, so the medication can be tailored to her specifically. Hey, I can also prescribe low doses of hormones to assist her physical transformation if yer interested."
Leanne nodded along with his statement. She knew of his experience as a state employee at the mental hospital and royal correctional system who 'moonlights' to supplement his income. A specific cocktail tailored to their client that could do all he promised would be invaluable.
"Are there any side-effects?" The personal trainer asked.
"Nah Love, not from my potions!" the pharmacist leered and waived dismissively.
"Well then, I can easily oversee his physical conditioning. I see from this brief sheet Leanne provided that he is already a swimmer. The 'American football' experience is useless but using swimming and yoga I will help shape his form into a more feminine version. And yes, if you can prescribe low doses of hormones that would assist in the physical transformation."
"And honestly, aside from no breast there isn't that much work to do here. His waist to hip ratio is already close to ideal and the exercises I have in mind could likely get him to the ratio ideal for a young woman all on their own, without hormones. Using hormones though would have other benefits such as more luxurious, stronger hair and clearer skin tone and a softening of the features so...yes, let's do it."
"This meeting has gone better than I could have hoped" Leanne praised again. "I shall file these papers with the royal court and have copies couriered to each of you by the end of the day. I want each of you to be ready to start tomorrow."
Leanne produced a bottle of champagne from a tray with several champagne flutes. "In that case I believe a toast is in order."
"To ourselves and our male-bride; may our enterprise be groundbreaking and successful, and may she have a long and happy marriage!"
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Spa Day.
Three Months later.
Jules woke up at sunrise. The attorney had called and said a car would come to pick him up at 6AM and to be ready for a busy day. He puttered around the cottage and started making coffee and breakfast for everyone. He was soon joined by his grandfather, grandmother and mother. Jenny and James always slept in late. Few words were spoken but they all seemed excited and nervous at the same time.
Jules was too nervous to eat anything; he paced nervously around the small cottage and thought about the past three months. Two days after the contract was signed Jules had been assigned a personal assistant and been mandated to take etiquette courses to prepare him for entry into the elite lifestyle he would soon be privileged to enjoy.
It seemed that his assistant, Leanne, scheduled and controlled his life. For 12 hours a day, 6 days a week he had received more training and instruction in poise and etiquette and manners than he thought existed.
It was so thorough he not only had to learn the customs for noble men but for noble women as well.
"You will need to see and understand these things from the perspective of both sides of you relationship and the only way to do that is to practice them yourself." Leanne had admonished him.
Jules thought back to breakfast. He had been taught to cook because, as they told him, knowing the proper function and management of a kitchen and kitchen staff is required knowledge for all of the wealthy nobles.
He had been made to clean and serve because knowing how to manage the household staff of maids and butlers was also information he needed to know and didn't possess.
Dining customs, or knife and fork school he jokingly called it; so he would understand table manners of the upper class.
Jules thought he would enjoy Oenology; the study of wine but was told he wasn't of age to actually drink the wine, just allowed to taste the samples.
Fashion was the worst. They gave him lectures on appropriate male attire for any given situation but they insisted that he study female fashion as well. Jules now felt that he knew more about women's fashion than his mother and sister combined.
He was happy when they insisted that he resume swimming. They stressed the importance of exercise and fitness. Strangely his personal trainer always held him back from swimming as well as he could. Compared to the swimming he did on the swim team back at school the workouts he did here were down right leisurely.
Languorously; Jules thought. He didn't swim in an actual pool, rather a countercurrent swimming machine was used where the impeller maintained the speed of the water flow and Jules simply had to keep pace. Jules personal trainer stood at the pools side and would correcting him on his stroke and form, insisting he stretch out and lengthen his swimming stroke, and roll from side in what Jules thought was an exaggerated swimming style.
And the Speedo swim suit they gave him was much smaller than the one he used to wear. It seemed to barely contain his cock and balls and exposed way too much of his bottom. Jules was glad that his swim lessons were private and no one could see him in such scanty attire.
The weirdest one of all though was the yoga. His personal trainer was not only his swim coach but was also his yoga instructor. When he was taken for lessons she didn't have any clothes for him. She simply loaned him a pair of yoga pants and a top to wear. Jules tried to demur but his yoga instructor insisted and his personal assistant Leanne would tolerate no dissent. So doing yoga workouts in yoga pants and a crop top tank top became normal for him over the past 3 months. And again, since they were private sessions at least no one could see him as he practiced the asana yoga postures and poses.
At least he had a therapist to talk to. Strangely, try as he might, Jules couldn't actually remember any of the conversations they had. Rather just the feeling of relief at having someone to talk to about his feelings and the relief from stress. Jules felt he should be more stressed now than he was; yet he wasn't. He always awoke from their sessions refreshed.
She also gave him an amazingly comfortable pillow that cradled his head and gave him the best sleep he could remember.
Jules reveries were interrupted as he heard the sounds of a car arriving out front. Jules came back to the main room of the cottage in time to see his grandmother open the door and invite a woman inside.
"Good Morning Leanne."
"Good morning Jules. Today's the day! Are you nervous? Today there is no training. Instead I am to here to help prepare you for the wedding."
"It is always nice to see you Leanne." Jules smiled politely. Leanne was shorter than he was, middle aged, and certainly looked like she took good care of herself. After 3 months together Jules impression of her was she was a strict task master and also like everyone's favorite aunt.
"Prepare how? You know I still haven't even met my future wife yet. Shouldn't we, I don't know, sit down for dinner or something, take a walk in the park?" Jules voice trailed off.
Leanne smiled warmly at Jules. "The wedding will take place tomorrow, Friday at 2PM. As your chaperone and guide I will prepare you for the wedding. There is no time to meet your spouse before then. You will meet at the altar, and then of course have the rest of your lives together to learn more about each other."
"I only have today and tomorrow to get you prepared so we are all going to a day spa. If you and your family will come with me I can explain more and answer as many questions as I can on the way."
Jules looked at his mother and sister as Leanne continued speaking. "Your grandmother, Sister and mother also get to come along as they are a part of the wedding party."
Jules followed Leanne as she stepped outside and saw the large black limousine stationed out front. Immediately everyone noticed the four large bodyguards milling around the car as well as a driver holding the door open for them. Leanne led the way to the door and all four of them got inside. Even with five people sitting in the back there was still plenty of room to spread out. Leanne sat next to Jules grandmother while Jules, Jenny and his mom sat together. As the car pulled out of the drive Leanne opened up a bottle of pink Champagne and started pouring glasses and handing them out.
Leanne raised her glass, "A toast, to the future happy couple!"
Everyone raised their glasses then took a sip. Jules recalled his wine tasting class and was already familiar with the vintage. Jules found the Champagne to his liking and was pleased with the taste.
Leanne looked directly at Jenny and asked "Would you be willing to be a bridesmaid?"
The ride to the spa was festive. Jules wondered how much of it was excitement for him and how much was the Champagne. Jenny said yes to become a bridesmaid of course. Leanne let the Champagne flow freely and Jules and all of the girls were a bit giddy when they arrived at the spa.
Leanne spoke as she stepped out of the car. "Now you wait just one moment in the car while I take your mother and grandmother next door."
Jenny and Jules sat in the car and watched as the three women made their way into an impressive stone building across the street. Jules noticed that a second car, a range rover, was parked behind them as four bodyguards stood watchfully around the sides of the car. Nearly fifteen minutes had gone by and Jules and Jenny were finishing off the second bottle of Champagne. Jules knew they both felt naughty for doing it. Were they supposed to keep drinking like this? He knew normally their mother would have been furious. Then again, Jenny joked with him, he didn't want it to go to waste did he?
The three women came back and the driver opened the door for Jules and Jenny to exit. Leanne led the way into the building next door and Jules senses were assaulted by the smell of perfumes and solvents. Yep, definitely a beauty salon he thought.
He did hear his sister ask his mother "Where did you go?" as his mother answered. "That was the bank. They just paid us a dowry." Jules wondered how much his wife had paid for him, was it really 5 million like the lawyer said; in addition to dropping his father's charges and letting his father go? Leanne took Jules by the arm and led him farther inside.
Even with several glasses of Champagne under his belt Jules admitted to being a little nervous. Both Jenny and his mother were quick to say how Jules was in for a treat. They babbled excitedly about how most men don't know how to pamper themselves and don't know what they are missing.
Leanne split the group up. Jenny, Jules' mother and grandmother were sent off to individual rooms for waxing while Leanne took Jules with her.
"You are to get a Brazilian Waxing and your eyebrows waxed."
"What's that, and why?" Jules asks.
Leanne smiled again as she said "Your spouse doesn't like body hair and finds it undesirable and unattractive. The waxing will remove all of your body hair below your head."
Jules was surprised by how much it hurt, enough to be uncomfortable, but not so much as to make him feel like screaming. Jules decided the movies were wrong about that one.
"Now for his eyebrows; they need to look very nice and narrow with just a little bit of tweezing to give them a slight arch." Leanne spoke to the stylist.
The stylist raised her eyebrows at the instructions but went to work quickly. While the technician worked, Leanne and the technician discussed the benefits of electrolysis and laser hair removal, particularly for undesirable facial hair. Jules was mildly annoyed the way they talked about him as if he wasn't sitting right there in the room. Besides, having his eyebrows waxed and plucked really hurt. Jules couldn't stop the tears from forming in the corners of his eyes as the technician plucked away. He was thinking that he should probably say something when she finally stopped.
Next Leanne took Jules to another room. Leanne took Jules' robe away and Jules was made to stand naked in the center of the room. Jules felt embarrassed as another young woman entered and took his measurements. She was very pretty and Jules felt embarrassed and worried that he might get aroused, but his skin was still smarting from the recent waxing and that seemed to give him enough of a distraction to avoid arousal.
The girl worked quickly and took measurements around his neck chest, waist, hips, thighs and ankles, as well as measurements of the length of his neck, arms, legs, and torso and very close measurements around his crotch and genitals. Jules felt renewed embarrassment as she took measurements in such close proximity to his newly hairless cock and balls and the extremely personal nature of the measurements. Some of the measurements made him squirm and giggle a bit too.
Leanne noticed his discomfiture. "Are you just embarrassed or ticklish?"
"Both." Jules response was simple and softly stated. He didn't mind admitting as much to Leanne, she seemed so trustworthy and was only doing her job after all. Jules tried to distract him self from the pretty girl by looking away and chatting with Leanne. He talked about how his sister would sometimes try to tickle him when they were play-fighting as kids.
Leanne smiled as Jules rambled on. He's ticklish, very interesting. She made a mental note to include the information in her final progress report to the Count when she met him later that evening.
The girl finished by measuring his feet before Jules was directed to put his robe back on as Leanne took him to a styling chair. Jules thought he was finally going to have his long hair cut, but instead Leanne told the stylist to give him a straight razor shave. Jules barely had any whiskers and his beard was confined to his chin, he hadn't really developed much facial hair yet so the stylist was over and done in just a few minutes.
Leanne smiled again. "Very nice, although when you get electrolysis you will never have to worry about shaving again."
Jules wondered why she kept pushing electrolysis. He assumed his new wife didn't like facial hair on men, but why get electrolysis? What's wrong with shaving every day?
Jules' walked with Leanne as she took him to rejoin his mother and sister and grandmother at the hair styling station. From the sounds as he approached and the cheers when he joined them he wondered if they were still as drunk as he was. Jules felt very light on his feet and couldn't help notice the wine glasses next to each of the women.
Jules thought that maybe they were finally going to cut his hair in the salon, and was surprised that after they were done his hair was left long. The stylist just gave him a cut to remove split ends and brushed it into a rather androgynous style. Jules listened as his mother said she didn't really care for it but Jennifer teased him how his hair made him look like a Japanese anime character.
"Oh don't worry about that" Leanne said "I'll have it restyled tomorrow before the wedding." Leanne looked critically at his hair and she was glad that it was long and thick and luxurious enough that she wouldn't need to add hair extensions.
Leanne then directed Jules, his Mother and sister to individual rooms for White wine enemas. Jules grandmother declined and instead headed to the manicure and pedicure station ahead of them.
"What's this for?" Jules asked.
"This is a cleansing. You will feel some discomfort at first, especially if this is your first time you've ever had one. Just hold on as long as you can after the wine is inserted, and then use the toilet right over there. You will also feel a pleasant intoxication from the wine. The technician will cleanse you three or four times and then it will be off to the massage therapist."
Leanne couldn't stop smiling to herself at his naivete. He had so many questions. Leanne peppered Jules with questions about his love life and girlfriends. As the wine was absorbed Jules became more talkative. Leanne seemed like someone he could trust and confide in and Jules confessed to Leanne while intoxicated that he is still a virgin.
"Is this true?" Leanne's surprise and disbelief made Jules smile with embarrassment.
"Yeah, I've only kissed my girlfriend. We have never gone all the way."
Upon hearing this news Leanne felt conflicted. On the one hand the women Leanne had prepared for their wedding knew more or less what would be expected of them and their duty to provide an heir. Leanne wasn't naive. She knew all about a man's lust and knew men in same sex partnerships had those same lusts. She knew on an intellectual level what those men did to each other. Leanne knew that Jules mother should give him a wedding night talk, but also knew she could not yet reveal who Jules was marrying.
Leanne thought about Jules father and that maybe he should actually give him "the talk", but obviously he was not available, still being incarcerated until the wedding tomorrow. Leanne thought about having Jules mother give him a wedding night talk anyway but realized it wouldn't be accurate or appropriate.
Leanne decided she would simply tell the count later that evening about Jules' virginity. She knew he would be very excited to hear this news.
After his enema Leanne took Jules to rejoin his sister and mother, all three were wearing the long white robes provided by the spa for their Manicures and pedicures. Jules' grandmother showed off her nails and toes before she was led off to her massage room.
Leanne looked at the three of them again and was once again struck by how much they looked alike. Smilingly she commented to Jules' mother on how similar they all are in appearance.
"That's nothing." Jules sister chimed in. Jules looked at his sister and he could tell she is probably feeling as happy from the effects of her white wine enema as he was.
"Once Jules and mom and I had to go school shopping and we tied it in to a trip to St. Paul to visit our dad at work. We went to a woman's clothing store first and a female sales clerk approached and asked if she could "help you three ladies?" Jules' back was turned to her and when he turned around it still took the sales clerk almost a minute to realize her mistake. She said she thought at first that we were actually triplets!"
Jules was embarrassed by her retelling of this story as his mom and sister were laughing hysterically at the memory.
Jules did think the girls were right about the manicure and pedicure. The hand and foot massage alone were worth it. He was troubled slightly when Leanne selected and brought over polish for the spa technician.
He was still buzzed from the white wine enema and asked a little too simply "Are you going to put color on them?"
"Of course." Leanne replied.
The technician also spoke up "Your nails are in terrible condition honey. It looks like you have been using a lot of harsh chemicals on them." Jules thought about how he had done most of the chores cleaning his grandparent's house since he arrived in Allegoria.
"This clear coat will strengthen them and fill in the scratches and gaps, and this color here will protect them. Just relax and enjoy it sweetie."
Jules watched as the nail technician put toe spreaders between his toes and applied the polish. It was a pearlescent pink and he recognized the color because he remembered Jenny had the same one back in Moose Lake. He was feeling relaxed and easy and he knew that his toes would be covered by his shoes, so it was no big deal right? When the technician started on his fingernails though he wondered if he should say something; he didn't know what his new wife would think about it. But Leanne's praise to the technician when she finished gave him pause. He decided that she must know what she is doing. After all, she said she had done this many times before.
After the manicures and pedicures were finished Leanne sent them all to separate rooms for massages; Leanne followed Jules into his room and watched as he stepped naked out of his robe and lay down on the massage table.
Jules was completely comfortable with Leanne now and it didn't bother him when she stayed with him while the massage therapist massaged his body. Leanne questioned him on his likes and dislikes, what he hoped for in the marriage, what he expected to get. Jules was so used to her following him around by then that he spoke freely. He talked about learning to live in Allegoria. He wondered what it would take to be a member of a noble class. When Leanne asked him about 'the honeymoon' he joked that he hopes the sex is great. Intoxicated and completely relaxed by the wine and the pampering, Jules fell asleep on the massage table.
Afterwards, Leanne paid the bill and led the sleepy Jules and the women to the Limo. She took all four of them to the most luxurious hotel in the city and put them in separate suites, Jules in his own, and his mother, sister and grandmother in another.
Still feeling slightly intoxicated, Jules got straight into bed. He noted that someone had brought his favorite pillow and placed it onto the bed. Clutching his pillow he looked out the windows from the top floor suite over a night time cityscape, feeling relaxed and yet excited. Tomorrow I am going to be married, he thought, as he fell into a deep and satisfying sleep in the huge bed.
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The private investigator finally found the name and address of the pharmacist from the therapist's files. Walking through the shabby rental office he was surprised at the lack of security and general disorder of the space. A layer of dust covered most items, but the lack of dust on the desk and one file cabinet were the only indication someone still used the office.
The files were in no better shape and the private investigator took a long time to find the files he was looking for. The investigator thought of taking pictures of the files but decided to simply pocket them. His employer would be pleased with the haul.
**
Phoebe Mills finished typing her latest gossip column and submitted it to her editor for his review. While she waited she opened up her tablet and continued reading from the Countesses diary.
Dear Diary,
I suppose now I should write about the wedding preparations and the wedding itself. As much as I try nothing from that day seems to either escape my memory or fail to haunt my waking hours.
**
Jules woke up the next morning with the sunrise feeling absolutely fantastic. His mother and sister were right, that trip to the spa was amazing. Jules took his hand and had to brush his hair out of his eyes. He caught a glimpse of his painted fingernails and smiled to himself at the novelty of it all. Jules sat up in bed and shivered momentarily as he felt the warm morning air blow in from the private balcony across his smooth hairless skin.
Jules heard the door to the suite open and the sound of many footsteps. The distinctive tap of high heels across the hardwood floor came closer to his bedroom door. Jules watched as the French doors opened and Leanne walked into his bedroom. Jules quickly pulled the sheet around his waist; he had slept in the nude last night, and suddenly felt shy. Besides, she should have knocked.
Leanne smiled warmly at Jules, "Oh good, you're awake. It's time to start your big day. Did you sleep well? Are you nervous? Excited?"
Jules couldn't help but smile at her enthusiasm. "Looks like someone else woke up on the right side of the bed. You must really like what you do."
Leanne smiled back at him, "Of course I do, helping make the most important day of your life special and perfect. But we mustn't delay, there is still so much to do, please put these on and we shall take you to the chapel for the final preparations."
Jules looked at the clothes Leanne handed to him. A white cotton shirt, pale khaki pants and slippers. "Is that all? I mean, I don't have any underwear on." Jules whispered the last part, the bodyguards were watching.
"Oh don't worry. We just need to get you there where everything is all set up. Now get dressed and let's go. We only have 5 hours to get you all pretty for the wedding and that's not a lot of time."
Leanne just stood there and Jules realized she wasn't about to leave to let him get dressed alone. Jules stood up awkwardly as he turned and faced away from Leanne. He realized the Champagne and wine from yesterday was the reason he felt completely comfortable talking to her even when he was naked. Now, Jules felt embarrassed as he could see that the bodyguards standing in the living room of the suite could also see him. Jules dressed quickly.
"Are we going out for breakfast?" Jules was hungry. He hadn't eaten since the day before.
"No time for it. You won't have a chance to eat today until the reception." Leanne was polite yet firm.
Jules followed Leanne and felt slightly intimidated when the body guards took up flanking positions surrounding him. Except for the one female bodyguard all of them were easily a foot taller than him. Even the female could look him eye to eye.
On the ride to the chapel Leanne did give him green tea. "This will help. It's also an appetite suppressant."
"Why no food?" Jules asked as he drank the hot tea.
"We don't want you throwing up from nervousness." And it will help keep that tiny tummy of yours nice and small for the dress.
They arrived at the chapel and Leanne led the way for Jules as the bodyguards again flanked him. Jules wondered why they felt he needed so much security. He wondered if his wife was so important as to need this much protection.
He dropped the thought quickly when Leanne led him to an ornate door with the word "bride" written in cursive on a brass plaque across the front. Jules hesitated at the door when Leanne opened it for him.
"It is tradition...you should go in first, ahead of us." She said.
"Um...Is this the right room?" Jules waved his hand toward the door plaque.
"Yes sweetie, this is for you." Leanne gave a barely perceptible nod to the bodyguards. Jules felt their hands grasp him at his elbows as he was summarily 'walked' into the room.
Jules yelped in surprise as they escorted him into the room. He automatically struggled against their hold, but they clearly expected it from him. Jules was lifted bodily into the air and placed into some weird padded styling chair. His ankles and wrists were strapped in first, each bodyguard restraining one of his limbs and then a final strap placed over his waist. Jules struggled against the restraints but his efforts were futile.
Leanne watched Jules in his struggles, and waited patiently for him to wear himself out. She knew from experience what questions he was going to ask next.
"Leanne, what is this? What's going on? Why are you doing this?"
Leanne's smile was gone. She was actually feeling slightly sorry for Jules. Not for what she had to do, she was a professional after all, rather that this was the only proven way she knew of to break the news and begin his conditioning. She knew if she told Jules earlier she would likely have had to deal with a "runaway bride" and the count himself had also agreed and even insisted to her that this plan was the best way.
"Jules, honey...you are the bride."
Jules struggled against his restraints with renewed vigor. He threw his head back and forth to try and generate some momentum but one of the body guards simply grabbed him by his hair and pulled his head back. Another tightened a strap around his neck, further restraining him. Jules felt panic growing inside him.
"This is crazy. I am a man. Men are grooms, not brides. Is this a joke? Please...it's not funny."
Leanne was grateful that yesterday's spa day had freed up a lot of time. She had scheduled two hours of the five she had before the wedding for Jules to adjust to the news. She told the bodyguards to wait outside and pulled up a chair, then sat down next to Jules, waiting patiently for him to exhaust himself as he struggled against the restraints. Finally, after nearly half an hour, he gave up.
"Jules, sweetie, just last year same sex marriages were made legal. Your groom is the Count Delacroix, a noble person and the Chancellor of the Exchequer. Think of him as the head of your IRS and your treasury department all in one. Under the laws of Allegoria arranged marriages are allowed. They have been for centuries. You and your family agreed to the marriage when you signed those papers three months ago."
"I know this may come as a shock, but you are to be the bride and wife of the Count. You will become Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix. Your husband, for his own reasons has changed your name from "Jules Verne" to "Jewel Veronica". He has also directed that you be dressed in women's clothes. He feels that since you are to be his wife and a countess it would be easier for you to integrate into royal society that way."
To say Jules was stunned would be an understatement. "Are you insane? You can't make me marry a man. Let me go! Just let me go!" Jules struggled against his restraints again but exhausted himself quickly. Jules swallowed hard and tried to catch his breath. "Leanne, please..."
Leanne stood up and took Jules' chin in her hand. She drew close to him and looked him directly in the eyes. "I have to go and inform your grandmother, mother and sister. In the meantime you sit here, calm yourself, and think about what I have told you. I'm sure it will be hard but the sooner you come to accept this, the better. This is not a joke; this is your life and your reality now."
Leanne let go of Jules chin, stood up, turned and walked out of the room, shutting the French doors behind her. Jules struggled against his restraints anew and tried not to let the feelings of fear and despair overwhelm him.
**
Jules realized quickly his struggles against the restraints of the styling chair were not working. No matter how much he tried, he couldn't break free from the bonds holding him. He needed a knife or a tool of some sort. Jules turned his attention to the room. He had been left sitting in the chair facing the doors. Next to the French doors he noticed a small table with a large ornate dial faced clock. It read 8 o'clock. On each side of the doors there was a large full length oval mirror on a stand.
The room was all in shades of white. White walls, and white couches and chairs with padded cushions. Jules knew they were of a French design but didn't know which one, King Louis something or other. Through an open doorway to a second room just behind the first Jules could see a large mirror with lights all around the top and sides similar to the ones that were at the spa the other day; where a woman could put on her make-up.
Jules turned his head and looked over his other shoulder. On the wall there was a large oil painting that looked like a wedding scene. A door that looked like a large closet and there was also an open door to another room where he saw a sink and mirror on the wall. He assumed that it was a bathroom.
Jules neck started to cramp from the strain. He glanced up at the ceiling and saw some ropes and pulleys. He wondered what possible use they were for. Turning his attention back to the French doors he looked again at the small table with a large ornate dial faced clock. It now read 8:05.
**
Leanne's drive back from the hotel was easy. The hotel was close to the chapel and traffic was always light in the city on a weekend anyway. That went better than I thought it would, she thought to herself. Breaking the news to Jewel's Mother and Sister was not easy. Leanne felt a little guilty about deceiving them all yesterday. Still, she knew her reasons were correct.
Leanne knew how to present bad news; in person and directly, and when she was done both the mother and grandmother realized they no longer had a choice in the matter. Only Jewel's sister, Jennifer, continued to protest. Leanne knew if anyone were to make trouble at the wedding it would be her. Of course she already had plans in place for that. After all, that's why she was the one the elite called upon to make their happiness and dreams come true.
Leanne reminded them all of their duty to their son, their legally binding agreement for the wedding, and what could happen to their father and to Jewel if they resisted. The wedding would happen with or without them. Threats of consequences to their family were subtly inferred.
Leanne knew that knowing the consequences alone wouldn't work for long; Jennifer might misconstrue them as a threat and not the eventuality that would happen if she tried to derail the wedding. But she had time on her side. Jewel was hers to train and when they became convinced that he was happy; they would no longer have any choice but to accept it. The three months of etiquette training Leanne had coordinated would be a good foundation for the intense training she would use to transform Jules into the wife he would become.
Leanne walked past the body guard standing watch by the door to the bride's room and went to the next room over. She smiled as she saw that her staff had arrived. Leanne made her way to a folding table near the back and the three other bodyguards sitting, watching a monitor.
"How is our new countess?"
The guards smiled and one waved his hand, indicated the monitor. Jules could be seen on the screen. He was restrained and sitting in his chair.
"He struggled for nearly an hour and has been calm for the last hour. He is able to turn his head; the collar strap appears to be loose, and he looked over the room a number of times. He was shouting for help for nearly a half hour after you left, but has been quiet since then."
Leanne smiled to herself. He was behaving just as she had expected.
She stood up, checked her watch, and gathered her staff around her to brief them on what to do next. Only three hours until the wedding and maybe two until the guests started to arrive and there was still a lot to do. Leanne gave her staff their instructions and then led them to the bride's chambers.
It was time to begin.
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Jewel walked among the plants and flowers in the conservatory and was very upset. Although she didn't show it as her training wouldn't allow it. Jewel maintained strict control over her expression and her deportment. The fragrant blooming of the late season flowers assaulted her senses but served as a bit of a distraction for her situation.
Once again her husband was staging a scene and Jewel was to be one of the visual focus points for the assembled guests. The party was a huge social event and spanned throughout the house. Jewel was obligated to walk among the guests and socialize as expected as hostess and of a woman of her station. Jewel knew her role was secondary as the whole event was really an opportunity for her husband, Count Delacroix, to cement new relationships and ensure old loyalties for his current policies.
Jewel was at least thankful for the mental disciplines her therapist had instilled in her to prevent embarrassing herself any further than her husband had already done.
Jewel was forced to walk among the guests, feigning polite greetings and make small talk while wearing a Lolita Dress.
A white lace top with pink bows around her arms, pink lace bra just showing and barely visible through the top, her white tulle skirt with pink bows on either hip; her pink panties also barely visible through the skirt, her white suspenders and her pink stockings, and then her white high heels with pink bows as ankle straps; Jewel was made to be an image of innocence.
Jewel knew she should be even more upset given the length and volume of her skirt displayed her long smooth coltish legs in their entirety to just below her buttocks. While the volume of the skirt was minuscule, and the tiny tulle petticoat provided only minimum loft, her embarrassment was increased given the pink thigh high stockings (with tiny white bows on the hems no less) held up by her white garter belt suspenders were visibly exposed through the sheer tulle of the skirt.
Jewel walked with her head held high, but not just to keep her guests from sensing her embarrassment at how she was made to dress but also to keep her pigtails from swinging back and forth. The two pigtails of her Brunette hair were tied with oversize pink bows and carefully brushed and sprayed with hairspray to maintain their voluminous appearance on either side of her head.
Her makeup, professionally done by Leanne, was made to look as if she were an even younger woman than she was. Eye shadows in pinks and whites, silver eyeliner and silver wings from the corners of her eyes, long lash mascara and too much blush on her cheeks.
Jewel thought that the outfit couldn't have been any worse as she viewed herself earlier in the mirrored room. She knew from her fashion studies with Leanne that she was made to look like a sissy; a sissy in alternating pink and white lace; to be a fetish for her husband. The function they were hosting should have allowed her to wear a formal gown.
"A great room for self reflection." Her husband punned, badly; as he entered into the mirrored room behind her.
Jewel was surprised at his appearance there. Leanne wouldn't have selected an outfit like this on her own. She knew her husband was to blame. Obviously he didn't care that this outfit would be totally inappropriate for the social occasion. Jewel knew none of the other women attending would wear anything even remotely like it.
Her surprise turned to annoyance as her day got even worse because in his ardor upon seeing Jewel, Count Delacroix invoked his marital rights. The Count had never forced himself upon her when she was in her dressing room before, and had never before bothered to visit her there either, but dismissing Leanne and the servants attending her, Count Delacroix had insisted that Jewel attend to his needs.
Surrounded by mirrors the count gripped Jewels shoulders and forced Jewel to her knees. Standing in front of her Jewel responded as she was trained. Carefully unzipping his fly she reached into his trousers and grasped his turgid member.
Jewel delicately and seductively licked her lips to moisten her lipstick in preparation for what was to come. She thought of the training she had received from the professional fellatrix as she stroked her husbands swollen cock.
Like a dance she followed the script in her head for maximum effect. Stroke him until almost fully hard, grasp his erect penis with her hand and pull it out through his fly. As the cock springs free, gasp in astonishment at his huge size and look up into his eyes. Make a wide eyed expression of surprise and even fear and moisten your lips again. Then, look back to his cock and kiss the head.
Timing was essential to a convincing seduction scene even though Jewel was technically the one being seduced since her husband was the one who initiated it.
Once his cock was free it was a matter of stroking the base with her hand while slowly working her way down the head of the cock with her mouth, pushing her head down lower with each head bob. Jewel place her other hand against her husbands thigh for balance.
Stroke...suck...bob down...a little bit farther each time..exhale from the nose...provide suction as she bobbed her head back up to the tip of his cock head...inhale...repeat.
Randomly Jewel would look up to her husband's smiling face and make eye contact, or make a smile at him as his cock passed out of her mouth (to catch her breath of course) for only a moment before she renewed her oral assault on his rock hard cock. Occasional tongue swirls around the head, the shaft, and as close to the base of his cock as she could manage were interspersed throughout.
His girth and length combined were extremely difficult for her to overcome. Someday she knew she would likely be able to fully swallow his entire cock, the pinnacle of skill for performing fellatio; for a man the size of her husband the nearly mythical "Deep Throat!"
Sensing her husband was nearing orgasm Jewel now played with his balls and ball sack with her other hand, stroking his smooth sack and pubic hair delicately with her long polished fingernails. Pink nail polish this time and a bright 'neon hot pink' at that.
Jewel's matching hot pink lipstick provided her husband with a visual focus point as the tight "O" of her lips stretched perfectly around his shaft. Jewel increased her tempo in an effort to push her husband over the edge but it was not to be.
Grasping her pigtails the count pulled her away from his cock and then kneeling down pushed her onto all fours. Kneeling behind her Count Delacroix pulled down Jewels neon pink panties to her knees and placed the head of his saliva slickened cock at her rosebud.
With masterful control the count gently yet insistently pushed his cock smoothly past her defenseless ass and was inside her.
Jewel could now see what the count must be seeing as the reflection in the six mirrors in the mirrored room provided multiple angles and reflections of multiple angles of the counts and countesses passion.
Jewel was breathing heavily as she watched her husbands face for signs of his impending orgasm. She wanted this to be over with as fast as possible. The near agonizing pain as his massive girth fully stretched her ass, the deep discomfort and awful feeling of fullness as his 10 inch cock plunged deep inside her, only to withdraw for a moment of relief, before plunging back inside her, without respite.
Jewel watch the count's reflection as he would close his eyes as if he was close to rapture and about to come, only to open them again and continue fucking her. Jewel knew the count could go on for nearly an hour when he wanted to; an hour of agony for Jewel.
However, in a random moment of serendipity Jewel and the count made eye contact via their mirrored reflection and the count could see Jewel's face and mistaking her expression for one of ecstasy, her gasps of pain for sighs of pleasure; finally had the trigger he needed to push him over the edge.
Count Delacroix's orgasm was as full as it ever was. Jewel could feel the wet impact inside her belly as rope after rope of hot cum splashed deep inside her bowels.
Gripping her hips tightly the count held Jewel, impaled by his cock, her thighs against his lap, until he expended the last drop of semen inside her.
Slowly withdrawing his member from her gaped and ruined ass, the count, as thoughtful as ever, pulled her panties back up for her to stop to torrent of cum leaking out her ass from running down her legs and ruining her thigh high stockings.
Coming out of her reverie Jewel continued to meet and greet and socialize with her husband's guests as she focused on walking with perfect posture. Jewel knew if she bent over even slightly then any of the guests may catch a view of her cum soaked panties stuck to her pert yet full bottom. Leaning forward or bending over was not an option with a skirt hem this short.
She had intended to wash her backside in the bidet and change her panties but the count didn't let her. Taking her by the arm he escorted her out of her dressing room and directly to the receiving line to greet arriving guests.
After the receiving line Jewel insisted on walking among the guest, refusing to be seated as she feared leaving a massive cum stain on any of the chairs or benches in the house.
She needed to keep moving, despite the pain of her heels that pinched her toes. Thus far her panties seemed to beholding their own in containing the slick and pungent seed and only Jewel knew of the disgusting sensations as her cock and balls, tucked back tightly in her panties felt awash in the semen and seminal fluid.
Jewel held her head high and refused to let embarrassment get the best of her. She was already thinking ahead to the end of the evening and composing in her mind what she wanted to write next in her diary.
**
Later that evening, after the festivities:
Dear Diary,
So there I was, strapped into a styling chair, sitting in the bride's chambers at the chapel...
**
Jules looked up hopefully when the door opened. Wild and crazy thoughts that someone would come to save him, tell him it was all just a joke, or just a terrible misunderstanding rushed through his mind. When Leanne entered the room Jules started to speak but choked up. He had been crying earlier. His nose was runny and tear streaks were visible where they ran down his face.
Leanne looked at Jewel and again felt a touch of pity for him. She felt that way for all the women who were forced into an arranged marriage. But she knew that most of those marriages ended up being successful and that the temporary feelings of loss are usually replaced with happiness by the first anniversary.
Jules watched as several more women entered pushing carts or carrying boxes and baskets. They walked right past him and busied themselves staging things for what was to come.
Leanne looked down at Jewel and waved over an attendant. "Her hair is mussed. Give it a quick wash and rinse, then set it up in the style as we discussed yesterday."
Leanne's attention turned next to his finger and toe nails. She pulled off his slippers and examined them critically. The next attendant was waved over, "She needs a second coat of nail polish on all of her toes and fingers. Use the same color, it should add depth."
She turned her attention back to his face and waved over the third attendant. "Use a straight razor for a close shave, then a gentle cleanser and then the exfoliating and moisturizing mask, it can set while her hair is being done. After that we can discuss her make-up."
She then announced loudly to all the women "But first, let's get her out of these clothes."
Her announcement gave Jules a surge of adrenaline and a wild idea. Jules prepared himself to run. The minute they take off these straps to have him take off his clothes he planned to jump up and bolt out the door. Jules tried to fake being relaxed and calm, wait for it...wait for it...
Jules was yet again taken completely by surprise and deep disappointment when the attendants approached him carrying scissors and cut away his shirt and pants. In less than a minute and without loosening any of the straps Jules clothes were removed and he found himself sitting naked, still trapped in the styling chair. Jules felt overwhelming embarrassment at his powerlessness and his discomfort grew even worse when he realized the door to the hallway was still open.
Jules tried to reason with Leanne. "I'm not gay! This law, it was probably written so gay people could marry right. I'm not gay; never have been. I have a girl friend back home."
Leanne was not convinced. "How do you know? How do you know you are not gay? Have you tried it? You said you have never even had intimate relations with a woman. That's very unusual for a young man who claims to love women."
Leanne watched as the attendant washed and rinsed then conditioned Jewel's hair. Leanne was pleased as yesterdays spa visit meant so very little was needed. This would be an easy day for her staff.
"I know what I am, and I am not gay. The law can't possibly apply to me."
"Jewel honey, the law doesn't make mention of orientation. It merely states that those who choose to live in a same sex relationship have the same right to marriage as those in a traditional relationship."
"But I didn't choose this!" Jules was close to tears again. Why wasn't she listening?
"Hush sweetie, the hairdryer is set up and it's too loud for you to hear anything and it won't allow us any conversation. Now I have to watch as your nails get painted. Just relax now; I'll make sure you have the prettiest fingers and toes in the room!"
**
Leanne was pleased with how the next two hours went. Jewel endured her beauty treatments well. Periodically she struggled against the restraints, but each time she tried her struggles took less and less time. All in all Leanne was pleased that she hadn't had to resort to threats or coercion yet. She realized that Jewel was probably going to try to make a shambles of the wedding but Leanne had received pre-approval from the count on how to proceed if she showed signs of difficulty.
Leanne was interrupted in her thoughts when a bodyguard entered and informed her that the Sister and Mother had arrived and had demanded to see Jules.
"Her name is Jewel now." Leanne corrected the bodyguard. She noticed Jewel stiffen in her chair.
The guard's expression never changed. "They are waiting in the hallway. They're wearing their bridesmaid dresses and appear to have been crying."
Leanne was pleased they had followed her directions from their earlier meeting and were wearing their dresses. It meant they knew the wedding would take place with or without them.
"Why wouldn't they cry" Leanne said "No mother would want to see her son in an arranged same-sex marriage. And yet at the same time it is a joyous occasion and tears of joy are appropriate. Give me 10 more minutes then show them in."
Leanne looked over Jewels make-up and was very pleased with the results. Jewel had such naturally androgynous features that once the make-up was on there was no way anyone could tell she wasn't born female.
Leanne had only used a very pale foundation with a tasteful bright pink lipstick and rouge. She had paid very close attention to his eyes however, applying the eye shadow in a smoky eyes method that was currently popular, yet also tying in the bright pink color from her lips. She was pleased with it because it would work for the wedding as well as for the consummation later that evening, possibly needing only minor touch-ups. Jewel was a vision of innocence.
Leanne looked Jewel in the eyes and spoke directly to him. "Your family is arriving. This wedding is going to happen whether you or they want it to or not. They may be upset, but you must be strong for them."
"Do you have to use the bathroom? If you don't go now you won't have time later."
"Of course I do. I've been strapped to this chair for hours. Let me up." Jules tried to sound strong but only succeeded in sounding petulant and cross. It had been getting harder to control his bladder and he wasn't sure how much longer he could hold it.
Leanne stood next to Jules and Jules watched her adjust something below the styling chair. He was taken by surprise when he felt the seat cushion he was sitting on fall away from him exposing his bottom to the open air. Leanne took a bedpan and placed it on a shelf on the styling chair underneath Jules. She looked at Jules and waited.
"Leanne, this is ridiculous. Let me up, please, I have to go."
Leanne would have none of it. She just waited and watched, then finally spoke to Jules "Are you going to go or shall I take the bedpan away?"
Jules felt demeaned as he looked over to the clock and urinated into the bedpan. It was now 12:00. Leanne directed an attendant to take away the bedpan and clean Jewel with a baby-wipe. Jules was embarrassment as the attendant carried the bedpan away to the bathroom. Leanne adjusted the styling chair and Jules was once again sitting on the seat cushion before she covered Jules with an apron.
Leanne was all business as she took charge of her staff. One last thing before the family arrived.
"Let's get her up." At Leanne's command, the staff unbuckled the straps restraining Jules in the styling chair.
Jules muscles were sore and tense from his earlier struggles and from nearly 4 hours of immobility. As much as he wanted to run, he found he could barely stand up once they un-strapped him and they had to lift him up out of the chair. An attendant stood beside him while a bodyguard stood behind him, loosely holding Jules wrists and arms behind his back.
After his white wine enema yesterday, Leanne knew he should be clean internally for later that evening, now she needed to take precautions against injury from the consummation later tonight.
"Bend her over please." Leanne directed the bodyguard and attendant to lay Jewel over the chair. Working as a team they had her pulled over the styling chair and her legs spread in a matter of seconds.
Leanne placed one had on Jewels lower back as she took the lubricated butt plug and pressed the tip gently against her anus. Jewel jumped as she felt the cold tip touch her sphincter.
"No, no, NO!" Jules cried out, but to no avail as Leanne pushed the plug smoothly past his anal ring and fully inside his ass.
Jules struggled first against the overwhelming feeling of pain and then pressure and the horrible sense of fullness as he felt the urgent need to go to the bathroom and void his bowels.
"Please, please pull it out, it hurts. I need to use the bathroom again. Please!"
Leanne waited patiently as Jewel recovered, watching her breathing come back under control. Leanne held the plug in place until she felt Jewel's bodies attempt to expel the plug lessen as she relaxed and adapted to the intrusion. Leanne, with the aid of an attendant, slipped a white thong up Jewel's legs. Leanne had performed this task before on a female arranged bride at the request of the husband. Leanne was baffled that some people seemed to enjoy and find pleasure in anal sex. She couldn't fathom it herself, but, who was she to judge. It was her job to ensure her clients were satisfied, and this was simply one of those services she could provide.



The body guard brought Jewel to a standing position as another attendant wheeled the styling chair away.
The door opened as another bodyguard let in Jules' mother and sister. Jules saw that they were both wearing nearly identical dresses. Jules' mother's dress was a bit longer, extending past the knee, while Jennifer's dress was above the knee. The dresses were made of a shimmery grey material and had large white bows tied at the back of the waist. They hugged their curves and were really very flattering to their figures.
Leanne greeted them warmly as they entered the room. "Ladies, thank you so much for coming and supporting your son and brother on her wedding and new found happiness." The bodyguard shut the door behind them. "The Count will certainly look with favor upon your support for him and his new wife. The future countess is very grateful for your presence today and thankful that you have agreed to be strong and participate in the ceremony." Leanne was a consummate professional and was all smiles as she spoke.
"Oh my god, Jules'" Jules' Mother gasped; the expression of shock at seeing her son wearing a white thong and makeup obvious on his face, but Leanne cut her off.
"Now that you have arrived it is time for the dressing of the bride." At Leanne's pronouncement three attendants carried in a white wedding dress, veil and train.
Three of the bodyguards had entered the room. Two of them stood next to Jules' Mother and sister and the other one stood near Jules. Jules noticed that the female bodyguard was wearing a dress identical to his sister's while the new male bodyguards were wearing tuxedos.
Leanne watched Jewels family. If there was going to be any trouble it would happen now. Leann knew she needed to keep them quiet and compliant while the final preparations were made. She had selected the tallest and strongest of the count's bodyguards to help her. She knew size alone could be intimidating. Leanne had a schedule to keep and wasn't about to slow down for Jewel's family.
An attendant knelt by Jewels feet and one by one lifted his foot and placed stockings on his legs. "These are silk" she said. When both were fitted up to his thighs she presented a pair of white panties.
"Something new" Leanne pronounced. The attendant held them up for Jules' to see the word 'bride' in cursive writing on the front of the panties and a lace v-shaped opening in the back, before lifting each of Jules' feet in turn, then pulling them up. Jules struggled to adjust to the feeling of wearing panties, he had always worn boxers. The thong felt awkward enough with the cloth strip between his buttocks.
"Very Nice" Leanne commented. Jules was horribly embarrassed and the attendants blushed when Leanne grabbed Jules' cock and balls and tucked it back between his legs, hiding his bulge and making his panties appear flat in front, as if he were in fact a woman. "But now much better, don't you think?"
Leanne actually thought that it was somewhat gross to handle his penis and testicles. She went over to wash her hands, making a mental note that if she ever helped another male bride she would have to bring latex gloves. But what were the chances of that happening? An arranged male bride was probably a one in a million chance, she mused. Leanne returned her attention back to Jewel and directed the action of her staff and in rapid succession Jewel was wearing a matching strapless silk bra with large foam inserts. "This will give you a c-cup appearance; very flattering for a young woman your age, about the same as your sister." Leanne narrated when she returned from the bathroom, drying her hands.
Next the attendant took a white lace and spandex and mesh contraption with very thin baby blue vertical stripes and held it up for Jules' inspection. "Something blue" she pronounced again, "This is a basque, also called a torsolette." She added upon seeing Jewels glimmer of understanding. Three months of previous etiquette and fashion training should be good for something. "It will give you a more feminine curve, not that you need much help to begin with, as well as help the dress fit its best."
Leanne agreed with her attendant. She had 3 months to prepare and looking at Jewel's figure she smiled with satisfaction at the feminizing impact made by the custom made corset.
The attendants took the basque and fastened it around Jules waist, then another attendant approached him from the side and together with the first attendant they fastened the stockings to straps attaching it to the basque , and then stood back to admire their work. Jules saw himself in the mirror. The basque covered him from below his bra down to his hips, and pulled in his waist slightly, the curve of the baby blue stays enhancing his now more feminine appearance. Jules blushed in humiliation at being dressed in women's lingerie.
"Now this is a custom hobble slip. We made it out of lace that matches your other intimates. It will ensure you take short steps." The next attendant spoke as she wrapped the white see through lace skirt around his waist, and then zipped it down from his waist to just below his knees. "This was specially made to fit you." She smiled proudly as she spoke.
Another attendant knelt down by Jules' feet and opened up a shoe box. She removed a pair of white women's shoes and placed them on Jules' feet. "These shoes are called 'mary janes' and they are high heeled pumps; they have a three inch lift with a one inch platform toe, very easy to walk in if you have never worn heels before. These heels are custom made to fit to your feet so you shouldn't have any trouble walking in them anyway. Also most importantly is this strap over the top of the foot that will prevent your foot from accidentally slipping out of them."
The door to the room suddenly opened and Jules looked up in time to see his grandmother walk in to join them. Her expression as usual was inscrutable. Jules' saw the door was left open and he tried to lunge forward and run, but was caught by the hobble skirt and from wearing the unfamiliar shoes and nearly fell forward. The body guard's grip on his wrists caught Jules in time to prevent him from falling, and stood him back upright.
"Yes, Come now and give the bride a hug." Leanne spoke to his grandmother as the doors shut behind her. Jules felt his humiliation grow as his grandmother walked over to him, looked him up and down, and gave his arm a gentle pat. Jules couldn't understand her apparent lack of concern for his plight.
"Well now that we are all here, time for the dress." Leanne announced.
Jules watched first as Leanne took a thin nylon belt with a loop on each side and placed it around his waist. The under Leanne's direction two attendants held the dress open. Jules saw that they expected him to step into the dress and decided it was time to make a stand.
"NO!"
The word was barely out of his mouth when the bodyguard standing behind him picked him up off his feet and the attendants pulled the dress under his shoes and up over his legs to his waist. Jules tried to fling his feet around to stop them but was unable to overcome the hobble skirt at his knees and the control of the attendants' grip on his feet. The bodyguard put Jules back down as Leanne walked up next to Jules.
"We really don't have a lot of time for butterflies countess. Being nervous is understandable, but we have a schedule to keep." Leanne slipped the loops on either side of Jules' waist through small slits in the side of the dress and had her attendants finish buttoning up the back.
Jules was now standing in a wedding dress...his wedding dress he realized. The dress was long, and fitted, flaring out from his hips down to his feet, the hem brushing against the carpet.
"This is a ballgown style dress with sweetheart neckline and bolero cap sleeves. I think it looks wonderful." Leanne narrated.
The dress was actually chosen by the count, but Leanne had guided his decision. Leanne wanted the cap sleeves to cover his upper arms and shoulders. She worried that without the cap sleeves his arms would appear too masculine. As she admired the way the dress clung to his curves she realized her fears were unfounded. She was pleased with the way the sweetheart neckline drew attention to his bust and helped to emphasize his new femininity.
"Give me your arms please, here by your side." Leanne looked at Jules as she directed him, and the bodyguard pushed his elbows into his sides. Leanne then took the small loops attached to the belt that was now under his dress and strapped Jules' arm at the elbow next to his waist. Jules was unable to move his elbows and upper arms away from his body. "To keep you safe and to help with your poise." She said.
The bodyguard holding Jules finally stepped back and Jules was standing on his own. He swayed a bit as he tried to balance in the unfamiliar shoes and momentarily started to lose his balance and fall. Leanne steadied him by the shoulder until he recovered.
An attendant next took each arm and forced Jules to put on elbow length white lace opera gloves. Jules saw that his fingers were not covered. Leanne had the attendants attach the sleeves of the gloves to the elbow restraints, hiding the restraints from view.
"Something old." Leanne pronounced as she clasped a string of pearls around Jules neck and then in yet another act of humiliation, had Jules' ears pierced with pearl earrings. She slipped a pearl ring onto his left pinky finger. "These belonged to the Count's grandmother."
Finally, as Jules' mother, sister and grandmother watched, the bodyguard took Jules hands and put white handcuffs on his wrists. Leanne directed the attendant who took the bridal bouquet from its basket and placed it in Jules hands, arranging the cascade of flowers and lace so as to cover the cuffs.
Leanne took a step back to admire her work, she walked around Jewel slowly, pushing and prodding at Jewel, and making minor adjustments here and there to Jewels appearance. She looked to Jules' mother; "Do you have it?"
Jules' mother reluctantly stood up a pulled out a silver comb from her purse and handed it to Leanne. "Something borrowed" Leanne pronounced as she used the comb to adjust and hold Jules' up-do hairstyle in place.
"Perfect." Leanne waved the attendants back. "Come; let me show you how beautiful you look." Leanne held onto Jules arm as she led him to the closet door. Jules immediately felt the hem of the hobble skirt cut into his legs if he tried to take a normal length step. He could only walk in steps about 1 foot apart. She opened the door and Jules could see it was a room of mirrors, 6 of them arranged in a hexagon. Leanne walked Jules in and shut the mirror door behind her. "This is who you are now."
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Jewel had entered her sitting room through a side door; she had hoped to find a moment of respite from the revelries. There was only so much time she could mingle and fraternize before she lost interest and needed a moment for herself. Seeking just a few minutes alone to recuperate and rub her aching toes she had hoped her salon would have been empty, but instead she stumbled across Countess Valery and some of the other society ladies scrutinizing the room.
Jewel wanted to turn immediately, they hadn't seen her yet, obscured by the statuary and house plants flanking the door way. As she turned to sneak back out she paused as she overheard their conversation.
"Oh my god, did you see Lady Delacroix's outfit?"
"She is an embarrassment to the royal court. Why would she dress like that? It's an insult to us."
"Count Delacroix must be very indulgent of her to allow her to dress so improperly."
Jewel feelings churned within her as anger warred with mortification.
"And look at this salon. I don't believe I've ever seen such an incredible blending of pastels before, it's hideous."
Several of the ladies giggled at the sarcasm shrouded in the statement.
"It would seem our new countess is intent on playing her part though, look here." Jewel's diary was removed from her writing table and held up for the assembled ladies to view.
"Shall we open it?"
Jewel had enough.
"That won't be necessary." Jewel surprised herself with the vehemence in her tone.
As she strode into the room however the squish, squish, squish, she felt from her sodden panties immediately took the edge from her anger. Her toes were hurting inside her stupid high heels, her diary was in danger of being exposed, and the very ladies of the realm with whom she was a peer and equal were mocking her.
Perfect, Jewel thought caustically, this life just couldn't get any better.
"Lady Delacroix, how good of you to attend to us. We had thought with your flitting about from group to group that you were avoiding us."
Jewel looked to the speaker.
Although as a countess Jewel was theoretically equal to Countess Valery; Countess Antonia Valery was the leading lady of the royal court, aside from the queen and princess of course. She ruled her domain with such control no one dared brook her displeasure. Jewel recalled her cold and formal handshake when she greeted her in the receiving line as she arrived. She was taller than Jewel and it seemed to Jewel she had looked down upon her literally and figuratively.
Jewel walked straight to the woman holding her diary. Jewel was momentarily at a loss for a name, Lady Emily something, and held out her hand for her diary. Lady Emily sheepishly returned the diary to its owner.
"I would not presume to be so rude to any of my guests. This soiree is barely over an hour and I have been seeking you out." Jewel lied. She really didn't want to mingle with her peers. She had no choice in the matter.
"And as for my ensemble" Jewel looked to another of the women who had criticized her; Lady Gwen Moreau. "My husband chose this outfit and I wore it to please him."
"And finally," Jewel addressed the group of women collectively "as a male bride in an arranged marriage I have as little say in this room's decoration as I did in my choice of marriage partners."
Jewel felt emboldened by his statement. Surely they must understand his situation.
"No." Countess Valery looked directly to Jewel. "If you are to be a lady and a peer of the realm you will not make excuses for your life or the choices that were made. If you want to be one of us, you will act in a manner accordingly. We have no room for weakness in the royal courts of Allegoria. Come ladies."
Jewel watched as the assembled guests followed the countess as she walked out of Jewels sitting room leaving Jewel all alone.
Jewel sat down heavily onto a tuffet, the squishing of her cum sodden panties and the inevitable cum stain that was left on the cushion no longer concerning her. Jewel took off her heels and rubbed her toes restoring circulation to them.
Despite all of her training and preparation she knew that could have gone better.
Fucking bitches, she thought.
**
Jules continued in his Diary:
Jules stood in the mirrored room and looked at his reflections, and the reflections of reflections. With 6 mirrors arranged around him he didn't have to turn around to see every side of himself in the mirrors. Dressed as he was in his white wedding dress and thanks to Leanne and her staff's skills with cosmetics he saw a complete stranger in the mirror. He realized it was him, but to anyone who didn't know him he looked exactly like a young, healthy and very attractive bride. The dress curved around his bust, waist and hips exactly like it would on a woman, and his bare exposed neck, and cleavage gave the impression of a fit and toned young woman. His long brunette hair had been styled and shaped into a loose up-do that was held in by a silver comb, ensuring his neck and his pearl necklace were exposed for viewing.
Attractive would actually be an understatement. Beautiful would be more accurate. Jules realized that he really did look like a beautiful bride and was suddenly filled with fear.
Leanne opened the mirrored door and led Jules by the hand back into the brides room. She glanced at the clock, 12:30 and smiled to herself; right on schedule, she thought.
"You have some time to talk now, but you will need to practice walking in your heels at the same time." Leanne took Jules elbow and stood on his left side. She slipped her arm into Jules' arm and place her hand into Jules' so his arm and elbow wrapped around Leanne's. It now looked like Jules was holding onto it the way a woman would hold her husbands hand. "Walk with me." Leanne commanded and she led Jules in large circles around the room. "Stand up straight. It will be easy to maintain your balance if you do. Head up, shoulders back."
Jules followed Leanne and walked to her left side. He had to stand with near perfect posture to be able to maintain his balance on top of those heels, his heels, and thanks to the hobble skirt he had to take short dainty steps. Jules' feelings of hatred for Leanne continued to grow. Gone were the warm regards he had felt the previous day and that morning, as if she were a favorite aunt. Jules now began to think of ways he could get even for what she was doing to him.
"Mom, get me out of this." Jules voice was low and even. He was tired from all of his struggles and didn't think he'd be able to run dressed as he was. He needed help.
Jules' mother had a hard time speaking, her voice seemed to catch in her throat but she was determined to help her son.
"Jules, I am so sorry. I never thought that it would be a same sex marriage. Watching the nobles and reading about them is a national pastime. It's like the national soap-opera. There was only one other man who was forced into an arranged marriage and that was almost 40 years ago. A Baroness was dating a star national soccer player. All the society pages and gossip columns talked about them daily. Women of this country thought it was a blow for women's liberation when she arranged the marriage in her favor. It was inspiring for girls to think that they could have the same control over their lives that men had enjoyed."
Jules listened carefully. He didn't want a history lesson right now. He was hoping she would say something helpful.
"Jules, there is something you should know, I mean, you probably already know, I mean, it's that...well...Men have needs..."
Jules again felt the pressure of the butt plug inside him as he practiced walking in his heels.
"MOM! NO!" Jennifer interrupted. She shouted at first, but caught herself when Leanne looked at her sharply. "You can't be serious. Jules, just say 'no' if he tries to, you know, have sex with you. If you say no, he can't consummate the marriage. The whole thing is null and void. No means no!" Jenny couldn't understand why her parents were allowing this to happen.
Leanne smiled inwardly; such an unusual and novel American concept.
Jules mom looked sad. "It doesn't work like that here. There are legally allowable marital rights in play."
Everyone seemed surprised when Jules' grandmother spoke up. She had been so quiet, sitting off to one side everyone had forgotten she was in the room.
"What's done is done. She has made her bed, now she must lie in it."
Jules couldn't believe her cavalier attitude to what was happening to him. He also blushed with embarrassment when he was referred to as "she" by a member of his own family.
Jules Grandmother stood up "You must honor your agreement and not bring shame onto our family." She said to Jules then turned and faced Leanne, "Could someone please escort me to my seat in the chapel?"
"Of course, the usher is waiting outside to escort you." Leanne smiled warmly at the old woman as she left to take her seat. "As for you two," she looked at Jennifer and Jewel's mother "Go into the back room and have my staff touch up your make-up; it's nearly time to start."
Jennifer reluctantly followed her mother to the back room as the attendants attended to them. Leanne continued to walk Jewel in circles around the room. Jules felt he was actually getting used to walking in heels, although the pinching of his toes was becoming harder to ignore.
"Jennifer???"
At the sound of the voice, Jules looked over to the open doorway. Jules saw his father and his brother standing in the doorway with confused looks on their faces. "But...I thought Jules was getting married" His father looked straight at Jules not understanding what he was seeing, but when Jennifer walked out from the back room he did a double take. His jaw dropped and his voice nearly broke "My god! Jules? You...you look just like your sister."
"Holy Shit!" James looked at Jules, but after only a moment of shock James started laughing!
"I always knew you were a gay pansy and now here you are!"
James' laughter cut Jules like a knife. His younger brother was actually mocking him!
Jules noticed that his father's hands were cuffed in front of him. One of the bodyguards removed the cuffs, pocketed them and then stepped back.
Leanne smiled as Jules' father took another step into the room. "Please come in. This is the only time you will have to visit the bride before the wedding."
"And you!" She uttered sternly to James in a voice that would brook no discussion "Leave now and get yourself under control. Manners: now!"
Jules' mother and sister quickly informed their father of all that had happened in the last two days. Jules' father blanched and swallowed hard a number of times, and seemed to be at a loss for words. Before he could say anything Leanne took charge.
"It's time." She declared.
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"It's time."
Leanne waved over two attendants who attached a white lace 12 foot train to Jules' dress at his waist while a third placed the veil over his head.
"Be careful of her hair and the silver comb. It needs to be visible."
"One last thing." Leanne said.
She took an ornate glass bottle with a bulb atomizer and told Jewel to open her mouth. She sprayed two squirts of what Jules assumed was breath freshener. Leanne ordered Jewel to "Swallow." She placed the bottle back on the tray next to the other perfumes and seemed satisfied.
Leanne led Jewel into the hallway, and quickly stepped away for a moment. Jules saw a photographer standing in front of him and was momentarily blinded by the flash as his picture was taken.
Leanne took Jules' father by the hand and had him stand next to Jules' placing his hand into "hers". She stepped out of the way as a photographer took their picture.
"The entire wedding party is all here now; let's go." Leanne prompted as she led them out of the brides' chambers.
Jules felt the urge to run away growing, but with the bodyguard to one side and his father on the other his movements were completely controlled. Jules hung his head in shame.
"Stand up straight!" Leanne spoke sharply. Jules stiffened and straightened up, afraid of Leanne.
Leanne watched Jules. The next time I do this (if there is a next time) she thought, I will have to do something to make sure they hold their head up straight and something to prevent slouching. The torsolette was fine but maybe a full corset would have been better?
Jules heard music start to play and watched as his mother, then his sister, and then the female bodyguard, walked in intervals down the aisle and take their places at the altar. Jules saw that the minister was standing next to a very large and tall man. Jules heart sank as he realized that the man must be the groom. Jules had no time to think further when the wedding march started to play and all the guests in the pews stood up and turned to look. Jules wished he could shrink and turn invisible, but there was no where to turn. Leanne gave him a small shove from behind and with his father by his side he started walking down the aisle.
Walking forward Jules blushed as all eyes were on him. Jules was actually grateful for the veil. He heard soft murmuring as the guests whispered to one another. Jules was close enough to hear one male guest whisper to a woman next to him; "Do you recognize her? Who is she?"
All the women seem to be studying him closely. Jules overheard another one saying. "She certainly is lovely." Jules had no idea who any of these people were although he did see that the judge who was presiding at his father's trial was among the guests.
In the front row reserved for family Jules saw James. It was obvious that he was trying very hard to stifle his laughter as he held his sides, a huge dumb grin plastered across his stupid face.
It seemed to last forever taking such short steps. Several times Jules caught a sharp pinch at his shin and calf when the hobble skirt cut into his legs when he tried to take a longer step. Jules tried to get a glimpse of the groom's face but his back was turned and facing the altar. Jules looked down as he arrived at three steps leading up to the altar and had to be helped up the steps by his father. When Jules had finally negotiated the stairs he noticed Leanne was arranging the train from his wedding dress at the steps before she took a seat in the front next to his grandmother. During his distraction watching Leanne his father had turned him and was placing Jules' hands into the grooms. Jules tried to pull his hands back but the man had already slipped his hands under the bouquet and took control by gripping the handcuffs. Jules looked up, and had to tilt his head back to look up at one of the tallest men he had ever seen.
The first thing he noticed was the man's size. He seemed nearly a foot taller than Jules was at 5'9" and nearly twice as wide. He was built like linebacker although he seemed to have a bit of a beer belly. His dark suit was immaculate and obviously tailored. He had a white rose on his lapel that matched the red and white roses of Jules' bouquet.
Jules noticed his face. It was craggy and lined. He had a silver grey beard trimmed in a short van-dyke style and a full head of silvery grey hair, cut short and parted to one side. Jules noticed he had blue eyes and grey eyebrows. He looked like everyone's favorite grandfather.
The minister began his sermon; "Dearly beloved, family, friends, our noble peers; we are gathered here today to join these two in matrimony."
"There are some today who would object to the very notion of a same-sex marriage; those who see it as sinful or immoral or a threat to traditional values."
Jules heard murmuring in the crowd and some gasps as the guests came to the realization that he was in fact a man dressed as a bride.
"Yet we here are not capable or qualified to judge the hearts and motives of those who stand before us today, judge not lest ye be judged."
"WE," the minister intoned loudly now "have been commanded to love the sinner and hate the sin. Yet we are not qualified to state with certainty if any of these actions are a sin as only he who is above may judge."
"And yet we have been told of many virtues, the greatest virtue of these is love. And as these two stand before us, we shall endeavor to follow the one command we have been given, to love our neighbors as ourselves."
"Therefore, if there be any here who can show lawful reason why these two may not wed, let them speak now or forever hold their peace."
Jules opened his mouth to object and was astonished to find he couldn't speak. In fact, he could barely move his tongue at all. Jules struggled to form a word, any word, but was unable to utter any sound. Jules was horrified to realize that the breath freshener Leanne sprayed in his mouth must have been a numbing agent of some sort.
Jules worried until his Mother and Sister both spoke up and objected. He also saw a smile form on the grooms face as Jules turned his attention to his family.
Jules saw that the female bodyguard bridesmaid standing next to his sister tugged at her and whispered something in her ear. His sister who a moment ago was ready to object now hung her head in silence.
Jules mother spoke up. "I must object. I do not want my son to marry a man. He will not be happy. He was tricked into marrying. He thought he was to marry a woman, not a man."
"I would need lawful reasons, not individual disapproval." The minister smiled benignly at Jules' mother as he spoke. The minister turned to look at Jules father. "Were all the legal forms correctly signed, and was the bride price received by the family?"
Jules saw his father stand up from his seat in the front pew and admit to signing the documents authorizing the marriage. Next Jules saw his grandmother stand up and state that the family had indeed received the bride price. The minister next looked at the judge sitting by the front row and heard him state that the forms are correct and the legalities have been properly observed.
"Bought and paid for." James murmured crudely unable to suppress his grin.
Jules heard some murmuring from the guests as well as laughter as the minister overruled his mother's objections and James rude comment. The female bodyguard/bridesmaid next whispered in Jules mother's ear and Jules saw his mother become tense, yet silent.
"Then do you, Count Jean Claude Montague Delacroix IV, take this man to be your lawfully wedded wife, to cherish and keep, in health and in sickness, until death do you part?"
The count smiled at Jules as he said in his deep bass voice "I do."
Jules watched in horror as the count took from his pocket a large diamond ring and slipped it onto Jules' ring finger. It fit perfectly.
"Then by the power vested in me I now pronounce you Husband and Wife. You may now kiss your bride."
The count lifted the veil and Jules felt renewed embarrassment as the guests could all look at his face unobstructed. He heard gasps from the crowd again and was certain that they were gasps of shock to see a man wearing makeup. Instead Jules felt deep humiliation as he heard one of the female guests say "My goodness, he's beautiful."
Jules' fear was kicking up as the count took his chin in his hand and bent over to kiss him. Jules opened his mouth to say no, but could barely manage a soft moan as the count placed his lips onto Jules' and gave him a deep and passionate kiss. Jules heard polite applause from the guests and felt revulsion in his stomach as the count gripped his jaw tightly forcing Jules mouth open, allowing his tongue to slide into Jules' mouth.
The count suddenly pulled back and Jules gasped for breath. He hadn't realized he had been holding it. Jules humiliated feelings grew deeper as he realized that to all the guests it looked as if his gasp for air was because he was overcome with passion from the kiss.
"Ladies and Gentlemen," the minister announced "I now present to you Count Jean Claude Montague Delacroix IV and Lady Jewel Veronica Delacroix. The Count and Countess Delacroix!"
Jules was stunned. He was now married! To a man!
The organ music played loudly as the count took him by the arm and led him down the stairs and down the aisle. The guests tossed rice into the air as the bride and groom departed the chapel.
**
The wedding reception was a blur for Jules. Leanne intercepted them in the foyer and moved them quickly back into the brides chambers. Once there she removed the wedding train as an attendant reached up Jules skirt to unzip and remove the lace hobble skirt. Jules didn't realize he was in shock. He started shivering uncontrollably. When Leanne gave him a drink to 'calm his nerves' Jules drank it in one quick gulp.
Leanne smiled; the numbing agent she sprayed in his throat had worked perfectly and now the medication she just gave him courtesy of the pharmacist would calm him and allow him to function for the reception.
Leanne then brought Jewel to her husband and placed her hands back into his. Jules was made to walk quickly now as they made their way down the hallway and back into the chapel for photographs.
Jules was made to pose with several people. He had no idea who any of them were.
When he was posed with his family he heard his sister whisper "If you get a chance to run, then run. Run fast." Jules could tell from her expression she was worried and was serious, yet her advice seemed poor given the bodyguards at the exits.
Jules struggled to form words as his mouth was still numb and slowly recovering from the anaesthetic Leanne had sprayed. "I don't even know where to run to. Besides, look at these handcuffs. What if I can't get away?"
A greater fear started to take hold "What do I do about the wedding night?"
Jennifer struggle to understand what her brother was saying as his words were so terribly slurred. She wondered if he had a stroke or was drunk or was about to have a breakdown.
"Don't consummate. Say no! No means no! Mother say's the wedding isn't valid and legal until after consummation. Say no, refuse him, then you can get it annulled."
After the photos Jules was once again led down another hallway and into a reception hall where all the guests had gathered. He barely remembered the announcement as he was walked in with his husband and was introduced again.
Sitting at a table with the count Jewel observed the guests eating and drinking and dancing. He didn't even realize that he managed to eat something as well.
Jules' had never been given a date rape drug before. It had the effects Leanne anticipated. Leanne smiled to herself as Jewel was led through all the expected events of the Champagne toast and the cutting of the cake. The tossing of the bouquet went off without a hitch. Leanne knew exactly how to use the medication and had administered a dose that should wear off completely by the time Jewel would be taken for the consummation. The count had expressed his desire that there not be any scenes and Leanne was proud of herself for being able to make that happen. The anesthetic in the breath freshener and the cocktail of party drugs the pharmacist had tailored specifically for Jewel worked perfectly.
Leanne frowned as she saw Jewel's Father. He had sat down near the bar and she saw that he was drinking heavily with one of the count's security staff standing next to him, watching him. Leanne made her way over to Jewel's father; just one more event and the happy couple could leave the reception and retire to their home.
Jules looked up as he realized he was out on the dance floor again. He looked up to see who his dance partner was and was confused when he saw it was his father. Jules swayed back and forth to the music as his father held onto him. Jules tried to form the words to plead for help but his tongue still seemed as slow as molasses. A moment later the Count arrived and cut in. Jules was surprised when his father kissed him on his forehead and then turned his only son over to the count; his new husband, to complete the dance.
Jules listened as the MC announced that the count and countess have chosen to observe a traditional honeymoon of 30 days of near total isolation. Jules head was confused and spinning now. Good for them, he thought.
Leanne followed the count and countess as they left the reception to the cheers of the many guests. The count is so much older than Jewel and she knows the count will benefit from the more relaxed pace of a honeymoon. It will also give her enough time to complete the training she had begun 3 months ago.
Leanne would mold Jules completely into Jewel and become a feminized male bride, accepting and proficient in his duties and obligations, and to be accepted by royal court.
Leanne smiled again. She loved making people's dreams come true.
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Dear Diary,
As much as I hate to do so it now comes down to the wedding night. I only hope that my attorneys can make some use out of this information. I fear I shall never live down he feelings of shame or forget the pain from this night.
After the wedding and the reception I was taken to my new home...
**
Jules was taken to the master bedroom. A maid turned down the bed covers and left the room, but not before taking a look at the count's new bride. Jules had been stripped out of his wedding dress and train and now wore only his intimate apparel.
His white thong holding in his butt plug and his white lace "bride" panties over that; his white thigh high stockings held onto his white basque by the suspenders. His basque with its narrow baby blue vertical stripes highlighting the stays of the torsolette, emphasizing and highlighting the feminizing impact on his waist and hips. His white fingerless opera length gloves highlighting his diamond wedding band on his left hand ring finger and his white wedding veil, and finally they left him wearing his white Mary Jane heels.
After she left, the bodyguards, under Leanne's direction, Placed him onto the bed on his stomach and had his hands shackled to the headboard and his feet shackled to the foot board. The medication she had administered was about to wear off and Leanne wanted to take advantage of Jules'...Jewel's lethargy.
Jules did try to resist but his resistance was ineffectual. His hands were placed together, while his feet were spread slightly more than shoulder width apart. Leanne had placed a large wedge shaped pillow under his hips that elevated his ass and kept his head and hands lower. Jules realized it was to make him 'accessible'.
Jules said nothing and watched as the bodyguards left. Leanne, always the perfectionist adjusted his veil and fussed a bit with his suspenders and bust. Finally satisfied, she also turned and left the master bedroom shutting the door behind her.
Jules tried to shake off the wedding veil from his head to get a clearer view but was unable to do so. His hands were handcuffed to the headboard and he couldn't reach the veil to pull it off. After a few moments of frustration and failure he looked around the sumptuously appointed suite. It looked like the set of a one of those romance movies his mother used to watch. He tried to identify some of the lavish items in the room but soon found his attention focused solely on the small tube of lubrication sitting on the side table.
Jules was wound up as tight as a black cat on Halloween and flinched, startled when the bedroom door opened and shut quickly, as the count walked into the room. Jules watched as the count approached the side of the bed and as he stopped and gazed at Jules as he lay there stretched out before him.
Jules watched the count as his gaze traveled over Jules' prone body. Jules had the thought that if he had seen a woman dressed like this he would be uncontrollably aroused. The count's expression clearly showed he felt the same. Fear of what was likely about to happen coiled Jules' stomach in tighter and tighter knots.
The count proceeded slowly. He untied the belt around his robe and Jules saw his worst fear come true as the robe dropped away revealing that the count had a huge erection. Jules looked away but the struggled to look back over his shoulder when he felt the count trace a finger down Jules neck following the curve of his shoulder and back and after lingering near his ass, continue down to his legs and feet. Jules actually shivered at the touch.
"No. Don't." Jules started to protest but the count place his finger across Jules lips.
"Shhh..." The count knew his bride would be reluctant. Leanne had told him that she was still a virgin. That thought alone had kept him hard all day; knowing that he would be the first to treat her to the pleasures of the flesh. The count knew he needed to proceed slowly and gently with her deflowering.
Jules watched with horror as the count took the lubrication from the table and then got onto the bed; Jules could feel the counts hairy legs brush against his smoothly waxed thighs as the count knelt behind Jules' elevated ass. Jules wondered how long, if at all the panties he was wearing would protect him, and to his horror he felt the count open his panties. Jules had heard of crotch-less panties before but until that moment he hadn't realize he was wearing them.
Next Jules felt cold steel against the waist band of his thong and heard a snipping sound. The count had cut away his thong with scissors. Jules now felt the Count's hand grip the base of the butt plug nestled inside him and gently pull it out of his ass.
Jules fear and humiliation only grew as he heard the sound of the count opening the tube of lubrication and squirt some lube onto Jules' exposed ass. Jules gasped at the shock he felt from the cold lubrication and then as the counts finger slowly spread the lube between his ass cheeks. Jules clenched as hard as he could when he felt fingers probe his sphincter. Jules determination to resist was futile. The butt plug had done its duty and made his anus open and ready for consummation. Despite clenching as hard as he could the count's finger slipped easily past his defenses and wiggled inside him.
"You fucking bastard!" Jules said it through his clenched teeth and glossy bright pink lips as he felt the counts finger slide in and out and in and out of his ass. After nearly a minute of preparation Jules felt the most intense agony of his life as his ass slowly stretched to accommodate his husbands full and hard cock.
Jules screamed in pain as the head of the counts cock entered him. In one slow, long thrust Jules ass was completely filled with cock. He tried catching the breath he lost upon the initial penetration and pain and fullness, but the count had already withdrawn and thrust back inside him.
'Breathe' Jules though but every time the count thrust into his ass his breath was knocked out of him. Jules struggled against the handcuffs and shackles on his feet yet again but only succeeded in giving himself ligature marks.
The count continued his thrusting and after several long minutes of slow deliberate thrusts Jules noticed that the pain in his ass began to lessen. Jules felt some relief from the pressure as his sphincter muscle slowly relaxed to accommodate the count's huge cock.
The count had noticed that Jewel had finally relaxed and was secretly pleased she was accepting the gift of a man's love so easily and readily. Now was the time to bring her to pleasure. The count glanced at the clock. He had wanted this to last and impress upon his new bride his stamina, but his need was too great. The count grabbed Jewel by her hips and pulled her back as he thrust forward, increasing the speed, force, and depth of each thrust penetrating as fully inside her as he could.
Jules felt only the shame of his violation. His cries of agony were replaced with desperate gasps for air in perfect time and rhythm with each thrust as Jewel absorbed each blow. Jules felt humiliated when he realized that the count's sexual assault was now actually becoming barely tolerable to him, until the count once again increased the speed of his thrusts.
Jules remembered sneaking out and watching pornography with his team-mates back in school. He recognized the signs and sounds and realized the count was getting ready to cum. Jules tried screaming again, but the pounding hurt so much that he was beyond screaming. The only sound he could make now was a repetitive "aaa-huh, aaa-huh, aaa-huh..." in time to the counts...his husbands...thrusts.
The count suddenly stopped his assault and just held Jules by his hips as tight as possible against his lap. Jules felt liquid warmth filling him deep inside. Jules felt the tears of shame and pain roll down his face. He had never felt a shame as complete as the shame he felt then and there as the count, 'his husband', came inside him.
The count looked down at his new brides face and saw the tears of joy and pleasure streaming from her eyes. He smiled to himself as he knew that the pain of losing her virginity will be replaced by the joy of providing her marital duty to him whenever he desired. The count felt satisfied that his decision to take a male-bride was the right one. He was a man after all. He had needs. A traditional marriage would have given his wife the right to say no if she wanted to. The count was impressed with how easy the family had acceded to his proposal. But of course that's how it should happen. The count had long ago lost his amazement at how the world would bend to his will.
The count reached to the night stand and rang a small silver bell while laying on Jewels back, his cock still hard and engorged, filling his newly seeded wife's tight bottom. He could feel her sphincter muscles contract and relax spontaneously massaging his still hard cock. The count couldn't remember the last time he had been this hard, or the last time he had stayed this hard after coming. He was no longer a young man, but tonight he felt young again. The count decided to investigate another bit of information. He began to tickle Jewel.
Jules had adapted to the feeling the agony of having the count's cock still up inside him. He felt his weight pressing down on him, pinning him completely on his belly. Jules lower back started to hurt from the excessive pressure. He finally got some relief when his husband pushed up onto his arms and then got into a kneeling position, his cock still half way inside Jules' ass. The count wrapped the bed sheet around him and over Jules, covering them both from the waist down.
Jules wondered what the count was going to do next when he felt the counts hands and fingers start to caress his hips and sides. He then began to increase pressure, digging in with his fingers ever so slightly into Jules' sides and under his arms and into his armpits, then switching to gentle caresses again. Jules confusion was rapidly eliminated as to what the count was trying to do or why when Jules involuntarily started to giggle. The count increased the pressure and frequency of his finger strokes on jewels sensitive sides as he brought Jules to uncontrollable laughter with his attention.
Jules tried hard to resist but he couldn't control himself. Jules had thought that the rape was bad enough, but now this! His shame at the rape was now compounded by the frustration of the tickling laughter and compounded by his inability to fight back.
The count's tickling continued unabated as the door opened and a maid entered the master bedroom bringing in a cart with water and ice and other refreshments. Jules' shame and embarrassment were now complete as he saw the maid smile and blush when she looked at him.
Jules was laughing uncontrollably and felt the heat on his face flush from embarrassment as Jules knew the maid thought he was enjoying this. The maid left the cart near the side table and departed the room, but not before stealing another quick glance at the happy couple as she shut the door behind her.
Jules cries of "no, No, NO!" between laughter and giggles were ignored as the count started thrusting again, building up for another massive eruption that flooded Jules ass with more warm cum. The count collapsed on Jules' back yet again, exhausted and breathing hard. Jules felt his own flaccid penis trapped against the wedge pillow.
"I'm not gay... please, please let me go."
The count smiled indulgently at his young bride. He took Jewel by the chin and twisted her head around to the side and gave her a kiss on her plump pink lips.
"Neither was my lover from school, yet he performed as well as you have, and grew to love me as I did him. You shall learn to love me as I do you and accept and enjoy the privileges of marriage into the house of Delacroix."
The count got up and out of bed. Jules saw his husband's naked body and his now flaccid penis slick with lubrication and cum as he went to the cart to sample the delicacies and refresh himself. Jules pulled one more time at the restraints on his hands and feet as tears of shame and humiliation poured freely from his eyes, ruining his mascara and streaking the make-up across his face.
Jules' whole body shivered now with uncontrollable, unremitting shame, endless shame...
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Hey Mom, you'll never guess what just happened.
Yes, hello to you too.
Yes, I try to call more often...I'm even calling RIGHT NOW!
I am so sorry that I have not been staying close, but I have some amazing news. Sit down first. What I have to say is truly shocking!
No I didn't know dad got in a fight with that squirrel again.
Your bunion is acting up again? Have you been treating it like your podiatrist said?
Uh huh...mom...Mom...MOM!
No mom, I didn't mean to yell.
But mom, listen, I have to tell you, Bigfoot is real!!
I know! You're thinking that Bigfoot was really just a very hairy man in the witness protection program hiding out in the remote back woods areas of our national forests. But be assured, he is really real.
Do you remember that crazy director/producer/actor I introduced you to?
No, the other one...no, not that one either, the OTHER one...Yes, that one.
Anyway, he had this idea of try to take back porn from the amateurs who have flooded the porn market with free porn by bringing back something called production values.
Apparently they're not unlike family values except they're for porn movies I guess.
Anyway, in my next movie "Back Country Rangers", I play a tough as nails no nonsense park ranger who patrols the back country keeping hikers and citizens' safe and bringing law to a lawless land.
Anyway, the producer/director/actor actually spent some money and hired a llama train...llama train...like a mule train...for packing in all the gear...yes, but with llamas...llamas.
I dunno, like someone crossed a mule and a sheep and ended up with a llama I guess.
Anyway, we actually had an entire porn crew, like, hike out to the middle of the wilderness in a national park forest in order to shoot the film.
Yes, production values, like I said, but that's not even the weirdest part. When we got to the campsite and movie location it was amazing. Snow covered mountains, huge trees, wild animals, mosquitoes and ticks...uh...OK, that part sucked! ha ha ha...sucked...get it?
Sucked.
Because they're blood sucking insects.
Ugh...mom, anyway, in my scene I have hiked out in search of missing campers and come across their camp and start to investigate by first going to the hot springs and taking a hot naked bath to get cleaned up, when who do you think showed up?
No really, who?
Take a guess?
Seriously? That's your guess?
No mom, Bigfoot shows up. Duh!
As it turns out, the lead actor from my movie was the real no shit Bigfoot!
It turns out the actual actor who we hired got lost on the way in and never showed up for the shoot.
I dunno where he is.
No mom, I 'play' a ranger who looks for missing hikers, I don't actually go and look for missing hikers, geez...I'm a porn start not search and rescue...
I'm sorry. No, I didn't mean to take the name of the lord in vain.
No mom, I didn't mean to blaspheme.
Yes..OK...yes,I will pray for forgiveness tonight...but hold on and let me finish.
Apparently in the case of big foots...big feets?..sasquatches?..the urban legend of foot size versus penis size is true! He has an 18 inch, uh...foot.
The actor/producer/director is fortunate that he picked me for the role because I am the only porn star in the stable who can take that much anal, and he really really likes anal play. I can even orgasm from anal you know.
Now mom, I know anal wasn't such a big deal back when you were making movies, but anal is all the rage nowadays.
So let me finish, the real Bigfoot showed up and pounced on me in the hot springs.
Hot springs, like, a naturally occurring hot tub.
No mom! I did not just make that up! Hot springs really exist out in the wild.
Ok, fine, agree to disagree then.
Anyway, there I was, bathing in the hot spring when Bigfoot shows up. In my fear and desperation I have to do whatever it takes to survive, so of course I drop right to my knees and take that huge cock into my mouth.
Yes, mom, I am aware how much men like a blow job, I am over 18 now and not a child.
No mama, I'm sorry, I wasn't being disrespectful.
Anyway as I suck off Bigfoot his cock grows to its full 18 inches and I am like seriously scared. I've never had a cock that big before and am like, don't know if I can take it all.
And at first, I'm like, this is just an actor and I don't have to worry because as a professional porn actor he is bound by the porn actor's guild and our code of ethics.
What do you mean there's no such thing as a porn actors guild or a code of ethics?
If that were true then what are they doing with all the money I've been paying in monthly dues?
OK, agree to disagree then, but please let me finish my story.
I get his cock all nice a slick with spit and offer my ass to him, and of course, just like in rehearsals he shoves his huge tool deep inside me and starts fucking me fast and furious.
What?
Fast and furious? A movie? Never heard of it.
So as I was saying he shoves his cock in my ass and it travels so far inside me I swear I could taste the head of his cock as it started to come up my throat and into my mouth! In fact when he came his cum shot up and out my mouth from the head of his cock in the back of my throat...totally unexpected, the way he improvised like that.
What? You say that's impossible?
OK now, I was there and if we keep disagreeing like this then this conversation is going nowhere.
Anyway, this scene was so hot and I think it could really help me break out from the pack and give me the exposure I need to make it big in the industry.
Anyway, afterwards Bigfoot and I sat down to talk...well, he sat down, I had to kneel as my ass was still sore from shooting the scene.
As it turns out Big, that's what he told me to call him, needs money and porn is where he goes to make a quick buck or two.
I guess random appearances in grainy out of focus long range camera shots out in the woods just don't pay too well. No royalties or nothing!
Also, all the pressure from hunters and crypto-zoologists and the occasional housing development have really taken their toll on his habitat. So after we shot our scene, and he is a cummer by the way, I was literally coated from head to toe in his cum.
No mom, I'm not exaggerating. Head...to...toe...coated, like a fountain...came up and out of my mouth and fell back down on me, coating me in cum.
OK, fine, don't believe me, just watch the movie and you will see for yourself.
Anyway, after the shoot he spoke to me and he asked me to join him in saving up enough money to buy some land way in the back country where we can build a cabin and post some no trespassing signs.
I guess this makes me big foots girl friend. Just so long as I don't have big foots baby. Ha ha, a pregnancy now could ruin my film career.
Yes mom, I remember all too well the sad stories in those tabloids in the supermarkets when I was growing up how a baby Sasquatch can ruin your life.
So do you know of any land for sale anywhere that's remote and affordable? And speaking of affordable, can you ask Uncle Escobar if he has any money from his pharmacy business that he can loan me?
OK, mom, I love you too.
Yes, I will call again soon,OK? love you mom,
Bye
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Leanne gathered her staff outside the door to the master bedroom and waited patiently. Lord Delacroix always woke promptly at 7 sharp, and despite the wedding, reception, and consummation, there would be no reason not to expect him to remain true to form.
Indeed, precisely at 7:00 AM a bell rang and the butler opened the door and entered the room. From the hallway Leanne saw that the butler was opening the curtains and allowing in the morning light. She heard the count speak to the butler and a moment later they both exited the master bedroom, the count in a dressing gown. Leanne knew the count would go have his breakfast while reading the morning paper, before returning to the master bedroom to shower and dress for the day.
Leanne walked in to greet the new countess "Good Morning Lady Delacroix..." and was shocked at what she saw!
Leanne saw that Jewel was still restrained. She frowned at this. Leaving a bride restrained for the entire night could cause permanent physical harm. She wondered if it was because the count forgot, he was in his 60's after all, or if he felt the Jewel could not be trusted to remain in bed for the evening.
She was uncovered, the blankets and sheets having fallen to the floor and to the foot of the bed. Leanne noted the results of the newlyweds' lovemaking had run down the countess' thighs and stained her panties and the tops of her stockings.
She also saw that Lady Delacroix's make-up was a mess. The pillow was smudged with lipstick, eyeliner and foundation, and her mascara had run down her cheeks from tears streaking her otherwise perfect features. Her nose was runny as well.
Leanne directed the member of the security staff to unlock the restraints.
"Lady Delacroix?" Leanne asked.
Jewel appeared disoriented and nonresponsive. Leanne saw that Jewel's eyes were glassy and out of focus.
"I said no...I told him to stop...but he didn't stop...why didn't he stop..."
Leanne realized that Jewel was in shock. Fortunately Leanne was always prepared.
The bodyguard finally arrived with the keys and once they were ready Leanne directed that Jewel be un-cuffed. Once the restraints were off they eased her to a sitting, then a standing position. Jewel swayed for a moment as she tried to get her balance atop her heels, her wedding pumps that the count had insisted she wear to bed still on her feet.
They were all taken by surprise when Jewel suddenly lunged for the open bedroom door and tried to run. The countess actually made it past the body guard and to the bedroom door, but when she tried to turn the corner too quickly her unsteady legs gave out as she slipped and fell, landing hard on the carpeted floor. The bodyguards caught her before she could recover and stood her back up, this time with stronger grips on her arms.
Leanne had them bring Jewel to the countess's sitting room next door to the master bedroom and had her placed into the styling chair. She had her wrapped in a thick warm blanket before strapping her down. She had the styling chair placed near the large windows providing a view overlooking the ocean and garden. That would be the perfect place to allow her to prepare her for her day while allowing Lady Delacroix to gaze out the window.
Leanne waited patiently as the Countess slowly became aware of her surroundings and remembered where she was. Leanne had a busy day planned and wanted to keep on schedule, but knew it was important to allow the newly arranged male-bride time to cope with and learn to accept her new reality.
"Please remove her cosmetics and wash her face and, be gentle." Leanne directed her assistant.
As Jewel's face was washed Leanne inspected her nails and noted the deep bites in her wrists the cuffs had made when she struggled. Her toenails were in better shape and her ankles appeared unaffected by the leather cuffs that held her legs.
"Finger and toenails simply need a touch up." She directed the nail technician. "Take care of these after her bath."
"Her bath is ready." One of the maids reported. Leanne didn't know her name yet but she had been detailed to assist Leanne with the countess for the morning.
"Good. Ladies, please help me take the countess to her bath." Leanne observed Jewel"s physical and mental state carefully as she was escorted to her bath. Leanne needed the countess focused.
Leanne ordered Jewel to strip out of her lingerie and drop it into a hamper so it could be sent to the laundry, then ordered her into the tub. Leanne watched as Jewel silently bathed herself, the bath attendants standing by and watching as well in case they were needed. After being in the tub for only a few moments there was a sudden episode of mad scrubbing as he countess tried to wash away the shame of the wedding night, and then several minutes of crying before she calmed down.
Leanne watched carefully as Jewel bathed in the large clawfoot bathtub. Leanne had carefully examined Lady Delacroix's face after washing it herself and decided she didn't need to shave again just yet. Leanne decided that she would book the Electrolysis sessions weekly. The count had agreed with her that permanent hair removal would be best. Fortunately he...err, she, was still young enough to not need a daily shave. She reminded herself to book the laser hair removal treatments for the rest of her body hair as well. Monthly sessions would be best.
Leanne was about to break the silence but was pleased when the countess spoke first.
"You lied to me." Jules said. He was both angry and tired. He felt dirty, even after all the scrubbing, and the hot water of the bath caused agony on his ass at even the slightest movement. Jules felt as if he had tearing in his ass.
"What do you mean?" Leanne was genuinely confused. "Name one time I lied to you." Leanne knew she had to keep the countess mentally engaged, but had no idea where she would think she had lied to her.
"You said I was going to be married. You wished me happiness. Now I'm married to a man. I was supposed to marry a woman. You lied to me!" Jewel finished angrily.
"Lady Delacroix, I did wish you happiness. I hope you will be happy. But I never said anything about who you were marrying. You just assumed too much. You should have asked more questions. I won't ever lie to you Lady Delacroix. I have no need to lie."
Jules sank down into the tub. He realized she was right and he hated her even more.
"However I did not know that you had worn women's clothes before." Leanne observed.
"What are you talking about? I've never worn women's clothes before you made me." Jules spat back angrily.
"Really?" Leanne reached into a bag she had next to her and pulled out a book. She held it up for Jewel to see.
Jules looked at the book and saw she held up his high school yearbook. "So?"
Leanne opened up the book to a tabbed page and seemed to consider something she saw before her. "So you've never been dressed as a cheerleader before?"
Jules blanched as Leanne turned the book around to the open page, showing it to him.
"That was the powder-puff football game. The girls played flag football against another high school and some of the guys from the football team pretended to be the cheerleaders. It was for charity. We raised money for breast cancer awareness."
"Hmm...voted most realistic cheerleader too. I've looked through this book. You borrowed you sister's cheerleader outfit didn't you?" Leanne watched Jewel, her gaze steady and her smile was honest and open.
Jules saw the picture she pointed too. The whole group of football players dressed as cheerleaders looked comical and ridiculous, except for Jules. His sister had loaned him her cheerleaders uniform and helped him prepare with hair styling and even cosmetics. He looked exactly like his sister did when she was cheering.
"Yes." Jules answered reluctantly.
"Then it seems we both assumed wrongly." Leanne smiled sweetly at Jewel when she spoke. "You looked lovely by the way. Very believable; I would never know you weren't a woman in this photo if it wasn't labeled.
"Thanks." Jules spat the word out but Leanne just continued smiled.
"Now hurry up with your bath. We have a busy day today."
Leanne watched Jewel as she toweled off after her bath and then as she used the toilet. She didn't like the way she stood up to urinate and decided that at his...her...next opportunity to go she would insist she sit down as a woman should.
Leanne next oversaw Lady Delacroix as she got dressed for the day's first event. She was hoping that there would be no resistance to her choice of outfit for Jewel, but Jewel foolishly tried to say no and refuse to wear the outfit. A brief attempt at reason by Leanne was ineffective forcing her to move quickly to use of the switch.
Jewel seemed unimpressed at first, but a quick demonstration of the 5 foot long, thin, and flexible switch caused her to step back a moment. Leanne saw her resolve wavering, but not fast enough. Leanne had a schedule to keep. Summoning the guards they quickly bent Jewel over the side of the bed. Just one quick application of the switch across Lady Delacroix's bare bottom and her acquiescence was assured.
Leanne admired Jewel in her exercise outfit. Watching her as she stood in the mirrors one only saw what appeared to be a young woman who was dressed in women's yoga pants and a colorful padded sports bra.
"Now please follow me my lady." Leanne spoke in her polite yet firm voice.
Jewel was reluctant and embarrassed, but Leanne insisted and motioned towards the bodyguards standing against the wall near the door. Leanne was pleased that he put on the outfit, but was disappointed at the bulge in the front of the yoga pants. She made another mental note to research what to do about hiding it. Ladies should not have bulges in front, she thought. She decided that pants suits, skinny jeans and slacks would be out of the question for her wardrobe for the time being.
Skirts would obviously be appropriate. The flare of her wedding dress and tucking her penis back under her panties did an admirable job of hiding the unsightly bulge. But there could be no form fitting pencil skirts or other such clothing until a more reliable solution could be found.
Flanked again by the body guards, Leanne led Jewel to the estate's fitness room for an hour long private yoga session. Leanne watched as Lady Delacroix's personal trainer had her work through several positions appropriate to her skill level. Despite some initial reluctance and protesting, Leanne mimed use of the switch once to encourage Jewel's cooperation; Jewel did as she was told.
After working up a sweat, Leanne made Jewel shower and change into clean panties and a clean padded bra, with a knee length skirt and matching blouse. Strapped into the styling chair Leanne applied a light coat of makeup before escorting Jewel to the conservatory for Brunch. A light meal was served promptly at 1030; fruit, toast, juice, and a single egg.
Jules was disappointed. He didn't remember eating the day before at the wedding reception, and the tiny meal seemed to whet his appetite instead of satiate it.
Jules looked over to the servant who brought him his meal. "May I have more please?" He didn't know that as countess and head of the house he could order her to bring some more if he wanted.
The girl, quite plain in appearance, but probably around his own age looked over to Leanne for guidance.
"That is all for now my lady, we are to watch our weight and save our appetite for dinner tonight." Leanne said.
Jules opened his mouth to protest, but closed it when he decided it probably wasn't worth the effort. Leanne was still carrying the switch with her.
Leanne and the bodyguards took the countess and escorted her back to her sitting room. It was time for beauty practice and fashion studies.
**
Jules lay quietly as he was strapped into the styling chair, watching Leanne as she busied herself setting out cosmetics she intended to use on his face. Jules didn't bother struggling against the straps, they were too tight and obviously too strong to break. Besides, Jules wrists hurt from his fashion studies with Leanne. His initial refusal to participate in that endeavor was quickly broken when she struck him across the wrist with a ruler whenever he failed to answer her questions. As Leanne worked Jules thought about his lessons that day.
"For today's lesson I am going to discuss the various types of women's shoes and you are going to learn them and be able to identify them by style. Eventually you will be able to identify the designer just by looking at them." She said.
Jules had thought he could simply and silently ignore her and stare off into the distance. The sting of the first strike surprised him with how painful it was. Unable to escape, and after the application of several more strikes he angrily but reluctantly played along. Blessed with a good memory anyway it was not long at all before he could tell the differences between kitten heels, stiletto heels, wedge heels, espadrilles, flats, ballet slippers and pumps. This was all review anyway. Most of the material they covered was information they made him study during the three months of training he had prior to the wedding.
He hated Leanne and her insensitivity to his suffering. What happened to the favorite aunt he had known for the previous three months? He was wondering if he would think of a better way to resist tomorrow. She had promised a review of shoes for the next day before going on to discuss skirt and dress styles.
Jules reflected upon a question he asked from those early months and asked it again.
"Leanne, why do you want me to know so much about female fashion? I am a man. I have no need to know these things."
"Milady, as a man you would not, but as the wife of a count of the realm you will be expected to dress in a manner following current fashion trends. You will be expected to interact with noble ladies and converse on subjects of mutual interest."
"But we already studied all this before..." Jules trailed off.
"Yes, before your marriage during your etiquette and deportment studies you studied quite a bit about fashion. Now you will still study fashion in depth. I expect you to have an encyclopedic knowledge of fashion because as countess a woman in your position is expected to have current working knowledge of fashion."
"But I'm not a woman."
"No, but you are a countess."
**
Jules sat at the dining room table. The guards had shackled his ankles together with a short chain and then attached another chain to each ankle to a steel eyelet recessed in the floor. His hands were also cuffed, not to each other, but to the arms of the heavy chair dining room chair he was sitting in. The length of each chain allowed Jules to reach his food and mouth, but no further.
Jules idly smoothed out the fabric of the dress he was wearing. The white knee length dress had a black ribbon around the waist, tied in a bow in the back. The dress also had black lace detail around the collar and the hem. Leanne had accessorized his outfit with a black pearl necklace and dangly black pearl earrings. Jules looked down at the white and black pumps she had placed on his feet. Jules would have tried to kick them off but the ankle straps prevented it.
"Normally you would enter this room with your husband and be seated when he helps you into your chair," Leanne said "but our profile of you and our preferred training process necessitates certain safety protocols. Just stay seated when your husband enters."
Leanne smiled warmly as she looked at Jewel. Lady Delacroix looked back coldly without speaking.
She's unhappy, angry even, Leanne thought. But they always are at first. It just takes time.
When Count Delacroix entered the room Leanne rose from her seat. The count acknowledged her presence with a nod and took his place at the head of the table.
Jules glared at the count. He looked happy. Why should he be so happy? Jules wondered if he stabbed him with the dinner knife what kind of prison would he go to? As he glanced at his place setting he noticed his was the only one without a knife; forks and spoons only. He wondered how much damaged he could do with a fork, but unfortunately the chains on his wrists were too short for him to reach the count.
Jules looked at the count, his husband; the very thought of whom he found revolting and finally spoke up.
"I never married you. I never said 'I do', and I never wanted to..." Jules choked up slightly before being able to continue "sleep with you! This so called marriage is a sham and I demand you release me this instant!"
Jules tried to make his words forceful but his emotions roiled over and instead he sounded slightly hysterical. Jules was also unaware of how his seductive makeup and pouting lips blunted the point he was trying to make.
"My Darling, such topics are not suitable for the dinner table, especially with servants and staff attending." The count nodded towards Leanne. "However, you have been raised without the necessary etiquette and decorum, and lack knowledge of many of the customs of our people. Therefore I have appointed Leanne as your governess and chaperone to oversee your training. You must learn many skills in order to deport yourself with the grace and charm expected of a lady of the realm."
"Fuck you, you Bastard! I will never be your wife!"
The count frowned slightly. "It will be difficult at first, but you will learn." The count rang a small bell and two bodyguards entered the room. "Lady Delacroix is not feeling well. Please escort her to her room."
The guards unlocked the shackles from the floor and chair arms and escorted Jewel out of the dinning room. Jules was angry, and starving, and now he wasn't even going to get something to eat.
The count looked to Leanne "Please see to it that she is appropriately disciplined."
"Of course your grace" Leanne said. She wasn't embarrassed by Lady Delacroix's outburst; all the arranged brides usually acted the same way. She was embarrassed by the fact lady Delacroix used profanity. Something would have to be done and Leanne knew exactly what that was.
**
"Please Leanne, Please stop...let me go!" Jules begged for freedom. The only response to his plea was yet another strike across his bottom as the switch raised yet another welt, his sixth one so far.
"OW! Damn it! STOP! Please!"
Jules was stretched tight over what he could only describe as some form of saw horse. His feet were spread apart and shackled to the legs on one side and his hands were spread and shackled to the other. His belly lay across what might be considered a wide leather saddle.
Leanne had the guards restrain him in place as she pinned up the hem of his dress, exposing his panties. From his perspective, Jules could look back at the upside down scene and see Leanne's high heel shoes standing behind him.
"Is it proper for a lady to use such foul and impolite language?" Leanne's voice was strict and even.
"I'm not a fucking lady." Jules response brought about the sting of another blow from the switch.
"AHHH!" The stinging of the welts was bad enough, but coupled with the soreness and pain from being sodomized by his husband only yesterday; it was too intense. Jules started to feel lightheaded as blood was rushing to his head and the pain on his bottom overcame his ability to resist.



Jules started to sob "Please Leanne...please stop...I'm...sorry..." Softly saying the words made Jules feelings of shame and self loathing overwhelm him. He started to bawl like a baby.
Leanne watched as the countess cried and blubbered; a good first indicator that her discipline was having the desired effect. Leanne allowed the countess to go on for several long minutes. Once she observed the countess begin to recover from her disciplinary whipping and her sobs lessened Leanne moved on to the next step.
"Jewel," Leanne moderated her tone to sound soothing and understanding "I can understand how hard this can be, but you have to do it. You have no choice now. You agreed to the wedding, you signed the documents, and your family all agreed." She spoke in short sentences, as if speaking to a child.
Jules closed his eyes. "No. I said no. I was supposed to marry a woman, not be a woman. This is wrong." resignedly.
Leanne knew what she said next would likely help break her resistance. She had consulted with Jewel's therapist and together they had contrived a method to expedite Jewels cooperation.
If Jewel was convinced that her family was in danger and her obedience would keep them safe, he would be predisposed to accede to the count's expectations and become a willing bride. Leanne's subtle threat of peril coupled with the hypnotically implanted memories in her subconscious should accelerate her willingness and cooperation.
"Jewel, Honey..." Leanne began carefully, "It's up to you to follow through with your commitments and keep your family safe."
Leanne waited and watched Jewel's expression change as her words sank in. The confusion of her expression leading to the question she knew she would ask.
"Safe?"
Leanne would have smiled if she hadn't needed to keep her expression serious.
"Jewel, if you fail to follow through with your agreement by acceding to your husband"s wishes and desires, then you place your mother and sister, your whole family in Jeopardy. If you don't do as he asks the count can claim breach of contract and file a grievance with the crown. If he does that he has the right to claim compensation from your family. Your mother and sister would be liable as they signed an agreement that you would marry. They vouched for you."
Jules looked flustered as Leanne continued "He can claim them as vassals of his land and as such he could do anything he wanted to extract compensation. Would you want to see your mother forced into indentured servitude? Or your sister forced to become a registered concubine? These things can and do happen. You must protect them."
Jules had thought that he could never have felt lower than he did when the count raped him. His inability to resist the assault angered him to no end. Now he felt more conflicting emotions than he ever had in his life. Hatred for the count, anger at himself for not reading the marriage contract more closely, anger at his father for getting into trouble with the law, and regret that he had ever come to this damned country in the first place.
The ambivalence of hatred and loathing; and utter disdain for Leanne and what she was making him do; he couldn't think rationally, but in this, the lowest point in his life, he did know one thing, he had to escape and he had to save his sister and mother from a similar fate. He had to play along.
**
Jules days became quite monotonous after that; always the same thing, day in day out. Always restrained, when he was sitting down, always escorted by guards, Leanne always telling him what to do and how to behave properly.
The variety only came in the afternoons where each day had a different special training session.
Leanne kept Lady Delacroix to a precise schedule, based on the counts known preference for order and punctuality. Furthermore if the countess was kept busy she would not have time to get into trouble. She glanced at the paper copy of the schedule the count had just signed and authorized.
7am Wake up, Tea and Biscuits.
7:15 Toilet, bath.
7:45 Prepare for Yoga/Swimming
8:00 Yoga/Swimming
9:30 Shower/Bath. Beauty and hairstyling.
10:30 Brunch.
Noon: Lessons. Monday Dance lessons.
Tuesday Grace, etiquette, and deportment refreshers.
Wednesday Current fashion/fashion refresher.
Thursday Cosmetics and Beauty
Friday Philanthropy
Saturday Various appointments. Therapist.
Sunday Church
5pm shower and toilet.
6pm prepare for dinner. Beauty and Hair. Dinner dress.
8pm Dinner.
10pm Prepare for bed. Beauty for intimacy.
1030 Bedtime. (Restrained to the master bed.)
Leanne knew a schedule was nothing more than a basic plan from which to deviate. Social obligations and unforeseen events always demanded last minute adjustments. But having a training plan in place would provide the daily structure needed to keep the countess busy and focused on her feminization.
**
After the first week, Jules knew which activity he hated the most.
At Noon on Monday after brunch Jules was taken and forced to wear scandalously revealing dresses for private dance lessons. Ballroom dancing, swing, the waltz or tango or any other number of styles of dance; he was told he had to be proficient in them all.
Jules hated that he was required to be led while dancing, but Leanne explained it rather succinctly.
"You are the wife. Your husband leads and you follow."
"But why the dresses, can't I just wear the yoga pants and sports bra?" Jules asked.
Leanne smiled at the question. She wondered if he was even aware of the significance that he was voluntarily choosing to wear one sort of women's clothes over another, just as Leanne's training and the therapists conditioning said she would.
"These are the dresses you will wear when your husband takes you dancing. He was quite a dancer back in the day I am told. I know you will want to look good for him in front of his peers."
Worse than the actual dancing were the heels she made him wear. Never less than four inch heels when dancing. Jules' calf muscles ached after each 2 hour session. Even worse was that he was never allowed to not wear high heels! From sunrise to sunset, he was always required to have them on. His feet and toes constantly ached from the angle they were kept and the compression of the leather upon them. When he complained to Leanne she merely smiled at him and said he had to wear them in order to become accustomed to wearing them.
Jules hated her circular argument and tried a bit of rebellion one more time. He took them off and threw them out an open window, refusing to participate anymore, he said. But Leanne merely had the bodyguards hold him down as she strapped him into the styling chair, then put a new pair of tighter and higher heels on his feet. Mary Jane's, he recalled forlornly, because with the strap of the shoe going over the top of his foot he was unable to slip out of them or kick them off. He sat in agony. She threatened him with locking shoes if he took them off without her permission. Strangely, after nearly a month of forced wear, his feet seemed to be adapting and were accustomed to them.
Leanne smiled at Jewel when she chose what shoes she was to wear each day. Leanne always made Jewel select a pair from an assortment she had preselected for the days events. Leanne knew she had several pairs that would be the best for training Jewel to walk and wear high heels, but she seriously wanted to get Jewel out to a store for some shopping. The state of her shoe closet was nowhere near where it needed to be for all the social engagements a lady of the realm would reasonably be expected to attend.
Leanne also smiled when she noticed how Jewel's feet were adjusting to wearing heels. Leanne made sure Jewel wore high heels almost 24 hours a day, even when sleeping. Lady Delacroix's husband loved that his wife wore high heels to bed every night, but Leanne had another more sinister reason.
Foot Drop Contracture Deformity, the medical text called it. She thought of the process as similar to the old practice of foot binding in the orient. The obsolete practice of binding women's feet so they bent back under and looked smaller and more attractive.
The enforced wearing of high heels in Leanne's experiment was to cause immobility of the foot and calf. Long term wear was shown to cause atrophy of certain muscles. If Leanne was successful, then Jewel would soon be unable to place the heel of her foot on the ground, or to raise her foot at the ankle. She would then be unable to walk without heels on! Leanne was excited that her discovery appeared to be working. She only wondered if there would be any negative side effects.
Tendons, ligaments, and cartilage require motion to stay healthy; disuse can cause weakness and lead to exhaustion, so Leanne made sure that Lady Delacroix had plenty of exercise. Her daily yoga and walks through the manor and grounds, as well as other weekly activities should prevent any serious side effects, but Leanne decided that if there were any side effects then she would just have to deal with them when the time came.
Leanne had other motives though. She needed to reinforce and affect Lady Delacroix's self concept; her individual self-esteem and feeling of self worth. Leanne was determined to bring about a profound change in Lady Delacroix's body image, social functioning, identification and achievement. Leanne knew the process would be lengthy but she had the skills, she had a willing sponsor, and she had Lady Jewel Delacroix to test her theories.
Particular events such as a sudden change can produce drastic changes in a client's self esteem. Leanne had helped nearly a dozen women accept their arranged marriage status, and she saw no reason that the techniques she perfected for her female clients shouldn't work on a male-bride as well.
Leanne was proud of Jewel and her progress so far and she smiled happily as she knew her work here would be precedent setting!
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Dear Diary,
After the wedding night I found that my days were no longer my own. Everything about my life had changed including my right to make any decision about what I wanted to do. It would seem my governess had her ideas about how I should be trained and she had the authority and power to enforce them.
**
Jules had a hard time believing that it had been thirty days already and the honeymoon was over. Jules knew he was about to meet his family for the first time since the wedding and reception.
Jules prepared carefully. He didn't want Leanne to have to offer any corrections or discipline. Besides, according to Leanne and his therapist, he had outgrown his childish attitudes. He knew how important it was to his husband and to Leanne that he impresses his family with how responsible he has become.
Jules looked over the collection of dresses available and selected the bright yellow A-line party dress, perfect for the summer weather. It had bare shoulders and came down to the knee. He matched it with a pair of yellow stiletto pumps with 4 inch heels. He was certain that his mother and sister would be shocked...impressed...confused...at how he was able to walk in high heels such as these with such skill.
Jules didn't want to do his own make-up today, but Leanne insisted. Jules' make-up skills were no where near what Leanne was able to do but he knew he had better try anyway. If he failed to satisfy Leanne she would make him do it over until he got it right. And that would cause delays. Jules didn't want to miss seeing his family.
**
Leanne was thrilled with the progress Jewel had made. It had been a very difficult road but Leanne was happy that Jewel had thus far absorbed all the lessons of elegance and grace she had been teaching her.
The hiring of the therapist had certainly reaped rewards as well. The weekly sessions to help Jewel relieve her stress and embrace her femininity. Leanne was pleased with the hypnosis therapy and how it had aided in Jewel's cooperation. The subliminal messages that played when Jewel was asleep also appeared to aid in her transformation from an androgynous teen boy to a poised male bride.
Jewel held her poise and posture precisely as expected. She may be a bit rough around the edges now, but more practice and more therapy would certainly help smooth and polish her presentation. Leanne followed the countess as she left her suite and walked down the hall, then down the grand staircase and through the main hall past the library to her private sitting room.
Jules walked into the estates large private sitting room...her sitting room...her salon as Leanne called it. It was decorated in pastel colors and soft comfortable feminine furniture. He looked out the large floor to ceiling windows and was disappointed that it was raining today. He had hoped to entertain in the garden, but the appearance of scattered rain showers made that unlikely. The sun breaks did make the room light and cheery and the view from the windows that overlooked a cliff and the sea were in stark contrast to Jules' feelings of despair.
As Jules entered the room he flushed with pleasure to see that his Grandmother, mother and sister were already present. Although his mother and sister looked quite fashionable as they always did, Jules noticed that his grandmother had apparently undergone a complete makeover, going from frumpy to fashionable for a woman of her age. They all rose from their seats as he entered the room and seemed happy to see him.
Jules greeted his mother and sister with hugs and kisses and then urged them all to sit down in the comfortable settees positioned around a long central coffee table. Jules sat primly as a bodyguard placed a shackle around his ankle. The other end of the chain was already attached to a recessed eye bolt in the floor. Jules watched the expressions of his family change from happiness to concern as they watched and heard the clasp latch shut. The effect brought a subtle shift in their moods and Jules knew from his training as hostess that he needed to break the silence.
"Mother, Grandmother, Jennifer, it is so good of you to come and visit, how are you? How is everyone? Where are Father and James?" Jules' voice coach would have been proud. Jules sounded exactly like the upper class woman he was told he needed to emulate.
"Jules, are you OK?"
Jules' Mother was worried. Thirty days ago she had been an unwilling participant forced to marry off her son to another man. The woman sitting before her looked so much like her son, and like an identical twin to his sister, yet behaved nothing like him; and nothing like she expected. Truth be told, she didn't know what she had been expecting, but it certainly wasn't this.
"Of course Mother, I am well. Why wouldn't I be?"
Jules hated himself for lying but he smiled coyly as he answered the question. Leanne was watching and he didn't want to bring down her wrath. Jules channeled the therapist's advice and took a breath to center himself.
The women continued to exchange pleasantries as Jules rang a small silver bell. The doors to the library opened and two maids wheeled in serving carts, one with beverages and another with pastries and other sweets, cakes, and assorted appetizers. The maids busied themselves, serving all the women, before leaving the room.
Jules drank only the hot tea he had been served. The carts were too far away for him to serve himself; the ankle chain took care of that. Leanne had also forbade that he have anything to eat until dinner that night.
Jules listened intently as his Mother and Sister vowed to free Jewel from captivity.
"You should know that your father and I have separated. After all that has happened you probably don't need another shock, but we are getting a divorce. I cannot forgive him for bringing you here and getting you into this mess."
Jules kept his expression neutral. As much as he wanted his freedom he didn't want Leanne to see him smile.
"But mother, lawyers are expensive."
Jules feared Leanne as he knew she would inform the count about everything that happened here today. She also seemed to find fault in everything he did and a devious delight in developing a method of training to correct his mistakes.
"I have five million from the bride price they paid and have already hired a lawyer for both of us." Jules mother stated proudly as she informed Jules' of her actions.
With perfect timing a passing rain cloud helped to darken the room and the mood as Jules' grandmother interrupted and squashed the glimmer of hope. "You will do no such thing! One million of that belongs to me. And I am opposed to the divorce as we could be required to give the money back. The money brings comfort that my own children never gave me."
Jules grandmother pointed her bony finger at Jules mother as rain pelted the windows. "You took my son and ran away, leaving me to grow old, alone and in poverty, never knowing my grandchildren."
Next she looked at Jewel "You agreed to this. Nothing but harm will come to all of us if you divorce. I do not want to see my son in jail. Do you want to see your father returned to prison? Who will care for me then? I read the documents we signed, you should have too." she said angrily directing the last of her tirade back at Jules mother. "You should not have been surprised by this; you were born and raised here!"
Jennifer was growing tired of the direction of the conversation. Her mother and grandmother did nothing but bicker and fight; especially since the wedding. Jennifer needed to ask the question that had been eating away inside her for the past month, yet was just as afraid of what the answer would be.
"Jules, did he...I mean, did you...ah...were you..."
Jules couldn't bring himself to finish the question for her. Instead he waited with the bemused expression he had been taught to present when asked awkward questions like the one Jennifer was trying to ask.
"Did he have sex with you? Did you consummate the marriage?" Jennifer's words were rushed and the anger in her voice was barely restrained.
Jules smiled an amused smile at his sister "Of course we consummated the marriage. That was the point wasn't it?"
Nailed it! Jules thought to himself. Tone of voice, speed of delivery, facial expression; Jules knew he was presenting exactly as Leanne trained him to, and was disgusted with him self for doing so.
Jennifer was shocked "How...why?"
The rain cloud pelting the windows passed as quickly as it came and the library grew bright and cheery again. Outwardly Jules smiled indulgently to his sister, while seething internally, as he related his wedding night and the nights that followed to the women of his family.
"Well the first night my husband was very excited, and eager to demonstrate his abilities. It was in our master bedroom, of course, and for my own protection he had me safely restrained and lying on my belly so that he could consummate our marriage and satisfy his need for pleasure. I was wearing my intimates that I wore under my wedding dress of course, you saw them when I was dressed at the chapel, remember? My husband was very pleased with my appearance and he was very excited."
"The second night was in the grotto. You remember my personal assistant Leanne don't you?" Jules waved his hand lazily gesturing towards Leanne "She had selected a white nightie for me that resembled a short woman's toga and matched it with white ruffle panties. I was portraying Aphrodite, the goddess of love that night. I was taken to our grotto; it's just outside that door there and across that walkway bridge, and down some stairs leading to a lawn. There is a doorway that is set into the entrance of a beautiful artificial cave. Oh Jennifer, have you never seen a Grotto before? This one was built almost 200 years ago and has only been seen by a few people outside the immediate family. It is a room built especially for the count and his wife or mistress. It has a luxurious clam shell shaped bed in the center of a heated pool."
"My hands were cuffed above my head and my legs were shackled and spread apart, for my own protection again of course, and I was left there lying on my tummy, as my husband likes. My husband came to me and there he confessed his love for me!"
**
Leanne and the body guards did a last check on Jewels restraints and left the room. Jewel was left alone in the grotto. Jewel struggled vainly against the restraints until he heard a door open, then close. He struggled furiously with the restraints, injuring his wrists even more than the previous night as he peered off into the dark edges of the room. Slowly he saw the image of the count appear from the darkness at the edge of the room. The count removed his bathrobe letting it drop to the floor at his feet at the edge of the pool. Jules noticed even from the distance his erection bobbing in front of his pot belly paunch as the count stepped into the heated pool. Jewel was reminded of his football coach. He looks like a football player that has gone to seed and not worked out for a long, long time. The Count dove into the pool and disappeared below the surface. Jules waited and watched. He started hoping that maybe he hit his head and drowned.
No such luck as the count surfaced on the edge of the clam shell bed island. He pulled himself up out of the pool and stood next to Jules allowing Jewel to watch as the water rolled down and off his body.
Jules lay restrained at the counts feet and as the count looked down at him, Jules looked back up at the count as he towered over him. "Who are you anyway?"
The count smiled at the question. He wiped some water away from his beard before answering, his deep voice filling the chamber.
"I am your husband and your lover. I am a count of the Kingdom of Allegoria, oath and honor bound to serve the crown. I am the Chancellor of the Exchequer. And I am now the one who loves you and protects you and will bring you happiness."
Jules felt ill as the count kneeled down next to Jules and caressed Jules face as he confessed his love.
"My dear Jewel, when I was a young man, about the same age as you are now I fell in love with a fellow student, a school chum from my prep school. Of course, despite our love we both knew it could not last. Times were so different back then."
"I loved you from the moment I saw you. You look exactly like my lover from school. We shared everything, and I always regretted that I had to conform, that I had to follow the rules of society, their expectations. I never thought I would ever have another chance to be as happy as I was then, but then I saw you. The changes in civil rights have allowed me to once again find the happiness I had lost so long ago, and you shall bring me that happiness. I will do everything in my power to bring you the happiness you deserve, that I know you will bring me."
"But I don't want to...I don't want to be here...and why the clothes, why do I have to dress as a woman?" Jules asked.
"You are feminized, and are to be my wife because I still have some societal obligations to observe as well as legalities. For me to marry; my spouse, even a same sex, would automatically have rights to the title of countess."
Jules listened to the count reminisced about his lover, and as he talked about his loveless marriage of convenience and children and how his wife died four years ago and how he had been alone since. All of it may have actually been interesting had the count not been stroking his large cock with one hand, maintaining his erection as he told his story, and caressing Jules face and body with the other.
The count kept talking as he knelt between Jewel's legs. The count lifted Jewel's hips and bottom up placing a large pillow underneath Jewel's tummy. The count dug his fingers into Jewels hip when he picked her up to move her for the pillow. Jewel moaned slightly in pain as she was lifted.
The count however was impressed with how taught and firm his new wife was to his touch.
Jules felt frightened and remembering the previous night started to cry.
"Please no..." Jules sobbed. He gasped in pain as the count probed his ass with his fingers; painfully penetrating into his sore bottom and torn anus. "You hurt me back there!"
The count took a consoling tone "Shh... our love is a beautiful thing that we must share and enjoy together."
Jules again struggled helplessly against his restraints. He felt nausea and repulsion as he looked at the count's paunch and flabby stomach and huge erection. Jules gasped as his husband's erection pushed against the barrier of his sphincter and cried in pain and humiliation as his husband forced his way past his defenses and entered him again, his ass stretching out painfully to accommodate his husband's girth. Through the haze of agony, Jules could see his own penis was still flaccid. He took some mental comfort in that, trying to reassure and tell himself "I'm not gay, I'm not gay".
The count entered Jewel's anus, pleased that Jewel had been lubricated in preparation, then with steady even thrusts he forced himself inside, past Jewel's defenses, deeper and deeper with each thrust until he was as deep as his cock could go, his stomach and lap now slapping again and again into Jewel's bottom, his hard thick cock stretching out Jewels ass.
Jules remembered the agony of the previous night and felt that tonight was much worse as his husband was moving much harder and faster than before, taking less time to loosen him up.
"Count DeLacroix, please...don't..." Jules gasped as tears of pain welled up in his eyes.
"Shh...darling..." The count saw the tears of joy in Jewel's eyes, "call me Jean Claude."
**
Jules pretended not to see the shocked expressions on his mothers and sisters faces as he continued his story.
"The third night was in our conservatory. My husband made a request to have me dressed and appear as Betty Page. My hair was done like hers and matching make-up and I wore a leopard print nightie that looked like a leopard print swimsuit she once wore in a photo. I wore matching leopard print pumps, and matching panties. The panties didn't last long of course as I was taken forcefully again, only once that night, among the exotic plants that are grown there, but my husband lasted a very long time, nearly twice as long as the previous night."
"While falling off to sleep my husband whispered to me how he wished he was younger and was still able to go multiple times all night long."
Jules saw the horrified looks on his mothers and sisters faces and ended his story early, opting this time to spare them the details of the pounding his ass took.
Jules felt sick at having to relate such horrifying and personal events as his rape to his grandmother, mother and sister. Leanne had insisted however that girls share girl talk and intimate moments such as the events of the wedding night are privileged communications between a mother and daughter as well as an opportunity for the mother and daughter to bond. She had even made him practice and rehearse some of his lines.
Jules mother listened and was repulsed by what she heard. She was horrified not only by what Jules was saying, but how he was saying it. He sounded just like a blushing bride relating the intimate details of her honeymoon. Jules mother wondered what they had done to her son to make him sound so convincing as a woman. She felt her resolve stiffen and became even more determined to find a way to help him escape.
**
Jules stood next to his husband near the dinner table later that evening. The staff moved with expert timing, serving their guests their aperitifs and appetizers. Leanne had told Jules that he would be meeting with the count's children for dinner that night.
Leanne made sure Jewel looked resplendent in a simple white dress that hugged his curves in all the right places. Curves that Leanne had emphasized for the occasion with extra padding in his bra and hips, as well as an evil contraption that she cinched around Jules waist to compress his stomach and sides. She had even ordered what she called Jewel's special panties that were mesh nylon butt forms to enhance the curves of his bottom, as well as securely hold his penis tucked back between his legs. Jules hated them. The panties with the forms gave him curves that were highly pronounced, but they also caused terrible chafing.
Leanne had supervised Jules as he applied his own makeup. Jules had been directed to use very light make-up that gave him a virginal pure appearance. Leanne did half his face, while insisting Jules match her work on the other half of his face.
It wasn't supposed to be that way though. Leanne had made up Jewel with her typical dramatic makeup, but when Count Delacroix had summoned his wife for a brief consultation in his study...
**
Jules hadn't wanted to give a blow job. After all, in 30 days of honeymooning his husband seemed only interested in anal sex, with Jules always on his hands and knees in doggy style. Jules fully expected to be taken right there on the floor or possibly bent over the desk.
It was a surprise when the count had told Jules to kneel down before him, between his legs. Directing Leanne to wait outside, the count withdrew his almost fully hard cock from his fly and presented it to Jules.



"Darling Wife," the count began "I am in need of your attention. I require you to bring me to release."
Kneeling between the counts legs as he sat in his office chair Jewel had recoiled at first.
"Family visits can be so stressful, attend to me my love."
Jules' knew he was defeated. Refusal to participate would only bring about more discipline and punishment.
Reluctantly, Jewel reached for her husband's cock. Tentatively she began to stroke his long shaft.
Jewel was equally repulsed and impressed by the size of her husband's cock. Of course she had seen his cock many times and had felt the horrible girth as it stretched her out but seeing it up close like this Jewel now realized how gifted her husband really was.
Jewels hand went around it only once. The mushroom head of his circumcision flared out impressively. Jewel idly wondered how such a mammoth weapon had ever managed to fit inside her.
Jewel's dry hand went up and down the shaft slowly, bringing her husband's cock to full tumescence. She knew what she had to do. Jewel leaned further forward and brought her head and mouth to the tip and crown of her husband's cock; opening her mouth as wide as she could to encompass the cock's head.
Almost immediately Jewel started to gag. The taste was...well...here really wasn't any. Her husband was apparently clean and fresh from the shower. But the head filled her entire mouth, depressing her tongue and seemed to stretch out her cheeks.
With an embarrassing "Aaawwp" sound Jewel spat the cock head back out of her mouth. There was no way she could fit that thing in her mouth or down her throat.
Stroking the spit up and down the veiny shaft Jewel had an idea; licking up and down her husband's cock she sought to keep it well lubricated with her saliva. She kept her grip with just enough firmness to ensure good pressure. She had stroked her own cock before so it reasoned that the same principle should apply.
Jewel then sucked and bobbed as hard as she could with her mouth on the count's cock head. She felt stupid, trying to suck on it like a straw, but it was the best idea she could come up with.
Apparently it worked though, because after almost ten minutes of sucking and stroking, his cum did indeed come up. Without any warning Jewel's husband grabbed the back of her head and forced it down onto his cock.
The head of his cock filled her mouth as he erupted with pleasure, his seed filling every available space and recess of her mouth. Jewel was so astonished at how quickly it happened she didn't even try to swallow, although some of his spunk did in fact go down her throat.
Lacking anywhere to go, her husband's cum blew up her sinuses and out her nose while still more cum blew out past the seal of her lips around his cock head. After almost a minute of coming he finally released his grip on the back of her hair.
Jules tasted the disgusting and pungent taste of sperm for the first time. It was without a doubt the worst thing he had ever tasted. As he gasped for breath, he involuntarily swallowed more cum and simultaneously allowed a large quantity of cum to dribble down his chin.
Jules coughed as some cum went down his throat the wrong way and had to be forced back out. Jules also painfully blew his nose to try and clear out some of the cum that had been ejaculated into his sinuses.
The count dismissed him and Jules returned to his bathroom with Leanne to clean himself back up from the mess. Jules idly wondered if that was the worse blow job ever and if it was he hoped that maybe he would never have to do it again.
**
Finally completing his makeup Jules was then told to wear the same pearl necklace, earrings and pearl ring that he wore for the wedding. Leanne had done his hair in a soft cascade down his back to emphasize the length and luxuriousness of his long brunette hair.
Jules realized he hadn't been thinking straight when he finally met the counts son and daughter. When he was told he was meeting children he expected them to be his age or younger. He flushed with embarrassment when he was escorted into the main dining room and saw the two grown children; both older than he was, indeed, as old as his parents were, standing near the fireplace.
"My son, Jean Claude Montague Delacroix the fifth," The count began his introductions semi-formally, "and my daughter, Lillian Delacroix, children, allow me to introduce my wife; Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix. Please accept her and out of your love for me, love and respect her as your stepmother."
"It's a pleasure to finally meet you." Jules said on cue in his practiced contralto voice.
Jules extended his hands meekly, both of them as they had cuffed them together in front of him using the white handcuffs. The counts son and daughter both ignored Jules outstretched hands, and after an awkward pause, Jules lowered his hands. He wondered if Leanne would somehow find a way to punish him for this faux pas too.
"Father, you of all people should know that a woman is for children and a boy for pleasure." The count's son said.
He talked about Jules as if he wasn't even there. Talking about me, not to me, Jules thought. Jules could only feel the burning shame of humiliation as he listened as the count's son argued with his father for making such a foolish and rash decision.
"There was no need to marry this man. You could have simply taken him as your concubine and kept him in chambers. Why marriage? Why bring this public embarrassment to me and to my sister...to our family?"
Jules watched silently as father and son argued back and forth. Jules assumed the Counts son was probably 40 or so years old, easily twice Jules 18 years anyway. Jules wondered what being 'kept in chambers' entailed. He wondered if it was just as bad as or worse than his current situation.
"So you say that a woman is for children and a boy is for pleasure? An ancient practice. Do you now accuse me of being a pedophile my son?"
Jules was taken by surprise at how the his husband's demeanor and tone had changed so quickly and completely as his deep voice practically growled his response to his son's suggestion. Jules had been required to hold his husbands arm and he felt his biceps tense and bulge. Jules snuck a look at the count and it was obvious he was livid at the suggestion. At that moment Jules became quite afraid of the count.
The effect on the count's son was apparent as he realized he may have pushed his father too far.
"Of course not father, it is an old phrase that I only use to make a point. I know your new wife is of age. I only suggest that there was no need for marriage when other options were available."
Jules turned his attention to the counts daughter as his husband spoke to her next.
"And you Lillian? Is this your opinion as well?"
Jules watched the amazingly beautiful woman as she answered. She had to be in her late 30s but looked 25. She spoke to her father but watched Jules as she spoke. Her gaze was so intense Jules had to look away.
"Father, I want you to be happy."
She approached the count and gave her father a kiss on his cheek.
"I will do my best to help him with his entry into proper society because you love him, and I love you."
"Thank you Lilly. You have always been a loving and dutiful daughter."
Count Delacroix smiled at his wife and children.
"Now let us all proceed to the table and enjoy our dinner."
**
Jean Claude Delacroix V was unimpressed by the young man sitting next to his father. He certainly was made up to be a pretty girl and act the part. Jean Claude could see the slight hesitations indicating her movements were practiced and not natural. Occasionally he would look around with quick nearly imperceptible glances perhaps scared of where he was and being made to do, Jean Claude thought.
Jean Claude decided he had to do something, but first he needed information; information about Jewel. Jean Claude decided to contact some of his sources and investigate this trollop and hopefully end the travesty of this arranged marriage quickly. The embarrassment she brought to the family was almost too much to bear.
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Dear Diary,
In many ways by this time my life had settled into a routine. I thought I had a good idea about what was expected of me and how to behave and avoid punishment.
And then they decided I needed to make public appearances.
**
9 months later.
"Why do I have to wear this?" Jules was miserable. He looked at his reflection in the mirrors and didn't like what he saw. The mirrors showed a young and beautiful woman wearing an extremely short navy blue skirt and jumper top. There were two white stripes running around the hem of the skirt and cuffs of the cap sleeves. She wore white uniform gloves ending with a blue snap rhinestone at her wrists.
Leanne gave him white thigh high stockings with navy blue stripes at the top and matching navy blue 4 inch open toe wedge heels. But the worst part was the petticoat. The white edge of the petticoat was obvious at the hem of his skirt as it 'poofed' the skirt outward. The ridiculous outfit was topped off by a cute blue sailor's hat on his head.
"You shall appear with your husband at a review for the new naval destroyer our navy has just purchased. The commissioning into our navy is scheduled for noon and afterwards you and your husband will continue onto your vacation with a private cruise through the islands on your yacht." Leanne explained patiently.
Jules figured that he now knew what it was like to be a prisoner in a maximum security prison. He was always escorted by one or more bodyguards and Leanne was his warden making the rules. The Sailor Girl uniform was just one more example that the count and Leanne had all the power.
Jules stood listlessly as Leanne attached the elbow straps to the hidden belt under his outfit that forced Jules to keep his elbows by his sides, but let his arms float freely forcing him to pose in a dainty feminine style.
"Now open your mouth." Leanne commanded.
Jules saw Leanne holding the bottle of 'breath freshener' that he knew held a numbing agent. As she sprayed his mouth, Jules coughed and tried to spit. He could feel the potion taking effect. In mere seconds the anesthetic paralyzed his tongue and vocal cords and he was unable to speak.
Leanne knocked on the door and two bodyguards entered. "We're ready." She said as the bodyguards took up flanking positions on either side of Jewel.
Leanne smiled as she fell in behind the countess as she was escorted to the waiting vehicles. Her morning routine ran like clockwork now. The young male countess hardly troubled her at all anymore.
Leanne thought back over the past 9 months following the wedding and consummation. Everything had gone fairly well with the bride only suffering from shock and anger and shame. Leanne had trained the countess well, and kept to her prepared routine over the past nine months and had been building up to this day, her first public appearance by her husband's side.
Leanne was proud of Jewel and her training development. Through careful control and discipline she had managed all of the countesses private appearances with grace and decorum. But now Jewel would be exposed to the hoi poloi and of course 'the press'. It would be interesting to read in tomorrows news articles what they had to say about the feminized arranged male-bride countess.
Leanne's thoughts shifted to the nearly empty closets and dressers in the countesses dressing room. She regretted that even after 9 months she still hadn't had the time to properly prepare an entire wardrobe for the countess. Her closet was barely half full. Still, Leanne was looking forward to taking the countess out shopping for a wardrobe as soon as this vacation was over.
**
Jules blushed with shame every time someone stared at him. It was embarrassing that they stared at him so openly. It was open knowledge that he was really a man. The remarks he overheard made him wince. He saw one young sailor smile and point him out to his buddy. The other one looked at Jules, then whispered into his friends ear. The expression of the first sailor changed to surprise, then embarrassment as he was then teased by several of his shipmates. Jules didn't need to be close enough to hear what they were probably saying. He could imagine well enough.
The event and speeches lasted for over an hour, and Jules was secretly relieved when he was informed that he wouldn't be required to attend the reception following the commissioning ceremony. Instead he would be escorted onboard the count's...their...yacht...it was also his by marriage after all, to begin their cruising vacation.
The relief of being led away from the crowds however was tempered by the knowledge that Jules was going to be forced to have sex again with that man. Jules felt the desire to run away was increasing.
Jules was led away by his guard and as they walked he saw the massive yacht moored to the next pier. Jules noticed the clean modern lines, the polished surfaces, a helicopter up on a top deck near the stern and even two old fashioned wooden powerboats in davits tucked neatly into the sides. He was led up the gangplank and greeted by the ships captain and several staff and crew. Leanne was there as well and she took him by the hand and led him away to the master stateroom.
Jules memory of that entire day seemed to have been burned into his mind. He couldn't forget any of the details. From Leanne preparing him in the styling chair to the sexy sailor dress he wore to being paraded around in public to the satin navy blue nightie and panties he was then forced to change into, to being led to the bed to be restrained.
They had switched to soft cuffs months ago, no doubt since Jules had injured his wrists so severely struggling against the handcuffs they had used before.
Jules didn't feel the fear of rape coiling in the pit of his stomach like he used to feel early on in his marriage. He idly marveled at the things that a person could get used to.
As he was led into the master stateroom his first sight of the massive round bed covered in a dozen golden plush pillows, gold colored comforter and sheets, Jules thought how tacky it seemed, and out of place compared to the modern furnishings in the rest of the room. It looked to him like something out of a bad porno movie. Jules wanted to struggle but against the bodyguards and restraints he knew it would be futile. Jules felt depressed and worthless.
"Is this what my life has become?" Jules thought as the last restraint was buckled and Leanne finished primping him for the count. "To be a sex slave to an insane man?" Leanne had the body guards place him on all fours, per usual, legs slightly spread, arms stretched taught and resting on a wedge pillow under his stomach elevating his ass up high for ease of access.
Jules focused on the coping mechanisms his therapist had been teaching him and began the process to center him self to achieve calmness.
Leanne noticed Jewel's passivity as she finished preparing her for her husband. She hoped it meant that she was learning to accept her married status. Most of the women Leanne had helped with their arranged marriages had started to calm down and accept their position and duties by the first six months and she was glad that Jewel finally was as well. Maybe women and men are a lot alike in that regard, Leanne thought. Jewel was just taking a tad bit longer.
Leanne smiled encouragingly at Jewel as she left the room. "Your husband will be very proud of you and how far you have come along. He loves you very much."
Jules couldn't even think of anything to say as Leanne left and closed the door behind her. It didn't matter anyway. She didn't listen. No one did. Besides, the anesthetic that numbed his voice hadn't fully worn off yet. Jules tried kicking off his navy blue high heels, but as usual found he couldn't. Stupid ankle straps.
The door to the master stateroom opened and the count entered the room. Jules felt the nausea in his stomach. He wanted to throw up. He knew what was about to happen and was as always powerless to stop it.
Jules watched the count as he took a remote control and pressed a button. The lights dimmed and electric candles now provided soft illumination throughout the room. Another button was pressed and soft music, smooth jazz, how tacky Jules thought, played from hidden speakers. The count pressed another button and Jules emotions swung to shame and embarrassment as the bed began to slowly rotate.
Jules expected the count to join him on the bed but instead noticed as the count came into view on the next go-round that he was sitting in a chair and stroking his cock. Jules also realized he was illuminated from above by a soft spotlight.
Sick pervert! Jules closed his eyes and buried his face in the sheets. Leanne would be annoyed with him for smearing his make-up but Jules couldn't watch as the count masturbated to Jules as he slowly spun around on the bed.
"This bed has been here since the ship was built." The count began to monologue. "It didn't get used very often as it should only be used in calm seas or in-port. Motion sickness, you see. That won't be a problem tonight though, the seas are very calm."
Jules felt the bed shift as the count climbed in behind him. "But perhaps we can make the boat rock." his husband punned, badly.
As he always did, Jules felt the count grip him by his hips and lift him up to push more pillows under his waist, elevating his ass even higher to align easily with his husband's cock. Jules tried hard to relax. He had figured out that the more he clenched, the more he resisted, the more pain he felt during his violation, but it was easier said than done. More than anything Jules didn't want to have sex anymore and knowing it was going to happen anyway made Jules more depressed than before.
Jean Claude smiled as he prepared his wife for his entry. Her firm tight ass was now properly elevated and presented to him. The count took a bottle of lubrication and spread a minimal amount onto Jewels anus. He took his finger and began to massage the lubrication around her sphincter and then into her tight passage. He smiled as she shivered when his finger made initial penetration.
The count took another dollop of lubrication and placed it on the tip of his cock. Even nine months after the wedding and honeymoon is desire and stamina still seemed the same as they were as when he was much younger. The count positioned his cock at his wife's ass and slowly thrust it into her.
First only the head of his cock slipped past her anus as he waited for her to relax some more then in measured strokes he began penetrating rhythmically, deeper and deeper with each stroke. He listened as the sounds of her breathing quickened and her whole body shifted in pleasure as he thrust into her.
It excited him beyond measure her ability to receive his love. Nine months ago she was a shy timid virgin. Now she was an amazing wife, experienced at giving and receiving his love. The count struggled to control his excitement and beating heart as he slowly pushed his cock fully inside.
Jules struggled to control his breathing as the count's huge cock painfully stretched him out. He struggled to relax his ass and just breathe deep. The pain of entry was still intense, but he was becoming better at managing the pain. Jules tried shifting from one side to the other as much as his restraints would allow preventing his leg muscles from cramping. At least the pain inside his ass didn't get any worse.
The count had fully entered his wife, his testicles resting against the back of her thighs. He wiped the lubrication from his hands on the sheets and then lay on top of Jewel, pressing down on her with his weight. He slipped one hand under her chin and lifted and turned her face to the side, pulling her head up.
Her disheveled make-up made him lust after her even more. He pulled her face around as much as he could and kissed her lips as he began to rock his hips back and forth into her ass. When she gasped in pleasure he was able to slip his tongue inside her mouth and explore the warmth of her tongue with his own.
The fantasy of her make-up becoming just as disheveled as her mouth sucked on his cock excited him even more. He looked forward to the day when she would willingly accept his cock in her mouth. Reports from Leanne that her training with the professional fellatrix he hired for her was promising. The anticipation of their future sex-capades excited him as he thrust into her ass and kissed her lips and teased her tongue with his own, making his cock even harder.
Jules felt as if his head was about to be wrenched from his neck as the count pulled on his face to twist him around to kiss him. He was repulsed by the taste of the count's tongue. It tasted like cigar smoke and scotch, probably from the reception after the vessel commissioning. Jules felt that if he was able to relax his ass just a little more then maybe it wouldn't hurt so much. Jules breathing fell in sync with the count's thrusting as he worked to manage the pain.
Jean Claude grew more excited as his wife's kisses and her soft repetitive sighs grew louder. Every time he thrust into her a small sigh of pleasure escaped her lips. Her breath and her tongue tasted like sweet water and mint. The count realized how excited she was and he knew she was ready for him to orgasm.
He broke away from the kiss and got back on his knees behind her. Jean Claude grabbed his wife's hips with his strong hands as she gasped in pleasure from his masterful control of her. Jean Claude now pulled back on his wife as he thrust his cock inside her warm ass, letting her feel the power of his thrust and the slap of his lap on her butt as their bodies collided, her gasps of pleasure now louder and more ragged. The count felt as if his heart would explode with joy as he suddenly felt his passion explode inside her, filling her ass with his warm cum.
Jules almost screamed out in pain from the final thrust. He felt as if he had been punched inside his stomach. Jules could taste a strange coppery bile inside the back of his throat and he wondered if he was about to throw up.
Jean Claude's rapture was long and full. He felt so alive again. His heart was beating a mile a minute. The sudden pain in his head took him completely by surprise as he gasped for breath.
"Oh great, he's still coming." Jules thought, listening to her husband's moans and feeling his cum leaking out her ass and running down her legs.
The count let go of Jewel's hips and fell forward, holding his head with one hand, he tried to steady himself with his other hand as his full body weight fell onto his wife.
Jules felt as if he had just landed under the middle of a dog pile tackle during football as the count collapsed on top of him. Jules felt as if he was punched again inside his stomach as the count's cock thrust back deep inside his ass. The count's weight was suffocating as Jules struggled to breathe.
Jules gasped for breath as he waited for his husband to recover from his exertions. The count had fallen right on top of him. Jules could feel his husbands beard scratch the back of his neck as they lay there. Minutes seemed to pass by. The count lay still and his weight was becoming more difficult to bear.
"Uh...Count Delacroix, please, can you get off me now?" Jules asked softly. His voice squeaked and was still weak from the numbing agent.
Jules was annoyed as his husband just laid there, his softening cock still buried deep inside Jules' ass.
"Count Delacroix!" Jules tried to speak louder but only managed a hoarse stage whisper. The count still didn't move or answer. Jules turned his head as much as he could, his neck stiff and sore from the earlier twisting, to try to see what the count was doing.
Jules was confused at first. The count's face was so close to his own that he couldn't focus at first, especially in the dim light. Jules noticed that the count seemed to be staring right into Jules' eyes.
"Jean Claude?" Jules spoke louder now as the blank fixed eyes of the count stared unseeing into his own.
"JEAN CLAUDE!!" Jules squeaked as loud as he could. "Count Delacroix!! Somebody help me, get him off me, somebody help!"
**
The maid sitting outside the master stateroom frowned. She had been busy reading her romance novel and tried to remain oblivious to the sounds of passion coming through the door. She was to wait for the bell and then bring in the refreshments when summoned.
Leanne had counseled all the staff to not interrupt the happy couple during their private time as the count and countess would no doubt be very passionate in their private stateroom. Yet the barely perceptible screams from the countess were not the same as the cries of pleasure she had heard before. About this time the count should be tickling the countess. The entire staff talked about it often, amused that a grown woman enjoyed such a simple activity as often as she did. But there wasn't laughter this time. As she listened more carefully she swore she heard the countess voice cry out "Help me!"
The maid wasn't sure what to do. She didn't want to lose her job. Leanne had also told all the staff that adapting to an arranged marriage might be difficult for the countess and take some time. The maid listened at the door again. There was nothing but silence now. Nervously, she went to the nearby phone and placed a call to security. This is someone else's problem. They should come and handle this.
**
Jules felt as if he was about to die when the door to the master stateroom partially opened. Jules cried out, but could barely muster a squeak anymore as the full weight of his husband seemed to be slowly and irresistibly crushing him.
As the bed rotated around he saw two people peer in from the door way. "Help" he cried again as loud as he could, his voice barely rising above a whisper.
Jules was relieved when the weight was suddenly lifted off him. He felt the soft 'pop' as his husband's semi-rigid cock was pulled out of his ass. Jules was finally able to breath and he wanted nothing more than to sit up and catch his breath to see what was going on.
"Dammit, the bed is rotating, where...turn this thing off?" an unfamiliar voice spoke.
"The bed is controlled by a remote." Another voice answered.
"Help me pull him off and set him on the deck." Yet a third voice ordered.
Jules watched as the count was pulled off the bed and onto the floor. It seemed as if he was pulled right past him as the bed rotated around and he had to wait until the scene came back into view.
When the bed made its next revolution he saw several staff and crew had arrived and was attending to the count.
"Let's get him on the stretcher and take him to sick bay." Yet another voice spoke.
Jules was slowly recovering from the ordeal and over the next three or four rotations caught glimpses as the crew worked as a team and placed the count on a stretcher and took him from the master stateroom.
Jules restrained arms and legs were starting to hurt. He tried to flex or stretch but the restraints prevented it. He felt his limbs starting to go numb.
Jules was disconcerted to see on the next go around that the door to the master stateroom was left open and that as he was alone, soft-cuffed to the bed, pillows propping up his hips, ass in the air leaking cum, as he continued to rotate on the round bed.



"Hello?" Jules called out. "Is anyone there?"
"Help?"
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Dear Diary,
By this time I had settled into my role as Countess and although I still hated every act of intimacy I decided it was time to try and use my training for my benefit instead of theirs...
**
Almost 1 year after the wedding.
Lady Jewel Veronica Delacroix; Countess, reached behind her back and seductively pulled down the zipper in the back of the long black gown she was wearing. Standing with one foot slightly forward the dress emphasized her long coltish legs; the leg slit of the dress split and rising up nearly to her hip. She watched her husbands loving gaze as she let the spaghetti straps from the shimmery gown slip off her shoulders and then down past her body into a pile of silk and lace at her feet. Stepping out with one foot she gently kicked the dress off to one side with the other.
She now stood before her husband clad only in her sheer black full bust corset, black thong panties, garter belt, and thigh high stockings. The corset cinched her waist, and lifted up her breasts, hugging and emphasizing her developing curves while the lace band around the top of her thigh highs providing just enough concealment to fire her husband's imagination.
Standing in her 4 inch black stiletto heels she placed one hand on her hip and struck a provocative pose, flipping the tresses of her long brunette hair over her shoulder to drape down the front of her chest, cascading past her bosom. Since her 'real' breasts were still so small, just over an A-cup, Leanne had retouched the breast forms, adhered to her chest with surgical glue, to enhance their realistic appearance, blending in the edges to her skin with wax and makeup. With the forms she ballooned to a C cup easily. She angled her body slightly to emphasize her feminine figure for her husband's viewing pleasure.
After only a moment of her husband's appreciative gaze Jewel stepped forward and got into the bed on her hands and knees between her husbands' legs and leaned forward. As her husband reached for her he placed his hand behind Jewels head and pulled her into a passionate kiss; Jewel opened her mouth slightly to allow her husband's tongue to explore her own.
Jewel placed one hand on her husbands shoulder to steady herself as her other hand made lazy circles across her husband's chest and abs, slowly reaching down to the fly of his pajama pants. Jewel slipped her hand into the fly and found what she was reaching for. Her husbands growing erection, only at half mast, already filled her hand. Gently she stroked her husbands cock, and felt it continue to engorge and gain firmness and rigidity. She slid her hand from tip to base, making longer and longer strokes with each cycle until her husband was fully erect, a length of 10 inches from crown to base, gently preparing her husband for the pleasure to come.
Jewel pushed against her husband's chest and broke free from his kiss and looked into her husbands face and hated everything she saw. The strong brow and chin, the crisp clean van dyke beard, the deep blue eyes; everything a woman would want in a husband. Handsome and strong, Jewel felt repulsed by him, but she hid it completely for she had to be convincing.
As a male bride to the count, Jewel Veronica, formerly Jules Verne McLeod, married for almost one year in an arranged marriage, had learned to repress his true feelings. Months of training and hypnotherapy, yoga and swimming, corporal punishment when he misbehaved, and hormones; he suspected, had sculpted Jules from the naïve young virgin boy into Jewel, the cooperative and dutiful wife her husband had wanted.
Jules smiled seductively and coyly at his husband. "Do you want me to...?" he asked.
Jules knew that if she wanted to get what he really wanted then he needed to be convincing. If he could fake sincerity...Jules lowered his head down to his husband's lap, on the way giving small kisses across his chest and neck. Jules paid special attention to his nipples, sucking on them and licking them with his tongue, accidentally leaving small red lipstick stains before continuing on down his belly further to his engorged cock.
"Darling, you know I want you to, but only if you want to." The count spoke smoothly in his deep full bass voice.
Jules smiled seductively up at his husband as she gripped the shaft tightly, watching as a tiny gasp escaped his husband's lips as he did so.
"I want..." Jules didn't finish the sentence as he mentally braced himself for what he needed to do next. He had to stay focused. It wasn't enough to act as Jewel, he needed to become her. He needed this to be more than second nature. His therapist had helped him by using hypnosis to accept his role as a feminized male bride, but to be convincing Jules had developed the ability to slip completely into his role as Jewel. He mentally became 'her'.
Jewel flicked her tongue across the tip of her husband's cock and heard another small gasp of pleasure from her husband and saw her husband's erection twitch in pleasure and anticipation. Jewel gently licked the head of the cock and ridge of her husband's circumcision, and teased it with her teeth.
It's now or never, Jewel thought.
With a sudden smooth lick down then up the entire shaft, coating her husband's entire cock length with wet saliva, Jewel opened her mouth wide as she took the head completely inside past her fiery red lips.
Jewel steadied herself with one hand as her other hand stroked the saliva covered shaft with steady smooth even strokes. Jewel fought to suppress her gag reflex. The practice sessions Leanne had arranged for her with the profession felatrix would certainly prove their worth. Who knew there was actually such a thing as a fellatio instructor?
Jewel sensed one problem right away. Of the many dildos that she had been forced to practice on, none of them were as large as the cock now inside her mouth!
At the thought of failing, Jewel experienced a momentary panic attack.
NO! I cannot fail! Jewel fought back the fear and struggled to control herself. This is too important...
The count watched as his wife slowly worked her mouth down and over the head of his cock. The count knew he had a big one. Not just in length but in girth as well. Many of his former lovers had tried to encompass his entirety in their mouths but few had ever succeeded. His first wife, god rest her soul, had never tried, stating such an act was beneath her.
The count had been resigned to the fact that an orgasm from deep throat oral attention was a rare pleasure that would usually be denied him.
Oh sure, he could encourage many lovers to stroke him until he came and then watch as they lapped up his cum. He had even insisted Jewel do exactly that several times during their marriage when he gave his love to her or needed relief. But she had never successfully deep throated him before. Did she seriously think she could do it now? The look of adoration and the intensity of her concentration convinced him she was serious in trying.
The count found her expression adorable and arousing.
Jewel worked slowly as the head of her husband's cock slipped past the back of her throat. She continued to work her tongue around as much as possible. The saliva for extra lubrication was crucial. Jewel also worked hard to keep her head at the best angle to allow for adequate breathing. Although her husband was generally fastidious regarding his hygiene, Jewel could smell the sweat from his balls, no doubt from the drinking and the hours of dancing at the annual Royal Ball earlier.
Successfully suppressing her gag reflex with her husband's cock head now past the back of her throat Jewel mentally calculated that she had progressed about half way down the entire shaft. She could feel her labored breathing creating suction forces on the counts cock and from the occasional spontaneous twitch of the cock in her mouth suspected her husband must be enjoying her efforts.
The count smiled at the incredible feeling of having his manhood orally pleasured. He watched in amazement as his wife worked her head down his shaft. He had dreamed of the day when she would be able to do this and had also dreamed of the day his wife would willingly accept his manhood this way. Many of her earlier attempts were laughable failures, but this time was obviously different.
Her tongue and her mouth creating an incredible feeling of warmth and pleasure, the count was taken completely by surprise when she suddenly leaned back, his shaft nearly out of her mouth, then as she pushed her head down, in one sudden smooth motion swallowed it completely.
Jewel had swallowed the entire shaft! With the terrible strain and ache on her jaws getting worse she couldn't believe that she had actually done it. The pungent smell of sweat from her husband's stomach and balls filled her nostrils, now tightly pressed up against the counts belly. The count's pubic hair was tickling her nose.
For several minutes Jewel maintained a good rhythm and was working hard to make her husband come. If she made him come while his cock was down the back of her throat she had reasoned earlier, she wouldn't taste the foul taste of semen.
Backing away for another oral stroke Jewel felt her husband grab her hair. Jewels head was pulled up by her hair and forced back down, her mouth and throat yet again completely swallowing the entire shaft. Jewel tried to resist but her husband was too strong; he now took control of the pace of her blowjob and was cycling her head up and down, faster and faster. With him setting the pace Jewel struggled to breathe as her husband was now face fucking her and face fucking her hard!
Loud wet slurping sounds filled the air with their rhythmic tempo.
"Awwp...awwp...awwp..." sounds provided the harmony to the melody of the wet slurping sounds as Jewel's struggling attempts to find air and suppress her gag reflex became more desperate.
Just when Jewel thought she couldn't last any longer the count forced her head down as far as it could possibly go until her buried deep in the count's flabby paunch.
Jewel couldn't breath! With her nose covered, and her mouth full of cock Jewel's predicament was severe...she was in danger of being suffocated!
As the count grabbed Jewel by her head and helped her down to the very base of his cock he felt the amazing and unfamiliar sensation of her throat and mouth massaging the entirety of his manhood. The incredible alternating sensations of pressure and suction finally induced the count to lose control and his passion erupted in spurt after spurt as his essence shot down the back of her throat. It took a full minute before the count collapsed in exhaustion from the amazing experience of his first deep throat by his wife.
This is it, Jules thought, I'm going to die.
Jules could feel his body grow weaker and blackness approaching. He could hear his husband's gasps of pleasure as he felt cum shoot down his throat and fill his stomach. Jules flailed desperately with his arms, but his hands slipped off easily from Jean Claude's sweaty stomach and his punches were weak and ineffective.
At least I can't taste it this way, he thought darkly.
At the last second before darkness would overwhelm him Jules felt his husband relax his grip, and in an automatic survival response Jules rocked back on his knees and pushed away from his husbands stomach, freeing his face and mouth and throat from the enormous cock that had occupied it.
Jules labored gasps for breath occupied his entire existence for several moments as the rush of oxygen drove back the darkness and slowly cleared his mind. The fear of death was replaced with his more usual disdain and hatred for his husband.
Finally catching his breath, Jules moved up next to his husband and laid his head against his husband's chest. He kept his face turned away in the event his expression of disgust was still evident. Too much was at stake to ruin things now with a momentary lapse of control. He needed to focus.
Cuddling his husband he slowly made the mental shift in perspective and attitude he needed to accomplish his goal.
With her free hand Jewel gently teased her husband's nipple until she was again breathing fully returned to normal.
"Well Jean Claude, was it good for you?" Jewel asked.
The voice lessons Leanne had arranged with her voice coach had given her the ability to speak in a contralto voice. "You sound just like Lauren Bacall", her teacher had pronounced when she finally found her 'register'.
Jewel's cock ravaged throat further enhanced her practiced feminine voice with the now unanticipated side effect of sounding smoky and sultry.
Count Delacroix took his wife's chin in his hand and lifted her face towards his so he could see her. The fiery red lipstick was smeared around the corners of her mouth, and at the sight of her runny mascara and blurred makeup he felt his arousal return. He loved her freshly fucked look.
He lifted her chin and face and kissed her on the forehead. He couldn't very well kiss her on the lips now, not with his cum residue still in her mouth; that would be gross. But he wanted her to know how much he appreciated her.
"My darling, that was amazing! So few have ever been able to do for me what you have just done. Even some of the most experienced concubines in my service have been unable to accommodate me or satisfy me this way!"
Jewel saw the elated expression on the count's face and knew she now had to try for the second part of her plan.
"Thank you darling. I hoped I would be able to satisfy you." Jewel lied convincingly.
Jewel snuggled against her husband. Since the stroke several months ago, on doctor's orders the count had been ordered to reduce the frequency of his love making. Initially Jewel held out hope that his stroke would end their marital relations completely. But Leanne insisted that although her husband, for health reasons, should not be the one to initiate marital relations, Jewel should instead!
"Men have their needs. As his wife it is your duty to satisfy them." Leanne had said.
Jewel continued to stroke her husband's cock, bringing it back to fully erect for the second part of their night. Jewel took the remote to the bed and lowered the angle of the incline of the motorized bed until her husband was nearly flat on his back.
Taking a bottle of lube she squirted out a small dollop of the clear liquid into her fingers, and gently massaged it into her rosebud.
"Are you ready for me again darling?" Jewel asked her husband.
The count smiled up at Jewel as she slipped the thong panties from her buttocks, exposing her ass to his view and lubricated herself for his arousal. It was wonderful to have a wife so supporting of his physical recovery.
Jewel balanced herself and swung one leg across her husband's lap, straddling him. Clearly the yoga classes were good for something. Straddling the counts lap she gently lowered herself down. She reached back with one hand to part her ass cheeks, revealing the star of her anus, and used her other to guide and align her husband's throbbing cock to her entry.
The count smiled openly as Jewel presented her rosebud and lowered down onto his shaft. She always went more slowly than he preferred. He knew he was a sensitive lover, the expressions on his wife's face when he took her in his usual masterful and manly fashion were proof enough of that, but for the sake of his recovery he knew he had to let his wife set the pace. It took her several long minutes as she slowly worked her way up and down, further down each time until she took the entire length of his cock into her warm inviting body. The count appreciated that she was going slowly for his sake but was eager for the day he could once again pleasure her the way she deserved.
Jewel winced and gasped slightly each time she rocked back and forth, taking her husbands cock deeper and deeper with each cycle. Being able to control the amount of cock she took inside her ass at any given time was important. It still hurt, but at least this way she could control the flow of events and allow her ass more time to adjust than the count ever did.
Jewel was disgusted at having to initiate anal sex with her husband. How many times had it been she wondered? Was it a dozen or perhaps two dozen times since the stroke? And all the preparation needed beforehand. Jewel sighed at the memories of all the uncomfortable enemas she had endured to ensure her anus was clean and fresh for her husband's taking.
In the early months it was something that was done to her. Jewel struggled to recall when exactly it was that she was required to attend to her own enemas. Now she did it as a matter of routine hygiene. Jewel didn't object though. There were those rare occasions when her husband had wanted oral pleasure AFTER having taken her anally.
As disgusted as she was at the thought of ass to mouth she knew it was better to be clean and in control than to let her husband simply pound away at her.
"On My!" Jewel feigned excitement as she finished taking the entire shaft inside her. Jewel clenched down as hard as she could and wiggled her ass slightly. She looked over her shoulder and saw her husband smiling. Jewel rocked back and forth, slowly raising and lowering her ass as she rode her husbands cock up and down.
The count smiled and thrust his hips up slightly each time Jewel bounced down onto his cock. She had become such a willing and accomplished lover. It may have taken almost a year, he mused, but the training was obviously effective. Jewel had performed admirably in her duties as mistress of the household, as wife, and as lover. Her grace and performance at the Royal Ball earlier that night were beyond reproach. He had authorized her to move freely around the estate and gardens without shackles or restraints for about a month now and the security guards had reported that there had been no issues.
Yes, the count thought, Jewel has certainly accepted her fate and role as his male-bride and feminized wife!
His wife, he mused, as the very thought of her and sight of her bouncing happily on his cock finally pushed him over the edge for his second orgasm of the night.
Jewel both felt and heard her husband approach orgasm. His cock suddenly got larger and harder inside her ass, and with an explosive gasp Jewel felt the warm cum fill her deep inside her rectum.
Jewel slowed down her pace and did her best to flex her sphincter muscles and milk her husbands cock for every last bit of cum. It was hard work since his cock was so large; bearing down with her ass was incredibly difficult. After several more moments Jewel felt her husband had had enough and leaned forward, allowing his cock to slip out of her back passage. Jewel quickly pulled her thong panty back up and between her ass cheeks to minimize the amount of cum that would leak out of her ass and onto the sheets. Jewel hated sleeping on the wet spot.
Jewel resumed her position cuddled up next to her husband, her head resting on his chest, her hand once again gently stoking her husband's spent member, still slick with lubrication and cum. Jules waited patiently until her husbands' breathing started to get deeper and steadier, until it sounded as if he was about to fall asleep.



Once again, timing was critical and it was now or never...
"Darling?" Jules spoke softly.
The count shook momentarily, as if slightly startled. "Yes dear?"
"I was thinking, our anniversary is next week..." Jules waited for a response.
"Yes, it is isn't it?" The count was curious as to what his wife was getting at. She seldom initiated any conversation. And why is it women always want to talk after sex? Don't they know how important a good night's sleep is?
"I was hoping to make it a special occasion, but... I have nothing to wear."
The count was unimpressed by the problem. "Have Leanne buy you what you need. That's what she is hired to do." He answered.
Yeah, thought Jules. Buy me women's clothes, make me wear them, make me act like a woman, beat me when I don't. Jules realized he had slipped out of character. Taking a deep breath to center himself and focus, he made the mental shift necessary and resumed.
"Yes, but I want this to be special. I want to choose something for myself from the shops down in the fashion district." Jewel stretched her acting ability to the limits.
"You want to go shopping?" Count Delacroix asked. He thought for a moment. "This is not a problem. Simply tell Leanne that you wish to go shopping and she shall make the necessary arrangements." The count was tired. If I let her go shopping, maybe she'll shut up and then I could get some sleep.
"Oh yes darling, thank you so much!" Jewel didn't need to feign too much excitement. She leaned upward, stretching her corseted body next to her husbands, being sure to rub her breasts against the counts chest as she kissed him on the cheek. Not the lips of course...not until she had brushed and flossed and used mouthwash to remove all traces of cum from her mouth.
Jewel lay silently next to her husband until he fell asleep. After several more minutes of waiting, just to be sure he wasn't going to wake up, Jewel got up to change out of the corset, thong, stockings and high heels and step into the shower.
Jules gargled with the shower water to clear his throat of any residue cum that hadn't been shot down his throat and then hummed to himself while he showered and washed away the cum and lubrication leaking from his sore, stretched asshole. Jules smiled. His plan was falling into place.
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Dear Diary,
To say I was nervous would have been an understatement. Yet amazingly, all the training that had been drilled into me actually came of use and served me in my goal...
**
Leanne wondered if Lady Delacroix would be nervous. After a year as wife and feminized male bride to Count Delacroix, Leanne could count on both hands the number of trips she had made out in public.
"There's a word which describes the ability of a man to go out in public and be assumed to be a woman." She told him before his first trip. "It's called 'passing.' We don't anticipate any troubles because when properly made up and dressed you look indistinguishable from any other woman. Remember your training, it should be almost natural to you now to move and speak femininely. When you are out in public you give everyone a chance to judge and admire you. You also have to learn how to deal with getting 'read' as a man. I'll be very surprised if you get read today, unless you give yourself away by calling attention to yourself."
Jules knew this would be a special shopping trip in more ways than one. He had wheedled with his husband to be allowed to plan the entire itinerary. He wasn't sure if Leanne was grudgingly accepting his authority for the trip, or was genuinely proud that he was accepting his feminine status. Jules had insisted that his mother and sister be invited to go with him. At the last minute Leanne had also invited his step-daughter along. Jules didn't know how Lillian's attendance would affect his plans, but knew he had to simply go along with the change and hope for the best.
Leanne watched as Lady Delacroix prepared for her shopping trip. Leanne was proud of the way she performed her morning beauty ritual, from the morning bubble bath where Jewel had chosen the lavender scented bath oils and the careful washing of her hair and then wrapping her hair in a towel so Leanne could style it.
Wrapped in only her bath towel Jewel took her seat in the styling chair without complaint or hesitation now. Leanne hadn't bothered using the straps in nearly a month. Early on in the marriage there had been many times Leanne had to use discipline to break Jewel and make her accepting of her duties, but it had all been worth it. Lady Delacroix had become the beautiful wife her husband had wanted.
Leanne had very little to do today. She styled Jewels hair loosely, only brushing it out and applying spray to help hold everything in place. She admired Lady Delacroix's lush hair as she did so. The hair care products and her "special pills" Lady Delacroix had been unknowingly taking gave her hair a healthy sheen and body. It had also given Jewel a blossoming figure. Jewel had remarked on her changes a couple times in the past, but Leanne had always deflected such inquiries.
"It's just diet and exercise dear." She would smile knowingly.
Leanne finished quickly with Lady Delacroix's hair and directed her towards the vanity and the cosmetics station. Like a proud teacher watching her star pupil, Leanne was always interested to see how well Jewel would perform her morning beauty regimen.
Jules approached the cosmetics vanity with only a little trepidation and turned on the mirror lights. Leanne always scrutinized his every move and was quick to critique any perceived fault. As he sat it the low backed chair he looked at his reflection in the large oval mirror.
Even without makeup he looked softer, his features more feminine than they were a year ago. Jules knew without being told that they had been slipping him hormones. He had suspected it for a long time and had always wondered how. Was it in his food? His tea? Where they giving him something while he slept?
Once a month he was treated to laser hair removal and electrolysis, as well as a wellness check-up from a medical doctor. Concierge medicine Leanne had called it. Apparently if there is enough money involved then doctors will make house calls. The doctor always gave him a shot too. Vaccinations he claimed. Jules wasn't so sure.
Jules again felt feelings of despair well up within him, but fought to keep them down. His now weekly sessions with the therapist were still helpful, always waking up afterward so refreshed and calm and cooperative. But if everything proceeded as planned, he would never have to wear makeup again.
Jules looked at his chin and neck. After a year of electrolysis treatments he no longer had any facial hair to speak of. He passed over the concealer that he would have had to use earlier in his marriage if he still had any beard shadow to worry about.
He turned his attention next to his eyebrows. His thin and highly arched brows were immaculate. He had tweezed them only yesterday, but grabbing the tweezers he leaned closer to see if any stray hairs need to be plucked. After a minute of scrutiny Jules put the tweezers back into their assigned place.
Next he took some liquid foundation and placed a small dime sized dab onto the back of his left hand. He took a stippling brush as he dabbed the foundation, and then applied it gently to his face, being sure to use small circles. The technique gave him the air-brushed appearance Leanne thought was best for his skin and features. His skin was so clear and blemish free that Jewel used only the minimum amount necessary.
Washing out the brush and the back of his hand, he then picked up the loose powder, and using the applicator gently powdered his face, fixing the foundation and giving his entire face an even, smooth tone.
Using bronzer Jules added color back to his face that gave him a healthy sun kissed appearance without looking tan. Applying it to the edges of his face and the hallows of his cheeks and jaw line, Jules then made sure to pay special attention to his nose, applying the bronzer to the sides to minimize the width of his nose and giving it a narrower, more feminine appearance. Jules applied the light shade, the highlighter, to the bridge of his nose, above his eyebrows, and to the highest points on his cheeks.
Jules hesitated slightly at the next step. If Leanne were to find fault this would usually be the time. Jules applied the eye-primer and then an eye shadow base before he reached for the eye-shadow. Carefully selecting a neutral pale color, Jules reached for the eye shadow brush to begin application.
"Now Lady Delacroix," Leanne interrupted his concentration.
'Yes Leanne?" Jules stopped in mid motion, his hands near his eyes ready to apply the eye shadow color, as he looked at Leanne in the mirror.
"Have you selected your outfit already?" Leanne asked casually.
"Yes, the ivory and chocolate chevron striped sleeveless flare dress." Jules answered quickly. Jules had an encyclopedic knowledge of all his dresses and clothes, thanks to the intense training enforced on him by Leanne.
"Then wouldn't darker or smokier eye shadow be a more suitable selection?" Leanne questioned amiably.
"Um...wouldn't smoky eyes be a bit much for a daytime shopping trip?" Jules asked.
Jules hated smoky eyes. He thought they looked slutty and attracted too much attention...male attention. They also reminded him of the first time he had smoky eyes...his wedding.
"You are a countess and should be a fashion trendsetter. I know you prefer subtle colors," or no color at all Leanne thought irritatedly, "But the smoky eye look is the current fashion among ladies of your standing and age."
Jules hesitated.
"Unless you would like to wear the white empire waist Lolita dress instead. It is a better morning color that would match the eye shadow you have there. I can certainly restyle your hair in time. More curls maybe, or even pigtails?"
"No...uh...that's ok...I think maybe you're right." Jules quickly answered as he reached for the darker eye shadow colors. Damn her.
Using the eye shadow brush Jules applied a soft golden shade near the tear duct area, then went with a silvery grey on the center of his eyelids. Then he took his blending brush and blended around the edges. Next he applied darker grayish silver to the outer "v" of his eyelids, and blended those colors as well. Jules was reminded of another reason he hated smoky eyes. All the damn blending that was required. Then he applied a golden brown above his eyelid, but below his brow with the blending brush. Small circular motions, he reminded himself of Leanne's instructions, as he applied color. Finally he took a dark nearly black color and saturated the out "v" of his eye lid. Next the blending brush again to soften the edges. After adding a cream matte color to soften the edges above his eyelid Jules took a glittery golden color to the highest line below his brow, blending over and over until the color appeared to flow naturally.
Jules struggled to control his feeling of annoyance as he was just past half way done now. There's a third reason to hate smoky eyes, he thought. They take too much damn time.
Working on his lower eyelid Jules applied a pale green line, then used the dark nearly black color again and blended it under the lower eyelid. Jules applied liquid eyeliner with a precision brush on both his upper and lower eyelid nearest his eyelashes, being sure to "wing" the upper eyelid, Egyptian style, before taking another soft brush and smudging the eyeliner to soften the line. He then lined the water lines of his eyelids with an eyeliner pencil.
Jules curled his eyelashes using the lash curler and finally applied mascara to both his upper and lower eyelashes. Originally naturally blessed with long eyelashes Jules was certain they too had grown longer and more luxurious since his arranged marriage. One more detail that convinced him they were somehow slipping him hormones.
Jules brightened up his eyes with a liquid concealer and a concealer brush before finally looking at Leanne in the Mirror.
"Well, what do you think?"
"Very beautiful Your Grace. You have learned very well." Leanne smiled proudly.
Bitch! Jules thought as he looked at Leanne.
Slut! Jules thought as he looked at himself in the mirror.
Jules applied just a hint of blush to the apples of his cheeks before completing his makeup with his husband's favorite color of red lipstick.
Inspecting his lush and full red lips. He remembered how Leanne used to have to draw on the pouty expression with lip liner, but for some reason that hadn't been necessary today. Still more evidence of hormones, Jules thought.
What is it with men and red lipstick anyway? Jules asked himself. Sure, he always liked it when his ex girlfriend wore red lip stick, but now he was genuinely wondering why that was?
After the cosmetics and the smoky eyes, getting dressed was easy. A plain white bra and hip hugging panties. He tucked his penis back the way Leanne had taught him, the flare of the skirt would have concealed any bulges, but Leanne insisted he tuck since she said that you can never be too sure.
Jules then carefully rolled up his nude shade pantyhose in his hands before unrolling them carefully up each leg to avoid snags and runs. He stepped into his dress and shoes and after zipping up the back himself, another skill Leanne expected of him, he went straight to the mirror room and stepped inside.
Shutting the door behind him he stood in the center of the small room completely surrounded by the 6 mirrors. Jules stood facing the mirrors in his dress and matching chocolate brown high heels. Leanne was watching as usual so he pretended to admire the dress and his appearance in the mirrors, shifting back and forth on his heels causing the hem of his dress to flare out slightly each time. He studied the chevron striping. It would be a bold style choice if were not for the subdued white and chocolate color scheme. The chevron patterns were varied, larger and wider at the top and bosom, and smaller and narrower around the waist, then wide again at the hips down to the hem of the dress, just ending above his knees.
Jules could see that the pattern was designed to enhance the curves of a woman's body, he thought morosely, noticing the feminine curves he appeared to be developing over time.
"The guests have arrived." Jules heard the male voice of one of the guards in the outer room.
"Time to go my lady" Leanne chimed cheerfully.
Jules exited the mirrored room with Leanne and took the chocolate brown leather purse that Leanne handed him that she had already prepared. He noticed the color matched the dress exactly. How did she always do that?
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Jules walked down to the foyer and with smiles, hugs and kisses on the cheeks, happily greeted his mother and sister. He extended both hands when shaking hands with Lillian, his step-daughter was twice his age after all. Jewel turned back to his mother then sister and took each by the hand. Jules stuck to his training and moved with grace and feminine poise. So much of his plan depended on his acting ability if he had a prayer of succeeding.
Jules was impressed with the way his sister had dressed up. He had known she was mostly a jeans and t-shirt kind of girl, but she and his mother had both worn dresses and heels for a day of shopping. Jules remarked on this.
"Oh, well, you know," Jennifer began "where we are going and the stores we're shopping at, it's not like the mall back home..."
At Leanne's signal Jules led the way to the waiting limo that would take them into the city. The driver held the door open for the women as they entered the vehicle, and Jules noticed the two range-rovers, one in front, and one behind the limo, and the two bodyguards per car. There was also a female bodyguard riding up front with the limo driver.
Hmm...Jules thought, 5 on 3...No, actually 7 on 3, since Lillian and Leanne were not on his side. And he couldn't count out the driver as he had no idea how he might react. He would have to see to it the guards were kept busy at the right time for his distraction to work.
The drive into town to the first store passed somewhat quietly. Conversation was awkward as Lilly had never really warmed up to Jewel, only participating out of a sense of duty to her father. Neither his mother nor his sister seemed to be able to come up with anything other than the polite forms of conversation about the weather or other such inane topics.
Jules stared out the window as they drove, a rare privilege as Leanne usually kept the curtains drawn preventing Jules from looking out and seeing where they were going. Jules once asked Leanne why the curtains were always drawn and she just said it was a security measure typical of the nobility and to protect Jewels privacy from the commoners.
As they wound their way through the city streets something caught his eye.
"Leanne, what is that?"
All the women looked at the store Jules was pointing to.
"The Reluctant Princess."
"That is a salon that caters to parents with difficult or recalcitrant children" Leanne answered, evasively Jules thought.
Jules thought he saw a young woman in a bridal gown standing in the window to one side of the store entrance. On the other side another young woman stood in a pastel crinoline or taffeta gown. They were definitely people and not mannequins.
"Leanne, what do you mean?"
Jennifer answered for her "It's a petticoating salon for young men with behavior issues." She said irritably.
"Petticoating?" Jules was clueless.
"Yes. Apparently they take young boys and make them wear dresses and act as girls." Jennifer's anger was apparent in her tone of voice.
"Not quite young lady," Leanne was now angry, but she wouldn't let it show in her voice or demeanor, staying calm and acting nonchalant "mothers whose sons are misbehaving and are disrespectful to their parents or siblings are brought here and taught to behave appropriately. Petticoating is time honored tradition and an effective disciplinary tool."
"So you find nothing wrong with making boys wear dresses?" Jennifer challenged.
"No." Leanne answered directly.
"I know that statistics have shown that nearly 1/5 of our young men have been petticoated at one time or another and that the practice is effective and beneficial. Allegoria has the lowest levels of rape or crimes of violence against women in the world. These young boys learn to be respectful to women and this salon caters to those families in need of assistance."
"Is that how you got started?" Jennifer's voice still betrayed her tension.
"Yes. In fact I own that salon, among others." Leanne held Jennifer's eyes in a level gaze. Jennifer eventually looked away in disgust.
Jules could feel the tension in the limousine and everyone sat quietly after that. The mood for idle conversation had clearly passed.
Fortunately the trip into town was only a 30 minute drive and only that slow due to traffic at that time of day. The boutique that Leanne had recommended first was supposed to be very exclusive and only catered to the wealthiest of clientele.
Specializing in dresses and daytime attire for the nobility, Jules had insisted on the most expensive treatment available. After all, it was only 'his husbands' money.
Their convoy pulled up to the front of the store as Jules and the women alighted from the limousine. The store owner greeted them at the entrance and after effusive welcomes to them all, escorted them inside to a circle of chairs arranged around a carpeted and slightly elevated platform. Leanne had already explained the procedure so Jules knew what to expect. They would sit and eat sweets and drink champagne or tea as models would appear modeling the most recent creations for their consideration. Our own personal fashion show mused Jules. If they liked any of the dresses they would only need to be measured, Jules... no..."Jewel's" measurements were already on file, then a custom gown would be made to their exact requirements.
During the presentation Jules ooh-ed and aah-ed at all the right times, even when he thought the dresses were appalling or hideous. Jules did notice his mother and sister show interest a time or two and made it a point to insist they get measured. He would buy the gowns and dresses for them. Even when they said that he didn't need to do that, Jules insisted and got his own way. He could tell they wanted them, and it made him feel good to use his husband's money on someone who would appreciate them.
Jules chatted politely with Lillian, but it seemed clear she would have rather been somewhere else. He kept up the small talk and banter with his sister and mother, but was secretly quite bored. Even when he selected a few of the gowns for himself, he only did it to waste his husband's money. No matter how much Leanne beat him, and no matter how much his husband raped him, no matter how much they wanted him to be a woman, Jules still clung to his identity as a man. He despaired of ever getting it back if today's plan failed.
At the next store Jules was happier for his mother and sister. This boutique was arranged more like the stores he remembered, where the customer browsed among the racks and displays of clothing. Jules saw his mother and sister were more in their element, searching for just the right item, and then searching for matching pieces and complementary articles. Jules would have been just fine watching them, but he also knew Leanne would expect him to participate and find things for himself.
Casually looking through the racks he idly picked up a brown leather pencil skirt and held it up for inspection.
"That would look lovely on you." Jennifer gushed, before blushing as she realized exactly what it was she said. "Oh...sorry..."
Jules smiled awkwardly at first, but knew he had his role to portray.
"No...you're right, such a nice long skirt too. Normally I don't care for pencil skirts." Jules was embarrassed when tight skirts showed the bulge of his penis. He preferred pleated or A-line skirts. He hated himself for caring and having a preference but he knew being able to pass was easier than being an object of ridicule. He held the skirt to his waist and noticed the length went down just past his knees. "I'm not sure it's my size though."
"Then why don't you try it on?" Leanne spoke up excitedly. Seeing Jewel show interest in clothing on her own was something she worked to encourage. She was so tired of watching Jewel buy random items off of on-line shopping websites during their fashion training. Leanne used them to try to determine Jewels fashion preferences. She also knew Jewel would order hundreds of items in an attempt to spend money frivolously.
Before Jules could say no Jennifer became excited at the prospect.
"Exactly, that would go wonderfully with this cream color blouse." Jennifer held up an off white blouse she had found. "Come on, let loose a little."
Jules saw his mother force a smile and Jules smiled openly as his sister took the idea and started to run with it. Jules hadn't seen them smile in a long while, hell, he hadn't been allowed to see them at all for months, and if trying out skirts and women's clothing with them would lighten their mood, it would be worth it.
Jules also wanted to have a last moment with his sister. The changing room was a perfect escape from the observation of the body guards. All he had to do was keep Leanne busy and ensure his female bodyguard wasn't close enough to hear when he and Jennifer finalized the last details. She had been instrumental in this plan and without her help he didn't stand a chance. The secret communications they had used and arranged were imperfect and the last minute consult would be crucial.
**
Jules was exhausted after leaving their third and final stop, a specialty store for women's lingerie and intimates. Laden down with bags of so many camisoles and nighties and panties and bras, Jules was pleasantly surprised at how much fun he had had with his mother and sister. The three of them walked out to the waiting limo, parked directly outside the front door of the shop, and Jules placed his bags into the opened trunk. Jules had insisted that his sister and mother have their purchases delivered rather than carry them out. After all, if his plan worked or failed at least they would still have the items Jules purchased for them.
Jules looked at the bags of clothes from the previous store, and thought back to the first store as well. In all, he had managed to spend about $40,000 of his husband's money on his mother and sister and 'stepdaughter'. Not to mention almost half that much on himself. He felt good wasting so much money on things that after today he would likely never have to wear. He only hoped there was a no return policy at all the stores and his husband would have to suffer the loss.
Jules had timed his shopping trip carefully, deliberately taking a lot longer, and consequently buying a lot more clothing than he had needed or wanted in order to waste time. If he was able to get rid of Lilly, then it would be easier for him and his mother and sister to make their escape attempt.
Jules watched as Jennifer checked her phone and then made a subtle wink to Jules. That was the signal! Jules then made a show of looking at the small diamond encrusted ladies wrist watch on his wrist.
"Well, look at the time. We have all been shopping for four hours straight now. What do you all say to a late light lunch? My treat..." Jules added sweetly.
Jules listened as Lillian made a polite refusal as she had a charitable foundation meeting to attend. After many half hearted attempts by Jewel to encourage her to cancel her meeting and stay (no please don't) and many hugs and air kisses and promises to do this again later, Lillian commandeered a car from Jewel and was whisked off.
Then Jules began the friendly banter between him and his mother and sister;
"Where do you want to eat?"
"I don't know, where do you want to eat?"
"Well what do you recommend?"
"I don't know, what are you hungry for?"
The whole time they stood there by the limo Jules mother had been looking around and finding her bearings. Jules saw the guards were stationed in a perimeter around their vehicles and were eager to get them going.
"I know where to go. It's just a short walk this way." She said, and started out leading the way.
As Jewel and Jennifer moved to follow their mother they actually startled the bodyguards into action.
"My lady..." The lead body guard began, only to be cut off by Leanne.
"My lady, we should travel by car, for security, if your mother would simply tell the driver the destination, he can drive us there quickly enough."
Jules knew he had to take control. A countess was supposed to command respect, and although he knew there were limits to his authority if he didn't push the issue now his escape plan would die right then and there.
"Mother, how far is the restaurant?" Jules asked in his sweet contralto voice.
"Why only two blocks this way." Jules mother gestured vaguely toward a one way street.
"Well then Leanne there is no reason we can't walk. The weather is wonderful, the distance is short, and the exercise will do us all some good. You did say earlier that you wanted me to get out more." Jules toe tapped twice on the sidewalk.
"I insist and am putting my foot down. Follow us in the cars. There is no reason you cannot watch us and protects us from the vehicles." Jules looked the guard right in his eyes when he spoke. He made his voice as firm and uncompromising as possible.
The guard hesitated a moment and then looked toward Leanne for direction. Lady Delacroix had never tried to give any of them a direct order before.
In their hesitation, Jules saw his opportunity and stepped past the guard. He led the way as Jennifer and his mother moved up next to him.
"Show us the way Jenny." Jules smiled.
It was beautiful, Jules thought, the way the guards quickly got into the cars and tried to follow, only to realize they were facing the wrong direction. Leanne walked with them, her expression one of unconcealed disapproval, at a respectful distance, frowning slightly.
The delay allowed Jules and Jennifer and their mother to get far enough ahead that when the convoy stopped to let some of the guards out to accompany them on foot, they had reached the other side of the street.
And just as quickly ducked into the awaiting uber!
"Go!" Jenny commanded the driver as Jules dropped into the back seat.
Jules could imagine the confusion the guards and Leanne must have felt as Leanne yelled "Wait, stop!"
He knew the guards were professionals and it would only be a moment before they figured out what happened and gave pursuit, but the lead time should be just enough!
The Uber driver Jennifer had summoned on her phone slowly drove away, and just as Jenny had planned he was heading the opposite direction that Jules' limousine was pointed.
Jules and Jennifer knew the Uber driver wasn't informed of their plans. Keeping him in the dark as to their true intentions was needed for their plan to succeed.
Jennifer had already given the driver their destination when she got into the vehicle and they only had to travel a mile and a half. Jules and his mother sat in the back seat and silently prayed.
Karma must have been in their favor as the traffic lights favored them. Yet when only a block away the driver had to stop for a red light.
Jules' mother had been looking out the back window watching for their pursuers. Should they wait out the light?
The decision was made for them when his mother announced. "They're coming."
With scarcely a shared look between them Jennifer dropped some cash on the drivers lap and all three of them exited the vehicle and started to run.
The staccato click of three pairs of high heels resounded through the air as Jules, Jennifer, and their mother abandoned the Uber and darted down an alleyway. Jules hardly had time to marvel at the ease he felt; running in high heels. Clearly a year of wearing nothing but high heels had made their mark on his skill and comfort level. Jules only hoped his mother and sister would be able to cope.
Jules' mother led the way, running down the alley and then diagonally across an intersection before turning down one more street. Dashing out the alley Jules nearly bowled over an elderly couple out for a stroll. As he ran past them they yelled and shook their fists in the air.
Despite a strong desire to look back for pursuers Jules focused on the road ahead and on following his mother and Jennifer. His heart soared as he rounded the street corner and finally saw the sign on the stone wall next to a strong iron gate just ahead.
The Embassy of the United States.
**
Jules found it ironic how his emotions could change so quickly. In the span of only a few hours the zenith of his exhilaration from their run for freedom and actually making it onto the embassy grounds had fallen into a nadir of despair.
It had been so simple, Jules thought. How could it have possibly gone wrong?
"What do you mean I am not an American Citizen? I was born and raised in Moose Lake Minnesota!" Jules argued with the Embassy official as the marine guard standing by the door watching him, stone faced.
The official couldn't help but smile as he looked at the beautiful young woman who was really a man. "No...uh...sir, you are not." He patiently explained.
"You are not an American citizen. You were actually born in Allegoria. You came to America as an infant when your family escaped to America to avoid prosecution in Allegoria for embezzlement."
"That's crazy. I want to see my mother and sister, and I want to see them right now!"
"You can certainly ask your mother. She has already admitted to me the nature of her illegal immigration to the United States years ago. It will probably be best if you hear it from her too."
The official shifted uncomfortably as he delivered the information. The tightness in his trousers was a normal response for a man speaking to someone this attractive, but the confusion he felt in his mind was evident as he felt flushed and embarrassed by his reaction. He knew on an intellectual level that 'she' was really a man, yet he couldn't control himself. The official was glad he was sitting down with a table between them.
Jules desperation mounted.
"Then...I want to request political asylum here."
"Look, Jewel is it?"
"It's Jules."
"Ah, uh, yes, hmph, well, it seems that our legal officer has already discussed this and they have told me to tell you that you will have to use the courts in Allegoria to sue for divorce like every other Allegorian subject."
"We have reviewed the law and although the laws regarding arranged marriages are rather archaic, there is no reason we need to get involved in this matter in any official capacity."
"But I am not even married, I mean, I can't be...I'm a slave, don't you see that?" Jules was beyond stunned. He was horrified. Were they really going to send him back?
"As you are not a political dissident or searching for religious freedom, or escaping from a totalitarian government we have no other option than to turn you over to the local authorities. Being 'unhappy in your marriage' is not a qualification for asylum status."
The official got up quickly and left the room. He needed to step out side for some fresh air, he thought, as he adjusted the bulge in his crotch.
Jules sank into his chair, exhausted. He had been pleading and arguing his case for nearly 4 hours now. A glance out the window showed the setting sun. Jules lay his head on the table and started to cry.
**
"Why can't we speak directly to the ambassador?" Jules mother angrily asked.
"The ambassador can't be here as he his in conference with the Allegorian authorities. However, we have no legal standing to authorize your son asylum status here in the embassy. He is an Allegorian Subject and not eligible for that as he does not meet any of the criteria." He spoke calmly.



"But they'll send my brother back to his husband. They'll torture him!" Jennifer shouted angrily. "They'll torture us all." She put her face into her hands and started to cry.
"Look here...uh...now; don't do that..." the assistant ambassador became flustered in the presence of the crying young woman. "Countess Delacroix must be returned, but you are an American citizen, and if you want to return to the United States, you can. And as a minor, your qualified parent" The assistant ambassador looked to Jennifer's mother "is eligible to accompany you. But I am afraid that legally, there is nothing we can do for your son."
The assistant ambassador stood up. "Now if you follow the Marine outside, he will escort you to your son. You will want to say your goodbyes."
The assistant ambassador looked kindly at Jennifer and Jules' mother as they were escorted out by the marine guard. He felt sorry for them but there were larger issues at stake. The sudden appearance of Countess Delacroix was actually a godsend. Having black sites to send terror suspects for interrogation was often difficult and politically sensitive. Extraordinary rendition of these suspects was important for the war on terror. Allegoria's police had some of the most impressive interrogation techniques he had ever seen. Trading away one bored and unhappy housewife for assistance in that war was an easy decision for him to make. After only a few secure phone calls his superiors back in Langley agreed and were very pleased with his quick thinking and decisive action.
**
Jewel looked around the room to see if there was anything within reach that she could use to help him free himself. After the bodyguards brought him home from the embassy they placed him into a severe, high backed chair. A stiff wide leather belt of some sort was buckled around his waist so he couldn't stand up. His ankles and wrists were strapped to the legs and arms of the chair with equally stiff and uncomfortable leather straps. Jewel couldn't move his feet or hands more than an inch in any direction. They left his high heels on his feet and his toes and his calves were really starting to ache. Jewel was unable to flex them or stretch them out due to the restraints and the position he was sitting made them hurt even more.
After almost a year he still thought that women must be absolutely crazy to wear shoes like this. The 4 inch heels with a 1 inch platform raised his knees higher than he was used to, above the natural line of his legs, and the angle of his heels strained his calves adding to his agony. His back was too straight, and his head was pushed forward. The strain was building unbearably.
Jules looked up from his chair when the door in front of him opened and Leanne entered the room. Jules looked at Leanne and started to worry. He could not read the expression on her face. She waited a long time before she spoke.
"Jewel, your husband is very disappointed in you; running away like that and casting such outlandish aspersions; and to foreigners no less."
"I'm sorry; I didn't know I shouldn't try to run away from a kidnapper and a rapist." Jules tried hard to be strong, and the way Leanne stood over him made him worry, but he was too angry to stop himself.
"Again with such outlandish fabrications! You agreed to marry and just because your marriage didn't turn out exactly like you expected you cause all this unpleasantness." Leanne rarely raised her voice, but even then she was firm, even and steady.
Jules was getting angrier. Sarcasm was lost on Leanne. Jules couldn't hold back his anger anymore.
"Leanne, I agreed to marry a woman, not a man. I am not gay. I...am...not...gay! I want to leave and you have no right to do this to me!" Jules volume increased slightly. He was practically screaming at her. Screaming at her in his feminine contralto voice, he realized. He couldn't even remember what his male voice sounded like.
Leanne simply stood before him as if considering what he had said. Jules started to think he may have convinced her of the rightness of his cause. Leanne slowly walked around Jules chair until she stood behind him. "Yes I do have the right."
"I am not a lawyer, so I cannot advise you on the law, but you are not in America, you are in Allegoria. Everything that has happened to you has happened lawfully and with your consent under the laws of this country. If your husband decides to have an attorney explain things further to you then that is his choice. As a lawfully wedded male-bride under the laws governing arranged marriages you are under the protection of your husband and he has the right and the authority to make these decisions for you, as well as the legal authority to exercise his marital rights, and compel you to obey him. Even that damn foreign embassy agreed."
Jules was stunned. What was wrong with these people?
"What about my rights? What about my human and civil rights? Doesn't what I want matter?" Jules was still shouting.
"You are working yourself up for nothing Countess." Despite the calmness of her voice Leanne made his title sound like an epithet, practically spitting it out. "The facts are that you have misbehaved and brought embarrassment onto the House of Delacroix. The count has asked me to look after you and to see to it that you receive the proper training. You have made me look the fool! You must learn proper etiquette and decorum, and he has decided that you are also to be punished for your actions."
Jules struggled and strained against his restraints. He knew it was futile, but he tried anyway.
Jules turned and looked as the door opened again and two body-guards entered carrying the paddling station, the padded saw-horse, and place it in the center of the room. He hadn't seen that since Leanne had whipped him for swearing at the count at dinner in the days after their wedding.
At Leanne's direction the guards came to Jules' chair and unbuckled his restraints. Jules leapt forward as soon as the last restraint came off but the guards expected it and he was caught and held easily. As hard as he tried and struggled they still lifted him bodily as they carried him to the sawhorse and bent him at his waist over the middle saddle. One held his hands behind his back as the other placed first one foot, then the other into their cuffs, and then came around to the front to cuff both his hands. Jules was now bent over with his ass higher than his head. His long brunette hair fell forward and Jules' vision was obscured by his own hair. Jules was barely able to make out the bodyguards leaving the room and that Leanne was now standing to one side.
Leanne reached down and grabbed a handful of Jewel's hair and turned his head toward her. "Do you see this your grace?"
Jules looked and saw Leanne was holding a long rod. About 3 feet long with a shiny black lacquer coating.
"Have you ever heard of the 'rule of thumb' my lady?"
Leanne shook is head by his hair until he answered.
"No...oww! Stop pulling my hair!"
"It's an ancient law. A long time ago the law was passed and the law states that a husband may not discipline his wife with a rod any larger in diameter than the diameter of his thumb." Leanne watched Jewels expression as she let the news sink in. "It was actually one of the first laws ever conceived to protect women from abusive husbands."
Leanne let go of Jules hair and stood up behind him. Jules started to worry, and even started to feel dizzy. His fear was rising and he could feel the bile in his mouth and the blood rushing to his head.
"While you were having a pleasant time at the American Embassy I had to go out and find a rod that fit the precise diameter of your husband's thumb. 2 & 1/3 inches around. Not an easy task to do on short notice as you might imagine. I had to spend way more time on this errand than I wanted to. I should be helping you admire and put away your purchases from the shopping trip today, and yet, here we are."
Leanne went and stood behind Jewel and lifted up the hem of Jewel's dress and exposed his panties. Leanne had been so excited to begin expanding Lady Delacroix's wardrobe. She had felt the pride any teacher would feel when a challenging student suddenly understands her lessons. She was so proud of Jewel for her interest in shopping, and enjoying her day as a normal woman...and then she had the gall to go and completely ruin everything!
Jules gritted his teeth. He was determined to resist the pain, but the first strike from the rod fell sharp and flat across his bottom. Jules scream of agony was high and shrill.
"Are you sorry for what you have done?" Leanne's voice was still firm, calm and steady.
"YES! Yes! Yes! I'm Sorry!" Jules answered quickly. Any thought of resisting the pain was abandoned quickly; the rod was much worse than the switch she had used so long ago.
Leanne paused for a long time and watched and waited as Jewel's breathing slowed down. She could see a welt forming on his bottom, even through his panties.
After several moments Leanne saw that Jewel's breathing was nearly normal and brought the rod down again in a sharp stinging blow across her upper thigh and watched as a second welt formed near the first one. Jewel's scream of pain was every bit as intense as her first one.
"When I am convinced you are truly sorry, the discipline will be complete." Leanne said.
She waited several minutes as Lady Delacroix's screams and sobs of pain subsided. She waited several more minutes after that as she slowly recovered and got her breathing under control, Jewel's ragged gasps giving way to more normal deep breaths again.
It was going to be a long night, Leanne thought, as she brought the rod down across Jewel's bottom one more time...
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Jules woke up early, the itch across his rump and lower back still annoying him.
After the escape attempt Jules had no idea the magnitude of the punishment that awaited him.
When he was returned to his 'loving husband' at the embassy the count made an effusive and teary display, and many protestations of his love and sorrow for the horrible misunderstanding that led Jewel to run away like this. The count promised to be a better husband.
Jules was escorted into the waiting limousine but no sooner had the car doors shut than Jules was forcibly taken down to the floor of the limo by the body guards. He was held in an extremely painful position while the female bodyguard handcuffed his wrists to a hidden eye bolt attached to the floor. Once secured and when the car started moving the body guards released him from their hold. They were no more than a block away when the crocodile tears the count had been shedding stopped.
To say he was punished upon his return to his husband would be an understatement.
First there was the corporal punishment Leanne had administered with the rod. Then when Jules woke up the next morning, he was laying on his stomach. The opened wounds on his bottom and thighs bandaged, he discovered he was in a hospital room.
In agony, and thinking he might be saved, he tried to tell the nurse to call the police so that he could file charges only to discover that he was the one that would likely be facing charges...for running away from his husband.
It only got worse from there as the procession of surgeries began.
First there was the breast implants. With no time for his butt to recover from the beating Leanne had given him with the rule-of-thumb rod he was treated to the horror of finding perky c-cup breasts on his chest, and then soon after they moved on to a tracheal shave.
And then when Jules thought they couldn't possibly do anything else to him, there was the removal of his lowest two ribs to facilitate a more feminine hourglass figure whether corseted or not.
Jules supposed that he should be thankful that they left his face largely alone except for a slight reshaping of his nose.
Jules was ready to die when he thought that the only thing left for them to do was to remove is testicles and fashion his penis into a vagina. Jules decided then and there to commit suicide if they did, but for whatever reason, they didn't do it. In fact, the last procedure didn't even require a doctor.
His lower back tattoo was every bit as demeaning and humiliating to him as his newly feminized body.
A Tramp stamp! Panama license plate! Ho tag!
In pastel colors, Jules now bore the Delacroix Family crest flanked with ornate angel wings spanning from hip to hip.
**
Leanne chose his outfit, and just as always, Jules was upset by her choice but he did his best not to show it.
Jules looked at the outfit as it lay out on the bed; a dark grey business suit consisting of a pencil skirt and matching jacket, white satin blouse, and grey high heel pumps with a decorative grey rose made out of ribbon on the toes. His intimates were also set out for his approval; silver satin panties and a silver satin bra as well as a pair of dark nylons with a silvery rose pattern running up the outside of each leg. The nylons were opaque so as to cover the still fading scars on this bottom and thighs from his corporal punishment Leanne had administered.
"Let's get you dressed my lady."
Leanne was all business as she reached from behind Jewel and pulled his penis and testicles back and between his legs. Jules once again felt the complete sense of humiliation and helplessness as she grabbed his cock and balls, harder than strictly necessary, and stepped meekly into the thick nylon panties that would trap his manhood tight between his legs. Jules hated pencil skirts because of the tucking required to maintain a feminine front appearance of the skirt. Tucking was just plain painful after awhile.
The original silicon pads that they formerly used with the butt enhancing panties to accentuate his ass were long gone. They were no longer needed as the hormones and exercises his personal trainer coached him to perform had finally given him the ideal hip to waist ratio of a young college girl.
Jules pulled up his panties as Leanne withdrew her hand from behind Jules, trapping his cock and presenting the flat feminine front profile Leanne wanted for him. Always the perfectionist she pushed and pulled and prodded until she felt satisfied and ready for the next item.
Next Leanne handed Jules' his matching satin bra and panty set. He put on the satin panties over the nylon ones easily enough but struggled with the bra. Jules hated how she no longer let him fasten it in front and spin it around. Leanne insisted he reach behind his back and attach the clasps. After first placing his new enhanced c-cup breasts into the cups of the bra, he put his arms through the bra straps and then reached behind his back to clasp the band together. Jules was please when he was able to latch the bra hooks after only two tries.
Leanne was quick to praise him "Excellent my lady, you are really starting to get a handle on it!" Jules suppressed his desire to make a smart remark. Leanne smiled as she again poked and prodded to get the best appearance of his lingerie, accentuating his cleavage and then stepped back to admire and appreciate her finished work.
Jules sat in a chair as he was handed his nylons. He had been directed to epilate his legs the day before, something he considered was hardly necessary since the laser hair removal had already dispensed with the majority of all his body hair, and the nylons went on smoothly.
After that Jules was directed to put on his white satin blouse, grey skirt and jacket, and to let Leanne select his jewelry.
Jules wasn't sure what to think of the blouse top as it had ample décolletage; a woman's cleavage as revealed by a low neckline on a dress or top. Clearly Leanne wanted to emphasize his new large bosom.
Leanne handed Jules his earrings; large sapphire studs, and Jules placed them into his ears. The piercings had just healed but he still managed to stick himself with the pins and draw a drop of blood. Leanne fussed and added a short sapphire choker with a decorative sapphire flower visible at Jules throat.
Next she added a sapphire bracelet to his right wrist and then put a woman's watch, with sapphire gems of course, on his left wrist.
"You will be alone with your Lawyer today, so please sit down as I add your tracking beacon." Leanne clipped a small black box to the back of the necklace. Jules could feel the necklace clinch slightly around his neck and had a momentary belief that she was about to choke him before the pressure on his throat eased just as quickly and went away.
He felt Leanne smooth out the collar of his blouse and then adjust the collar of his jacket, and then watched in the mirror as she teased and styled his hair into a ponytail to cover up the GPS device with a simple and large grey ribbon held by a sapphire studded pin.
Leanne led him to the mirror room as she carefully examined and fussed with his outfit. Jules admired himself in the mirrors as he was expected to do and realized thanks to that to anyone who bothered to look closely would only see a wealthy and successful young professional business woman.
**
The short trip to the Lawyers office went without incident. They took the Limo of course. All the windows had the curtains drawn. Jules was cuffed to the eye bolt again in the center of the floor and was forced to curl his legs under him in order to find what little comfort he could in such an awkward position. Leanne and two of the body guards sat watching him.
"Is this the way you expect me to travel now?"
"Yes. Until your husband is convinced you can behave like a lady you are to be restrained during travel." Leanne answered simply.
"Not exactly safe, is it."
"I'm sure your husband has considered this."
"If I am not a slave, then why am I treated like one? Hand-Cuffed, held prisoner?"
"You have all the rights any other subject of the crown."
"Then why am I the one forced to dress like this and getting raped?"
"You have the same rights, but you also have the duties and responsibilities and obligations as a noblewoman, a peer of the realm, a wife, and a countess. Your husband has the rights to make decisions for you based on your families and your consent when you signed the arranged marriage contract. I have explained this to you over and over, many times now. Perhaps your attorney will explain these things to you better."
"How do you know so much?"
"I have helped many women as they have come to terms with their new marriage and to accept the arrangement that has been made. Helping you as a male-bride is no different. The Count also had his attorney brief all of his staff before the wedding."
"We're here." The female body guard announced ending Leanne and Jules heated conversation.
**
Leanne followed Lady Delacroix into the elevator as she escorted her to the Attorney's Office. The attorney the count had hired was one of the most respected in the country. She watched Lady Delacroix as they rode the elevator in silence. Since the escape attempt Leanne had been forced to 'encourage' Lady Delacroix to engage in normal conversation. She hoped the anti-depressants that the pharmacist had added to her other prescription medications would help break the young countess out of her funk. Lord knows that the corporal punishments and disciplinary sessions were not working as intended.
Jules meanwhile looked out the glass walls of the elevator as they rode up the skyscraper to one of the uppermost floors. Jules flexed his hands in their cuffs and imagined breaking free and throwing Leanne out through the glass wall. He imagined her falling in a graceful arc, plummeting to the ground 20 stories below.
Leanne noticed Jewel as she appeared to admire the city view from their perspective in the glass elevator.
"It looks like it will be a nice day." Leanne observed, trying to engage Jewel in conversation.
A chime announced their arrival at their floor.
Jules smiled back at her, his imagination and his normally resilient spirit slowly improving. "Yes. We'll see."
**
Jules was greeted at the lobby by an attractive older receptionist and ushered directly into the offices and escorted into a formal conference room, complete with rows upon rows of law books along every wall. Leanne was directed to wait in a small waiting room near the receptionist's desk. Jules was happy to be away from her but only wished they had removed his handcuffs.
Jules looked to the man who was introduced as senior partner of the law firm and his lawyer. With his silvery hair and firm jaw he certainly looked the part. They shook hands, the lawyer giving Jules handcuffs a strange look as Jules shook in a two-handed feminine style. The lawyer was a perfect gentleman as he held out a chair and Jules was helped into his seat at the table.
Jules had many questions, but his lawyer clearly anticipated them and started to monologue.
"To begin with, Countess Delacroix, yes, there are two sets of laws; Royal Law and Common Law."
"Commoners are the subjects of the crown and they elect representatives under a parliamentary system. They have benefited from the civil rights and feminist movements that have occurred worldwide. They live like any other free society in the western world and are subjects of a constitutional monarchy."
"The nobles on the other hand have long chosen to retain their traditional privileges and laws under the rule of the royal court. As a countess you are now a member of the royal court and the laws governing said court."
"An arranged marriage traditionally only required the consent of both of the parents. Modern consent was increased to include six family members. The age of romanticism also meant that arranged marriage could only take place for love, not withstanding any financial benefits that may arise from the marriage."
"A minimum of 6 family members must agree that it is good, necessary, and desirable and would be in the best interest of the person for whom the marriage is being arranged. The parents of the child must be two of those, unless they are deceased. Fewer family members are required to cosign if the betrothed voluntarily accepts the arrangement. As the betrothed, your parents were able to accept the proposal from the count and the requisite number of family members agreed as well."
"An arranged marriage of a commoner is harder to get, and hasn't happened in a long time. For a commoner, all of the above requirements, as well as a petition to, and specific approval from the crown are necessary. It's only happened one other time in recent history and was an embarrassment for the crown."
"Why was that?" Jules asked, curious despite himself.
"Without the money to keep an arranged spouse safe and happy the bride in that case ran away and escaped to another country. The bride is usually lawfully restrained, for her own protection of course, until after the consummation period, but once the restraints were off the bride ran away at the first opportunity."
"This is all well and good, but I was deceived. I keep telling everyone I thought I was marrying a woman. I just want to sue for divorce like every other citizen." Jules asserted.
"Ah, and there is the problem. A divorce for a commoner is accomplished by bringing suit in the courts, just like you have back in America, but divorce for a noble is more difficult."
"A suit is brought to the royal court and held by a jury of noble peers who all have their own agenda. Some will act out of a desire to defend the sanctity of marriage. Others will oppose one noble simply because they are allied with another. To win in this court you will need allies. You must cultivate friends who will help sway others to your side. It could take months or even years before the court would even agree to hear your case."
Jules was shocked to hear he couldn't just file for divorce and walk away.
"You explained how it is more difficult, but not why it is more difficult."
"Yes your grace, very perceptive. Divorce also means the divorced spouse will lose their title and position in noble society. They may also lose all rights to alimony if there be sufficient cause, so naturally, the peers of the realm want to ensure that the right spouse keeps the title."
"But I don't give a damn about the title, I just want my freedom." Jules whined.
"Either way, you will also need evidence. You need to keep a journal or a diary. Write down everything that happens to you. Dates and times are important, but more important are 'the what'. Write down all the specific acts and who was a witness if there are any. Details are important, so write your thoughts and feelings with the idea of influencing people to understand your plight."
"And this is important; by law, to receive protections as privileged information it must be handwritten. Bring the diary here and our legal staff will type up what you have written into electronic format, but the actual diary itself is considered to be the physical evidence."
"So I am to be trapped like this for the rest of my life?" Jules asked.
"If you don't get a divorce and don't manage to escape, or if your husband merely 'abandons' you or even lets you go, then yes; you will be married till death do you part."
"How long could that be? He's in his 60's after all."
"Assuming he lives an average life you may still have 20 years together."
"20 years!?"
"It could be more. Nobles generally have the best health care and better lifestyle, and live longer because of it."
"Why does he have the right to make me wear women's clothing?"
"The original laws for arranged marriages reflect the language of those times. It specifically states "bride" in the body of the law. As the first male bride your husband actually established this precedent."
"His argument before the court was that for you to be his bride you would have to dress and act like one. Traditionally the law expects this to occur, though under more modern interpretations you are not actually required to dress femininely, therefore the courts have decided to leave the option open for the husband to choose whether or not he wants you to dress in feminine clothing or not. Your husband has stated he chose to have you dressed in a feminine way to enable you to fit in comfortably with your noble peers."
"And this GPS tracking device he makes me wear?" Jules asked.
"Being a member of the nobility gives him the latitude to make precedents more easily than a commoner could. If a commoner did that to his wife he would be arrested. But as a noble and you as an arranged bride he can reasonably argue before his peers that it is a necessary step to encourage you to conform and to improve your behavior. Your rights are almost like those of a child where the parent has great authority to discipline. And since you are already a proven flight risk..." The attorney let his voice trail off.
"Flight risk? Don't I have the right to walk out of this marriage if I am unhappy? Just like anyone else?"
"Again, no, in an arranged marriage there are runaway bride laws that apply. There are also laws that obligate anyone who finds you to assist in your safe return. Just like a lost child or fugitive from justice. Failure to do so is punishable under the law."
Jules shoulders slumped in despair. His husband had all the power, as well as the law on his side. This is crazy. How can any civilized society live like this? Jules wondered if Allegoria was a country ruled by sociopaths.
"If you have any more questions you may ask me anytime, just call if you must, but sending a certified letter is better. It provides a paper trail, documentary evidence that helps keep our time-line. As a noble you may also send messages via the Royal mail service, which is also protected by law and hand delivered by courier, no noble will challenge, intercept or read it."
**
Jules left the lawyers office in deep despair. All his questions were answered, except for how long until he could divorce his husband. Riding down the elevator this time he imagined jumping to his death by diving out the glass windows and arcing gracefully downward to the pavement below.
Jules tapped on the elevator glass. Nope...too thick.
As depressed as Jules felt there still was an inner spark, a small part inside him that refused to let him give up on himself. For some reason Jules wanted to die, yet he also wanted to live. Jules considered carefully his current plight. Yes, he was trapped in an arranged marriage, but his sister and mother were now safe back in Moose Lake Minnesota. He had no idea where his brother was.
He hadn't seen his father in months, and he wondered if he ever would. In a moment of self pity Jules blamed his father. And why not, he thought, this was his fathers fault, bringing them here to this godforsaken country, being a criminal embezzler. Jules knew there was nothing for him in Allegoria, and if he wanted to be free, he would have to free himself. No sitting around whining about it now.



As angry as he was, he just couldn't hold onto his anger. If Jules could find a way to contact his father and brother and tell them to leave the country there would be no reason he needed to stay in Allegoria. There would be no one left he needed to protect. Well, maybe his grandmother and grandfather, but they could leave with his dad or stay if they wanted to. He had no real emotional attachment to them.
Jules noticed his reflection in the glass walls of the elevator. For the first time in a long time he looked at himself and liked what he saw. Jules did see a woman, but he didn't see a helpless one, forced to parade herself around as arm candy for a rich sick bastard. Jules smiled a sincere unforced smile for the first time in a long time. Jules absentmindedly bit his lip. It was time to plan another escape.
As the elevator doors opened to the ground floor, Jules surprised Leanne by starting a conversation.
"Let's go shopping."
"Oh, and where would you like to go?" Leanne's instructions were to bring Jewel straight back to the estate. She was mistrustful of his motives, and with good reason. She saw he was biting his lip.
"I want to visit a stationery store and buy some stationery." Jules answered politely. "Do we have time before we go home?"
Leanne wondered what the lawyer actually said to the countess. She seemed to acknowledge that the estate was now her home. She had never done that before.
"I suppose we could stop for a few minutes. What items do you need?" Leanne asked. She was still suspicious of Jewel but wanted to encourage what looked like a promising development.
"Well Leanne, I'd like to start a diary."
Leanne smiled indulgently. "Why, of course your grace"
Leanne directed the driver to take them to the nearest stationery store. It wasn't far. A high end store was just a block away from the lawyer's office. There were even several to choose from being they were in the financial and legal district of the city.
But if Leanne expected Jewel to be disappointed when she left him in the limo, cuffed again to the eye bolt on the center of the floor, while she went inside to make the purchases for her, she was disappointed.
Leanne bought a large journal book, bound in bright pink leather with 'Dear diary' embossed in gold cursive on the front and other hearts and flowers on it. Leanne also ordered some official certified royal stationary and envelopes that Lady Delacroix requested. As an afterthought, Leanne selected an assortment of tasteful yet feminine style fountain pens for Lady Delacroix to write with.
Returning to the limo, Leanne watched as Lady Delacroix gushed excitedly over the lovely items.
Perfect, Jewel thought. Just the sort of thing that makes me want to puke. He smiled despite himself. I'll start writing my story tonight. That should give me time alone to think, she thought, biting her lip again. Now, all I need is a plan.
Leanne watched Jewel bite her lip again and sighed. Male brides, she thought. I guess no one ever said this would be easy.
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Phoebe Mills sat next to Jewel Delacroix in her attorney's office.
"Thank you for coming Phoebe, obviously you received my invitation."
"Yes, a messenger delivered the letter from your attorney asking me to meet you here, but why here and not at your manor house?"
"After my first major escape attempt I was severely punished. So severely I needed medical attention. The few laws that protect arranged spouses from abuse kicked in and I was told I was to be allowed an attorney. Be advised they don't do anything for you except keep my documented grievances against my husband and answer my legal questions. I get to visit once every 3 months to turn over any paper work I have made for my files."
"And I can visit you here without the eyes and ears of Delacroix manor recording every move and every word."
"So, did you read my diary?"
Phoebe decided to answer truthfully "Yes. So far I have read up to the part about your escape to the US Embassy and your punishment after repatriation to your husband."
"So will you help be publish my book?"
"What do you hope to gain?" Phoebe asked.
"I hope to turn public opinion against the idea of arranged marriages and bring pressure to the House of Lords to rescind the law, or at least grant me divorce."
"The House of Lords rarely responds to pressure from the common folk." Phoebe didn't want to lose her insider status with the countess so took a different tack. "But, we can still publish your book. If it actually does well there could be enough for an inquiry that might just get you an audience with the crown. If the crown decides to grant you divorce then it's done."
Phoebe knew the plan was a long shot and likely to fail, but showcasing the abuse meted out by the so called nobles would definitely sell more papers and give her articles more traction. The advertising dollars alone for a major scandal would be fantastic.
"So you haven't read yet the part about what I call my beach escape?"
"No," Phoebe took out her recorder and pressed start "Do tell."
**
Jewel knew that today was the day. She needed to do something to tire out her husband and keep him from waking up. Jewel needed a head start, and also knew what she had to do to get it.
Jewel sat down by his husband on the couch. She looked up into her husbands eyes and reached over to her husbands lap.
"You're tired, and it was such a stressful day." Jewel leaned into her husband and placed her hand on his chin. Jewel nuzzled and softly kissed the count on the cheek and neck. She began to caress the count's chest through his shirt, stroking his nipples, then tracing down the pot belly to the count's lap and belt. Jewel began stoking her husband's crotch through the material of his trousers.
The count leaned back slightly and settled down into his seat some more, spreading his legs more and giving Jewel greater access to his crotch. Jewel took a deep breath; she knew she had to commit to his plan as disgusting as it was for her to do it. Jewel unzipped her husband's pants and reached inside the fly, stroking his cock and pulling it out.
The count's penis was already mostly hard and it sprung out with some force. It was now or never. Jewel looked up briefly into her husband's eyes and smiled, feigning a wicked sultry look as best she could as she slipped off the couch onto her knees between her husband's legs. Jewel took her husband's thick 10 inch cock into his mouth and began to suck.
Jewel did her best to get the entire shaft wet with her saliva, and then stroked the shaft with her hand while sucking and teasing the head with just the tip of her tongue. Jewel knew her husband liked this particular part the most and was rewarded for her efforts when he heard the count emit a sigh of pleasure. Jewel could feel her husband's excitement increase as his penis grew harder in her hand and mouth.
Jewel kept sucking and stroking and the count's sighs grew deeper. Jewel focused on the task and listened as the count's breathing became quicker and more ragged. Jewel stopped stroking and did her best to deep throat the count's cock knowing she was pushing the count to the edge of no return.
The count began to thrust his hips slightly and had grabbed Jewel's long hair, guiding her head in the direction the count wanted her to go. Jewel took his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth, sucking rhythmically in time with the count's thrusts.
Jewel slid her hands under the counts ass and grabbed him by the buttocks, pulling the count as deep as she could into her mouth. Jewel felt the counts balls slap against her chin and realized that she had once again taken the count's cock entirely into her mouth without gagging.
Jewel stopped on the next down-stroke when the count's shaft was entirely into her mouth and looked up at the reclining count. Jewel tried to gaze adoringly into her husband's eyes, but the count had his eyes closed, no doubt he was focused on enjoying the attention Jewel was giving him. Jewel sucked as hard as she could, much like drinking from a straw, and swirled her tongue down to the base of the cock. Jewel's tongue darted out a bit from her mouth teasing the count's balls and that was all it took.
Jewel could tell by the tenseness of the count's body and sudden impossible swelling of his cock that he was cumming. The count pushed down on the back of Jewel's head as hard as he could, but there was no where else, no farther down Jewel could go. The count arched his back as waves of pleasure coursed through his brain and his seed spewed out the head of his throbbing cock.
Jewel knew from experience to keep her mouth down as far as possible so the count's seed would miss her taste buds entirely, shooting down the back of her throat. The count came and came for nearly a full minute before the orgasm peaked and subsided.
Jewel gently took the count's hands off the back of her head in order to lean back, letting the softening cock slip from out of her mouth and slap back against her husband's belly. Jewel gently reached around the shaft giving it one final squeeze and stroke before sliding it back into the counts pants and zipping up the fly of his trousers.
"Was that good for you darling?" Jewel asked coyly. She knew her make-up was probably completely trashed; lipstick smeared, and knew her husband liked that look on her after she gave him oral pleasure.
The count smiled and gave a soft full laugh. "Yes my dear, and so unexpected. I am so pleased how you have come around and accepted your duties as my wife. But it is late and now I am spent and will be unable to attend to your needs in the bedroom."
Jewel hoped her acting skills were up to the task. She gave her best pouting face look and said "Oh No...what have I done? It's alright I suppose. I can wait till you recover your stamina; perhaps in the morning?"
The count laughed again and smiled. "Agreed, in the morning, in the meantime it is late and I need to take a nap." The count leaned over and down to kiss Jewel on her forehead. He never kissed her on the lips after oral sex.
"Have a good nap my dear. I am going to go to the gardens to sunbathe. I shall see you for dinner then."
**
I was being made to take a walk in the gardens each day during the summer. In my walks I made it a point to note where all the security cameras were. I discovered that there was a low point next to a pond by the stone walls at the edge of our property where I would not be seen. This pond served as a reservoir for the grotto pool and also water for garden irrigation. The water was kept clean and had a third function as a koi pond.
I made it a point to lie down there and sunbathe. Of course they made me wear a bikini, but after one or two days they just left me alone. When I got hot I would sometimes swim laps in the pond and one day I noticed that the overflow drain culvert would be big enough for me to crawl through. Curious, I looked down it I could see that the culvert drained steeply down to what I assumed was the beach at the base of our cliff.
At that point I hatched a plan. If I could get the grate off the end of the culvert I could get down to the beach. It occurred to me that I could direct the planting of some flowers and so forth near the pond. The gardeners always took a break for lunch and left their tools right where they left off so they could come back to them after their meal.
So my plan was simple. Each day I took a few items in a picnic basket with me to my pond for my daily sun tanning session. I managed to sequester a small waterproof sack inside the culvert behind the grate and over several days equip it with clothes, money and miscellaneous items I would need to get away. A bug-out bag I called it.
Once my bag was packed I insisted the gardeners plant some bushes that would give me more privacy. And when they took a break for the day they left their shovels behind.
I was able to use a shovel handle to pry off the culvert drain grate and slip away. My original plan worked as after about 5 minutes of slow and slippery sliding down the culvert I made it down to the beach. Being in the drain was really scary, but once I made it out I knew exactly how Andy Dufresne must have felt.
"Who?" Phoebe asked
"Andy Dufresne...from the Shawshank Redemption...it's a character in a movie played by Tim Robbins."
"I've never heard of it."
"Really? It's an old move but a good one, you should watch it. Anyway, I just walked down the beach away from the cliffs and eventually I came to a public beach. Luckily they had a change house, with showers and everything...it was a well to do neighborhood after all. I was able to shower and clean up from the storm sewer, and I changed into a white striped tube dress, some espadrilles I had sequestered in the bag and after a bit of attention to makeup and brushing my hair, I put on a hat and sunglasses, and I was off!"
I figured I only had half an hour to get out before I was missed, so I kept walking. I eventually hailed a tax cab and made for the airport. Once there I tried to buy a ticket. The next flight out was to Rome. They did ask me where my luggage was and seemed suspicious that I didn't have any. I thought fast and I said I was just going to Rome for a holiday shopping trip and would buy everything there. I had my bugout bag and told them I had everything I needed in my carry on. They asked me how long I was going to stay and I said expected to return in two days. That satisfied the ticket agent, but when I gave her cash, she became a bit suspicious again. She asked me for my passport so of course I gave it to her. After a few more seconds of punching keys into the keyboard she asked me where my husband was.
That was my first clue something wasn't right. I got nervous but again, thinking quickly I said he was going to meet me in Rome tomorrow. She punched some more keys, then said she had to ask her supervisor something and to please wait right here...so I waited.
And that's when security showed up behind me and took me into custody. It turns out I am on some sort of do not fly list. I think we all are; the male-brides I mean. I am not allowed out of the country unless I am accompanied by my husband or my designated chaperone.
Eventually the security staff bodyguards showed up and I was released to their custody. Needless to say they took me home.
"And what happened then?"
**
The count looked at Jewel. "Take her to the bedroom. I'll deal with her discipline myself."
Jewel's hands were tied together with a two short lengths of rope that split from her hands and then wrapped around each of her ankles, and forced her to bend over at the waist. She was placed against the side of the bed, her high heel shoes on her feet splayed wide apart and tied to the bed frame, ass exposed.
The count pounded her long and hard, his lap slapping painfully into the welts striped just as painfully across Jewel's bottom from the Count's belt during his spanking earlier. Jean Claude wouldn't allow Leanne to whip him, rather "It was time she learned from me what it means to disobey and embarrass my family."
As the count fucked Jewel's ass Jewel knew it was hopeless. Jean-Claude would last a long time. She supposed she should be thankful that she had been raped so many times before and the routine practice of being forced to wear an anal plug that she was as stretched out as she was, but the count's cock had girth and it still hurt and since he had cum earlier that evening from the blow job Jewel knew he would last an extremely long time.
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Dear Diary,
After so many months it seemed as if my time with Leanne was coming to an end. I had heard her discussing with the staff that she had been solicited for a new marriage arrangement and would likely leave the counts service soon.
On the one hand I couldn't wait for her to go. On the other hand, I couldn't wait for her to go!
**
Leanne was calm and professional as she drove up the driveway to the front of the impressive chateau. A request for a "private consultation" was always an opportunity to be seized. As she stopped at the front of the house by the beautiful marble stairs leading to the front door, Leanne smiled inwardly as her door was opened for her by the waiting attendant.
"Good Afternoon Ms. Leanne, the master of the house bids I welcome you and escort you to him."
Leanne studied the rooms of the house as she walked with the butler. He escorted her into the chateau with the ambivalent air of studied indifference and solicitousness.
Leanne could tell the house was newly restored, to her trained eye all the trappings appeared new. Nothing she saw could have been more than a few years old. All expensive items to be sure, but mostly hand made reproductions, from the furniture on the floors, to the art on the walls.
Nouveaux riche, she surmised. Quite likely the man she was about to meet was the first in his family to acquire his fortune.
Leanne was brought to the end of a hallway and escorted into an expertly appointed home office and library. A Heavy oak desk occupied one corner of the room, and behind it she saw a late middle age man perhaps 50 or 55, slightly overweight, sitting behind it, gazing carefully out the high windows.
"Ms. Leanne, to see you sir." The butler intoned solemnly.
The man, seemingly slow at first to take notice of her, turned and rose from his seat to greet her.
"Ms. Leanne, so nice to finally meet you. I am George Hastings."
"So nice to meet you sir, to what do I owe the pleasure of calling upon you?" Leanne smiled warmly as she shook his hand. She noticed the lack of strength in his grip. Pudgy fingers, she thought uncharitably.
"Ahh, straight to business, a woman after my own heart. May Cedric get you anything? A refreshment perhaps?" George asked, indicating towards the butler as he spoke.
"Some tea would be lovely, earl grey please." Leanne spoke directly to Cedric. The butler smiled gravely, and then nodded his affirmation before backing out the doorway and shutting the doors behind him.
"I appreciate your coming on such short notice. I have spoken to your current employer as well as many peers of the realm who have used your services. They all speak highly of you...very highly indeed."
Leanne nodded graciously. "It is nice to have ones efforts appreciated."
"How does one become the only marriage coordinator that all the nobles will name first, when asked for a recommendation, may I ask?"
"I would have to say it was a combination of my work ethic, my willingness to accommodate unusual requests, and my ability to maintain the confidentiality of my clients."
"Oh dear me, where are my manners. Please, be seated..." Leanne took her seat as George sat down behind his desk. Once again she thought, rather uncharitably, how he seemed to be dwarfed and disappear behind the massive desk. She wondered if he was compensating for something.
"Now I am told you have a degree in Psychology from Capitol University. Does that help you in your day to day work?
"Of course; being able to know what motivates my charges as I chaperone them is crucial. My degree helps of course, but actual practice and experience is the best teacher. Also I always kept notes and make observations that would help me do even better with my next client." Leanne was proud of her work and her success and it showed in her answer.
"And that is including that you are the only wedding coordinator licensed to train arranged male-brides?"
Leanne wondered where he was going with this line of questioning.
"Yes, those are the most difficult weddings and marriages to do. Male brides present an entire host of problems that a traditional arranged marriage does not."
"Oh? For example?
"Well, a mistake I made with the first male-bride is that I treated her as I would any of my female arranged marriage brides. I answered all her questions and tried to always tell the truth. I learned that this is a mistake. Male-brides are different than our arranged female brides as they will attempt to use the information to further their escape plans, or as a personal attack, rather than an honest effort to help them as male brides become accustomed to meet their roles and expectations. I now know that it is best to simply reinforce their new identity and not give out too many answers. Tell them things like "Don't you worry your pretty little head about that." It helps them become accustomed to their subservient status vis-à-vis their husband, and prevents long arguments for you as their chaperone. My time is valuable; I will no longer waste it with tedious explanations."
"Good. Good. I must say you are every bit as knowledgeable and professional as I had hoped. Yes indeed. And that is why I would like to hire you to arrange my wedding and chaperone the bride."
Leanne was taken off guard, although as a consummate professional, she didn't show it.
"Arrange your wedding? Please forgive me, but I was under the impression that you were already married?"
"Hm? Oh no...no...nooo...that...she...that is to say, she, Missy is her name, Missy and I have a...ahh...special relationship. But we are not married. No." George hemmed and hawed.
"Of course, I understand completely." Leanne knew many of her wealthiest clients would have either a mistress, or a concubine, or both if they could afford it. Parading a mistress around publicly was an expected show of virility and wealth for many nobles of the realm.
"And then to whom will you be proposing marriage?"
"I have already begun the process, and petitioned the crown with my request to arrange the marriage of a promising young man currently in my employ. I have already received the written consent and blessing of his family. I have done so as part of my petition to receive title as Baronet!" George smiled openly now, like a child receiving a long sought Christmas present, or one who successfully delivered the punch line to a joke.
Leanne now understood why he was curious about her experience with male-brides. She also knew of the royal practice of selling titles to raise money. Many persons of wealth who have no other means of entry or meaningful contribution to make may apply to become titled after making a substantial contribution to a charity that the crown sponsors or oversees. Leanne knew a Baronet was the lowest ranking noble, barely equivalent to someone who was knighted, and with less respect from the peerage involved. But that didn't stop wealthy individuals who desperately wanted to be seen as someone of rank.
Leanne smiled indulgently. Her contract with Count Delacroix was due to expire, and she was ready to turn Lady Delacroix over to her new chaperone. Leanne just didn't know if she was willing to train another male bride so soon.
"Mr. Hastings, I am flattered by your interest, but have you considered the difficulty in what you propose? Convincing a straight male to accept a same sex marriage can be quite challenging. Are you certain your love for the young man is strong enough to allow me the authority to discipline him as necessary to accomplish your goals?"
George's smile was even wider and friendlier. "Not to worry Leanne. The young man, his name is John by the way, is in fact a homosexual, and as I have seen for myself, dresses rather effeminately when not at work." George pushed some photographs across the desk to Leanne.
"I'm certain he is going to love his new life. Why wouldn't he?"
**
Jewel had a rare night alone. Her husband was away on a short business trip and there were no appointments or obligations that day. Leanne had the day off as did most of the staff. Having a day and a night alone was a rare and enjoyable privilege.
It was Sunday, and she had attended church service wearing what she thought of as her church clothes, which today was a pleasant and simple looking figure hugging purple midi-dress, heels and fascinator. A simple string of pearls and gold stud earrings completed her look.
She had brushed her hair back and allowed the natural curl of her hair hanging freely behind her to form the style for the day. She used the fascinator to pin it in place keeping her face clear of any annoying locks.
Her makeup was subtle and modest, just lipstick, nude eye shadow, and mascara and a hint of blush. Jewel's skin was so smooth and perfect that Jewel hadn't seen the need for any foundation, contouring or highlighting, and so hadn't bothered to use any.
When she looked at herself in the mirror she knew Leanne, if she had been there, would have approved. Jewel Veronica Delacroix was adorable and as cute as a button!
Jewel used her body guard for the day as her escort so as to avoid having to wear a personal cross-dressing permit collar that identified her as a male in female clothing. Jewel preferred to blend in and not attract attention and shanghaiing her body guard into attending church with her had been the most expedient method of doing so.
After the service Jewel served coffee and treats during an interminable social hour while the other parishioners socialized in the grand reception hall next to the cathedral. Volunteering for this task was considered a duty and a privilege as the ladies of society wanted to demonstrate their humility and what better way to do that than by standing in front of all their peers. Jewel found the whole thing rather hypocritical as acting humble and being humble were entirely two separate things. But the need to blend in and maintain appearances meant she had to take her turn.
Afterwards Jewel had had returned home to a boring day and evening. She had changed out of her dress and into her swimsuit and gone for a 30 minute swim in her endless pool. The pump had pushed the water at an easy pace for her. Jewel could still remember the difference between swimming before her breast enhancements and after and marveled at the difference having breasts made on the drag of the water flow across her body.
After a quick shower and deep conditioning of her hair to prevent the chlorine from drying it out and giving her split ends, Jewel had changed into black yoga pants and a crop top. She was determined to spend the rest of her day alone actually relaxing. She hadn't even bothered with makeup this time.
Jewel drank her herbal tea and pondered her latest diary entry. She wasn't sure why she wrote what she did but felt better for having done it. She decided to re-read it.
**
Dear Diary,
After being married this long I definitely have decided that of all the demeaning things I am made to do, kissing is by far the worst thing ever. It is simply too personal.
I hate it when my husband fucks me. Let's face it; an ass is just not designed to accommodate a cock that large, or probably anything at all that large inside it. My husband is simply too rough and clearly doesn't care about my feelings or how much pain he causes me when he fucks me.
Blowjobs are not that bad. As long as my husband is clean and showered before hand that is. He likes to take me out dancing and afterwards when he is all sweaty and worked up his cock smells terrible and tastes like sweat. At least the taste goes away after a few licks and now that I am able to deep throat him without gagging it is more preferable to blow him than submit to his desire for anal sex.
Also, when his cock is deep in my throat all his cum will shoot down my throat and directly into my stomach. Jean Claude's cum has a pungent and unpleasant flavor and skipping over my taste buds by performing a deep throat on him is better than not.
But kissing is the worse. My husband kisses me all the time and kissing is just too personal. Public displays of affection are the worse because everyone who sees us seems to think that I enjoy it. They think we are some happily married couple and despite my protestations to the contrary view my arranged bride status as an acceptable form of marriage and my statements of disapproval as an act rather than as my true feelings.
French kissing is also horrible. Half the time my husband has smoked a cigar or drank something strong like scotch or Ouzo. Scotch is too fiery and the ouzo my husband drinks taste like licorice, which I hate. Combine the tobacco of the cigar and the alcohol and it's like kissing an ashtray from a bar. Yuck!
It also messes up my lipstick and then I have to go and reapply a new coat. Clearly he doesn't appreciate the lengths that I am forced to go to in looking feminine for him.
As strange as it seems though being forced to wear women's clothing isn't that bad. When I am someplace where no one knows that I am really a man it gives me some small comfort to know that I am anonymous. It's as if what is happening is happening to a different person. In a weird sort of way it makes what I am forced to do less loathsome.
It's as if as long as I am someone else, then I feel like I can endure the burden of being a male bride.
I suppose it's amazing what a person can adapt to when they have no choice.
**
Jewel's therapist read through Jewels latest diary entry and was pleased by what she read. She was glad the court had ruled in favor of her petition to have access to the diary without the countess's knowledge or permission. She had argued that as her therapist having access to her thoughts would allow her to better treat her patient, and since there was already ample precedent in her favor the court ruled in agreement of her petition.
The judge had warned her that the information was for treatment purposes only and as a privileged communication could not be shared with anyone else. The therapist readily agreed.
Reading over her latest entry however had inspired in the therapist a touch of pride as it seemed several things were evident.
Jewel had accepted that she is legally married to a man. All her entries identified her husband as 'her husband' rather than by name or some other descriptor.
Jewel's use of pronouns was decidedly female and feminine. She now thought of herself almost exclusively with the feminine pronouns, using feminine pronouns and had accepted that he was to be viewed as female.
She has reluctantly accepted that she was obligated to perform her marital duty to her husband and that her husband's rights to her body prevailed over her own desires and preferences. She accepted that Count Delacroix had agency of her physically.
In her professional opinion, the therapist was beyond pleased that Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix, formerly Jules Verne Mcleod, was on the verge of being completely subsumed by her new personality. The therapist's professional pride bloomed at knowing how well the therapy sessions have worked as completely and successfully as they had. The therapist felt emboldened to continue her work and wondered only how far she would be able to go to mold her patient into the new personality her client ultimately wanted.
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The Therapist observed Count Delacroix's reactions to her latest progress report with concealed emotions. While the conditioning of her patient had excelled beyond her best expectations her real client was still displeased.
"So I have learned that you have been reading my wife's diary." Count Delacroix's deep bass voice and even tone was intended to intimidate.
"Yes your grace, I have." The therapist replied evenly.
"And why should I not report you immediately to the courts for violation of my wife's privacy?"
"As you may not be aware, I have petitioned the courts and received legal authority to read her diary as her therapist."
"Why?" Count Delacroix maintained his even tone.
"In order to give her the best possible treatment, of course."
"And what have you found out?"
The therapist smiled inwardly. She knew Jean Claude Delacroix IV would want to know the contents of his wife's diary, if he hadn't already been reading it himself. The laws regarding her diary were actually quite vague and open to interpretation. If Jewel's husband had thought he needed to know the content of her diary he could have read it arguing it was in his wife's best interest for him to know as a means of keeping her safe and secure and the courts would have allowed it.
The therapist concluded that Count Delacroix was unaware of this loophole. She knew he was an intelligent and cunning man, but she considered that maybe his recent series of mini-strokes may have prevented him from discovering this fact.
Mini-strokes, also known as a transient ischemic attack (TIA), occur when part of the brain experiences a temporary lack of blood flow. This causes stroke-like symptoms that resolve within 24 hours. Unlike the large stroke the count had while on his yacht, a mini-stroke on its own doesn't cause permanent disabilities.
"I regret I cannot say...doctor-patient privilege."
Count Delacoix seethed inwardly at this news. He was always used to getting his way.
"Then tell me this, as your paying client; does she love me or not?"
The therapist could detect the sadness laden with real emotion in Count Delacroix's voice.
"She accepts that you are her husband, she accepts she is to be your feminized male bride, and she accepts her role as such."
"That's not what I asked. I asked if she loved me?"
The therapist decided telling him the truth was the best course. It also meant that she wasn't violating Jewel's privacy rights since technically she already new the answer and not just because of the countess' diary entries.
"No. She does not."
Count Delacroix momentarily looked stunned before shifting immediately to his usual grim expression when dealing with unpleasant news.
"How disappointing."
**
The personal trainer was putting Countess Jewel Delacroix through her paces with her Yoga Session. She looked at the sculpted and toned feminine body that she had worked hard to bring about in that gangly boy from over two years ago.
Her work ethic, strict attention to detail, determination and drive had developed the countess into an ideal image of femininity. Her appearance was on par with any other young college aged athletically fit woman. Hormones prescribed by the pharmacist may have helped, but by and large Jewel's physical appearance was the creation of the trainer's efforts.
Today the "Hot Flow Yoga" had certainly worked the countess up into a sweat as she worked through the asanas and poses. If Jewel wasn't a paying client she would have been an ideal workout partner as she could now keep up with the entire routine and the trainer's instructions.
Even sweaty and slightly winded the countess looked good and looked good at what she was doing.
As a professional personal trainer she was quite put out at learning on such short notice that her employer was canceling her services. Long term stable and well paying clientele were often hard to come by and being paid to do something you enjoy; work out and look good, was always a bonus. She firmly believed in the old adage that if you are doing something you love then you'll never work a day in your life. The loss of a daily client would mean she would have to hustle between the rest of her client base and work to attract new clients. Jewel Delacroix had been a substantial part of her income and now that was gone.
**
Leanne was quite pleased with her interview with Mr. Hastings. She accepted the offer and had submitted her two week notice to Count Delacroix. . She looked forward to trying again on a new male bride and although she regretted that she wouldn't have the expertise of the therapist or the pharmacist to assist her, was confident she had learned enough from her experience with Countess Delacroix that she could condition her new client using the techniques she perfected with Jewel.
Leanne was sad to see the dissolution of her team and hoped that they all found new employers or sponsors as well. At her latest meeting and status update with the count about Jewel the count had seemed distant, yet made some very specific requests for Jewel for a private event the upcoming Sunday.
Leanne immediately began working on what would likely be one of her last tasks for the Count and Countess Delacroix. It was the least she could do; after all, helping her clients make their dreams come true was what she did best.
**
Dear Diary,
Although I didn't know it yet, my time in the manor was drawing to a close. My failed escape attempts had embarrassed the count and he wanted to send me away for "safekeeping".
However, there was one more humiliation I had to endure at his hands...
One day my husband told me that my father would be coming to visit. It was almost one of my very few happy moments I had while living as countess. My husband had agreed to stream live a Minnesota Viking's Football game the following Sunday and the three of us would all spend the time watching together. I was super excited! Of course, as Lady of the Estate, I was required to oversee preparations. I told the staff to order my father's favorite beer. I passed on to the kitchen staff the food they were to prepare for the game. I swear none of them had ever heard of Buffalo wings before...
**
Jewel hurriedly stepped out of the shower and toweled off, eager to get dry and get dressed to see her dad. Jewel had already selected her clothes for the event. The most conservative and featureless dress she owned. She wasn't looking forward to having to see her dad while wearing women's clothes, but by wearing her most modest attire she hoped to blunt the impact.
Leanne meanwhile had other ideas. Following instructions from Count Delacroix she put away the dull dress and shoes Jewel and selected and laid out the items the count had chosen.
"What's this?" As Jewel exited the bathroom she noticed the clothing she put out was gone. Leanne had several gift boxes and bags by her side.
"Your husband asked me to present you with these." Leanne smiled.
Jewel took the bags and dumped the contents of the bag out onto the table and was unable to conceal his horrified surprise at what she saw.
"It is a Vikings' cheerleader outfit." Jewel stated dumbfounded.
"Oh my, how lovely" Leanne gushed "How very thoughtful of your husband to provide this for you for your big game today with your father."
Jewel slowly picked up each item and set them neatly on the table, inspecting them one by one as she went. There was a purple sports bra and panties, the sports bra had ties in front that made it resemble a crop top as well as having the Vikings' logo emblazoned across the bust, while the purple panties had the team logo emblazoned in a repeating pattern.
There was a purple pleated micro mini skirt that was so short it would have to sit low on her hips, and would likely not quite cover her panties.
The final touch was the white thigh high stockings with two purple stripes around the top and a Vikings' logo on the top edge between the stripes. Jewel noted the silicone bands on the inside that would hold them up without need for a garter belt.
"Those stockings are special by the way." Leanne enthused. "Your husband had me special order them as no one seems to make Viking's team thigh high stockings already. You are the only girl in the whole world with those. I'm sure it must make you happy knowing how much your husband loves you to go to such lengths."
Ugh! Jewel thought; thigh highs...always thigh highs.
Jewel opened the shoe box. She half hoped she would get to wear sneakers. Even purple and gold one's would've been fine, but there was no such luck as Leanne presented a pair of purple and gold 4 inch heels with a 1 inch platform toe.
"Leanne, this is crazy. This is a costume, not a cheerleader's outfit" Jewel protested. "You know I know the difference. My sister was a cheerleader."
"Yes, it is a bit different from her uniform...and yours." Leanne answered knowingly.
Jewel blushed as she remembered that Leanne was well aware she borrowed her sister's uniform for the girls' charity football game back in high school.
"But I'll have you know this is actually modeled after the real cheerleaders outfit, as well as one of your video games."
"What do you mean?" Jewel was confused.
"During the investigation of your father the local police as well as an Allegorian special investigator searched your house. They took inventory of everything, as a matter of procedure of course."
"Isn't this your video game?"
Jewel looked at the game case Leanne held out for him. The title read "Cheerleader Zombie Slayers", with a very sexy chainsaw wielding lollipop sucking cheerleader on the cover.
"Leanne, that's just a video game. It's a fantasy, nothing more."
"It's an example of how a beautiful and strong woman can be both sexy and powerful." Leanne responded. "All men can admire and fantasize about a woman who can use her skills, wits and sexuality to succeed against adversity."
Jewel didn't like her tone. She knew Leanne was talking down to her. But as was always the case, it was a waste of time to try and talk to her.
"Then can I have a chainsaw too?"
"Don't be silly your grace; it's just a video game."
At Leanne's direction, Jewel set the clothing aside and took her seat on the styling chair. Leanne took her brushes and carefully styled Jewel's long brunette hair into large loose pigtails with purple and gold tassels tying the base of the pigtails in place, and combed the ribbons through the length of her pigtails to add flair. Leanne used a copious amount of hairspray to ensure her pigtails remained voluminous and properly placed.
After her hair-styling Jewel started to get up to go and apply her makeup, but Leanne pushed her back down onto the chair. "I'll do your makeup today my lady. I will make it be the same as what some of the team's cheerleaders have worn."
Jewel sat back in the chair simmering as Leanne expertly applied his makeup. Jewel didn't like the changes in direction from how she had thought the day would go.
When Leanne finished Jewel slowly put the outfit on, she preferred to think of it as "the outfit" rather than "her outfit", before taking her customary place in the mirrored room for inspection.
Looking at the reflections in the mirrors she saw that her make-up was done in a heavy purple and gold eye shadow and purple lipstick. Her midriff was completely bare, and thanks to the tremendous amount of Yoga and Ballroom Dancing she had the female equivalent of a six pack. She was still curvy and feminine from the hormones she figured they were giving her, but a sexy and fit kind of feminine.
The worst part for Jewel was that her lower back tattoo, her "tramp stamp", was fully exposed above the hem of her pleated micro mini skirt. The Delacroix Family crest with angel wings extending from each side outward to her hips in pastel colors. Leanne's skills were evident as Jewel looked like every male high school student's wet dream.
As Leanne came into the mirrored room with him to survey the finished job she handed him a pair of purple and gold pom-poms to "complete the outfit".
**
The game began at 11 AM in Minneapolis, it was a home game for the Vikings, but with the difference in time zones it was 10PM in Allegoria. It looked like we would be the only ones up when the game ended somewhere around 2 AM local time as the count had sent most of the daily staff away once the food was prepared. There was only the three of us and six of the ever present body guards.
It was unusual and a surprise to me to see that the count had allowed his security guards to wear casual clothes. Instead of their usual black suit and tie they were dressed in slacks and Vikings' polo shirts; as if they were there to enjoy the game with friends instead of provide him the security he needed. I wondered if he actually thought my dad would "try something", but I suppose it could just as well have been that if the guards had to be up that late they might as well enjoy their time as well.
My father showed up wearing jeans and his favorite Vikings' football jersey.
My husband wore a purple turtleneck with the Vikings' logo on the left front pocket. He looked very much like he could be a football team's head coach. I was almost impressed that the son of a bitch had gone to such lengths.
My dad and my husband were already there in the room when I was escorted by Leanne and my female body guard. When I walked in I almost died as what was a loud and boisterous conversation faded out and all their eyes were on me. It was obvious how they were checking me out in that damn outfit. The silence was embarrassing, but at some unspoken cue they turned back to their conversations and I walked in to join them.
"Hello daddy." I waved shyly as well but was almost immediately overcome with embarrassment at my faux pas. I addressed him the way my sister does as daddy instead of just dad.
After a moment of hesitation he came over and gave me a hug.
"My god, it's been so long since I've seen you." He said.
I was actually getting a bit emotional but I didn't want to cry or anything.
"You too." I said, perhaps a little too stiffly, struggling to hold in my feelings.
My husband indicated for me to come sit next to him on the couch and it looked as if I would sit between my husband and my father in the center. As I walked past him to take my seat my father noticed my tattoo.
"Oh my god, Jules, what is that?"
For some reason and I have no idea why I winced at his use of my boy name. My mind felt weird, like that feeling one gets when experiencing deja-vu.
When I saw him indicating my tramp stamp though I felt compelled to explain.
"It's a lower back tattoo daddy. My husband got it for me. It's the Delacroix family crest in pastel colors and flanked by angel wings."
I saw my father recoil slightly. He seemed about to say something, then change his mind. All he did say was "Well, the art work is impressive."
I don't know why I felt I needed to elaborate but I did anyway.
"Yes, the detail of my family crest is amazing and the wings were done in white and silver ink to give it an ethereal impression."
**
The game started on-time and I tried to relax and get into the game but as the "men" drank beer (my husband forbade me to have any) and as I tried to talk about the game with my dad it soon became obvious to me that something was different. My dad seemed to dismiss or ignore my comments. Sure, dressed as I was I was a bit nervous to be sitting near him, not knowing what he must be thinking, but I also noticed that my father kept looking at me strangely, stealing glances, then looking away whenever I caught him looking at me.
When he did talk he talked to the count, and even the body guards, usually by explaining "American football" and what just happened during the game. Instead of talking team statistics and play choices or second guessing the referee's calls with me like we normally would he was "interpreting" the game for my husband. It irritated me that my father seemed to really enjoy being the go-to guy for explanations of what was happening.
As the night progressed my Father seemed to get drunker, louder and more boisterous. At one point I heard the count ask my father if I had ever played American football. Dad, stupidly, seemed happy to answer.
"Yep, she played varsity for the Moose Lake Rebels."
First he called me "She", and then had the gall to boast how I played tight end and wide receiver.
It was horrible as he overstated my accomplishments for the team. I was never a starter, and was usually on the bench for most of the game. For one entire season I did lead in receptions, but had only two touchdowns to my credit. As tight end for the defense I only had one quarter back sack to my credit, and I once tipped a pass that was intercepted by a teammate.
I was also frustrated that they kept me busy during the game serving them their drinks. My "husband" insisted I refill all the beer stein's whenever they were empty instead of doing it themselves or having kept one of the staff late to handle it like they normally would. The count, my darling husband, had an old fashioned bicycle bell on the handle of his beer stein and whenever he rang the bell I was required to get up and take his stein and refill it at the bar.
I felt so...what's the word...marginalized. Men always seem to talk about how they wish they had a woman, who can talk football and enjoy sports with them, and here I was, granted not a woman, but they still chose to talk to each other. I felt my anger at my husband, and now my father start to build. Once again, something I truly enjoyed doing was being taken away from me. The situation was intolerable!
It was at half time that things really changed for the worse. My 'husband' seemed to have really gotten into the game and made a wager with me. If the Viking's won, I would be allowed to have a free week to go out and explore Allegoria. If they lost, I would have to give him oral sex, right then and there.
I felt humiliated that he would try to make a bet like that. Oral Sex? Sure I had learned how to deep throat and fellate my husband as was required of me as his wife, but this was unacceptable. After all, my dad was sitting right there. I looked to my dad for support and was even more humiliated when he said "It's a bet!"
I still remember his exact words. I could tell he saw my shocked expression when he casually stated "Oh come on baby girl, it's the freakin' Tampa Bay Buccaneers', you know the Vike's'll pull it off." He was obviously drunk as he was slurring his words as he spoke.
I was actually upset and flustered now. Not only had he committed me to the bet, He had also just spoken to me the same way he used to talk to my sister.
I was on tenterhooks as the game continued. The second half was back and forth with no scoring until finally, late in the fourth quarter of a rather disappointing game the Viking's scored another touchdown and pulled ahead of the buccaneers. Instead of the whooping and cheering and the high fives I would normally share with my dad on an important play like this my father suddenly picked me up by my waist and whirled me around, in a terrific bear hug, embracing me tightly.



I had only ever seen my father do that with my mother or sister. I was horrified when I felt my father's hands grip tightly on my bottom and the small of my back. Worse yet...I could feel that my father had an erection and it was pressing against my stomach. My dad even held me up and against him longer than I felt was actually necessary.
I looked up to see my father's face and saw the same strange expression on his face as I last saw at the wedding.
"Uh...ok dad...that's enough." I tried to slap my dad on the back in a manly way to try and get him to put me down. I was humiliated seeing the looks of the body guards too. They were all smiling at the picture of father-daughter bonding.
My father finally lowered me back to the ground but held me tight as he did so. I was slightly sickened as I could feel my breasts slide against my dad's chest and feel my fathers erect penis through his clothing as I slid down past his body.
But all good things must come to an end. In an upset victory, during the last two minutes of the quarter, Tampa Bay came back and scored a field goal, winning the game.
The attention of the security staff turned away from the game to me and my husband. I knew if I didn't voluntarily submit to my husband to satisfy the bet it would be even worse when they forced me. I glared at my dad who had sunk down into the chair on the opposite side of the room. It seemed he couldn't look away as I sank down onto my knees in front of my husband as he spread his legs apart for me.
I knew what was expected so I undid his fly and fished out the old bastard's cock. I stroked it in my hand for a while even though he was already hard. I wanted this over quickly so I went as fast as I could when I finally took him into my mouth.
I can only imagine what my daddy saw, as I knew he was sitting somewhere behind me. What must he think? His son, a male-bride, dressed as a cheerleader, kneeling before her husband giving head.
And as if the humiliation couldn't get any worse, the count started talking to me as I sucked him off.
"Do you know why your father fled Allegoria, Jewel? Once there was a young man who was working for me at the chancellor's office. He was bright and gifted as an accountant, but perhaps a bit too inquisitive. One day he discovered a discrepancy in the books. Instead of bringing the matter immediately to his superior, he took it upon himself to investigate the matter himself more thoroughly. To the young man's shock he discovered that there were a number of secret accounts. It seems that 'someone' was receiving kickbacks from the casinos and the gambling industry in order to provide favorable audits on their taxes. The young man again should have brought the matter to the attention of his superiors, but the young man made a foolish mistake."
"The young man, obviously your father if you haven't figured that out yet, decided to transfer the money from the accounts to an account of his own. It seems he was formerly of the noble classes and thought he could regain the status and prestige that his grandfather, your great-grandfather, had squandered away if only he had enough money to do it."
"Of course, the people receiving the kickbacks were not about to let that happen. And your father fled the country with his young wife and son."
"Not a day went by that the men who were robbed of their money didn't think about what they would do if they could capture the scoundrel. Time went by but they never forgot, and as fate would have it the man was eventually spotted and brought back to justice."
"Yet simply sending him to prison would not be adequate revenge. Not after so many years had gone by and after such a large sum was lost. It was important to not only bring the fiend to justice, but to make sure none of his line ever threatened them again."
Fuck! You Fucking Fucker! That's it...I'm going to bite his fucking dick off! I grabbed his cock in one hand and prepared to bite down. The only problem was his massive size, and what I can only describe as his sixth sense regarding impending danger.
His cock was so large that the natural tendency was to gag and open wider, so it was difficult to force myself to bite down when my body wanted to vomit out his intruding member. If it wasn't for my training by the professional fellatrix that's what would have happened naturally.
But either my husband's sixth sense or maybe he just knew that what he said would piss me off, so his sense of self preservation was in full swing as he took his hand and grabbed my jaws and applied pressure from his grip that forced me to keep my mouth open as wide as possible.
"Oh Behave" He said...and for whatever strange reason, I did. I literally had lost all the anger that was seething and building inside me.
"Yeth." I tried to say yes, but it's kinda hard to speak when there is a cock in your mouth.
"So the need to humiliate and make an example of not only the criminal, but his entire heritage...ahhhh..."
My whole body had relaxed and as my hands fell to my sides my center of balance shifted forward and gravity took over. Effortlessly my open mouth, completely relaxed and filled with cock, slipped down and fully encompassed my husband's rock hard shaft.
At that precise moment my husband came. Initially deep in my throat where I wouldn't taste it, but as he pushed my head back and off his cock his cum spewed violently into my open mouth. Right there with my tongue on the head of his cock my mouth filled with his cum as rope after rope and spurt after spurt expanded my cheeks outward.
I reflexively swallowed as much as I could but there was so much that as relaxed as I was I couldn't stop some from blowing out past my lips and down my chin.
Several ropes of cum also sprayed onto my face. When he was finished he spread the cum around on my face with his cock before he pushed me off him and I simply sat back, empty of feeling, mouth full of cum, face and chin covered in cum and still no anger or hatred...I literally felt nothing but absolute calmness...
And then a phrase quietly sounded inside my mind...I am a good girl, and a good girl does as she is told...
It felt good to obey...
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Boarding School
**
Dear Diary,
So my time at the manor had come to an end. I was being sent away for safekeeping; out of sight, out of mind. But where he sent me I now regard as the most wonderful time I have ever had while in Allegoria...
**
Jewel bathed slowly and carefully in her bathtub. She gingerly used the loufa and washcloth to remove all the traces of her husband's cum from her body. She had to proceed slowly. Her anus was incredibly sore and painful after the attention she received from her husband last night.
Jewel couldn't explain her passivity. Why hadn't she done anything? Said something?
She had given her husband a blow job right in front of her father. She remembered being embarrassed. She remembered being angry. And then she remembered...acceptance.
It just didn't make sense.
And after, when her father was escorted away, her husband had taken her by the elbow and directed her to their master bedroom.
Taken her to their bed.
Placed her on her stomach on top of the wedge pillow.
Her ass hadn't been lubed in preparation. He simply spit on her ass before forcing the huge length and girth of his massive cock inside her ass.
Jewel recalled only agony and white light. The painful slapping and torment her ass endured. The repetitive pounding...
Jewel finished her bath by washing out the last of the cum from her face and hair. The sticky cum took 3 separate gentle washes to remove the last vestiges from her hair.
When the count had placed her on her belly she had been sprawled face down on her pillow. The cum on her face from the blow job she had given him had spread across her face and in her husbands throes of passion, as her body lurched forward with each thrust inside her, the cum smeared across her face and into her hair, her pigtails and scalp seemingly coated with his seed.
Jewel wrapped the towel around her after her bath. Carefully wrapping her hair up in a turban style with a smaller towel, Jewel pondered what had happened last night.
She couldn't fathom or justify her strange behavior.
Why did she feel compelled to suck her husband's cock while her father was sitting right there in the room?
She knew that fear of punishment for failure to obey and perform her marital duty as his wife wasn't the sole reason. Yes, she had always obeyed before, no matter how reluctantly but last night she didn't want to fellate her husband and yet for some reason her body kept going as if on autopilot.
And why did she mentally blank out and collapse when sucking on his cock? She had never ever blanked out like that before; completely aware of her surroundings yet also completely...devoid...of any feeling or worldly care.
Jewel had too many questions and too few answers.
Without answers Jewel pushed the troubling thoughts from her mind. She decided she would talk to her therapist about it at her next session. She always felt better after a session with her therapist. These questions would have to wait until then.
Jewel stood by the side of her bathtub and placed one leg on the edge of the tub while she applied lotion to her leg. She could never be sure if someone was watching her and she didn't want to skip any of her expected routines and face punishment. It was easier and faster to perform as she was trained. Besides, she had to admit, her coltish long legs did look amazing. Leanne had remarked many times how they were one of her best features.
Jewel could vaguely recall how her legs used to be much thinner but as she rubbed the lotion over her thighs and buttocks she noted how her thighs and butt had both filled out since getting married. There was a brief time early on when she was made to wear forms to enhance her thighs and buttocks but clearly that was no longer necessary.
Jewel applied lotion to her penis and testicles as well. She was never allowed to touch herself there except when bathing or using the bathroom.
After applying lotion to her legs Jewel went over to her vanity to perform her skin care routine, then finish her hair care routine, brushing out any tangles while gently blow drying her hair on the lowest dryer setting. It took longer to dry but wouldn't frizz out her hair or neutralize the effect of the deep conditioning she had completed while bathing.
**
John McCleod sat in his apartment in darkness and brooded over the previous evening. Empty beer cans and liquor bottles littered the tiny studio apartment. Having not been allowed to seen his son in nearly two years he had finally been invited to Delacroix Manor for a visit. John had looked forward to seeing his son and sharing a meal and watching football like they used to do back in America. It should have been a ...well, it should have been better than what actually happened.
John had hoped that there would have been time to talk, and maybe plan a way to get Jules out of there. Since his ex-wife and daughter had failed in their escape John had imagined that he would come up with a way to get Jules free. He didn't really have more than a vague idea yet on how, but had thought visiting would help him garner ideas. John had no intention of failing his son.
Since his charges were dropped and he was released from prison technically he didn't have a record. But after putting his resume out and networking and innumerable interviews, well, it didn't take a genius to see that John was blacklisted. John found that he needed to conserve his precious resources if he couldn't find work. If he lived in near poverty he could reasonably expect to stretch out his share of the bride price until his death. But that didn't seem like a good option.
With 1 million dollars from the bride price he had hoped to re-establish some sort of career and keep his family together. But his wife and daughter were unforgiving in their opinion that Jules'...condition...was entirely John's Fault. Separation and Divorce soon followed. The divorce was settled in a day. Half of his share went to his wife.
John didn't blame them. They were angry. It was a natural feeling.
But how could Jules just go along with it? John couldn't fathom that his son would actually be happy in his life as a feminized male bride.
From the time he arrived at the manor Count Delacroix had been warm and friendly and welcoming to John. He embraced him almost as a long lost friend. The count had looked and acted so happy.
That was weird, but nothing like when Jules made his entrance into the room. John was flabbergasted to see Jules so...beautiful...and feminized; his barely there cheerleader outfit displaying far more of his son's body than he ever needed to see. How in the world was his waist so tiny? And those huge ponytails on each side of his head, with ribbons no less. The costume was...slutty. The experience seeing his son was so disorienting.
But his body, and his face, all made up with make-up...Jules looked nothing like a young man at all and everything like a pretty young woman. The resemblance to his sister was...well, it was identical. If he hadn't known it was his son he would have never been able to guess he wasn't a real woman.
And the way his son seemed proud to show off his lower back tattoo like that...
John remembered everything making him feel so off balance. He had started drinking earlier and more while watching the game than he usually did, or should have. Sneaking glances at his son as he sat next to him on the couch. Jules would sometimes catch him looking at him and just...smile at him, shyly.
It was nothing like what he expected!
Ok, maybe he shouldn't have made that bet with the count about the blow job. But seriously, who pays off a bet like that anyway? It was supposed to just be a funny joke...
But Jules didn't even say anything, didn't even put up a fight or protest.
And then when the Vikings lost...and Jules actually got up and got between the counts knees...and knelt down between them...and fished out his cock...
And actually started sucking on the count's cock...right there in front of him!
John couldn't shake the vision and the memory from his mind.
The slurping sound as Jules went down on the count so fast, without hesitation, like his life depended on it.
The view of Jules' back, on his knees, his high heels, and thigh highs, and wait, were those Vikings Logo panties peeking out from under his damn Vikings cheerleader mini-skirt? John had never thought of Jules as having long sexy legs or a sexy ass before.
That lower back tattoo again. The way the lights played off of and interacted with the shades of white and silver ink of the angel wings, shimmering, glistening...
And then the count started to monologue, and Jules, just...kept...sucking...cock.
John lost all hope when the count sprayed his cum all over his son's face and his son just sat there and took it...Jules had been so focused the count actually had to push him off his cock...
John couldn't understand why but after what he saw...Jules was gone...only Jewel remained...
John Mcleod grabbed a half empty bottle of whiskey from the end table by the side of his chair. He couldn't be bothered with pouring any into a glass. There were no clean glasses anyway...he had a memory he needed to drown out.
**
The honeymoon is definitely over, the count thought ruefully! It was obvious that Jewels father no longer had an emotional or a moral hold on Jewel, his boorish and drunken behavior the previous night ensured it.
And since Jewels mother and sister have long since been repatriated to America, Jewel would have nothing holding her to the marriage. The count was far from disappointed in how things had worked out. Humiliating her father and breaking his spirit as well as the hypnotic control he exercised over Jewel were satisfying victories.
So much effort taken to assist her in her transformation and acceptance of her new role and identity and although there was a considerable preponderance of "other" leverage to hold her willingly and compel her reluctantly, Jean Claude considered that he might now simply divorce her. He had his fun and now it might be time to move on.
Should he file for divorce citing Alienation of affection, or could he find a way to satisfy the stringent legal requirements to simply cast her off. No point in giving alimony to a male-bride if he didn't have to.
He would have his attorney research how that could be done. In the mean time Jean Claude decided to send Jewel away for awhile to keep her safe. He could just put her in prison, he had the authority, but again, his image and reputation would suffer among his peers. Leaving her locked in the manor estate was just asking for trouble, would be costly, annoying and would raise questions. Jean Claude was a resourceful man however, and already knew of one place where he could send her and keep her occupied, allay concerns from those who opposed him and most importantly, out of his way.
**
"Good morning Lady Delacroix, Your make-up looks wonderful today." Leanne enthused.
"Youthful and innocent just like you requested." Jewel answered. Requested meaning expected, she thought.
Jewel had used neutral colors to complement her natural skin tone, soft pink lipstick, pale pink eye shadow, and a touch of mascara and only a light dusting of blush on the apple of her cheeks.
Jewel next made her way to her closet and looked at the clothes Leanne had put out for her to wear. She worried slightly upon recognizing a school girl uniform. She was gratified to see the plain white bra and panties that Leanne had selected. Jewel didn't realize the significance that her acceptance of the lesser evil of wearing plain panties compared to more erotic intimates like stockings and garter belts had on her.
The school uniform consisted of a blue pleated tartan skirt; it looked to be just above the knee in length, white blouse, blue knee high socks, and a blue short sleeved sweater with a crest on the front. Jules assumed the crest represented the school. Leanne had also set out a new pair of black patent 4 inch stilettos. Jewel stepped into her stilettos immediately after the shower. Her feet had adapted over the months of forced wearing of high heels that she could no longer walk comfortably without them.
Leanne watched Jewel as she proceeded with her morning beauty routine. She was proud that she had learned her lessons well. She still prompted her on rare occasions on what to do or how to do something. She was pleased that she didn't struggle against her station or married status anymore and had apparently accepted her social standing and status as countess.
No, Leanne was not deluding herself as to her true heart felt acceptance. Just that she complied and cooperated as expected.
It was just before 8am when Jewel finished her entire beauty ritual. She dressed quickly, thankful that the pleated skirt meant she wouldn't have to tuck her genitals back between her legs. Tucking could sometimes become very uncomfortable after awhile.
Jewel admired herself in the mirrored room for a few moments as required, and then went downstairs to breakfast. The count was already there, wearing a bathrobe and reading the newspaper. Jewel stood next to her husband. She waited patiently for her husband to take notice of her and lower his newspaper for a good morning kiss. Jewel knew better than to try to skip the kiss and give Leanne any opportunity to provide more discipline or training. The Count held Jewel by the chin and gave her a kiss on the lips.
"I know you will do well in school and make me proud." He said before returning his attention to his newspaper.
Jewel wondered what he meant. Her outfit was of higher quality than some cheap and silly fetish costume but Leanne hadn't briefed her on what role play she was being expected to perform.
Lacking guidance, Jewel took her place at the table, carefully folding the skirt under her as she sat down to prevent it wrinkling, and ate her breakfast of Juice, toast, and fresh fruit.
Jules missed bacon and eggs and pancakes and all the normal foods he used to enjoy at breakfast, but Leanne had suggested, and the count had agreed, that his ideal weight should be less than 140 pounds and they controlled his meals to ensure he never went over that mark.
Jewel shuddered internally as she realized she had thought of herself as jules...as she was before her marriage. For some reason she found it uncomfortable to think that way anymore. It gave her brain the wobbles.
After breakfast Leanne made Jewel practice her voice exercises again, as well as her poise. Leanne enjoyed using the traditional method of having Jewel walk while balancing a book on top of her head. Her high heels didn't pose a problem anymore and as Leanne was fond of reminding Jewel "Perfect practice makes perfect." Jewel recited tongue twisters as she practiced her walk. Elocution was so easy now after two years of practice.
After her etiquette and deportment lessons Leanne escorted Jewel out to the waiting car and had her secured to the seat with cuffs and leg shackles as usual. Confused, Jewel wondered where she was being taken.
"Leanne, where are we going?"
"You are being taken to boarding school today." Leanne answered dutifully.
"No, seriously, where are we going?"
"Boarding school, as I just said. Your husband has enrolled you in boarding school and you will be living there while you attend school and classes."
Being driven to school in a limousine was an experience Jules hadn't had since his junior prom. Jules guessed the ride from his home to the school was about an hour long. He wished he could see out the windows but Leanne didn't open the curtains until they were arriving at the school. Leanne knew that Jules was always paying attention to their travels and trying to use the information in his escape attempts.
Jewel felt lightheaded again thinking of herself as Jules and concentrated on her breathing and composure. It took only a moment before she made the mental shift back to herself. Her lightheadedness disappeared.
When they were close enough, Leanne pushed a button and the curtains drew back from the windows. Jewel saw a huge brick building covered in ivy. The limo drove through a wrought iron gate and pulled into a courtyard. Leanne removed Jewels' restraints while they waited for the driver to open the door for them and as she was getting out of the car she saw that the wrought iron gate to the courtyard had closed and locked behind them.
Holy crap, Jewel thought. Is she serious? This looks serious!
Jewel followed Leanne through the front doors as they made their way to the staff offices. She stood silently as Leanne spoke to the receptionist. "Lady Jewel Delacroix is here for her 10 o'clock appointment."
"Welcome to Sacred Heart Academy. Your appointment will be in the headmistress's office. Your teacher, the headmistress and the Mother Superior are all eager to meet you and make your acquaintance."
The receptionist stood up and Jules saw she wore the same uniform he did, except she wore a fitted blazer jacket instead of a sweater and the word "staff" was embroidered just below the school emblem.
Jules and Leanne followed the receptionist into the headmistress's office and Jewel again stood politely and quietly as Leanne made introductions.
"I am Leanne, Chaperone and Governess to Lady Jewel Delacroix."
"Lady Jewel Delacroix, Countess; allow me to introduce to you the Mother Superior of Sacred Heart Academy, Sister Mary Agatha."
Jewel had never met a nun before and she was exactly how she had imagined it. No make-up on her face, Dressed in black and white with her hair and most of her face hidden inside a black and white habit. Jewel shook her hand exactly as Leanne had taught her. It was best to go along with this until she figured out exactly what was happening.
"Sister Mary, I am pleased to make your acquaintance."
"Lady Delacroix, your teacher, Mrs. Anna Smith."
Jewel was not impressed with her teacher. She was quite plain, as well as being short, and her pudgy figure was not well represented by wearing the school uniform as she did. Nonetheless Jules greeted the teacher just as politely.
"Lady Delacroix, Ms. Donna Hancock, Headmistress of Sacred Heart Academy."
The Principal was also wearing the exact same school uniform as Jewel, with the blazer jacket of course, but below her school crest it read 'Headmistress'.
"Headmistress Hancock." Jewel repeated her handshake and pleasantries. Jewel felt the firm grip of her handshake. It contrasted sharply with the limp wrist Leanne had made him practice over and over until he got it right. Jewel was also surprised at how beautiful she was. Her uniform fit her full, feminine and statuesque figure perfectly. Her reddish brown hair was in a tight bun that gave the impression of someone used to exercising authority. She was tall and thin, but from the strength of her handshake Jewel guessed that she must work out. Jewel looked at her shoes. It looked as if she was wearing 3 inch heels, but she guessed that the headmistress was about the same height as she was.
Ms. Hancock didn't let go of Jewels hand right away either, instead she held onto it for longer than was strictly necessary. Jewel was also startled by her penetrating green eyes. Jewel started to feel flustered as she seemed to be able to see right through her.



The headmistress indicated for them to sit in the chairs placed before the desk while the teacher stood off to the left and the Headmistress stood behind the desk to Mother Superior's right.
"This is a very unusual situation we find ourselves in today." Mother Superior began.
Jewel thought she was talking about her being a male bride, and was slightly surprised when she continued.
"It is not often someone as old as Lady Delacroix and already possessing a secondary education should seek admittance here, as well as being a married woman."
Now Jewel wondered if they didn't know she was really a guy.
Leanne responded smoothly. "Count Delacroix has always been a strong supporter and booster of this school. His only daughter attended this institution as a child and the count would like to see his new wife receive the same formal education as any other noble child of the realm."
The Headmistress was not easily swayed. "You are asking for us to make an exception to allow a male bride into an all-girl's school. That has never been done before."
"And yet there are no rules against it, nor are there any rules specifying an age requirement." Leanne answered.
"And of course, there is the small matter of her true gender." Mrs. Anna Smith said.
There it is, thought Jewel. She shifted uncomfortably in her seat, embarrassed but somehow hoping that it would mean they wouldn't let her attend.
Mother Superior scowled slightly at his teacher before continuing on "Of course there isn't any rule against that either because it has always been understood since it's founding that this was a school for girls."
Leanne seemed to be enjoying the debate. "The Count and Countess are aware of the slight inconvenience that some may perceive to be an issue, yet the Countess is here to request admittance as a student. She will not exercise any of her noble rights or authority while within these walls. She only wishes to pursue her education."
The headmistress turned her attention to Jewel. "And is this true?"
Jewel didn't have to look at Leanne to know he needed to play along. She still wasn't entirely certain this was seriously going to happen. She looked directly at the headmistress, answering "Yes Headmistress. It is true."
Leanne looked approvingly at Jewel. She had answered just as she had been trained.
"And we understand she is to reside here during the week with the other pupils, returning home on the weekends, just as the others do?" The teacher asked.
"No," Leanne answered. "Lady Delacroix knows that this is and always has been a boarding school. She will adhere to the same schedule as the other students, but she is to remain housed here until her husband calls for her."
This seemed to cause mild annoyance among the school staff.
"In that case there is the problem of rooming. She cannot share a dorm room with any of the other students, lest...ahh...modesty or chastity be compromised." The headmistress pronounced, leveling a firm gaze a Jewel.
"The count agrees to the stipulation that she shall have her own room and that room rent and tuition shall be adjusted accordingly." Leanne came prepared for every argument they could make and was enjoying the meeting immensely. She knew the interview was really a formality as she had seen to all the details previously.
The Headmistress looked first at Jewel's teacher and then at Mother Superior. Jewel noticed a slight not of assent each one gave before the headmistress turned to him and spoke again.
"Very well, we shall accept 'her' on a trial basis. As long as she is able to act as a proper lady and student then she will be welcome here. Of course she will be subject to all the rules the same as the other girls."
Jewel felt surprise and defeat; they were actually letting her in. This wasn't a joke, this was really happening.
Leanne smiled sweetly, like a kindly aunt, "Of course headmistress. We wouldn't have it any other way."
**
Leanne turned to Jewel. "Lady Delacroix, Your prescriptions are with the school nurse now. She will see that you take your medicine according to the doctors' orders."
You mean my bastard husband's orders, Jewel thought.
"My contract with you is at an end. As of now I am no longer your Chaperone, I am so proud of you and the progress you have made. I know you will do well here on your own. Remember that you represent the house of Delacroix and must act honorably."
Though surprised at the news and everything else that had happened this day, Jewel listened to Leanne's speech and didn't show any emotion or change in her expression. As far as she knew this was just one more way of setting her up for another humiliating experience.
"Where will you go now?" Jewel asked.
"I have been contacted by a local shipping magnate who seeks my assistance with his arranged marriage." Leanne spoke politely without revealing any real details. Confidentiality was one of her strongest traits. Jewel could read about everything in the society pages of the newspapers as it happened if she wanted to.
"I thank you for your service and will always remember what you have done." Jewel replied. She emphasized "what you have done" more than was necessary.
Leanne noticed the emphasis in Lady Delacroix's statement and that Jewel didn't exactly use the polite wording she had been trained to say. She held Lady Delacroix's gaze and saw her pretty yet expressionless face looking back.
She still does not appreciate all that we have done for her, Leanne thought. Leanne kissed Lady Delacroix on the forehead, surprising Jewel as she did so, then turned and walked out of the office.
Jewel stared blankly in space for quite some time after Leanne left. Was she really free of Leanne now? Was she actually out of her life?
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Dear Diary,
Most students tend to either love or hate their school. As a male-bride student I was in a unique situation to both love and hate my school...
**
Jewel's reverie was interrupted as she was led by her teacher for an indoctrination tour of the school.
The first stop was to her private apartment, if you could call it that. Jewel lugged her trunk of clothes up several flights of stairs before being led to a long hallway with multiple doors.
Despite saying that she would be treated like any other student, Jewel wasn't being given a dorm room. The official reason was that her age and married status entitled her to a private apartment in the staff residence wing. Jewel knew it was really because of her gender. It would be stupid to let a man bunk with the female student body.
Jewel smiled inwardly at her humor...student body.
Jewel set her trunk in the center of the room. She was now alone with her teacher.
"You will be locked in here each night by the headmistress. In the morning, she will let you out. This wing is empty except for you and the headmistress as most of the staff no longer lives in-house. You are expected to be bathed and dressed and ready when she arrives. You will visit the nurse for your medications before joining the rest of the students in the dining hall for breakfast."
Jewel paid close attention as Leanne had not told him anything about what was expected of him.
"Of course Ms. Smith, however; I was wondering what my class schedule will be?"
"We have reviewed your school transcripts and determined what you need. Your required courses are history, choir, dance, languages, literature, forensics (debate), etiquette and deportment."
Jewels was disappointed as she listened to her teacher describe the course work. "What possible job will a graduate be able to get from this course of study?" She asked.
"Graduates are preparing for college or marriage into a noble family or as a member of the upper classes of commoners; wealthy businessmen, and so on."
Jewel didn't know what to think of that information, and her teacher's tone was condescending. She answered her question as if she were a slow child. Trophy wives, you mean, Jewel thought. But she also had one more concern.
"I am already an accomplished dancer and have had deportment and etiquette lessons daily from my governess. I have received private dance lessons weekly since my marriage." Jewel hoped to avoid the etiquette and dance classes altogether. She hated being forced to dance with a man and pretend to enjoy it. The etiquette classes seemed redundant and unnecessary.
"We know. Except for ballet, you will be a teacher's assistant. Many of our older girls serve as TA's for their final year before graduation. It provides valuable work experience they would not have otherwise. You will also be a teacher's assistant in your etiquette class as well"
"Oh. And when will I graduate?" Jewel didn't know how long her husband expected her to remain in school. She also wondered if they were serious about having to take ballet.
"That we don't know yet. Follow me now, it's time for lunch."
Jewel followed her teacher through the old school. Everything about the place felt old and depressing. Jewel followed her teacher as she led him through many hallways and ultimately into a large dining hall.
Jewel looked around and thought it reminded her of something, maybe from a movie. Students sat at tables arranged in three rows down the length of the hall, while the staff sat at one long table placed on a riser at the front of the room, overlooking the students. Jewel did a quick count. 3 rows of tables, 10 tables per row, 4 students per table, must mean 120 students. Jewels count of the chairs at the faculty's table was only 15 making 8 students per staff member.
Mrs. Anna Smith led Lady Delacroix up to the front and center of the faculty tables and tapped a spoon on a glass to get the students attention. When the conversation quieted down she made her announcement.
"Students, may I introduce Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix, the male-bride of Count Delacroix, one of our patrons. She is to remain here as a student and begin her course of study today. Welcome her and treat her as you would any other student."
Jewel was embarrassed and annoyed by the introduction. She had hoped her ability to pass as a woman would at least let her blend in among the students. She had long ago come to realize that it was less humiliating for her if strangers she met thought she was actually a woman. And now on her very first day here her teacher had just outed her as a man to everyone.
Jewel saw that the food was served in a serving line at the back of the room by some of the other students. She joined the line and took a tray and a meal. The crowded hall would mean she would have to sit next to some of the other students. Jewel stood for a moment and looked out over the room, unsure of where to sit until she saw one of the students wave her over. She paused for a moment, before walking over to their table and taking a seat.
"Jewel? What a lovely name. Welcome to our school. I'm Sylvia, this is Mindy, and this is Becky. We've never had a married woman here before. What's it like to be a mail-order bride? What country were you ordered from? Why did you do it? Was it scary?"
Jewel nearly choked in surprise at her assumption and her rapid fire questioning. Did she really just assume that she was a mail-order bride and not a male-bride?
"Don't be stupid Sylvia," Mindy spoke next, "She's that male-bride...the man who married Count Delacroix almost two years ago. We read about it in our class...current events...remember?" Mindy shook her head in condescension at Sylvia's stupidity.
"Oh My God! How fascinating. You are really a man?" Becky asked incredulously. "I couldn't tell. Is that why you married a man; because you look like a girl?"
Jewel quickly became irritated by her stupid questions and rapid fire speaking style. Was she actually supposed to answer any of these questions or just sit politely and smile?
"So, if you are married, and you are both men, how do you have sex?" Sylvia asked.
Jewel wasn't sure if she was naïve, or just plain ignorant.
"Don't be dense," Mindy again, "We've talked about 'god's loophole' before."
"Really? Doesn't that hurt? Wait, doesn't that mean you are still a virgin?" Becky asked.
"What's god's loophole?" Jewel finally asked.
The girls just stared straight at him then giggled.
"OMG, he even sounds like a girl." Sylvia stated astonished.
"God's loophole is...well...you know, anal." Mindy informed. Becky and Sylvia blushed. "If a woman has anal sex with a man it's not really sex." Mindy looked back at Becky "But if a man does it with a man it's still a sin."
It slowly dawned on Jewel as she realized the girls were simply fascinated to have a "married male-bride" among them. She wished she knew how to answer their questions.
"So what dorm are you staying in? I bet they put you in with us, since we're the oldest." Sylvia asked.
"I've been given an apartment in the staff quarters." Jewel answered simply. She could hardly call it an apartment. A small bathroom, bedroom, and a galley kitchen; maybe 200 square feet she guessed, if that.
"You live in staff?" Mindy asked. Her tone was suddenly resentful. "No one lives there anymore."
"Headmistress Hancock does." Becky piped in cheerfully.
Mindy glared angrily at Becky.
Jewel couldn't quite figure these girls out. "So how do things work around here anyway?"
"The students do all the work; laundry, cleaning, kitchen duty; except for teachers and the nurse of course." Sylvia answered.
"Sounds like a prison." Jewel said.
"Yes." All three girls answered simultaneously; then giggled conspiratorially at themselves.
Jewel actually started to feel a bit better. It may be like a prison but at least without her husband here she won't be getting raped.
"So what is up with this country anyway?" Jules asked the girls.
"What do you mean?" Becky smiled at Jewel. "God, your voice is just so...girly."
"I mean, this country has French Chateaus' in the countryside, English Tudor's and brownstones in the cities and suburbs, Irish Hamlets in the wilds, and Mediterranean villas on the coast. It's like Allegoria has an identity crisis."
"You mean you don't know our history?" Mindy saw the headmistress walking the rows of tables and waved her over.
"Hello girls, Lady Delacroix, I trust we are all getting along nicely here."
"Yes Headmistress" Becky and Sylvia chorused.
"Lady Delacroix has just told us she doesn't know the history of Allegoria." Mindy tattled.
"Oh really?" Ms. Hancock smiled pleasantly at Jewel. "I'll let your teacher know to expect an oral report on our history for your first assignment. Carry on ladies"
"Yes headmistress." Mindy, Becky and Sylvia chorused again.
**
Mindy Tartovski decided she didn't like Jewel. She...no, 'he', didn't deserve to be in this school. And to have his own room while she had to bunk with Sylvia and Becky! That was so unfair. They were both 17 and her closest friends, but Mindy had just turned 18 and was due to graduate soon. If anyone should have their own private room it should be her. Now some 20 year old girly-boy male-bride himbo gets a better room than she does. Mindy had thought they could have been friends, but now, not so much.
Mindy was determined to ask the headmistress when she saw her later that night. Mindy wondered which apartment Jewel was in and how close it was to Donna's.
**
The headmistress left the girls in the dining hall and made her way back to her office. It was nice to see the girls welcome their new student so quickly. Donna Hancock was worried however at the precedent they were setting in allowing a 20 year old married male bride into their academy. As she arrived at her desk she saw the draft of the letter they were considering sending out to the families of the girls detailing the admittance of their new student.
Donna read it carefully before realizing that sending it out might in fact be a disaster. What would the parents do if they knew a male-bride was attending the same school as their daughters? Donna took the draft letter and dropped it into a drawer.
The headmistress tried to put it behind her. She smiled and licked her lips as she thought of her plans for the evening. With the students back in school from the weekend Donna was eager for her evening tutorial with Mindy.
Donna knew Mindy was in love with her headmistress. The girls she chose to tutor always did. With her finally turning 18 it was time to slowly dial up the relationship. Donna had practice seducing the young women and introducing them to the pleasures of a lesbian relationship. She knew how to use girls as they come through school for her own needs until they graduate, and then end the relationship in such a way that the girls would always remember it fondly. And more importantly, without wanting to pursue their relationship further.
Donna Hancock was considering who she would take as her next lover and instead found herself thinking of and fascinated by Jewel. She was prepared to object to her admittance at the meeting that morning, but when she saw her...him? At the meeting she could not tell she was actually a guy.
She remembered the papers detailing that he had been receiving hormones and a brief outline of the training he had received from his chaperone. But the most impressive effect was the physical presentation he made just standing there, quietly, his...err...her school uniform with her school sweater that clung tightly to her curvaceous and toned body.
Headmistress Donna Hancock thought about Jewel and realized she was exactly the type of girl she would normally seduce. Except for the fact that she wasn't really a girl, that is. Donna pushed thoughts of Lady Delacroix out of her head for now. After all, she had a school to run.
**
The private investigator was frustrated.
It had taken him weeks to track down Countess Delacroix's hidden location. Her disappearance from the manor house seemingly unexplained. Only having overheard comments the count had made to another noble allowed him to track her to this school.
But after two weeks of staking out the school he had nothing to show for his efforts. The countess apparently remained indoors or never left the school for any reason. The private investigator had tried to take photographs with the telephoto lens when the students were out in the field for soccer or field hockey, but he had been rousted by the police.
That was embarrassing. He was made to leave the area. The police were probably convinced he was a pervert spying on the young women. Even the drone footage he had used earlier showed nothing of her whereabouts.
Yes, the private investigator was definitely frustrated. His employer would not be pleased.
**
Jewel sat in the school parent teacher conference room with her attorney. Jewel was disappointed that she wasn't allowed to go and visit her lawyer at their offices anymore. Instead, since she was being sequestered at the boarding school her lawyers sent one of their junior associates to meet her once a month. At least she was busy with school so there was no short term danger going stir crazy.
Jewel handed over her diary so the legal secretary could type her entries into their electronic copy for their records. While the secretary worked on her laptop, jewel queried her attorney.
"Something had been bothering me. When my husband spoke to my father he mentioned that my grandfather was a member of the nobility who had lost his fortune."
The lawyer's interest seemed to pique when she made mention of this fact.
"Did he mention what that name was?" the lawyer asked?
"No. He didn't." Jewel answered "Is there any way to find out what it was?"
"We can do a search of Burke's Peerage and see if the name is listed there, once we know the name, that is."
"And how do we find out what it is...I'm thinking McLeod is actually an alias my father used to escape this country."
"Well, we can search employment records and will probably find out from those. Your father probably used the alias after he fled so the employment records would have the original name. Finding one from 18 years ago would mean looking into archived files. It may take time, but is likely the best course of success."
"Then do it," Jewel ordered "find out what my real name was."
**
Donna Hancock began Mindy's tutorial as she always had. Taking her cardigan sweater to make her comfortable, setting their session on the couch facing a small fireplace, sadly inactivated. A fire would have been a perfect accessory for the seduction that was to follow. Instead, the candles staged therein would have to suffice.
Donna listened attentively as Mindy recited her lesson. Occasional words of praise and encouragement were expressed. Donna would further inflame the young woman's passion with a soft caress of her arm or shoulder; all innocent of course.
As the lesson neared its end Donna praised her performance and allowed that she was about to open a bottle of wine. It was such a busy week, and stressful. Mindy agreed of course. She was so enamored with her, Donna thought. She offered Mindy a glass. Mindy accepted shyly and eagerly. She's so cute, Donna mused as she went to her galley kitchen to retrieve the Riesling she had chilled.
Placing the wine and two glasses on the coffee table Donna turned and knelt before her fireplace. As she lit the candles she quickly glanced back over her shoulder and caught Mindy staring at her legs and ass.
Donna knew she looked good and took pride in her appearance. She didn't spend all those hours in the school gym for nothing. Donna dimmed the lights of her apartment and took her seat next to Mindy. Opening the bottle of wine she poured two glasses and gave one to Mindy.
"To graduation; you've worked so hard and deserve the happiness that comes with your efforts." Donna toasted.
Mindy was entranced by Donna and sipped her wine after the toast. Donna could see the anticipation building in the young woman. She tenderly reached out her hand and stroked Mindy's hair, pleased as the young woman sighed with pleasure at the tender touch.
"You are such a pretty young woman. I bet you have the attention of all the boys when you go home."
Mindy frowned slightly. "I suppose."
"You suppose?"
"I have a friend or two who like to hang out, and I think they like me, but they never do or say anything." Mindy allowed.
Donna held Mindy's gaze.
"Young men are often unsure of them selves and are afraid of rejection."
"I suppose..." Mindy took another sip of her wine. She liked the sweetness.
"Surely you have kissed and been kissed by now?
"Well, No...not yet...I'm...no..." Mindy looked sad.
"Well that just makes me sad and we need to fix this right now."
Mindy fairly shivered with anticipation.
"Oh...how?"
Donna took Mindy's glass of wine and set it down on the table with her own.
"Stand up."
Mindy and Donna stood up next to the couch.
"When a boy is interested in you and wants to kiss you he will likely move in next to you like this."
Donna stood close to Mindy
"He will probably put his hands on your hips and pull you close, like this."
Donna took Mindy by her hips and pulled her next to her.
"Often times a first kiss is during a slow dance at a party or other social function...Alexa, play playlist 1"
Soft music warmed the room with musical ambience. Donna slowly turned Mindy as she led her in a slow dance."
"This isn't like the dances we learned in class." Mindy giggled nervously.
"No, it isn't. Most young men actually don't take dance classes anymore. It's sad, but the best they usually do is a slow shuffle of their feet. The purpose is to hold you close, like this."
Donna pulled Mindy into a close embrace as she turned her in time to the music, dancing slowly.
Mindy actually gasped softly at the sudden closeness. She placed her hands on Donna's shoulders as they danced. She felt giddy at being held so closely by her headmistress and tutor.
"What happens next?"
"When a boy thinks that he won't be rejected he will often simply come close, like this."
Donna eased into Mindy, her lips now mere centimeters for hers. Mindy could feel Donna's warm breath and flushed with expectancy.
"And then he will kiss you, like this."
Donna kissed Mindy gently on her lips.
Mindy's eyelids fluttered in surprise, giddiness, and pleasure. She wanted this. The headmistress, Donna, held her close, and her lips were so soft. Their shared body heat made Mindy warm and she felt a surge of arousal and an embarrassing wetness between her legs.
After merely a moment, Donna broke the kiss and leaned back slightly to look at the young woman. Mindy had her eyes closed and was lost in pleasure, her lips still slightly pursed.
Mindy regained her composure and gaze adoringly into Donna's eyes.
"What happens next?" She asked breathlessly.



Donna smiled at the young woman.
"Everything."
"When you are certain that the time is right and the young man is right and you want to take things to the next level, more physical forms of intimacy follow."
"More?" Mindy inquired.
Donna leaned in a kissed Mindy again, gently at first and then more insistently. Mindy responded in kind. Donna was very pleased as she gave Mindy a gentle tease with the tip of her tongue on Mindy's lips and the young woman's lips parted slightly.
Donna took advantage of the opportunity to slowly ease her tongue into the young woman's mouth and tease her tongue with her own.
Intuitively, at just the right moment, Donna broke the kiss and pulled away, leaving the young woman gasping for breath.
Mindy was flushed with anticipation. "More." She said. Wait...that was supposed to be a question?
Donna gave Mindy another long kiss, and was excited that Mindy was trying to match her efforts with her tongue as well.
Donna ended the kiss and waited as the young woman again regained some semblance of composure.
"But of course, there are other places that lovers kiss, besides on the lips."
"There are?" Mindy asked.
Donna smiled at the young woman's naivete and unbuttoned the top button of Mindy's blouse. This was the critical juncture. Donna knew she hadn't misread the situation, but this was the crossing the Rubicon moment for Mindy.
Mindy's eyes flashed with concern, and then lust took over. Shyly, carefully, she reached for the buttons on Donna's blouse.
"No." Donna stated firmly.
Mindy's eyes opened wide in surprise and suddenly became fearful. Did she do something wrong?
"Let me." Donna smiled at the young woman and pushed her hands down to her sides.
Donna gave Mindy another kiss as she undid each button, from the top down. In mere moments Mindy's blouse was opened and Donna pushed it off Mindy's shoulders and removed it, allowing it to fall to the floor.
"If you allow it to go this far, a boy will pull you into an embrace and try to remove your bra. Most boys will fumble a bit with the clasps."
Donna pulled Mindy back into an embrace and wrapped her in a hug. With one simple motion she freed the bra clasp.
"Of course, sometimes they will get lucky and manage it right away."
Donna took the bra and slowly pulled it away from Mindy, the dropped it to the floor, exposing the young woman's budding breasts. Mindy's nipples swelled with arousal upon exposure to the warm air.
Donna gave Mindy another kiss as her hand reached up to touch the young woman's breasts. Mindy flinched in surprise and gasped at her touch,
"Young men don't have breasts so they will want to touch yours and feel them. In their inexperience they may be too rough, so you may need to remind them to be gentle."
Donna gently cupped Mindy's breasts and teased her nipples with her thumbs. She interspersed kisses with her manual attention until Mindy was sighing rhythmically with pleasure.
"Are you alright Mindy? Do you want this lesson to continue?"
Mindy's eyes fluttered open. She had closed them as she focused on the pleasure from having her breasts fondled and Donna's kisses.
"Yes..." She answered breathily.
"Yes what?"
Mindy was confused "Yes...please?"
"Yes please, Headmistress." Donna affirmed.
"Yes Please Headmistress." Mindy dutifully repeated.
"Good girl." Donna praised.
With another kiss Donna unzipped Mindy's uniform skirt and let it fall to the floor. Hooking her thumbs into the hem of Mindy's panties Donna swiftly lowered Mindy's panties to the floor and took a step back to admire the young woman.
Mindy now stood naked, in only her kitten heels, her school uniform in a pile around her feet. Donna stood before her, fully clothed in her staff uniform and admired the nubile young woman's body.
Donna had asserted her dominance with her insistence on being addressed by her title as headmistress and by maintaining her clothed appearance. Donna had used this exact method several times before. Her young conquest shivered with anticipation in her naked glory, submissively waiting for what was to come next.
Donna could see the wetness glistening between the young woman's legs and could smell the heady aroma of her arousal.
"I think you are ready for the full lesson."
"Yes." Mindy answered
Donna took Mindy by her hand and eased her into position, lying down on the couch. Donna straddled Mindy, kneeling over her and began again to kiss her lips, holding her by the side of her head.
Donna made a trail of kisses down Mindy's neck, then chest, with special attention to her breasts and nipples. She left a wet trail with her tongue down the young woman's belly as she brought her face down lower on Mindy's body.
Donna moved further down the couch to a comfortable kneeling position. She put her arms between Mindy's legs and cupped Mindy's bottom with her hands. Forcing her legs apart she leaned in to the pleasant and inviting aroma of the young woman's pussy.
Donna gently teased Mindy's labia, coercing sighs of pleasure from the inexperienced young woman. Then using her thumbs she spread the outer folds to expose the moist interior. With gentle caresses of her tongue she slowly teased Mindy, building up her pleasure, yet not enough to release her orgasm.
Donna waited until Mindy's sighs became desperate cries and pleadings before moving to her aroused clitoris. With careful oral ministrations Donna felt Mindy pulse as the young woman's body tensed and shivered and her cry of rapture as her orgasm crashed through her body and senses.
Donna continued to slowly tease Mindy's pussy with her tongue as her orgasm subsided. She left the young woman on the couch as she retrieved a towel to wipe away the warm fluid from her face. When she returned Mindy was sitting up with the glow of arousal of a woman who had just experienced her first oral orgasm.
"Get up and go get that pillow over there." Donna directed the young woman.
Mindy looked confused but did as she was told.
Donna took off her panties and hiked up her skirt as she sat down on the couch.
When Mindy returned with the couch Donna saw a gleam in her eyes.
"Kneel between my legs." Donna commanded, as she spread her legs for the young woman.
Intuitively Mindy place the pillow on the floor under her knees and knelt down.
"Do you remember what I did to you?" Donna asked.
Mindy nodded her head.
"Good. Now it's my turn."
Donna place her hand behind the young woman's head and guided her as she eagerly reciprocated the oral attention she had been given.
"Good girl!" the headmistress praised. Lesson complete.
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Dear Diary,
I've attached my one written and oral report that I made while a student of the academy. It was amazing how the people of the country viewed themselves as modern and progressive yet I couldn't see anything but hypocrisy, corruption, and dystopia...
**
Jewel looked out over her classroom. She used to be good at oral reports back in Moose Lake High School. She was always a decent speaker and was able to inject jokes and humor into her reports. But she had to admit that she was a bit nervous just now, as she looked out over the polite expressions of the 30 female students in her history class she decided to just play it straight and get it over with.
During her first week at school the students had found her fascinating. Their fascination dimmed as her private quarters isolated her, her age and married male-bride status was different from what they were used to, and her increased use by the staff as a teacher's assistant meant she was less of a friend and student and more like one of their teachers.
Only four weeks into boarding school and she was now someone they treated politely and respectfully because they had to listen to her whether they wanted to or not. Jules sudden and unexpected authority as a TA was limited, but to Jules' relief the girls had already moved on to other pop culture interests and now largely left her alone.
For the life of her she didn't know why the teacher even insisted she still give a stupid oral report, but after 2 years in an arranged marriage she knew what was expected of her. She didn't know if they would punish her as Leanne had, but there was no point in finding out just yet. Jewel decided it would be best for now if she just went with the flow.
The History of Allegoria
An oral report
By
Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix.
"The country that we know as Allegoria was first settled by herders who used the lush valley to tend their flocks and herds. Early recorded history began with the Greeks with the establishment of a small fishing village at the shallow protected harbor. The small village thrived. The village grew into a city that expanded into a small trading community that consisted of capturing Slavs from the Slavic lands to sell as slaves throughout the Roman Empire."
"The settlement enjoyed some relative isolation as the valley is protected on all sides by cliffs and high hills. It was later discovered they were a caldera of a long extinct volcano. The high hills prevented easy approach over land so that as a result no army had ever bothered to conquer us as we were out of the way and not important enough."
"The modern history of Allegoria began in 1738 with the desertion of a company of Longfellows from the Soldier King Frederick William I of Prussia. Escaping from Prussia and traveling as a group and searching for safety they stumbled across the valley. The valley had become a tiny kingdom with various strong men and tribal leaders fighting for control."
"Longfellows, also called 'great men' and; 'the Potsdam Guards' were larger than average size men who where detailed to serve as the King of Prussia's personal guards. Other countries kings and queens would even send their tallest men as gifts to serve in the guards. Conditions in the Prussian army were harsh, leading many who could to escape to flee to other lands."
(Jewel thought of her husband. That's how you can tell the nobles apart from the commoners; by their size.)
"The great men who came to the valley were first hired on as mercenaries to assist the local king fight off a rebellion and warring factions among the nobles. The mercenaries were successful in assisting the local king in winning the war, but seeing the ruler as weak and corrupt, the Longfellows slew the prince and took the lands and titles for themselves establishing themselves as the new noble rulers. Following and inspired by the founding of Rome they solidified the legitimacy of their conquest by taking many of their slain foes wives for their own."
(And also making the legalized custom of arranged marriage a cultural institution, Jewel thought angrily.)
"They gave the country it's name; "Allegoria" which was meant to become an allegory of a perfect constitutional monarchy. To do this they gave each surviving member of their company a title of baron, and the few who were the best fighters and leaders the title of count. Despite their titles, their royal court would be a noble court of equals. They decided that there would be one ruler, a king, who would be elected by the barons and counts, chosen from among one of them, and would serve for life. A first among equals, as it were. At the death of the king a new king would then be elected from among the nobility. This way the head of state could change with the times, while the nobles with their hereditary titles could provide stability and constancy."
(Cling to power, and squabble among themselves endlessly, Jewel mused.)
"The nobles serve as the executive branch of government for the country and each of the baronies and counties, the commoners elect their leaders to representative parliamentary government, the judiciary consisting of officials from the commoners or clergy and appointed by the nobles, serving at the behest of the nobles. Thus, a system of checks and balances was instituted."
"In the modern era, slavery was outlawed and shipping waned as the harbor was too small to accommodate larger merchant vessels until the earthquake of 1909 resulted in the harbor floor settling downward. New banking laws (Lax banking laws thought Jewel) and gambling casinos and then later resorts supplemented traditional fishing and shipping bringing prosperity to the country."
Jewel became aware of the headmistress standing in the back of the room watching her as she delivered her report. Jewel had a hard time concentrating on delivering her report with the headmistresses penetrating green eyes focused on her. Jewel was able to finish her report on auto pilot as she found herself fantasizing about the headmistress.
"The long standing policy of non-involvement in neighboring country's affairs and official policy of neutrality coupled with geographical isolation still allows Allegoria to be stand proudly alone unencumbered by any entangling alliances that could drag her into foreign wars."
"The end"
Jewel stood at the front and waited for any questions from the students and to be dismissed by her teacher. Get a grip girl, Jewel thought to herself. For the first time in nearly 2 years, Jewel could feel her cock stirring in her panties and growing into an erection. Jewel held her report down in front of her uniform skirt to cover herself up. Jewel wasn't sure her pleated skirt alone would conceal her arousal.
"A very good report, short and sweet, and accurate." Her teacher commented.
"A very good report Lady Delacroix" the headmistress praised, "Now please join me in the hallway. We have something to discuss. Ms Smith, please excuse us."
Jewel approached slowly, walking with proper decorum, and followed the headmistress into the hallway to the stares of all her classmates. Some giggled and a few others teased "Oooh, you're in trouble." The headmistress shut the class room door behind them as they stepped into the hall.
"Yes Ma'am?"
Principal Hancock spoke first. "Hand me your paper please."
Jewel reluctantly handed his report to the Headmistress. Jewel watched her eyes and saw that as she took the paper she clearly saw that Jules was "tenting" under his skirt.
"Come with me to my office."
Jewel meekly followed the headmistress, her hands folded demurely, pressed palm to palm, holding them lower than usual, covering her lap. Her heels tapped loudly, echoing in the hallway. Jewel was flushed with embarrassment from her erection. Even though she did not know why she was in trouble, she could not keep herself from admiring the headmistress's physique and beauty.
Jewel followed her into her office. The headmistress directed Jewel to stand in the center of the room as she shut the door behind them.
"Do you find me attractive Jewel?"
"Yes." Jewel answered shyly, too frightened to think of a lie.
"We can't have this type of behavior here Countess. If the Mother Superior were to see this behavior she would insist that I take care of the problem and that chastity be instituted. Do I need to institute chastity?" Ms. Hancock's tone was firm.
Jules had no idea what chastity would be, but she was fairly certain she didn't want it.
"No Ma'am. I have panties that I can wear to make sure that I am safely tucked away. Please let me wear them instead of the...uh...chastity." Jewel felt afraid.
"Very well Jewel. You will show me these panties tonight and demonstrate how effective they are. If I am satisfied, then I will allow you to continue as a student and not inform Mother Superior just yet. Do you understand me Lady Delacroix?"
"Yes headmistress." To Jewel's relief, thanks to the dressing down by the headmistress, she felt her erection soften and fade away.
**
It wasn't until after dinner that Donna Hancock escorted Jewel to her room. She watched as Jewel changed out of her uniform and into a short black nightie with a dark red rose print pattern. The spaghetti straps exposing her shoulders and the v-neck cut of the nightie exposing the tops and cleavage of her full breasts.
"Have you been a good girl?" the headmistress asked.
"Yes Headmistress." Jewel answered meekly. She was embarrassed by her erection earlier in class.
"Now show me the panties you mentioned and explain their use."
Jewel presented her heavy nylon panties to the Headmistress and described how they were originally used as butt enhancers to provide added size and lift.
"The only problem is that they chafe terribly, so when I use them I wear cotton panties underneath, then these panties to hold back my...ummm...genitals...and if needed another pair of panties over these."
"And why would a third pair be needed?" Donna Hancock was curious.
"Ah...well...some of the dresses my husband made me wear may...um...inadvertently...provide a glimpse..." Jewel trailed off her explanation.
"I see. Well then put them on."
Jewel turned away shyly as she stepped into the cotton panties and then the thick nylon panties and pulled them up. She pushed her testicles back up into her inguinal canal and then tucked her penis back between her legs before pulling the panties up all the way, trapping her cock and balls snugly between her legs. Through out the whole process Headmistress Hancock watched with rapt attention.
"Yes. I can see the smooth, flat front it presents now."
Jewel blushed red as she held up her nightie so the headmistress could examine her panties.
"Well, it's late. Go to bed Jewel."
Jewel got under the covers and pulled the blankets up to her chin. She was still embarrassed. Even now she could feel her second erection ever (since getting married) painfully struggling to get free inside her panties. Jewel covered up and hoped the principal couldn't see that she was making her extremely uncomfortable.
"I don't see a need to place you in chastity tonight. I will consider its use only when it is necessary. Good night Lady Delacroix."
Jewel breathed a sigh of relief as the principal left the room, and heard the click of the lock as she locked the door behind her, leaving her alone in her room. Jules tossed and turned in his bed for well over half an hour. She was lonely and frustrated and couldn't sleep. Jewel couldn't stop thinking about the headmistresses beautiful body and her lovely green eyes. She hadn't felt this way in a long time. Not since high school when she was dating her first and only girlfriend.
Jewel closed her eyes and tried to will herself to go to sleep. Instead she found herself fantasizing about the headmistress. She lay in the darkness fantasizing about touching her and taking her. Jewel shocked herself with that thought, and brushed her fingers against the base of her trapped penis as she fantasized about how much she wanted to experience sex with her; with such a beautiful woman.
Jewel couldn't help herself. She pulled her panties as her cock sprung free from its nylon prison. She waited until her testicles descended from her inguinal canal and then grabbed her cock and started to stroke it. Jewel was quickly lost in the pleasurable feelings. When she briefly opened her eyes she was taken completely by surprise to find that the headmistress was standing in the doorway to her room watching her.
Donna Hancock smiled in amusement as Jewel sat up covering herself with her nightie and quickly pushing herself back against the wall at the head of the bed. She brushed her long hair that had accidentally fallen across her eyes out of the way.
"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, that won't happen again, I'm so, so, sorry." Jewel babbled and apologized, on the verge of tears. She hadn't heard the door unlock. How did she get around so quietly?
Donna watched as the countess nervously waited for her to do something. At length she finally arrived at her decision.
"I don't think this behavior must be reported just yet."
Jewel let out her breath, she hadn't realized she was holding it, and breathed deeply.
"Lie down, now." Donna spoke firmly, and gently, and watched as Jewel cautiously lay back down on the twin bed.
Jewel, trained by Leanne to always obey direct commands lay back down on the bed. She started to worry. What form of punishment is the headmistress going to give me?
Donna sat down on the edge of the bed next to Jewel and lifted up the hem of Jewel's nightie, exposing her panties, now pushed down near her knees and saw that her hard-on was pointing straight and firm.
Donna was somewhat conflicted herself. She wasn't a virgin, but if she went through with this it would be only the third time she had ever slept with a man. She admired his cock for a moment. This one was not as large and scary as the ones she remembered. It looked to be just the right size and perfectly shaped. Donna took the cock in her hand and felt its hardness. She stroked the cock up and down and felt it get even harder.
Jewel took a deep breath as the shock of pleasure from the headmistresses hand ran up her spine and down to her toes. Jewel couldn't believe what was happening. Not knowing what to do, she lay passively not wanting to ruin the moment. Jewel actually began to feel flushed in anticipation and excitement hoping that what she now wanted to happen was actually about to happen.
Donna watched as Jewel lay submissively and she felt her own arousal grow. She felt her pussy become warm and the wetness in her panties and her nipples become erect inside her blouse as her own excitement grew. She liked Jewel's passivity. She knew she liked the control she had over her female students whom she took as lovers and having that same control of a feminized male student was exquisitely delicious. The uniqueness of having a man lay down passively for her was empowering.
Donna stood up suddenly and watched Jewel as she watched her disrobe. She quickly unbuttoned and took off her blouse and bra, then kicked off her high heel shoes before unzipping her uniform skirt and letting it slip down off her waist and over her hips onto the floor.
Standing before Jewel in just her panties she commanded Jewel to "Sit up." And after she sat up on the edge of the bed she pulled her head toward her chest.
Jewel wanted more than anything than to touch her but was still afraid to act lest anything he did ruined the moment.
"Take off my panties." Donna commanded "and kiss my breasts."
Trained to always obey direct commands, Jewel acted quickly to perform as she was ordered, slipping Donna's panties down past her legs and letting them drop to the floor as she gently kissed each nipple, then each aureole and then around each breast.
Donna pulled Jewel's head tighter against her breasts, forcing her to take her nipple into her mouth. Jewel responded naturally and started to suck gently on it. Donna was amazed at his tenderness. The other men she had sex with were so much rougher than this. Jewel was behaving exactly like one of her other female students; shy and inexperienced.
Jewel was excited beyond description as the headmistress pulled her hair and head away from her breasts, and commanded her to lie down again.
Jewel did as she was told.
She obeyed and passively lay there as Donna pulled the hem of her nightie up past her waist, and the spaghetti straps down and over her breasts, exposing them to the cool air.
Jewel worried about what she would say; seeing a man with breasts. Jewel tried to think of what to say or do if she became offended by them. Explanations about the implants and the hormones she was forced to take swam through her mind. Jewel's nervous excitement grew as Donna simply got onto the bed, on all fours above her and kissed her nipples.
Jewels husband had played with her nipples before, Jewel initially feared she would be as hard on them as he was, mauling, groping, biting and pinching them. Instead Jewel felt the first pleasure she had ever felt from them as Donna's tongue gently and expertly caressed them. Feelings of pleasure filled Jewel's mind as her nipples became aroused and erect for the first time. Jewel didn't want the pleasure to stop.
Donna watched Jewels expression become dreamy with pleasure. Damn she looks just like a girl and responds just like one too. Donna had to mentally prepare herself for the next part. After several more moments of attention to Jewels breasts she turned her attention to Jewels panties.
Jewel noticed immediately when the headmistress had stopped and she opened her eyes. The feeling of wetness from her saliva on her nipples as they were exposed to the cool air of the room was wonderful. Jewel watched in awe as she gripped Jewels panties in her hands and slipped them down past her heels and off her legs. Jewels cock twitched in anticipation.
Donna tossed Jewels panties onto the floor and repositioned herself over Jewel in a 69. She looked down at Jewels cock and made a decision. She hadn't like giving head to her lovers before, but decided that she was willing to try it again. She looked back down at Jewels face.
"Lick my pussy." Her voice was soft and firm, but trained to always follow a direct command there was no doubt in Jewels mind that she would obey.
Tentatively at first, then more eagerly Jewel began to explore the folds of Principal Hancock's pussy with her mouth and tongue. Jewel was surprised that it was actually very enjoyable. There was a pleasant musky smell and her wet juices mixed easily with her saliva. Even better was when she felt Donna's mouth encompass her cock.
Donna started slowly at first. She tentatively licked the head and the shaft before slowly, inch by inch, taking Jewel's 6 inch cock into her mouth. Donna was pleased that Jewel was clean and showered, but even more pleased that Jewel's cock, only slightly above average size, didn't trigger her gag reflex.
Donna stroked Jewels' cock with her hand with firm even strokes as Jewel pleasured Donna's labia with her tongue. She had barely started when she knew she had to stop. Jewel was tensing up and getting ready to cum and Donna didn't want to let Jewel cum in her mouth.



Jewel was still lost in the throes of pleasuring Donna when the headmistress let go of his cock and sat back more onto his face. Jewel continued to lick her pussy and was even penetrating her labia with his tongue teasing her clitoris. Just as quickly as she sat back she heard her moan and felt a rush of her juices flow down and over his face. Jewel could feel her thigh muscles quiver on either side of his head as she thrust herself down harder onto his face and instinctively knew she had just had an orgasm. Jewel felt proud but also began to worry as Donna was covering his mouth and nose with her pussy and she couldn't breathe.
Donna sat up to enjoy the afterglow of her orgasm. An oral orgasm was where she usually ended things when she was with a female partner, but Donna wanted more. She was ready to do something she hadn't tried in 10 years. Donna turned around and positioned her glistening wet pussy over Lady Jewel Delacroix's hard wet throbbing cock. Donna smiled at her as she took Jewel's cock in one hand and spread her pussy open with the other and guided Jewel's cock into her tight wet folds.
Jewel felt the warmth and wetness as her cock slipped inside the headmistress' vagina. She felt ecstasy as the headmistress rode her hard cock, rocking her body back and forth, riding her glistening shaft for its full and entire length.
Donna felt ecstasy as well. Jewel fit her perfectly. Her firm rhythmic thrusting matched Jewel's smooth even counter-strokes. Donna traced her finger around Jewel's lips, feeling her juices still cooling on her face. Donna felt the hard cock inside her get even harder and watch as Jewel tensed up again, preparing to cum. Donna increased her pace and managed to orgasm a second time as Jewel became more and more excited.
With a perfect sense of timing and instinct for self preservation Donna let Jewel's cock slip free from her warm tight pussy. Grabbing it quickly with her free hand she pumped Jewel's shaft smoothly and vigorously, and watched with satisfaction as Jewel shot her seed all over her own stomach and breasts.
Donna lay down next to Jewel as Lady Delacroix and Headmistress Hancock both basked in the afterglow of their mutual pleasure. Donna pulled Jewel's nightie down over her body and watched as the thin material soaked up the spent cum, creating abstract cum stain patterns on the rose print fabric. Lady Delacroix turned slightly towards Donna and rested her head against Donnas' chest. It was only a few more moments before Lady Delacroix was asleep, her head resting against the headmistresses breasts.
Just like a man; to fall asleep right after sex. Usually her female lovers wanted to sit up and talk and discuss their feelings; especially the virgins. It was like they felt they had to analyze the event and what had happened. It was a novel relief to just lie in bed, Lady Delacroix's warm body next to hers, her soft steady breathing against Donnas' breasts, and enjoy the peace and quiet.
"I think I like it when pretty boys dress up and perform for me." The Headmistress thought to herself.
**
The therapist looked at Lady Delacroix and concealed her concern. She had never really seen Lady Delacroix happy since before the wedding. After the wedding...well...Lady Delacroix's reluctance to commit to her marriage and Count Delacroix's sense of entitlement had caused many difficulties for the therapist to try and overcome.
Yet during their therapy session, now only monthly instead of the weekly sessions the therapist had wanted, Jewel was smiling and animated. The therapist was impressed with her countenance and her mannerisms. There was nothing to indicate Jewel had ever suffered from depression or was now upset at being sent to this all girl's boarding school.
The therapist had intended to perform another one of what she was coming to think of as maintenance session for Jewel. Use her skills in hypnotherapy to ensure the subliminal and hypnotic controls were still in effect, and then, if there was still time, use her hypnotic techniques to make inquiries into Jewel's state of mind and activities.
Lady Delacroix had scuttled her intentions right away, actually declining the offer to undergo hypnosis and opting instead to simply talk.
And she had actually talked and rambled on about what she was doing and how much she liked it here at the school. If Count Delacroix's intention was to send her here to punish her and isolate her, then that plan failed completely.
Despite the therapists subtlety at guiding the session and the conversation it would seem that Lady Delacroix was enjoying her time in school. She was working as a teacher's assistant no less and often was used as a substitute teacher when regular staff had called out sick.
At the end of the session the therapist had congratulated Jewel on her progress and spoke to her of how her husband would be so proud of her.
At least that evoked a reaction as Jewel frowned upon hearing this.
The therapist would have to try again next month. She would insist on hypnotherapy for the sake of consistency and Lady Delacroix's progress. It was obvious something was going on and the therapist needed to find out what.
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For the first time since her marriage Jewel woke up the next morning feeling happy. She glanced at the clock and realized what she had done. She had finally lost her virginity with a woman. I knew I wasn't gay, she told herself as she sank back into the covers.
Jewel looked at the clock and realized she had woken just before her alarm was to sound. She waited the full minute in the warmth of her bed until it finally went off and silenced it immediately.
Tossing back the covers and swinging her feet off the bed she marveled at the energy she had. She couldn't remember ever waking up so eager since before the wedding.
She was looking forward to when Principal Hancock would come for her as they would usually take their meals together. Donna would often catch up on work or more often spend time out on town. Jewel wondered what she did and how she spent her weekends when she was away from the school.
Jewel disrobed and went to her shower. She only had an hour for her morning ablutions and beauty routine. The headmistress was punctual about unlocking her apartment door promptly at 7AM on weekends.
Jewel luxuriated in the cascade of hot water from her bathroom shower as she prepared for her day.
**
Dear Diary,
So life it private school wasn't bad at all for me. Aside from the dullness of having to wear the usual skirt and blouse uniform every day and continue to present as a woman it was actually one of the most free and happy times of my life since marriage.
After my first term in school, I was more or less promoted to teacher's assistant for several classes. History, choir, dance (except ballet), etiquette and deportment were the easiest.
Damn it all if Leanne's training of me didn't prove useful in teaching poise and etiquette.
The teaching staff came to regard me as their built in substitute teacher...And except for Languages and forensics (debate) I was able to cover and lead any class where a teacher already had a prepared lesson plan.
And then there was the headmistress...
**
Jewel smiled at the pupils as they read their assignment. It seemed difficult to not smile given how her life had turned out. She was no longer a kept slave to a madman, no longer forced to endure the unceasing erotic sexual attention of her husband.
Jewel absentmindedly listened as each of the girls read their paragraphs aloud. History was so easy. Jewel enjoyed teaching and studying history as one of the students. The more she learned, however, the more corrupt and crazy Allegoria seemed to be.
Jewel also liked that instead of the school sweater she wore in classes when she was a student, she had been allowed to purchase a staff blazer that had "Assistant" below the school crest on the breast pocket. A concession to her unique position in the school.
And while she still had to take meals with the students at the students table she mingled freely, usually sitting with the older students who were due to graduate soon. Having the foresight to separate 'work' from 'study' made her a bit of a unicorn, but not an isolated one.
"Ok, Becky, Are you ready to deliver your report?" Jewel inquired.
"Yes Lady Delacroix."
Jewel smiled at the use of her honorific. When teaching the students addressed her by her title or her honorific but when sitting as a student they simply referred to her as 'Jewel'.
"In that case please come up to the front and begin."
"A report on the Bimbo Lottery. By Becky Anderson."
Jewel was surprised at hearing the title and found she was listening with rapt attention.
"The Bimbo lottery is actually the slang term for a program developed by the National Social Service Acquisition and Maintenance Department."
After the near defeat of our armies at the end of the Great European Conflict power was seized by coup as women rose up against the military government in an effort to end Allegoria's participation in the war and bring their men home.
While most of the soldiers and men who returned from the war were eager for an end to the fighting and for peace to be restored, a cabal of military officers resented their displacement and tried to regain power. The Matriarchal government that was set up however was forewarned and was able to defeat the rebellion and suppress their supporters.
Concerned that resentments would simmer, the matriarchy took steps to ensure that the rebellion would be suppressed permanently and that no man would again take up arms against the nation.
Creative solutions were needed and a creative solution was found. The rebels would be punished by decimation. But instead of every tenth man being executed, every tenth man would have been placed into a lottery pool. Each of these men was examined and if selected by random chance would be forcibly feminized, as an example to all other would be rebels.
The National Social Service Acquisition and Maintenance department was established to enforce this program. In addition to their physical transformations, substantial effort was placed into programming them to become docile and obedient...to cooperate and accept their status as is necessary to maintain community standards and keep elevated social passions in check.
The bimbo lottery now exists as an annual reminder to all men that women are now equal to men and that men should not be ashamed to be treated in a feminine manner. The unveiling of the bimbo's is now one of the main attractions that occur during the holiday celebrations commemorating the end of the Great European Conflict and the day of the defeat of the rebellion.
Today, bimbos provide an acceptable and affordable outlet for those with elevated passions and, of course, a lucrative source of revenue for the royal treasury.
Bimbos provide their services on a sliding scale, a means test is used to determine the acceptable rate for each service provided so that even those in lower socio-economic strata or of limited means have access to needed services.
For men to be randomly selected to be made the object of male sexual arousal is one program that exists to protect women from violence and assault.
The End.
**
Jewel was shocked at the report and squirmed uncomfortable in her seat. The eyes of all the students were looking directly at her and Jewel knew they were wondering if something like this was what had happened to her.
"An excellent report," Jewel regained her composure quickly "clear, concise, and informative. Please take your seat."
"And now since class is nearly over and so is this semester, please remember that exams are next week so let's all have quiet study for the remainder of this class. Be sure to study the handout."
Jewel feigned interest in the study material as she quietly brought the class to a close.
**
Donna Hancock, Headmistress of the Academy, watched Jewel as she managed the students and the class. She was pleased Jewel never strayed from the prepared courses or challenged the teacher's syllabus.
Her misgivings over having a male-bride student had largely evaporated when not a single parent directly challenged her admittance. No students had been withdrawn by concerned parents nor unsubstantiated allegations made. If one didn't know beforehand one would never have suspected Lady Delacroix was anything other than the college age girl she appeared to be.
Donna was even more pleased with her private lessons. Donna had needs. She knew which students were showing 'unusual interest' in each other. That some of the girls in her school would be attracted to other girls was common, and usually only a flirtation or only for the duration of their enrollment.
Donna had enjoyed it when she would catch any of her students in the act of experimentation. Lesbianism wasn't as common as some thought, but Donna had a sixth sense about this. And when her young nubile prospects were 18, she could lay her trap.
When her plan to "tutor" promising students was unworkable she would instead try to catch them in the act. Threaten to expose them, threaten to expel them, threaten them with the scandal, threaten discipline...and then offer an alternative.
Donna would seduce them, insisting they show her what they were doing, or intending to do. Carefully she would ask questions, prompt them with suggestions, and encourage them to demonstrate their affection. She could arouse them with their passions for each other and then assert herself into their relationship. The seduction always proceeded the same way as she would participate by first offering them the opportunity and then the willingness and even more important, the privacy they sought to pursue their affections.
Donna wasn't a predator. She herself had been a student and having held such a relationship with another student before she had been caught and exposed by school staff. She had then in turn been seduced and taught everything she knew by the teacher who caught her.
And after graduation her teacher had so expertly and delicately ended the relationship that there was no anger or embarrassment nor reason to continue to pursue the relationship further.
Donna knew she had been played, but didn't care. It had been good, it had been real, and it had felt so right!
But there was always a danger of being caught. The excessive caution she fostered had always proved prudent. But now, dropped into her very lap was such a unique gift she didn't know what to do about it.
Donna had always believed she was a lesbian 'just in school'. Just normal experimentation after all...everyone does it. After her graduation and debut she thought she would be destined for the life of a wealthy society wife. Her two male lovers though had convinced her otherwise.
Donna didn't care to dwell on them anymore. She figured the first one had been a fluke and that her lack of feelings for him was simply a sign he wasn't right for her. Her second one seemed perfect however; attentive, considerate of her feelings, surely when they had sex it would feel right...except it wasn't.
Donna's feelings for other women never abated and her attraction to other women remained strong. Men simply held no interest for her.
Finding her first job as a teacher at the same academy from which she graduated had been altogether right and proper. She would surely resume the relationship with her former teacher.
Except...she didn't. Her former instructor and lover had no use for her now. At 21 years of age she was too old, her teacher said.
Donna was crushed. Until she found out the headmistress was also lesbian. Seducing her had been her first real relationship since graduation. And by being indispensable, available, and willing, Donna had secured her endorsement when she announced her retirement. By age 26 Donna became the youngest headmistress in the history of the school.
She had slept her way to the top and had no regrets whatsoever.
And now...she had Jewel.
Donna never corrupted morals, she exposed orientations. She embraced the girls who would otherwise be outcasts and guided them to realize their true nature.
But Jewel...obviously, was different. Jewel had a cock. And Jewel wasn't going anywhere.
Catching Jewel as she masturbated had come as a surprise, but a welcome one. She noticed Jewel wasn't as well endowed as her lovers had been. She knew it was slightly above average in size, but unlike those lovers it wasn't intimidating.
Donna had ample time to dwell on this. The obvious difference was Jewel's female appearance. Donna had a selection of toys, which she had used many times for her female lovers and them on her. And yet the opportunity for a feminine man to use a real cock couldn't have been more unexpected.
**
Headmistress Donna Hancock entered Jewel's room nearly an hour after she had locked her into her staff apartment. Jewel was surprised because normally she never came until well after dark. Jewel had been studying and hadn't even changed out of her school uniform yet.
Sitting at her desk she had been engrossed in reviewing the history syllabus for the class she was expected to teach the next day when the headmistress had surprised her, not only unlocking the door but actually walking in and standing behind her. She didn't know Donna was there until her hands had covered her eyes as she breathily whispered "Guess who?" into her ear.
Jewel was startled of course, but sitting in her chair at her desk there was no where to go so after flinching in surprise Jewel answered "Good Evening Headmistress" as she felt her cock stir in her panties from Donna's breath on her ear.
"Turn your chair around." She spoke softly but there was no mistaking the command in her voice.
Jewel turned the chair around and nervously smoothed her skirt out as she did so.
Jewel was excited at first as the Headmistress hiked up her skirt and sat down across Jewel's lap with her legs on each side of the chair, but frustrated as his hardening cock was now trapped in his panties under his skirt, and under the headmistresses panties and body weight.
Jewel's frustration grew as her thoughts of how only 3 layers of fabric now separated her from the pleasure she sought.
Headmistress Hancock gazed at Jewel as she straddled her lap. Jewel's frustration was evident on her face, Donna observed. Donna enjoyed the power and control she had from teasing the poor girly-boy.
"Have you been a good girl?" She asked.
Jewel remembered early in her marriage how she used to become irritated if she was referred to as 'she' or 'girl' because usually it was her husband or her handlers controlling or abusing her. She was used to it now so being referred to in the feminine was simply part of her life now.
It was amazing what one could become used to when one had no choice in the matter.
"Yes Headmistress, I have been very good." Jewel answered, coyly.
But it was different with the headmistress. She wanted her cock, and Jewel wanted to give it to her.
"So you haven't played with it or touched it at all?" She teased as she ground her panties against Jewel's skirt and lap.
"No headmistress. You said I should not and I have not." Jewel answered respectfully.
"Are you sure?" She continued teasing Jewel with her grinding motion and then gently biting Jewel's ear.
Jewel felt her swollen cock spring out from above the hem of her panties but then catch painfully in the pleats of her skirt and the weight of Donna on her lap.
"Yes!" Jewel said with a gasp of pleasure and frustration.
"Good Girl...Now go to the bed." She directed as she stood up and off Jewel's lap.
Jewel rose from her desk and made her way to the bed, discreetly adjusting her tumescent cock under her skirt. She thought the tenting of her skirt from her cock was embarrassing.
"Ah ah aaahh...no touching..." Donna commanded.
Jewel sat down on the edge of the bed.
"Lay back" Donna ordered.
Donna always controlled their lovemaking. From their positions to the tempo, she always insisted and took control, never yielding to Jewel or allowing her to do anything except submit.
Jewel lay back on her bed. She was a good girl after all, and good girls do as they are told.
"You haven't even changed out of your uniform" Donna commented as she removed her panties and then moved to straddle Jewel on the bed.
"No Headmistress. I was working and haven't changed into my nightie yet." Jewel dutifully answered.
"Well...I guess I shall just have to have you like this." Donna said.
Jewel was surprised that she wasn't taking off her clothes. Typically she would make Jewel lie down and slowly remove her school staff uniform as Jewel watched her, her undressing a slow tease for Jewel as she lay there. Of course, Jewel would normally be wearing her nightie by then as well...and Donna would pull it up over Jewel's hips, and down below her bosom...normally, that is...
Jewel placed her hands on Donna's hips as she knew she liked, and as she moved to straddle Jewel's face she eagerly drew her closer. Her enticing musky smell preceding her heavenly taste as Jewel delved expertly teasing the headmistress's labia with her tongue.
Jewel mused as she worked to pleasure the headmistress that she had coached her on how to orally pleasure her during the many months of their time together. Jewel knew from experience that if she could bring her to orgasm from her oral attention alone she would be very generous with her attentions after.
Jewel licked and stroked Donna's labia with her tongue and then alternated with delving deeper between her folds as she sought out her clitoris. Jewel had been trained not to go directly there first but rather to build Donna up to the moment when she would demand that Jewel satisfy her.
Jewel had been an attentive lover and making love to a woman had become her greatest joy since her husband had exiled her to the private school. Jewel thought it would be ironic if her husband knew that his arranged marriage male bride was having the best sex of her live with a living breathing sexy desirable woman when she was supposed to have been squired away and forgotten.
Jewel hoped the count did forget about her. As she attended to the headmistresses needs she felt she was right where she wanted to be.
Jewel ardently licked Donna's pussy and felt only happiness and joy.
Donna felt Jewel's tongue as it teased all the right spots, She ground her pussy against her face and lips both as a means to achieve her pleasure and as a means to stay her pleasure. Donna wanted to draw this out as long as possible.
Donna arched her back slightly as she reached back for Jewel's cock. She lifted Jewel's skirt up above her waist and pushed her panties down to her thighs, freeing her trapped cock from its cotton and pleated confines.
Donna could only see Jewels brunette hair as her face was buried between her thighs and under her pussy completely hidden by Donna's uniform skirt. Donna slowly stroked Jewel's cock as she rode her face.
Jewel felt the headmistress's hands on her cock as she licked and lapped at her pussy. Her frustration at not being able to satisfy herself for over a week since their last visit built quickly at Donna's manual ministrations. Her stroking was bringing Jewel closer to climax. Jewel tried to warn Donna that she was about to come when Donna grabbed Jewel's balls and squeezed hard.
Jewel's readiness to cum evaporated immediately though her cock remained as hard as ever.
"What the fuck?" Jewel thought.
Donna continued riding Jewel's face as she brought her closer and closer to pleasure. Donna could feel in Jewel when she was close and acted each time to restrain her from reaching orgasm before Donna did. Four separate acts were required before Donna could no longer resist the pleasure building inside her.
Jewel was caught by surprise. No sooner had Donna yet again squeezed Jewel's balls and stayed Jewel's impending eruption than she finally achieved orgasm. Donna ground down hard one final time as Jewel's tongue was busy teasing her clitoris. Donna pressed her weight onto Jewel's face, embracing to her fullest extent the rapture that was coursing throughout every fiber of her being.
Meanwhile Jewel's face was completely covered by the headmistress's pussy. Her nose and mouth were covered. Jewel tried to hold her breath and still manipulate Donna's pussy with her tongue but was quite rapidly running out of breath.



"I guess it's not a bad way to go." Jewel thought as her vision swam and blackness threatened to overtake her.
Donna sat up and freed Jewel's face from her pussy and her orgasm. It was amazing to her how rare it was for any of her previous lovers to be able to make her come so hard from oral alone. But Donna wasn't done. As she slid back along Jewel's breasts and body, she swung her legs around and straddled Jewels lap. It one smooth motion she positioned Jewel's cock in line with her pussy, and smoothly guided it inside her.
Jewel was still gasping for air from her near suffocation when she gasped again in delight as the headmistress impaled herself on her cock.
After the stroking, and squeezing Jewel wasn't about to last long, Jewel thrust up into Donna each time she ground down onto her. Synchronizing their movements as they each worked to achieve their desire.
Jewel was in awe as she was every time they made love with how perfect they fit and the pleasure she derived from Donna. Her slickness, her tightness, her warmth, the feeling as Jewel's cock slid inside her only to be withdrawn again and then again thrust back in.
Jewel passionately struggled to time his orgasm and wait for the headmistress...
"I can't wait...I'm...Going to...come..." Jewel gasped as her hands held tightly to Donna's hips.
"Then Come...NOW...come NOW for me..." Donna cried out as her second orgasm of the night shook her body to the core.
Jewel watched as Donna's orgasm subsumed her body and came just as she did...just as she commanded...
Donna slipped off Jewel's cock as Jewel came, her sperm spraying onto her own belly. Donna stroked Jewel's cock and milked it from the start of her ejaculation until her finish; until all of Jewel's sperm was spent and sprayed onto Jewel's stomach.
**
Basking in the afterglow the Headmistress and the Male bride each stayed silent. But sadly, all good things must come to an end.
"I have to go." Donna stated, breaking away from their embrace as she lifted herself up off the bed.
"Why" Jewel asked. "You usually stay the night, until midnight or so anyway." Jewel was perplexed as to why she would leave; having Donna close made Jewel's life bearable.
"I know" Donna said as she reached for her panties abandoned on the floor "But our safety and security demand that I leave, now. Getting caught would ruin what we have."
Donna stood up and went into Jewels bathroom to freshen up.
Jewel pulled her panties up over her spent and deflating cock. The sex had been awesome but now the lack of time that they would have spent sleeping together made her sad. Jewel got up out of bed, smoothing down her skirt. Jewel straightened her uniform blouse as well. That was a mistake, she thought as the cum on her belly stained the blouse.
Making love to the Headmistress was intense, but the twin bed in her room was barely room enough. Jewel knew that normally Donna liked to keep to her routine and sleep with him until midnight. Jewel would wake up while Donna was in the shower and she would dress and leave her, locking the door to her room again (for appearances sake, of course) before she came back at morning wakeup to unlock her door and let her out 'officially'
This time she reached for her shoes and put them on. Since she was leaving anyway she had some work to do before she could take a shower and turn in for the night. Jewel wasn't worried about her cum stains on her uniform skirt and blouse. She decided that before bed she would simply wear them into the shower and wash them there and hang them to dry overnight.
As Jewel put on her heels she realized something was wrong with them. The black 3 inch Mary Jane heels didn't fit quite right. She took them off to examine them and realized these were Donna's heels and that they had rubber soles. Jewels examined her heels and noticed that they had a hard sole and a metal plate on the heel bottom.
Jewel realized that this must be how teachers seem to be able to sneak up and surprise students while student's heel taps give away their approach from quite some distance.
As the bathroom door opened a refreshed Headmistress entered Jewels dorm and Jewel handed Donna her shoes as she approached him. Jewel felt her cock harden again at the sight of her.
"I don't suppose you would be willing to escort me to the store so I could buy some new uniform heels. Mine are getting old." Jewel asked. Jewel realized how being able to be silent as she explored the school would be advantageous.
Donna teased Jewel. "You are not allowed any regular clothes here Jewel. You don't want to go out in uniform either. And I could not escort you anyway. Not because you're a male bride, But because the conditions your husband placed on your attendance here prevents you ever leaving unescorted...by him."
"But we also need to maintain our distance and prevent the perception of a relationship. Besides the school uniform seems to be a magnet for perverted men with inappropriate fantasies. And you look nothing like a boy and everything like a girl. Your presentation and appearance is flawless."
Jewel felt her arousal diminish from her statement. The very thought that her appearance would make other men sexually excited was disgusting. The realization that she was probably right was even more unappealing.
"Aww...did I make you lose your hard-on Jewel? Don't you still want me?"
And just like that her playfulness and raw sexuality brought Jewel back. Her cock regained its rock hard firmness.
Donna kissed Jewel on her lips. The sheen on her face from her pussy was still wet across Jewel's face. How kinky, she thought.
"I'll see you in the morning. Good night your grace...and no touching your cock, that's mine now." She winked at Jewel as she exited the room and locked the door behind her.
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Dear Diary,
For almost three years I was a student and teachers assistant. I suppose I was supposed to be like a prison for me, but it was far from it...
**
Jewel stood naked and ruffled through her intimate's drawer...Let's see, she thought, looking through the drawer of white bras and panties...I guess I'll wear...white today!
Jewel looked into her closet and wondered what she should wear, pretending she had options. The uniformity of her closet couldn't dampen her happiness. Should I wear the uniform skirt and blouse, or maybe the uniform skirt and blouse with a uniform sweater?
She decided to forgo the sweater and just wear her blouse and skirt. Her blouse and skirt clung to all her curves and for once, she didn't hate her femininely shaped body. The heavy pleats of the skirt were also ideal for hiding the bulge of her penis and testicles so she wouldn't have to tuck and could be comfortable all day long.
The last item was whether to wear her knee high school socks or the thigh high socks allowed for winter wear.
Thigh highs again...always thigh highs.
What was it about thigh highs that Donna (Jewel smiled) and her husband (Jewel frowned) both found so attractive?
Pondering for only a moment Jewel had a minor epiphany that maybe the thigh highs really did make her legs look better. Leanne had often said they were one of her best features. Jewel decided to wear the thigh high socks; after all, she didn't mind showing off her legs to her headmistress. Besides, the hem of her skirt hid the tops of her thigh highs.
I think I have a girlfriend, Jewel thought happily, as she slipped on her black Mary Jane heels and waited for the Headmistress...Donna...to come around and unlock her door.
**
Donna Hancock, Headmistress of the girl's academy had a busy schedule. Two of her staff had called out with the flu and finding substitute teachers approved by the schools select committee was always a challenge.
Donna delegated one of the sisters of the holy order to unlock and release Lady Delacroix from her room. Maintaining a professional distance and a student teacher relationship would be vital to her plans. And despite the importance of the countess to the school and the money her husband provided for her 'care' Headmistress Donna Hancock's intent was also to maintain complete control over their romantic and sexual rendezvous.
As she handed the key off to the sister she also handed her a schedule sheet.
"Please deliver this to Lady Delacroix when you release her. Inform her she will need to teach history and deportment today."
**
"And so that's how it started, you being a teacher?" Phoebe asked.
"Yes. I had served as teachers assistant many times already so when I was simply handed a schedule in the morning telling me where I needed to be I took it in stride."
Phoebe Mills, Gossip columnist and reporter assessed Lady Jewel Veronica Delacroix's appearance as she spoke. Always impeccably and professionally dressed when they met at Lady Delacroix's attorney's office; Jewel's outfit would not have been out of place for any of the female attorneys in the office.
Her power suite of dark blue blazer and pencil skirt, Her white blouse with turquoise necklace and earrings, her black stiletto heels, all exuded professional competence and power. Phoebe was even slightly miffed...try as she might she just couldn't see any flaw in her presentation. Her perfect posture, her white straight teeth, her open smile, and even hair and make-up...there was simply no outside indication that underneath it all there was really a man sitting next to her.
"You being a male-bride at an all girl's school as both a student and a teacher are a lot to wrap your mind around." Phoebe mused as she jotted notes onto her steno pad.
"I had been a student in the school for at least 6 months, and I had already passed most of the classes except dance."
"Oh that's right; your diary said you had to take ballet. So were you also a ballerina?"
Jewel looked out the window from her attorney's office conference room. The city view and the lawyerly decorations and furnishings seem to add gravity to her plight, yet Phoebe often veered off into what Jules thought was silly side trips.
"Yes. Since I knew nothing of ballet I had to take classes since that's what they offered and it was part of the expected course work."
"Were you cute? Do you have any pictures I can see?" Phoebe asked excitedly.
"Yes," Jewel answered after a slight pause "I'll have some sent to you from my attorney."
"Wonderful." Phoebe's mind was already working on the possibilities of a short article for her gossip column. Just a few sentences in the 'goings on' section...
"So, by now you must have read my entire diary. What did you think?"
'Oh, it's absolutely tragic, yet full of hope." Phoebe gushed. "You really have a way of...umm...expressing this in your writing."
Jewel didn't know what she meant, but pressed on anyway.
"So you will help me write this so it can be published in book form?" She asked.
"Yes, of course, I mean...I am very busy, but I believe I can edit this for you and maybe find you an agent to represent you to a publishing house. But you know, they receive thousands of manuscripts every year. There is no guarantee that they will even read yours."
"That's a chance I have to take." Jewel answered. "How long do you think it will take?"
"Well, I guess a year is about the best time we could reasonably hope for to get an answer from a publisher...yes or no, that is."
Jewel involuntarily gripped the armrests, shocked; a FULL YEAR??? She bit her lip as she hoped Phoebe was wrong and things would move faster.
"But if you do get rejected by a publisher, and I'm afraid that's quite likely to happen..."
"Why is that?" Jewel interrupted.
"Because it's a certainty your husband will have the book suppressed as he will claim you are making disparaging comments about him. He may even have it suppressed under the libel laws or even for no reason at all, just because he can since you are an arranged bride."
"So you're saying all this effort was a waste?"
Not from all the great gossip articles you gave me, Phoebe thought.
"No, not at all; if your manuscript is rejected you could still publish it under a nom de plume on an online writers forum. Since you have highlighted many of the sexual abuses you've endured because of your arranged marriage, perhaps a website that has a focus on literature that also has an erotic component to it. They'll let anybody post to those forums."
;)
**
After classes and dinner Jewel found what she was looking for in the school library. She was curious and found herself doing more research after Becky's oral report on the bimbo lottery. The reason prostitution such as brothels and streetwalking were so uncommon was because of the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department.
Rather than ignore prostitution the nobles found a way to monetize it, they made it legal under the guise of a public service provided by the government.
Who needed a pimp when the police would protect you instead of arrest you! You could only be arrested for being unlicensed and unregistered. The Social Services Department would provide health care, as well as scheduling service appointments so no service provider was ever overworked.
Private individuals in need of service could simply go on line and schedule an appointment with a licensed, trained and accredited provider and pay with a credit card. No need to visit a brothel when trained service providers made house calls.
And service providers could retire at the age of 40 with full benefits.
Of course, maintaining an adequate pool of young, attractive and healthy service providers could be a problem, hence why the bimbo lottery expanded its scope. Draftees, both male and female were recruited to fill the ranks of service providers and ensure the smooth delivery of necessary services to the public.
And that the department would train the recruits to provide any needed service meant any fetish or kink could be provided, for the right fee, of course.
Jewel looked up the most recent news reports. This year's most recent lottery had over a hundred draftees. The news articles on line even showed a picture a man being perk walked after being picked up from his place of employment. He had been stripped naked, hooded, handcuffed and made to wear ridiculously high heels as he was paraded in front of the media and the surprised public out on the street and into a waiting vehicle.
Madness, Jewel thought...this is Allegoria!
**
Jewel's research was interrupted as one of the sisters of the holy order handed her a sealed envelop. Jewel recognized the letter as one delivered by royal courier. The anachronistic wax seal embossed with her attorney's logo piqued her curiosity. That such an anachronistic method of communication would survive in this day and age was impressive. Mail by royal courier was supposedly secure and "eyes only". They were supposed to also be hand delivered directly but Jewel also knew the church was considered a trusted party so delivering to the holy order was sufficient to assume delivery.
Jewel reluctantly split open the beautiful seal, opened the envelope and removed the letters inside. Jewel wondered what information her attorney had discovered.
Lady Jewel Delacroix, Enclosed herein are the documents you requested regarding an inquiry into your noble name and title. This title has lain dormant for several years and is likely to be declared extinct by the crown unless you act upon this information within the next 12 years.
Please contact our offices at your earliest convenience to commence the petition to the crown to assume your title, should you choose to do so.
Jewel noticed the paper was official royal parchment and saw it was signed with a flourish by the senior partner of her law firm.
Jewel had wondered why it was taking so long to find out something as seemingly simple as her real last name. When her husband had made his monologue during the football game so long ago Jewel realized her last name was likely an alias her father had used when he fled the country. It was bizarre to think that it had taken her attorneys and their investigators over a year to find the information, as Jewel read the papers though she was amazed to discover why.
Enclosed was a short biography of Uhlrich the Fierce. According to the notes from her attorney Uhlrich had fought during the great European Conflict after the second cold war and had performed so bravely and effectively that he was ennobled on the field of battle.
Upon the end of hostilities, he was given a manor home in part of Allegoria's newly conquered border territory. Sadly he had died soon after and being without heir his title was assumed by his brother. Unfortunately the brother, Jewel's great grandfather, was inept when managing his estate and his finances and the family lost their fortune and had fallen into disfavor. The title lay dormant as there were no heirs who had the financial means to lay claim to the title.
Jewel looked at the deed to the manor home and land holdings, annotated by her attorney that they were due to revert to the crown in only a few more years as abandoned.
Her attorney had also noted in a separate letter than according to Jewel's diary entry where her husband had admitted to marrying her for revenge against her father that she now had a case for divorce. Arranged marriages were supposed to be for love, and not any other reason. Unfortunately she would still need to petition the royal court for divorce as her family title affirmed that she wasn't born a commoner. And that her husband would likely deny her claim of revenge still made her quest for divorce one that was unlikely to succeed.
But if she won her case she could still claim the dormant title before its expiry and avail herself of the land and manor home. If she were to win a monetary compensation from her husband then she could remain a member of the nobility and live comfortably as Dame Jewel of House Uhlrich.
One final note; if she claimed the title while married her holdings would become part of her marital estate and Count Delacroix would assume custody of her holdings on her behalf as her arranged marriage husband. Jewel would still assume the title of Dame, however.
Jewel used the library resources to research more into Uhlrich the Fierce. She was actually annoyed to discover how easy it was to find all the information now that she had a name and knew what to look for. Biographies in the library as well as access to the online internet encyclopedia yielded results easily.
Jewel sat back and pondered this revelation. It was a lot to take in. She idly wondered if she could use any of this new information to her advantage.
**
Sister Mary Agatha, Mother Superior of her convent and of the Academy silently walked the darkened hallways of her school and convent. It was extremely rare that Mother Superior was afflicted by insomnia, yet when she did she found solace in the silent and solitary walks. The contrast of the night when rooms were dark and empty versus the day when light filled each room and the laughter of the girls brought life itself into these spaces.
Many times she had randomly wandered the halls and when she turned to the nearly empty staff wing an unusual noise gave her pause. Gliding silently down the hall she could hear the distinct sound of bed springs creaking.
Mary Agatha noted the sound was coming from Lady Delacroix's bedchamber. Momentary confusion gave way to outrage as she assumed Lady Delacroix; Countess of Alegoria was giving in to lustful actions. She...no...HE...had to be masturbating!
Righteous indignation that a man would succumb to lust here, in Sister Mary Agatha's School gave way to another surprise...there was a voice coming from the room and it wasn't Lady Delacroix's.
**
Headmistress Donna Hancock liked a bit of variety. Most times over the years she preferred to simply lay Jewel on her back as she mounted her and used her cock to pleasure her pussy.
But some night's variety was more fun. Donna Hancock sat in Jewels desk chair and had Jewel kneeling before her, Jewel's blouse pushed down and pulled back, tied at the sleeves, binding Jewels arms behind her back. Her bra had been pushed down to her waist, exposing her breasts for Donna to admire and play with as Jewel used her amazingly talented tongue to tease Donna into ecstasy.
Donna had stripped completely once she had Jewel tied up, enjoying the admiration and lust evident in Jewel's expression. Seated in Jewels desk chair she wrapped her legs over Jewels shoulders and around her head. Donna liked to be in control.
Jewel worked her tongue deeply into Donna's labia folds being sure to use full strokes up and down the entire length. A short kiss and lap at her clitoris as she moved down again firing Donna's nerves and pleasure center.
Donna grabbed Jewel by her luxurious brunette hair and pulled her face in tight. She lost track of time and didn't know anymore how long the teasing had prolonged her and frustrated her but now was the time to assert her control.
Donna Hancock, Headmistress of the Academy pulled Jewels face into her pussy and toward her clitoris.
Jewel took the hint and worked her tongue over Donna's clitoris for all she was worth. Perfect practice makes perfect as in mere moments the Headmistress floated into rapture. Holding Jewels hair and head tightly she came hard, her girl cum liberally coating Jewels tongue, lips, and cheeks.
For what seemed like five full minutes Jewel maintained pressure with her tongue until the headmistress finally pushed her face away from between her legs, unable to stand the intensity of her orgasm anymore. No moan had escaped her lips but she struggled to control her breathing as she gasped for air from the exertions of her ecstasy.
"Bed...now..." Donna demanded.
Jewel rose from her knees and obediently moved to her bed. Before sitting she twirled around once to cause her skirt to flare out and as she sat down on the edge of her bed her skirt had flared in a perfect circle around her.
Donna pushed jewel onto her back and as jewel lifted her legs onto the bed. Donna smirked as Jewel had to arch her back slightly to prevent lying directly on her bound arms now below her back. Her breasts now jutted up from her chest more obscenely than before. Donna also admired the skill she presented in flaring her skirt, making it easier for Donna to lift up Jewels skirt up and over Jewels panties.
Donna looked satisfactorily as Jewel's penis was tenting her panties fully. Donna pulled down Jewel's panties and her Penis sprang forward, hard and ready. Donna always liked how Jewel was so easily made ready to pleasure her.
"My girly-boy gets off getting me off" she thought to herself. "Good."
Donna straddled Jewel and lowered herself onto Jewels engorged member. Girl on top was Donna's favorite position...what do these American's call it she wondered? Oh yes...cowgirl...
Donna slowly rose up and down on Jewels tumescent penis as she played with Jewel's breasts. She gently massaged the full mounds as well as nipped the nipples between her thumb and forefinger watching as her nipples stood up proud and erect above Jewels aureoles.
Donna slowly worked up faster and faster, Building up to her second orgasm of the night, and Jewel's first of course, the bedsprings creaking slightly in their effort to support the passionate coupling.
Neither Jewel nor Donna heard the door unlock, then open, nor the footfall as Sister Mary Agatha, Mother Superior of her order and the Academy, entered the room.
**
Sister Mary Agatha looked at the paperwork terminating Donna Hancock as Headmistress of the Girls Academy. Sister Mary Agatha had no qualms about this dismissal. Her memory was still vivid with the sight of the coupling and the throes of their passion, the smell of sex heavy in the apartment's air, and then as she witnessed the couple simultaneously experience rapture...no...morality clauses in contracts were essential and the behavior of Donna Hancock proved their need.
Lady Delacroix was another matter. Simple expulsion would be an appropriate punishment, as well as publicizing the reasons why. After all it is important to dissuade others from making the same mistakes as giving in to lust and sin.
But the delicacy of the matter remained. A male-bride was found in flagrante delecto with a member of her staff. Further, Count Delacroix was an important figure who regularly endowed the school with necessary funds for its continued success and operation.
The call Mother Superior Mary Agatha made was one of the most difficult of her career, yet despite her concerns the count welcomed the idea. He agreed with her wholeheartedly and stated he would send a car for Jewel the following morning.
Mother Superior Mary Agatha looked out her window upon her school. She needed to protect it. She was satisfied she was doing the right thing.
**
Count Jean Claude Delacroix IV reclined in bed as he read financial reports. Anger consumed him as he remembered listening to the old fool speaking to him.



"...and if you don't change your diet and exercise more you will continue to experience these strokes and further debilitation may occur..."
Count Jean Claude Delacroix IV was in no shape for visitors or calls for that matter. But only a few people knew his ancient landline number and no one ever called it. Other more secure means of communication existed. So when the phone rang, Jean Claude Delacroix answered.
Surprise turned to annoyance at learning the purpose of the call and the information of what his wife was up to while he had her sent away.
Promising to retrieve his wife was easy, but what should he do with her.
Mulling over the options and the probabilities and the consequences was giving him a headache.
"You need to hire a personal health care professional to assist you in recovery; a nurse and a dietician and even a personal trainer so that you get more exercise. You must do something. If you don't, then given your current state, you will be dead within a years time."
Damn doctors. As if it was that easy; hiring staff to help care for him, as if he were an invalid. Never! Count Jean Claude Delacroix IV knew showing signs of weakness would only embolden his enemies, and his damned son among them.
Now his wife was causing him trouble...
Count Jean Claude Delacroix IV caught himself thinking...his wife...
Possibilities and connections worked their way through Count Jean Claude Delacroix IV's suspicious and paranoid mind. As ever, the count's penchant for boldness in his decisions helped shape and form the ideas inside his mind. Creativity in problem solving was always his strength, and the solution to all his health problems may lie right in front of him.
**
Count Jean Claude Delacroix IV spoke brusquely to the therapist as she sat in the chair provided for her before him.
"So, can you do this? Or are you wasting my time?"
The effect of the stroke on his temper was obvious the therapist noticed. But an opportunity was presented and the therapist intended to capitalize on it.
"Yes. If I understand you correctly, you want me to hypnotically induce conditioning into your wife so that she will take care of your health concerns without revealing them to the public."
"Good. She returns home tomorrow. You may start then."
"Of course your grace, however, be advised that this is a complex solution that will require multiple sessions."
"I DON"T CARE IF IT"S A HUNDRED SESSIONS" the count roared. "Just get it done!"
The therapist smiled...a hundred sessions, and at her premium price...this was indeed a splendid opportunity.
**
Jewel Delacroix once again felt the weight of crushing sadness and depression. Donna was gone. Locked in her room Jewel had been forbidden to leave it until the time her husband arrived to bring her home. One of the students charged with bringing her meals had told her the news.
Headmistress Hancock had been fired. The student didn't know why with any certainty, but she mentioned that all the rumors in school (which were actually fairly accurate, Jewel thought) were because she had been sleeping with Lady Delacroix.
Jewel had been directed to pack her bag and all her uniform clothing had been placed back into the same steamer trunk she had used when she moved here. Skirts, blouses, sweaters, shoes, bras and panties, dance and athletic attire, all packed away neatly into such a small package. Over two years of her life in a barrel stave trunk barely 2x2x3 feet in total.
Jewel marveled at how such a small container could hold something as important as the memories of these 3 years of her life.
Jewel heard the footsteps approaching from the hall and stood up to greet whomever she was about to meet properly. As the nun unlocked and opened the door, she had no idea who the two women were who entered her room.
"Lady Delacroix, I am Muriel. Your husband has assigned me as your Governess and Chaperone. This is Diane. She is to be your personal assistant. Now please bring your luggage and come with us. Your husband is most anxious to welcome you home."
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******
The Therapist was very pleased with the turn of events following Jewels expulsion from boarding school. Having her therapy sessions reduced to monthly had barely been enough to maintain the subliminal suggestions and conditioning memory implants to ensure Jewel's continued good behavior and obedience.
That she lacked a proper room to perform her hypnotherapy sessions hadn't helped, and that Jewel would often choose to skip hypnosis and opt for talk therapy instead had frustrated her.
But having Jewel back at the manor meant weekly sessions had resumed. The therapist had insisted on 2 hour sessions instead of the one hour sessions she had previously managed.
Finally having the opportunity to delve into Lady Delacroix's subconscious after such a long time was imperative. It was during one such session that she discovered that the count had used the control word on Jewel and didn't inform her.
Jewel's memories of when the count used the control word to impose passivity were remarkably clear. Jewel had been questioning why she behaved in such a way. She wasn't suspicious, yet, but her fixation on the events of the night they spent watching the football game could have eventually lead her to conclusions that the therapist and her client wouldn't want.
The therapist didn't know if she should have been angry with the count or not. He wasn't told that if the control word was used that additional hypnotherapy was needed to reset the control word and solidify its control over Jewel's subconscious, only that repeated use would degrade it's effectiveness over time.
Fortunately, Lady Delacroix had been distracted by her lover at school and had not spent so much time dwelling on past events that the therapist now had the opportunity to implant necessary corrections and conditioning. They had been lucky. The therapist was now making sure the new hypnotic suggestions would not let that happen again.
**
Dear Diary,
After more than 4 and 1/2 years of marriage and nearly two and a half of those being held at a private boarding school I was finally recalled home by the count. It seemed he had rediscovered an interest in me, discovered a use for me and I was actually a necessary prop to be held up and paraded about in front of his peers.
Ever thoughtful my husband had hired two new assistants for me. Muriel was my stylist and governess and Dianne was my fashion adviser and managed my social media accounts. At least Leanne was gone and out of my life...
**
Muriel arrived at the Count's manor and parked in her reserved and designated spot. 6:00 A.M. sharp. Being governess of the household and personal assistant to the Countess had its perks. She frowned as she saw Dianne's spot still empty. As "Personal Secretary" to the Countess Muriel wished that Dianne would be more attentive and diligent in her duties. Muriel felt Dianne treated her whole job as a lark to boss the Countess around with trivial matters that Dianne should handle herself. She also felt Dianne was exercising more authority than her station allowed and was too young to appreciate the importance of managing the Countess' Calendar.
As long as The Count was satisfied Muriel knew not to get too closely involved. Dianne can succeed or fail on her own. Meanwhile, she knew her work for the day would be easy as the calendar had only one all-day appointment and no changes in clothing or cosmetics would be required after the morning session until just before dinner and possibly some minor touch-ups just before the Count and Countess retired for the evening.
Promptly at 7AM Muriel entered the room after delivering her morning greeting to the Count. Jewel lay in bed exactly as she had come to expect. The bed sheets were badly rumpled as she lay listless on her stomach, her panties were pushed down to just below her knees and her nightie was mostly gathered around her waist and forearms, partially restraining her. Muriel could see her exposed bottom was quite red, no doubt from the vigorous morning activities the Count usually performed.
Since Lady Delacroix had been making sure that the count received all this medications promptly, his doctor had given him a clear bill of health the count had been eager to demonstrate his prowess, often seeding Lady Delacroix every evening, and again in the morning. The female staff often gossiped about the Count's recent virility and stamina.
Jewel's face was pressed half way into the pillow and Muriel could see her makeup was smudged, her mascara and eyeliner had run, from tears no doubt, and her mouth was ajar as she drooled.
Muriel couldn't understand why Jewel had suddenly regressed so severely and wouldn't or couldn't accept her duties as wife and Countess. She has money, status, power, and a loving husband. Muriel was upset with her. Some people just don't deserve their good fortune and throw away their potential for happiness. Oh well she thought, It's not her place to judge.
It was time to get her up and started on her morning routine. Muriel knew the importance of keeping to a routine and keeping the bride of an arranged marriage busy. It was not good to allow the bride to have too much free time. They tend to brood and become moody and difficult to manage. It's so nice to work for the Count, she thought, who has the means to properly care for a status symbol that an arranged marriage brings.
Muriel smiled and spoke cheerfully. "Good Morning Countess, and how did we sleep last night?"
Muriel was all business as she prodded, cajoled, and even subtly threatened as necessary to get Lady Delacroix up and started on her morning routine.
After her mandatory morning shower and her morning yoga session Muriel gave Jewel a bottle of water. Lady Delacroix refused to take her medication anymore, and always insisted on bottled water so Muriel had them resealed after adding her medication. The Count insisted that Jewel be compliant during the day, so Muriel made sure that's what he got.
A mild sedative, an antidepressant, and her hormone regimen dissolved in strawberry flavored water. She watched Jewel as she drank it prior to allowing her into her bath to make sure she drank it all. Then after a long soaking bubble bath, Muriel noted the new bath oils were really working well on Jewel's skin complexion, and satisfied she was cleaned up she ordered her toweled off and to take her place in the styling chair.
**
Muriel looked down at Jewel and smiled. She was very pleased with herself. The more she worked on Jewel's face the more familiar she became with her make-up application and the more feminine in appearance she became. Muriel felt she had really excelled and felt pride in herself for her work.
She knew before she became governess and chaperone that Jewel had been trained to do her own makeup. Following in Leanne's footsteps was an honor. Muriel saw Jewels efforts though and was ultimately unsatisfied. She decided she would do her makeup from then on. After all, that's just one of the reasons she was hired; to make life easier for the countess.
She had done her makeup in shades of red that the Count had always preferred. All complementing and accentuating the bold red of her lipstick, lips that Muriel's expertise had made appear very full and feminine.
Jewel had full lips to begin with, no doubt helped by years on hormones, and that made her work a little easier. Muriel idly wondered if she should consider having her get collagen injections to really emphasize them, or maybe just have them done at a salon. They were one of her best features when she was made-up.
Muriel also smiled about her hair which was now very full with long soft curls gathered in a very loose pony tail in the back held by a large red bow that would match the outfit Dianne was bringing. The careful care and maintenance had allowed her hair to grow down to just above the small of her back. Muriel considered herself an expert in the use of a curling iron. She preferred to use a curling iron because it gave her immediate feedback. She could see the results after each use, and fix anything right then and there.
Her next touch was to add large ruby stud earrings on Lady Delacroix's lobes. The count preferred rubies as they were a symbol of his house. Lastly, she added a white choker with a ruby mounted on lapis in the center around her neck.
"All done dear." as she loosened and removed the straps holding Jewel in place. She was proud of her and how well she was cooperating lately. She didn't complain at all during today's morning routine or struggle at all while restrained. Muriel felt that sending the countess to private school had allowed her to become uppity and forget her manners. Nothing a few weeks, and a bit of discipline with the restraints couldn't fix.
Muriel helped Jewel to her feet and was about to have her put on a dressing gown when the bedroom door opened and Dianne finally walked in. Muriel glanced at the clock; 9:30.
"Dianne," Muriel spoke brightly, "how good of you to arrive."
If Dianne caught the subtle jab she seemed unaware of it.
"And how is our little Princess today?" Dianne looked Jewel up and down and then directly in her eyes as she asked.
"Jewel is a Countess Dianne, not a Princess." Muriel replied evenly. It annoyed her that Dianne would toss around titles so casually. Clearly she didn't understand their importance in society. Yet another mark against her qualifications for this job, Muriel thought.
"Oh, foo! Every little girl is a princess to someone." Dianne smiled at her own cleverness. "Here is your outfit for today."
Jewel looked at the clothes Dianne was laying out on the bed. She was worried. They looked so...normal.
Dianne presented Jewel with her intimates first. Jewel noticed that the White bra and panties had matching red embroidered patterns. Jewel knew enough about how Dianne and Muriel operated to know these were over the top for daytime wear. They should've been something a woman would wear with a more formal gown or perhaps all by themselves if it were in a more intimate setting. Jewel put them on, noticing the extra padding in the bra, but didn't say anything. Her normal C cup was visibly larger, maybe up to a D cup now.
"Here is something new; this is called a Waist-Nipper" Dianne watched Jewel as she spoke. "It is shape wear, sort of like a soft corset, to help with your curves."
Jewel gasped softly when Dianne said corset. She hated corsets!
Dianne noticed her gasp, "Yes, it is nice, isn't it?" she smiled and held it up for her to admire before directing her on how to put it on. "Just wrap it around your waist and start clipping the row of hooks from the top down to the bottom."
Jewel did as she was told. The hooks looked the same as the hooks on her bras. When she had finished with the last hook she could see in the mirror how it pulled in her waist, but fortunately it didn't interfere too much with her ability to breathe normally.
"Now turn it around so all the hooks are behind you." Dianne directed.
Jewel had to suck in her stomach and struggled slightly to get the waist nipper turned around because of how tightly it clung to her.
Next she handed Jewel a pair of white Thigh high socks. Jewel noticed they had rows of red frilly lace attached around the cuffs as he put them on.
Ugh...thigh highs for her husband...always thigh highs...
Next Jewel was handed a brightly colored pleated red skirt that hung to her knees, a white blouse with a color matching red pattern and surprisingly, what appeared to be a pair of red and white athletic shoes with a 3 inch wedge heel. Jewel put on each item in turn.
"One last thing" Dianne announced cheerfully. "A petticoat!" she held out a white petticoat for Jewel to put on. Jewels lowered hers eyes again in shame as she took the fluffy frilly garment and put it on. Her skirt now bloomed out around her.
Jewel knew that petticoats meant her husband was putting her on display, staging a scene, as a demonstration of some sort. Having been petti-coated and placed on display many times before Jewel reasoned that having her on display in such overtly feminine attire was a demonstration of her husband's power; if I can make a man my wife and dress him as a woman then imagine what I can do to you.
"Let's go." Dianne handed Jules a large black handbag that complemented the red of her shoes and outfit.
Draping the strap over his shoulder Jewel shifted her weight to one side and adopted a foot forward pose, just as she had been trained to do. She paused to look at herself in the mirrors of the mirrored room as she always did before going out, and commented "It's lovely."
Muriel expected her to make a comment about her outfit once she was fully dressed and wouldn't let her out until she had the Countess' 'approval'. Leanne had never insisted she comment. Just looking was enough. Jewel was now fully dressed in the red colors the Count had been favoring lately. Jewel tried to muster up some feelings for her outfit but just couldn't find the energy.
"Is everything in here?" Muriel indicated the purse. Her question was directed to Dianne.
"Of course," Dianne tried not to sound annoyed by the question. "Cosmetics and things she may need during the day, tissues, sanitary napkin," Jewel blushed "extra public cross-dressing permit collars, her identification and her credit card."
Jewel looked up and brightened slightly. A credit card? They gave her money?
Dianne glanced at the clock. "We must go now; we don't want the Countess to miss her tee time."
Jewel was well versed at hiding her feelings and was able to hide her apprehension. "Tee time? I'm going golfing? Where?" Jewel realized the athletic shoes she was wearing were actually spike-less women's golf shoes. The outfit she was wearing was tame by their usual standards, but would likely be slightly over the top for golfing.
Dianne smiled brightly "At your club of course. You have a membership through your husband." Jewel thought about launching a protest but Dianne continued, "Now we don't have time for delays, should I call in help?"
Jewel didn't want to have the security guards forcibly walk her where they wanted her to go.
"No, we can go now." Jewel moved toward the door as Dianne and Muriel fell in behind her. As Countess she was expected to walk ahead of her assistants. Jewels felt trepidation at going somewhere she had never been before and surprise that she was a member of a golf club. When did that happen?
All of her outings were highly controlled events now. Jewel knew her husband recalled her home from her exile at the private boarding school to take care of him after his most recent stroke. Always one obsessed with his public image, hiring a nurse would seem to make him look weak and vulnerable. But a devoted wife attending to her husband didn't have the same perception of seriousness.
Jewel also theorized over time that the count only brought her home from the private boarding school because custom dictated that the wife of the noble be present to participate in society events.
It was the height of the social season now and there were many events that required her presence. The excuse that she was away at school wore thin after awhile, especially during the summer months when school wasn't technically in session. The charity events such as the fox hunt, the auto race, and now this golf event, among them; all of them ending up with the grandest event of the social season, the Royal Ball. Despite Jewel protesting not wanting to go to any of these events, her husband always insisted she attend.
Jewel somehow still found a fleeting moment to enjoy the feeling of walking wearing high heels that were so short. The nearly continuous wearing of high heels had strengthened her calf and leg muscles and atrophied her tendons so that any heel less than 4 inches in height was usually painful to wear. But now, wearing the 3 inch wedge heeled athletic shoes, she had a bounce to her step and a flounce to her skirt that a casual observer would have thought of as 'perky'.
Jewel led the way as Dianne and Muriel followed on either side and slightly behind her as they made their way down the stairs to the foyer and out the front door. She saw the car and even more unpleasantly, the Count, waiting beside the open car door. He was wearing khaki pants and an open collar blue golf shirt. Jewel also saw a staff member loading two sets of clubs into the trunk of the car, a blue bag and a pink and white bag. Jewel reasoned without being told that the pink one was for her. Her greater concern was if she was going to be forced to golf with her husband.
"My Darling, you look as lovely as ever!" Jewel stopped and stood still as the count looked her up and down then nodded to Dianne and Muriel indicating his satisfaction with their work. His complement annoyed Jewel just as much as ever. After the Count's cursory inspection he held out his hand to Jewel. Jewel felt her stomach churn and she suppressed her feelings of revulsion as she placed her own smaller hand into the Count's and allowed herself to be "helped" into the back of the limousine.
The routine of being handcuffed to the seat was so familiar to Jewel she didn't even bother to protest. At least they didn't cuff her to the floor anymore. That was reserved for 'special' occasions. The body guard then shackled Jewels feet and placed the seatbelt across her lap and shoulder. Jewel idly wondered how other women fared with the shoulder belt. It always cut across her breasts uncomfortably.
The body guard stepped out to hold the door for the Count, and after the Count sat down, shut the door. Jewel was now riding alone with her husband. Lady Delacroix looked thru the one way glass as her usual security bodyguard got into the front car, while the count's body guard took a seat with the limo driver. Jewel knew that Dianne and Muriel would follow with another bodyguard in a third car behind them.
Jewel was wondering if she was going to be groped by her husband. It usually happened when she was left alone with him like this. Jewel wracked her brain to think of something she could say to prevent it. The Count turned to face her and Jewel felt the seat cushions shift as the count slid closer.
"What charity is benefitting today?" Jewel blurted out, and immediately felt stupid. That's the best I could think of?
The Count didn't hesitate. Jewel didn't usually start a conversation, as he put his arm over Jewel's shoulder. He began to play idly with Jewel's hair with one hand and caress her shoulder with his other.
Jewel tried to slow down her racing thoughts and concentrate. She had already been raped earlier this morning. Her husband has been so very randy lately. Jewel wondered if one of the pills she gave her husband was something that affected his libido.




"Jean Claude?" Jewel softened her tone. She had hated calling her husband by his given name.
The Count actually stopped twirling Jewel's hair for a moment. "Yes Jewel?"
Jewel forced herself to calm down. Did she actually have the Count's attention? "I was wondering what charity is it that will benefit from today's golf event." Jewels contralto voice wavered slightly.
Count Delacroix looked at his wife. He caressed Jewel's shoulder and took a lock of Jewel's hair in one hand and breathed in deeply trough his nose, smelling the scented perfume Muriel had sprayed on it early.
"Mmm...Intoxicating."
Jewel wondered if that was an observation on her perfume scent, or the actual name of the perfume. Muriel was usually not as forthcoming as Leanne used to be. Jewel was feeling defeat and panic as the Count moved a little closer.
"This event is to benefit the wildlife sanctuary" Count Delacroix let go the lock of hair as his hand now caressed Jewel's chin and neck.
Jewel fought against her revulsion and tried mightily to stop her involuntary struggle against the restraints. Her basic instincts to fight or flight were pushing her towards flight.
"I just," the Count's hand was now caressing the underside of Jewel's breasts giving the implants a thorough stress test, "want to know how it is supposed to go. I've not golfed very much" Jewel's breasts were hurting as her husband mauled them in his grip. Jewel could feel the metal cuffs cut into her ankles and wrists, and she involuntarily tensed her whole body against them.
"Of course, my darling," The Count gave Jewel a soft kiss directly on her lips. "There is no need to worry." the Count's smiled happily at Jewel. "You shall have time for brunch with several of your noble female peers, and you will golf with them in their foursome of course. Do not worry about your skill. Today is about fun."
Jewel was confused and worried. Fun? They want her to have fun? That would be a first.
"Today you will be golfing with Countess Valery and two of her friends; Lady Gwen Montcalm, and Lady Emily LaFleur"
Jewel sensed a trap. Countess Valery was usually the one who made Lady Delacroix's presence unwelcome. She wielded great influence socially and in the philanthropic community and seemed to delight in mocking her. She seemed to think a male-bride was an affront to the real women who take their role and titles and duties as nobles seriously.
"Uh... You know she hates me. Couldn't I golf with someone else?" Jewel could do nothing to stop the Count as he gripped her chin and turned her head up and towards the Count's face. Jewel was now looking directly into Count Delacroix's eyes.
"She is your equal. Do not fear her. Be charming my sweet. Hold yourself regally and with pride. Engage her in conversation. If that doesn't work, tell her how you want to make a charitable offer to her children's foundation. Can you do this?" The Count tightened his grip on Jewel's chin. He could see in her eyes that it hurt.
"Ow! Yes damn it!" Jewel felt as if her jaw was about to go numb. Damn he's strong.
Count Delacroix relaxed his grip to nearly nothing, lightly brushing his thumb across Jewel's lips. "I know you will make me proud." Count Delacroix moved his hand to Jewel's hip and placed his other hand behind Jewel's head. Jean Claude could feel Jewels body as she sat, tensed up, in anticipation of his attention, and saw as she tried to hold back tears of happiness as he moved and kissed her, deeply, repeatedly and with passion.
She is such a good girl.
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To Jewel It seemed like an eternity as the Count kissed and groped her. The make out session left her out of breath and flushed. When he broke his kiss she gasped for air and felt the seatbelt holding her release.
Count Delacroix spun Jewel out of her seat and onto her knees onto the floor of the car between his spread legs. Jewel swayed slightly from the motion of the car as her husband unzipped his pants. Grasping her behind her head he pulled her close as his cock sprung free.
THWAP!
The loud and meaty sound of Jean Claude's engorged member as it struck Jewel on her face resounded through the rear cabin of their limousine.
God Dammnit! Jewel thought.
Jewel didn't even try to resist. She focused on the tumescent cock in front of her. Her hands were still cuffed so she rested her forearms on the seat between his legs to steady herself from the motion of the car while she gently grasped and teased her husband's testicles with her fingernails.
Jewel intended to use the techniques she had been taught to tease her husband's penis first with her lips and then her tongue but Jean Claude clearly had other ideas.
Count Delacroix aligned his hefty cock and pulled Jewel toward it by her hair. Jewel opened her mouth wide to accommodate the enormity of her husband's dick as he forced her mouth down.
It took all of Jewel's training to restrain her gag reflex. The sudden intrusion into her mouth with no warm up and the motion of the car was giving her motion sickness. Her husband was face fucking her by pulling her by her hair and forcing her back down faster than she was ready for. The vehicles cabin now echoed with the sounds of her throat constricting and saliva spitting from her mouth and nose.
"aawwp...ssllrrp...aawwp...ssllrrp...aawwp...ssllrrp...aawwp...ssllrrp..."
Her husband was clearly aroused and ready as not even a minute after she was forced to swallow his rod he came in her mouth. A huge gush of cum shot down her throat! As the moment passed and the swelling of his cock from his ejaculate lessened he just as brusquely released her.
Jewel rocked back, coughing out stray specks of her husband's cum as the car turned and the momentum of the moving car threw her to her side onto the limo floor.
Jewel couldn't imagine a worse feeling. She felt cheap and used. He left her alone as he put his cock away. Jewel had to crawl slowly, fighting the motion of he car to regain her seat.
The car slowed and Jewel was able to glance out the window as she realized they were arriving. As they drove up to the clubhouse she was disappointed. For some reason she couldn't explain, it wasn't quite what she expected. It gave the slightly shabby and forbidding appearance of 'old money'. There were quite a few people walking through the parking area to and from the clubhouse.
It took a moment for her to notice her reflection in the window, her hair in disarray and her make-up smeared, Jewel acutely felt the loss of her dignity.
The car pulled up to the entrance under a port cochere and the Count got out. "I'll see you inside shortly my sweet." Muriel and Diane got in as the bodyguard shut the car door and waited outside.
Jewel knew the drill and sat still as Dianne un-cuffed her hands and removed the shackles from her ankles. Then Muriel went to work fixing Jewel's hair and makeup from the Count's attentions.
"Lady Delacroix, I do wish you would learn to control yourself" Dianne said unkindly and smirked as Muriel delved into Jewels purse for a hair brush and make-up and quickly and expertly restored Jewels appearance.
Jewel didn't bother to respond to the provocation. She was concerned about all the people meandering about.
"I thought you said this was a private club? That's a lot of people out there."
"This is a charity golf tournament. The club is open to the public and there are media to cover the event. There are several professional golfers attending and playing as well." Dianne answered helpfully.
Muriel looked at Jewel critically as she finished her 'touch-ups' before nodding her head in approval. "Let's go."
"Wait, one second..." Dianne interrupted. Reaching into Jewel's handbag she retrieved one of the public crossdressing permit collars and secured it around Jewel's neck.
"Wait...what?" Jewel began...
"You will be golfing without us as escorts. By law you must wear this due to public disclosure laws regarding crossdressers."
Jewel had heard of the new law but had never had it applied to her before. She was always in the company of her husband or her governess. She felt the collar with her finger. Wearing the neon pink collar with bold block lettering was mortifying.
Before she could complain the bodyguard opened and held the door as Lady Delacroix, Dianne and Muriel alighted from the vehicle.
Jewel was having difficulty breathing and felt like she was being smothered. She forced herself to take several deep breaths, which were more difficult due to the waist nipper she was wearing, before she summoned the courage to step out of the car.
"Lady Delacroix, the Countess and her party have just arrived and they are waiting for you in the restaurant for brunch. You have just over an hour to socialize until your tee time." Dianne smiled brightly at the Countess, taking in her appearance. "Now remember to behave appropriately with the decorum expected of a Countess of the house of Delacroix and a noble peer!"
Jewel caught her implied statements, threats really, and knew well enough how she was expected to behave and carry herself. No need for more of Dianne's training sessions. Jewel was of the opinion that Dianne only punished her as a statement of her control and not because she had done anything wrong.
Jewel felt flushed as she walked in through the front door and made her way to the restaurant, the sway of her hips causing the hem of her petticoat and skirt to shush from side to side. Jewel was disconcerted to see so many people inside the club. Her silly attire and petticoat attracted quite a bit of attention, or rather, they seemed to notice Jewel's brightly colored collar. Jewel's confidence shrunk slightly as she entered the dining room and saw it was full. She spotted the countess and made her way to their table.
Jewel stopped and stood next to the table and waited for Countess Valery to acknowledge her. She knew court etiquette demanded that although she was equal in rank, as the younger of the two she should wait patiently and politely until she was addressed.
Countess Valery seemed to be deeply engrossed in conversation with the other two ladies and to all outward appearances looked as if she hadn't noticed Jewel. Jewel knew better. She knew the countess would make her wait as long as it suited her to do so.
Jewel gave a soft cough, covering her mouth in a feminine manner precisely as she had been taught to do.
Countess Valery finally turned as if she was just noticing Jewel. "Lady Delacroix, how good of you to join us." Jewel watched her expression as she appraised her outfit.
"Lady Delacroix, you are always so fashion forward that I didn't recognize you in golf togs." Lady Emily greeted Jewel with a smile and took both Jewels hands in hers, giving 'air kisses' to each of Jewel's cheeks.
Jewel was confused by the warmth of her greeting. What was that for she wondered?
Lady Gwen extended her hand for a business like hand shake. "Jewel, so nice to see you again, I don't believe I've ever seen you not wearing heels. I thought you would be wearing them today seeing as how cross-dressers love them so much."
As a Countess, Lady Gwen was also 'equal' to Jewel in rank and Jewel and Gwen didn't get along. Lady Gwen wasn't openly hostile, just never friendly towards Jewel. Come to think of it, none of the other Countesses seemed to be overly fond or welcoming of Jewel's presence. Jewel believed it was her title of Countess that offended them. This is what made Lady Emily's warm greeting so unusual.
The countess smiled, apparently enjoying Jewel's discomfiture. "Please take a seat Jewel; we took the liberty of ordering for you." Jewel sat down at the table and was at first disconcerted to see there was no seating for Dianne and Muriel. Jewel knew they wouldn't like it if she was left alone.
"Your assistants may have a seat near the back with the others where we can call on them if we need them." Countess Valery spoke clearly to Jewel, her tone was light and charming but there was no mistaking the command that was obviously directed to Dianne and Muriel.
Jewel looked up at her two assistants. Muriel nodded her head and was already turning towards the tables where the other assistants and personal secretaries were sitting, apparently not bothered at all by being excluded. Jewel noticed Dianne turning to go as well, though she looked hurt and peeved that she wasn't to be included in their brunch conversation.
"Well Jewel, now that we're all here, why don't you begin by telling us your thoughts on today's charity event?" Countess Valery smiled as she spoke but Jewel saw no real warmth in her smile.
"I have been informed that the charity today is raising money to purchase land at the river estuary for the expansion of the national bird and wildlife sanctuary." Jewel tried to speak convincingly and even tried to inflect some passion into her voice. As countess she was expected to be familiar with the charitable and social issues of concern to the nobility, but frankly, she really couldn't care less.
Countess Valery smiled at him. He's so naïve, she thought, "Jewel, the estuary already shelters many bird species. What is to be gained by annexing it to the wildlife refuge upriver?"
Jewel's answer was delayed as their meal was served. Jewel quietly noticed that her meal was the smallest portion served. Jewel's stomach churned slightly. Her appetite was there but her stomach was not cooperating.
Swallowing her husband's cum seemed to upset her tummy. Jewel took small dainty bites to try and force herself self to eat something more substantial than cum and keep up her strength but by doing so she was unknowingly acting more feminine and polite.
Dianne watched him from the sidelines and smiled at his manners.
"By annexing with the National Refuge the land will be protected by Royal Law and of course protected by the royal game warden. The crown would be the guarantor of the land." Jewel pecked at her food as she waited for Countess Valery's response. Jewel decided that Countess Valery must be testing her and her knowledge of events.
"All true," she said at length.
All three ladies stopped eating and looked at Jewel before looking at each other. They hid their looks of surprise well, but Jewel knew they hadn't expected her to know. Jewel had heard through the grapevine that many of the noble women thought she was an airhead and a male bimbo.
It was Lady Gwen who spoke up first. "How well do you know your family history Jewel?"
Jewel was confused at first; did they know that she had found out about her noble heritage and Ulrich the Fierce? It took a moment until she realized she must mean the Delacroix family history. Jewel had to think before realizing that she knew almost nothing of Count Delacroix's... and now her... family history.
"Almost nothing, really." Jewel finally admitted. She could have looked it up when she was in school, however she had never bothered.
Lady Emily spoke next. "Really? Married nearly 5 years and you know nothing. Jewel, the First Count Delacroix defended the mountain Pass and Valley leading to the capitol against an invading army. For his bravery the crown awarded him with the title of Count. The now named Valley Delacroix and the river leading to the Capitol still comprise today's current Delacroix County. The delaying action allowed the prince to rally an army sufficient to win the following battle and secure our principality's borders and brought peace."
Jewel remembered some of that from her history classes at the all girls academy she attended. Jewel suddenly realized that the mountain pass was where Ulrich had made his valiant stand and that must mean that the lord of the Delacroix household at that time must have been the one to recommend Ulrich be ennobled. Jewel felt stupid for not having realized this until now.
"Something perhaps you should read up on." Countess Valery's pithy statement was as level and direct as the gaze she now fixed on Jewel.
Jewel was at a loss. "I think so too." she offered, weakly. Her mind went blank and she feigned interest in her brunch while trying to think of a something else to say. Jewel never saw the approach of her husband and was taken completely by surprise when Count Delacroix gave her a kiss on the cheek.
Jewel recoiled but as usual her feminine appearance and squirming to escape gave everyone watching the impression of surprise and pleasure instead of disgust.
"Countess Valery, Ladies, I hope you are all enjoying the day. Please excuse my interruption. Jewel darling, Count Valery and I are about to tee off. Please enjoy your round. I will see you back here at the clubhouse after. Melinda will be your caddy and will be with you should you need anything." The count took Jewel by her chin and turned her head and kissed her on her cheek. He never kissed her on her lips after a blow job where she swallowed his cum after all. "Until then; ladies." The count touched his hand to his eye in a casual gesture of respect to the countesses, then turned and left.
Jewel watched as the Count left and noticed that Melinda was actually the female bodyguard normally assigned to him when she went out. She was now dressed in a golf shirt and khaki pencil skirt, and a white sun visor. Jewel never knew her name was Melinda. Despite all the time she had been forced to spend near her she realized she didn't know a thing about her.
Countess Valery spoke next "Well that means we are on deck soon. We should go too." She looked at Jewel next. "Jewel, you can pick up the tab, that's what men are supposed to do anyway."
Jewel indicated to the waiter to bring the check. She now knew this was why they gave her a credit card. They seemed to anticipate everything. Distracted as she was, Jewel didn't notice the curious stares that followed her as she left the dining room to catch up with her party outside.
Arriving at the first tee with Melinda, Jewel had her first look at her clubs. She thought they were new yet for some reason they seemed familiar. Jewel pulled out the driver and then an iron and immediately saw why. These were the exact same clubs her father had back in Moose Lake; only these were the women's version.
The clubs had bright pink paint on the grooves of the striking face as well as in the back cavity of all the irons. The woods also had the same pink color in the grooves of the striking face but the powder coat on the rest of the club head was florescent bright pink in color. They had even put on the same style of grips, just in the ladies pink color.
Jewel looked at the designator on the carbon fiber shafts. They were from the same manufacturer as his father's clubs but had an 'L/W' in small print; that she knew stood for ladies/women's. They really do think of everything.
Countess Valery teed off first followed by Lady Gwen and Lady Emily. Jewel only felt a moment of annoyance at teeing of at the ladies tees. When she teed off last she immediately saw that playing with golf clubs having such a firm shaft increased her distance and seemed to improve her accuracy slightly.
Jewel was embarrassed when the small gallery watching them applauded each of them on their drives. Members of the sports media were taking pictures as well, no doubt for their respective news outlets.
At least the golf was normal. Jewel won the honor after the first tee and kept it through most of the round. Jewel would have been happy with her game but disliked the stares she was receiving from other golfers and the few people from the galleries who watched from the sides; stupid petticoat.
Occasionally she could hear the roar of a larger crowd off in the distance. Jewel assumed it was one of the professional players. They would attract a larger crowd of fans who would follow them around the course.
Jewel was not a good player, yet for some reason she spent most of the front nine alone. None of the other women ever hit in the same direction as Jewel. They always seemed to be too far away for conversation or playing on the opposite side of the fairway. When they all met up at the tee or the green Ladies Emily and Gwen seemed to dominate the conversation, ignoring Jewel's attempts to comment or interrupt. Their inconsequential chatter annoyed her as they even went so far as to talk over her when she spoke and keep right on talking until they all separated again on the next fairway.
Despite being in a foursome Jewel felt as if she were golfing completely alone. Enjoying the feeling she started to relax some and actually try to enjoy the round. Unfortunately she soon realized he wasn't ever short of company.
It started innocently enough. Jewel wasn't surprised at first when a stranger approached asking if she had seen a lost ball. These things happened routinely during golf. But after the third time a stranger asked about a lost hat or lost club cover Jewel realized club members were walking past or approaching her just to get a good look at her. By the 7th fairway it was obvious to the other three members of her foursome as well. One man even approached asking about a lost ball and he wasn't even carrying any clubs.
Lady Gwen seemed to find it humorous and started making snide comments to Lady Emily about Jewel just barely within Jewel's hearing. "They must be fascinated by his petticoat. I've never seen anyone wear one golfing before."
As they approached the 9th green Jewel could see a small crowd gathering and watching from the clubhouse as she walked up the fairway. Word had obviously spread that the Count's Male-Bride was golfing today. Jewel began to feel strong fear but couldn't explain the reason. She kept her head down and tried to focus on her golf game but the feeling grew stronger.
Jewel could see people watching her and at the 9th green staring and sniggering. She could overhear some of the louder ones making comments and see them gesturing rudely. Women were talking to each other covering their mouths and laughing, "Oh my god, do you see his outfit?"
Jewel overheard one of the older men of the crowd loudly voice his disapproval, "First they voted to let women join and now they let those freaks in here too."
Jewel felt her confidence flagging. She knew she could pass as a woman so clearly the PCP collar was causing all the attention. That someone had obviously out-ed her never occurred to her. It was so unfair that the world would go on while she had to parade in public as another man's wife...against her will no less. What is wrong with these people?
Jewel saw Dianne and Muriel make their way through the crowd towards her. Together they started walking toward the 10th tee box.
"So how's it going?" Dianne asked.
Jewel could tell Dianne was dying for some insight or gossip about the Countess and ladies Gwen and Emily. Something for Jewel's social media accounts, and her curiosity no doubt.



Muriel merely watched Jewel and checked Jewel's make-up and hair for any corrections and touch-ups. They had waited two hours for Jewel and the Countesses foursome to return to the club and they still had about two more hours to go for the back nine.
"Not good" Jewel answered dejectedly. "Lots of people walking by and staring at me; exactly the sort of fun you know I enjoy." Jewel didn't know why she bothered saying anything. Sarcasm was lost on those two. "Why can't one of you escort me so I can take off this damn collar?"
"We don't have tickets." Muriel answered, a little too simply.
"I meant, how is it going with the Countess?" Dianne interrupted.
"She hasn't said more than a few words to me the entire time." Jewel answered. "At least I'm winning the round though."
"What?" Both Dianne and Muriel seemed surprised by this.
"Don't you think I can play golf better than a few women?"
Dianne seemed genuinely angry.
"Jewel, sometimes you are so dumb I think we should turn your hair blond. You want her approval, so find a way. Besides, haven't you ever heard of client golfing? You need to lose to her!" Dianne bristled.
Jewel was annoyed that they hadn't mentioned this before. Of course she heard about client golf. But it never applied to her before. The few times she ever golfed were with her dad and he never golfed with a client when he golfed with Jules before. Her dad had encouraged Jewel to learn to golf well because it was so useful in business. Jewel thought it was just a waste of 4 to 6 hours of her day. A good walk spoiled, as the old saying went.
Jewel now had to worry about how she could convincingly lose to the countess without it being obvious since she was already 11 strokes ahead.
"And I thought today was supposed to be about fun." Jewel retorted.
Jewel still had the honors and as she teed off on the 10th tee; a par 4 dog leg to the left. Dianne coughed loudly during her swing and Jewel's ball took a wicked slice and disappeared into trees on the right side of the fairway. Jewel walked back and handed her driver to Melinda, then when out of sight of the countess and Ladies Gwen and Emily, stuck out her tongue at Dianne.
A small gallery of observers followed Jewel after they teed off on the 10th tee, but by the 13th hole the crowd had lost interest and dispersed. Thankfully many celebrities were still golfing and they were much more interesting to watch.
Jewel did her best to continue playing badly, a few bad drives and chip shots leading to a few double bogeys were adding up her score but she still led the Countess by 7 strokes at the 15th tee.
"You seem to have lost your edge Jewel." Jewel was happy the countess was finally speaking to her again.
"It's just... the crowd back there... really got to me." Jewel spoke softly and looked away. She didn't want her to see the hurt in her eyes or know how much it hurt when people treated her like that.
"I see," Jewel wasn't sure of the Countess's tone if she really was convinced. "You shouldn't let them get to you like that."
On the 15th green Jewel lined up for her putt. She took two strokes even though she knew she could've sunk this putt in one, barely 7 feet from the hole, and claimed double bogey. As she retrieved her ball from the cup Jewel saw two young men actually walk right onto the green and stop directly in front of her. Jewel felt a lump grow in her throat and had trouble swallowing.
Jewel looked up and immediately recognized George and Andre', her closest friends from high school. Jewel could tell by the looks of them they were obviously drunk and swaying slightly. They stood too closely to her and Jewel could smell on their breath the beer they had been drinking.
Andre spoke first "I didn't believe it when they told me." He slurred slightly.
"Yeah, I had to see this for myself." George gestured toward Jewel.
"Guys...I..." Jewel didn't know what to say, her mind went blank and she felt as if she were suffocating.
"So this is the real you huh? It figures. I always thought you were a bit of a fruit."
George smiled at Andre's insult. "Yeah, you ever take a shower after football practice with him. I swear he was checking me out."
"Football!" George spat. "He was the worst player on the team. I could never place my finger on it but he sure played like a girl. Admit it Jewel, that's your name now isn't it? You only made the team because of you daddy's money." George made air quote marks with his fingers when he said the word 'daddy'.
"Guy's...No...Please..." Jewel was stunned by their verbal assault. She wanted to say something, but she couldn't think of what to say. What is wrong with me, I'm usually so good with words. Jewel felt her heart racing uncontrollably. Why are they even here?
Jewel glanced at Melinda and saw she had put down the golf clubs and was speaking into a cell phone. Ladies Gwen and Emily and the Countess had all stepped back behind their Caddy's and were watching her from afar. Jewel couldn't see Lady Gwen recording the events with her cell phone camera.
Andre kept up the attack on Jewel. "You know he tried out for swim team right? Coach rejected him for being too small," Andre held his thumb and forefinger close together, making a small dick-joke insulting to Jules.
"But...but...I made the swim team..." Jewel was stuttering nonsense by now but was too shocked and disoriented from their verbal assault to know what to say. She backed up a step but George and Andre followed closely.
George was relentless "You remember your girlfriend? She found your face book profile and told us what you had become. Got you a real man in a gay marriage obviously. You know I fucked her. I introduced you two. Not man enough to get your own girlfriends you had to settle for my hand me-downs. But it all makes sense now, why you two never did it."
George and Andre never saw Melinda and another bodyguard come up behind them. Jewel could never describe what Melinda did but one minute George and Andre were both towering over Jewel hurling insults and the next they were both on their bellies laying flat on the ground. Jewel was able to make out through teary eyes the course Marshall and two club staff members, club security perhaps, arrive and take George and Andre away in golf carts. Jewel just stood there in shock.
"Are you alright? Do you want to continue?" It was the course Marshall. He had stayed behind to check on the players.
Jewel just wanted to go home, her racing heartbeat began to slow as she calmed down but a feeling of deep depression settled over her. Home meant with the Count now and she really had no desire to go there. Go back to the club? More insults awaited her there. Going golfing was a terrible idea and she hated the Count for making her go like this.
Not knowing what to do Jewel finally simply said the only thing she could think of; "Let's just finish the round."
As Jewel turned and walked towards the 16th tee the Marshall walked with her "My Lady" he said it rather awkwardly, "I hate to bring this up now yet I must say that this incident and your general slow rate of play have caused some back up among the other players, I must regretfully insist that you either speed up your play or leave the course."
"It's OK, I'll play faster." Jewel said unconvincingly.
"Very well My Lady." The Marshall returned to his cart but stayed back behind and watched as Jewel's foursome teed off.
The 16th was a par 5 and the longest hole on the course. Jewel teed off last and was still shaking so badly she topped her ball. Jewel watched as it ran barely 30 feet directly ahead. Jewel dropped her head then walked straight up to her ball and picked it up.
"I'll skip this hole." She announced glumly.
"By club rules that will be a 9 then," Lady Gwen had been keeping score for the group. "This places you in the lead Countess Valery."
Jewel walked down the center of the fairway. Normally this was one of the parts she most enjoyed about golf, simply because she did it so rarely. She expected to be walking alone again and was surprised when Lady Emily caught up to him and walked with him.
"You know I was at your wedding."
"I'm sorry" Jewel finally managed to say "but I was in shock for most of that day."
Lady Emily and Jewel arrived in the middle of the fairway at Lady Emily's ball. She lined up for her next shot and with a smooth swing sent her ball sailing towards the green.
"I was so happy for you Jewel, I have always supported equal rights for everyone and even marched and demonstrated in college. I accepted the invitation because I believe everyone has a right to marry who they love, regardless of sex. Then at the altar when I heard your mother and sister protest and realized you were not getting married voluntarily..." Her voice trailed off.
"Afterwards I did a bit of snooping." She looked at Jewel as they walked towards the green. "Your father was a real piece of work. Selling you like that."
The memory of his arranged wedding and 30 day honeymoon nearly brought Jewel back to tears.
"It wasn't just him...I should have...should have...asked more questions." Jewel finally managed to whisper.
"Well, I hate to break this to you but I'm getting married soon and if you would like, you could to be one of my bridesmaids." Emily watched Jewel closely as she spoke.
Jewel had so many surprises this day that for whatever reason an invitation to be a brides maid didn't even faze her.
"He's an American from their 'south'. My family told me I should accept his proposal because he's rich."
Jewel started to get upset by this news. "Are you being forced too?" She felt a tear start to form in her eye. Damn it, I need to control these mood swings!
"Oh no, I mean, not really." Emily hesitated a moment "It's just that... it's a good match. He's rich and that will help my family. He wants to have a title, some form of status thing for him..." Emily's voice trailed off.
"But not for love?" Jewel asked softly.
"No. Not for love." Emily answered introspectively.
Jewel and Emily were finally arriving at the green. "Listen, if you ever want to talk, anytime..."
Jewel actually broke out into a sad little smile. "I would, but finding a place to talk where no one is eavesdropping on me is not easy." She nodded her head indicating Melinda.
"I understand, I hope you can accept" Emily proffered, acknowledging that the decision wasn't Jewel's to make "and I hope you like crinolines, it's going to be an American Southern style wedding." She broke away from Jewel at the green to focus on her putt attempt.
Jewel kept to herself on the 17th. She made sure she bogeyed the hole and thus kept Countess Valery in the lead.
Finally they arrived at the 18th tee. Jewel wasn't even trying anymore. A fact not lost on Countess Valery. She couldn't help herself anymore and vacillated between feeling sorry for Jewel and angry at her weakness. Countess Valery had originally assumed that Jewel had married willingly and was voluntarily dressing as a woman to satisfy Count Delacroix's desires. She was insulted that a man would attempt to assume a woman's place and title in noble society, and expect entry and equal treatment as a noble wife. But having a competent staff meant Lady Valery could have them investigate and discover the truth. Countess Valery was fully aware of the conditions of Jewel's marriage and was hoping to see for herself if her assumptions were true. Waiting until the 18th hole she was finally fully convinced of Jewel's subservient unwilling status. She made sure to walk next to Jewel after they teed off.
"You could have quit back there. I doubt anyone would blame you." She offered.
Yeah right Jewel thought. "I just need a moment to recover. I won't give in to weakness."
Countess Valery actually smiled a small sincere smile.
"Is it so bad for you, being a woman?" Countess Valery finally asked.
"It is if you are being forced." Jewel said unemotionally. With the countess Jewel normally wouldn't have spoken so bluntly but the day had taken its toll and she just wanted it over. Jewel expected to be mocked and treated poorly by her yet she was too upset to notice that she was being nice.
The 18th green was back at the clubhouse and Jewel was grateful there were no crowds waiting for her like last time. Being careful once again to putt badly, Jewel managed to finish last, with the highest score of her group.
Countess Valery walked over to her and extended her hand. "Congratulations Jewel, well played, I'm sure your husband will be happy."
"Thank you Countess, I'm sure that he will."
**
George and Andre stood up as they were escorted by security personnel out a side door from the club. They immediately climbed into the waiting vehicle.
"Well, how did it go?"
"Shit bro, it was exactly like you said. Dressed as a girl and looks totally like a girl." George answered.
"Yeah. If you hadn't told me I never would have know it was him and not some hot chick." Andre filled in.
"Oh! So you think he's hot now?"
"Dude, that's not what I meant..."
"Forget it. We got what I came here for." James MacLeod smiled grimly as he drove away.
James' smile was subdued. It was ironic, perhaps, that he had been contacted by Jean Claude Delacroix the Fourth to run an operation against Jewel. The fact that his primary client was the count's son, Jean Claude Delacroix the Fifth barely gave James pause.
James supposed he should be more loyal to one client, but it would now seem that he was gaining a reputation in upper society as a man who could get things done and yet keep confidences. James knew for information like that to get out meant JCD the Fourth was not as discreet as he should be. That JCD the fifth would know of him was evidence of that.
James decided that he had no problems playing both sides. The money was good after all, and money was what James needed and wanted. Being paid by both sides to do basically the same thing was a coincidence easily exploited. That both sides were ignorant of each others plans, well that was just fine and dandy.
JCD IV wanted to prevent Jewel from making friends among her peers by exposing her as weak and timid. Lady Valery was known for despising weak women in noble society. It was all about control for him.
JCD V wanted to embarrass his father by also exposing Jewel as weak. He wanted to replace his father and take over his position in government and his business interests.
Family Squabbles, James mused.
It had been easy enough to spread the news of Jewel golfing among the club members. Their natural curiosity took over and did the work for him. Some of the more conservative older member's harsh comments were extremely helpful, James smirked.
And having Andre and George actually approach and confront Jules...er, Jewel...
The whole operation couldn't have gone any better.
James took the final turn toward the airport. Dropping his friends from school off in time to make their flight, he had promised them a week's vacation in Amsterdam for their trouble. He was sure they would enjoy it. James sure did when he was there.
**
Count Delacroix smiled when he received the report from his agent on the success of the little venture. He watched a brief clip shot from a cell phone of the incident. His wife blubbering uncontrollably, her peers observing from a safe distance; the bodyguards take-down of the perpetrators.
There were even one or two mentions in the media, the usual gossip articles and a photo in an on-line collage of pictures from their club.
Jean Claude glanced over at his wife, sleeping fitfully in their bed, curled into a ball, right on the edge of the mattress, clutching her favorite pillow. She needs the reminder of who she is and to relearn her place and her role, he thought.
Count Delacroix deleted the message. It had been a good day.
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Jewel walked down the hallway of her manor home towards the library. Her husband had been receiving visitors periodically throughout the day and the last petitioner had just left. Jewel wanted to talk to her husband but was still uncertain if it was a good idea.
As she approached the door to the library she paused for just a moment to steel her resolve. Nothing ventured, nothing gained; she thought as she pushed open the door and entered the room.
She saw him sitting behind his desk, and he looked up at her as she entered the room. Jean Claude Delacroix the IV looked pleased as he always did. Jewel could tell by his countenance that he was in a good mood. No doubt pleased with whatever problems he had conquered earlier that day.
"Darling." Jewel spoke soothingly.
"Ah, my lovely wife, to what do I owe this pleasant surprise?" The count glanced at the clock. It wasn't time for his medicine yet.
"Darling Husband," Jewel repeated, "I would like to discuss with you the estate of Ulrich the Fierce."
"And what exactly is it you wish to discuss?" Jewel saw her husband's face frown slightly.
Jewel decided to be direct.
"I wish to lay claim to my title. I am heir to the House of Ulrich."
Count Delacroix rose from his desk and moved over to two wingback chairs next to a table lamp and turned on the light.
Jewel was struck by a feeling of déjà vu as she had seen him do this a few times before. The room was still well lit from the large windows and it wasn't dark out so the light wasn't needed. Something is up with this light, Jewel realized.
"Please come, sit, and explain to me how you think you can claim this title."
Jewel moved to the chair opposite her husband. She smoothed the black A-line skirt she was wearing under her as she delicately sat onto the chair. The action exposed the lace tops of her thigh highs. She crossed her ankles as she sat as modesty and decorum demanded.
Jewel had dressed in a style she knew her husband preferred. The 4 inch high heels to emphasize her legs and posterior, and the tight white blouse over a black bra that could just be seen through the material of the blouse. Everything she wore was selected to emphasize her feminine figure that she had worked so hard to develop and that he had paid for and imposed upon her; and that he had paid her 'assistants' to compel her to carry out.
Her makeup was of the youthful style that she preferred rather than the dramatic styles Muriel usually applied. There were no appointments or events scheduled so she was staying at home today anyway and her husband didn't care what makeup style she wore as long as she was wearing it.
Jewel decided to maintain her direct approach. After all, nothing ventured, nothing gained.
"I have had the opportunity to do some research. My father's real last name is Ulrich, not McLeod. But you know this already as you employed him many years ago."
Jewel watched as her husband was listening attentively, but his expression was impenetrable.
"As the only heir to the title who has the means to lay claim, I wish to do so...with your love and support of course."
Count Delacroix was surprised to hear his wife knew about Ulrich. Reasoning quickly he concluded she must have used her attorney to discover the information.
"And why should we do this?" Jean Claude was genuinely curious. His wife never asked him for anything. Not unless she was planning something, of course.
"Our anniversary is coming up. You have always been such good husband to me and I have not been a good wife to you. I want to give you a gift of land and a manor home for our anniversary. You have done so much for me and I have not appreciated any of it. I resented you and our arranged marriage. I wish to make amends for my lack of appreciation."
"HA!" Jean Claude's laugh was of genuine surprise. This was completely unexpected. The royal court would never have let him claim her title for her and add the holdings to his own. There were still living male heirs, although none of them had the financial means required. That she would come to him and offer them to him...astounding! But he knew his wife well enough to know that she was probably up to something. Was this another escape attempt in the works? She wasn't biting her lip under the hypnotically implanted tell.
"If this is what you wish to do then I shall have my secretary draft up the claim tomorrow."
Jewel smiled in relief.
"That won't be necessary. I will have my attorney begin the process."
Aha, the count thought. I knew it!
"But we should go there and visit and see it first. You should never buy anything sight unseen, after all." Jewel held herself perfectly still. She had to fight the urge to bite her lip. It was a nervous habit she had developed that she had no idea how it began but was fighting to control it.
Count Delacroix gazed at the earnest expression on his wife's face. She might actually be sincere, he thought.
"Very well! In fact, next month is the Annual Royal Charity Fox Hunt. I believe that this event is very near those lands. We can tie the two trips together into one. In fact, I'll have your personal assistant arrange for you to receive riding lessons immediately."
Jewel smiled a genuine smile of relief. This was wonderful. Riding lessons though? Whatever; now it was up to her to try and figure out the rest of her plan.
**
Dear Diary,
I would seem my latest major escape attempt was actually almost a success. I have long ago stopped detailed preplanning because somehow my husband and my assistants and the security staff just seem able to tell when I am thinking or planning or about to try to run. But during the 35th Annual Royal Charity Fox-Hunt I saw an opportunity and risked it and tried to make a run.
First, the land holdings for the House of Ulrich were right on the border. So I had hoped that if we went there and made a tour of the grounds I would then dart across and claim sanctuary or asylum. It was a simple and direct plan that regrettably didn't work out. We did tour the grounds but of course it was in a group of bodyguards and security staff and of course my husband just had to lead the tour. I wasn't allowed to go off and explore on my own. He said it was "unsafe."
Now that left the fox hunt...
Where to begin...because of the animal rights activists having succeeding in their lobbying efforts to ban fox hunting as cruel a new and creative hunt was introduced. Over 20 years ago they changed the fox hunt from hunting foxes and instead, now, they hunt high school runners who participate in track and field, or cross-country racing, or marathoners, runners of all kinds really, are offered a scholarship to participate.
So instead of a fox, they hunt "foxy people". The runners get a 30 minute head start. The men hunt the female runners and the women hunt the male runners. If you catch a fox then the student is your escort for a charity dinner that evening where the scholarships are awarded and various novelty prizes are presented and large endowments are pledged to athletic programs.
Of course I had to participate in the women's hunt for the male runner. It was one of the few outings I had where I was not under constant surveillance by anyone.
I was quiet a bit nervous though. Although I was taught the basics of riding just a few weeks prior to the event I was not at all sure of keeping up with the group.
I also had to learn to ride sidesaddle. The charity fox hunt and dinner this year was in period costume, so 18th century riding dresses and corsets and hat and boots...the whole works. My PCP collar was hidden under the high collar of my period costume. Illegally, as they were never supposed to be covered or obscured when worn. But since no one cared then I didn't dwell on it either.
My goal was to simply try and stay near the back of the group of huntresses and try to keep up. But after about an hour of riding I had been left behind. Not being sure where I was I rode to a high point and looked around. I saw that I was near the Manorial Estate of the House of Ulrich and that was directly on our border. Fortunately I was able to make out the landmarks and it was then and there that I confirmed the border was within easy riding distance. If I rode at the best pace I could manage I could probably cross into the neighboring countries territory in only a couple of hours and be free.
One thing that I didn't know was that they had given me a trained horse. Once it heard a special command it would run non-stop back to the stables. I think they were monitoring me by GPS and after a while, when they saw that I was not with the group and heading away, they simply broadcast the command. I had been riding toward the border for about 20 minutes when the horse heard it and no matter how I tried to steer my horse away, all it did was turn and run for the stables.
I reached a point where I had to ford a stream. It was there that I stumbled across one of the male runners! He had participated in the event the previous year and thought he knew how to win. Runners who do not get caught when the time is up, or make it to a safe haven receive a bonus. By blind luck I caught him at the stream.
But as I said, my horse heard the command and ran for the stables. When they took me inside I just lied as best I could. I started complaining how I saw a runner and had caught him at a stream and suddenly my horse took off. I actually started crying, partly because I needed to be convincing, and also because I was truly scared of the punishment.
Anyway, at the end of the event they asked all the runners and sure enough the one I saw came forward and told how he was found and thought he was caught when the rider suddenly turned and rode away.
So, I got out of trouble by dumb luck. The dinner event that evening went ahead as planned and my fox sat next to me for dinner. It was also traditional for the fox and the hunter to have a dance during the after dinner party. I offered him the option of not dancing, but he said he was already told I was a male-bride and he didn't want to do anything to offend anyone and lose his scholarship money.
I had seriously thought about why I didn't just jump off my horse and run away on foot?
Hmm...possible broken leg or head or back from jumping off a moving horse, running in 18th century dress and corset, the distance to the border was too far; the block heel riding boots...the odds were not in my favor.
It would seem that right now I am so good at failing to escape that no one even notices anymore.
**
"Darling, I am so proud of you. Catching the fox like you did. You have made a positive impression with our peers and your dancing this evening was enchanting to watch."
Jewel knelt at the foot of the bed as her husband reclined against the mountain of pillows piled up against the massive headboard.
"Thank you my husband. I am glad I have made you proud." Jewel did her best to smile despite the growing feeling of sadness inside her. Jewel knew her husband would now want sex. He was so randy and insatiable that Jewel was now convinced he had to be taking performance enhancing drugs. There was just no way a man his age could or should have the vitality and virility he boasted.
"Come here, you are such a good girl, come lie next to me." Jean Claude pat the bed by his side.
Jewel was a good girl, he had given her a direct command so she did as she was told and lay next to her husband and was pulled into an embrace.
Jean Claude kissed Jewel tenderly at first, then with more and more vigor, his hands originally holding her close by her hip, now wandering to take her penis into his hand and slowly stroke it.
Jewel gasped in shock as the count stroked her penis. In all their years of marriage he had never touched her penis.
Jean Claude looked into Jewels eyes they fluttered closed in pleasure from his kiss and from the attention he was showing her with his hand. He had used her for his pleasure and his pleasure alone for all those years. He had sought for and found revenge against those who wronged him using her as his pawn. But had he been right to do so? Of course he had been right! He was Count Delacroix of House Delacroix and he knew his rights and privileges and power!
But was he...hmm...unfair to her somehow, to not tend to her and her needs after his plans had succeeded? If so, then tonight would be different. She had brought him manorial lands that even in their ruined state were valued at close to 20 million.
Jewel shut her eyes as the count slowly, gently caressed her cock, stroking it smoothly in his grip. The count's kisses were gentle, yet firm, passionate and yet unhurried. Her penis became tumescent from the attention.
In one smooth motion Jewel suddenly found the count was on top of her, then kneeling between her legs and still stoking her cock. Jewel was terribly confused that he didn't flip her onto her belly...what is he doing, she wondered?
Jean Claude looked into his wife's eyes and saw her lustful confusion. She successfully charmed so many of their peers, had been solicitous of the young athletic scholar's feelings and had not tried make another foolish escape attempt.
Jean Claude was proud of his wife. She has truly finally accepted her place and station in life as his arranged wife! It took longer than he expected, and after his revenge against her father was realized he thought he would never need her again, so he sent her away for safekeeping. But here today, and tonight, she finally showed her devotion and obedience.
Keeping her close now was instrumental to his new plans, but tonight, Jean Claude intended to do something he rarely ever needed to do...show his appreciation.
Taking his wife firmly by her hips he lifted her up and positioned her bottom across his lap, her legs spread wide by his sides. He gazed adoringly at her firm taught abdomen, the pert firm curve of her breasts, her penis now erect with desire, and her impeccably applied makeup displaying her passion and lust for him, her youthful glow and innocence even after 5 years of marriage seemingly unsullied.
Placing the head of his cock at the rosebud of her sphincter he aligned himself and slowly penetrated her.
Jewel was still in shock. The count had never fucked her missionary style before. In all these years she was always to be in a submissive posture; on her hands and knees, or flat on her belly, or propped on a pillow or toy or tied to a fetish or BDSM restraint to raise her ass and keep her head lower and in submission.
As the count penetrated her she felt his cock enter her slowly, and differently. The slight curve of his cock touching parts inside her she hadn't felt before. And he wasn't ramming it in forcefully; rather he pushed slowly, so slowly as to make her realize that she wasn't being hurt as badly as she usually was. Her penis was even hard and stiff and straining upward and towards her face.
After nearly a full 5 minutes of gentle thrusts the count had buried his 10 inch cock inside her...and she wasn't in agony! The count began to thrust more firmly and build strength and momentum. Soon Jewel's body was rocking back and forth from her high heels to her luxurious brunette hair. As the count began to piston inside her a new and more ominous feeling began to mount inside her...for the first time ever with her husband she felt...pleasure...
Never having had "the talk" on her wedding night, or with anyone for that matter Jewel's sexual education at the hands of the Count had be largely brutal and one-sided. The few incidents when he tried to be tender he still felt he had to dominate and demonstrate his strength. Never having been told of her prostate and that there was a way to obtain pleasure from its stimulation was an unknown quantity in her education and experience.
Jewel's confusion and fear grew at the pleasure intensifying inside her. Having nowhere else to look, she opened her eyes and saw the adoring gaze of her husband as he looked upon her.
There it is, thought the count. Jewels eyes had fluttered open and the look of pleasure and lust seemed unmistakable to him. He grinned lovingly at his wife as he moved his hands from her hips and then caressed her sides and arms. He massaged her breasts and then back to her sides. Then with a boyish grin, began his tickling of his wife.
Jewel's pleasure had built into a crescendo. Fear and confusion fought with pleasure as she didn't understand what her body was doing. But when the tickling began what was left of her resistance broke down like a wave crashing onto the shore.
Her eyes rolled back into her head and a soft contralto feminine moan of pleasure issued from her lips. The intensity of the prostate stimulation coupled with the shared intensity of her body's response to the tickling made her mind's higher functions shut down.
Her back arched as her body's automatic response was to grind down onto the Counts huge swollen cock. Her legs spontaneously crossed behind the counts back in the effort to drive him further into her ass. Her high heels pushed up to nearly behind the counts neck in a lust driven confusion of trying to simultaneously pull the count in closer and bring her legs back farther to open wider for him so he could drive his cock in deeper.
Jewels hands and arms, which had been gripping tightly to the sheets, reached out to grip her husband's chest, her hands unintentionally yet fortuitously clamping down hard on his nipples.
Jewels penis, which had been merely erect minutes ago from the stroking the count had performed, ached painfully yet pleasurably from its rock hard state. And as her orgasm struck, her cock released it's long stored load, spewing forth with pressure so intense her semen sprayed up and across coating her taught belly and coating the underside of each of her breasts with her own issue.
The count watched in amazement. He had never seen jewel experience an orgasm of such intensity before. And when she suddenly grabbed his nipples, the visual and intellectual rush, the pleasurable feelings of his cock inside her, and the pain of having his nipples played drove him over the edge.
Count Jean Claude Delacroix came deep and hard inside Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix's tender ass. His warm cum splashing deep inside her deepest recesses, yet such was the volume of his cum that some still managed to leak out past his burrowing cock and her tight anal ring, creating a wet spot from the intensity of their lovemaking.
Spent, the count collapsed onto his spasming and twitching wife. He gasped for air, slowly recovering his breath as he felt her orgasmic contractions slowly subside.
For many long minutes he lay there, spent, until eventually his deflating cock finally popped free from her tight anus.
Yet when he heard Jewel sob the count propped himself up on his arms and looked at his wife's face, now wet with tears.
"Darling?"
"That...was...that was..." she stuttered, unable to form the words.
The count's heart swelled with love and pride.
"Shush, darling wife. I know. I know, and I love you too." As he kissed her tears, rolled off her and pulled her into a spoon position to embrace her.



Jewels tears began to flow freely, though at least she wasn't sobbing.
Conflicted feelings warred inside her, the shame of such intensity such as she had never felt now seemed to inhabit every cell and fiber of her being fighting the memory of the unanticipated joy of physical pleasure.
She had an orgasm! The count had fucked her and made her orgasm. Nothing would ever be the same again! Shame, Shame, Shame...
**
Jewel stood in the mirrored room and looked at herself as Muriel stood behind her, fussing with Jewel's hair. Jewel tried in vain to find ANY feelings at all inside her for her costume but only found a feeling of calm resignation.
From the white dress that barely came to the bottom of her bottom and top of her legs, the red petticoat peeking out from under the skirt hiding her red lace panties and her tucked away penis, to the red ribbons and bows detailing the waist, hems, and apron; to the white 4 inch high heels, and a tiny white nurses cap with red lace cross, Jewel had been made up into the image of a very sexy, perhaps even slutty nurse.
And of course, the thigh high stockings...always thigh highs...white with repeating red lace crosses at the thigh's hem.
Jewel felt nothing about her clothing anymore. The embarrassment she should have felt as she was about to parade about the staff in this outfit was completely gone.
After all, every other day since her recall home her clothes had always been quite normal and presentable. Knee length skirts, blouses, heels and nylons. Ensembles appropriate for almost any occasion. Yet today...this...
Jewel looked at herself in the mirrors and knew that her husband was staging another scene where she was to be paraded in front of someone for god knows what reason. Jewel's only emotion was one of barely detectable curiousity as to whom she would be presented and why. Jewel's curiosity was tempered with the knowledge that it was likely she would never know why.
Since being recalled home to attend to her husband's recovery Jewel had come to realize Muriel was as talented as Leanne had been with cosmetics and fashion but nowhere near as devious in implementing them. As she stood there in her sexy nurse costume she was grateful for that fact.
"My husband chose such a lovely costume for me." Jewel ventured.
"Yes, He did, didn't he?" Muriel responded affirmatively confirming Jewel's suspicions.
Jewel twirled left, then right, then flounced for effect, inspecting her appearance.
"I was wondering what you might think about changing your hair to blond?" Muriel inquired.
Jewel looked at her long luxurious brunette hair now teased and volumized and cascading in large wavy bimbo-esque curls down her back and wondered if the count had decided she was going to finally change her hair color.
Jewel knew simply saying no was futile. Instead she opted for another route.
"I suppose it would be fine if it's what my husband would want." Jewel opined noncommittally.
Either Muriel would already have permission from the count to change Jewel's hair, or if she didn't, she would foolishly try to trick Jewel into giving her permission. Leanne would have already had a decision and would only taunt Jewel into thinking it was her choice.
"But wouldn't this outfit be more spectacular with honey blond hair?" Muriel pressed.
"What does my husband think of your suggestion?"
Jewel saw the hesitancy in Muriel's eyes before she answered.
"He said to ask you." Muriel sounded slightly cross.
"In that case I would prefer to leave my hair the brunette color that my husband likes." Jewel smiled inwardly as she realized that Muriel didn't have permission to color or bleach her hair.
"Besides, my hair is long and strong and luxurious and I wouldn't want to weaken it with harsh chemicals necessary for changing its color."
Muriel looked defeated and petulant.
Aha, Jewel thought, gotcha.
"Well, I suppose we should be going now. I want to retrieve my husband's medicines before he wakes from his nap."
Previously Jewel would have been roiling in embarrassment if she were made to parade about the mansion in front of her staff in such attire. Now it was simply part of her existence and her routines.
It's amazing what one can get used to when one must, Jewel thought.
**
The therapist sat across from Count Delacroix and listened as he voiced his concerns.
"It would seem that you have done all that I have asked of you. The discipline and the hypnotherapy have finally yielded the results you promised. It may be time to finally terminate your services, after all; what more is there to accomplish than this?"
The therapist knew that the counts feelings were reasonable and balanced but it just wouldn't do to point out his mistaken impressions so bluntly. She needed to manage the counts expectations.
"While it is true your bride has posed some unique challenges, I do see that some of them are still evident and although none have thus far exceeded your capabilities your grace, continued therapy is still highly recommended and desirable." A little flattery before the truth she thought.
"How so?" Count Delacroix seemed nonplussed.
Perfect! Thought the therapist as she assumed control of the conversation; she needed to steer it in a direction favorable to her.
"Her grace is indeed troubled, as one can very well expect and understand. The unique challenges of being the first male-bride can be daunting. And yet she has responded well to therapy. She exhibits all her tells when she considers escape, you and your staff are alerted. Her creativity can even be viewed as a challenge for you."
"A challenge, how so?" The counts eyes grew dark. He would prefer absolute control and obedience.
"Would you really be so happy and committed with a bride who was as docile and obedient as you stated you desire? I say no. Her minor outbursts and futile attempts at escape have kept you well entertained for years now. The challenge she gives you keeps your mind sharp and your body young. Admit it...you enjoy the thrill of the chase and the taste of victory when these silly events of hers are resolved."
Count Delacroix grew thoughtful at the therapists words. In many respects she was correct. While he had no doubt his wife thought her attempts were serious, the only one that embarrassed him, the embassy escape, had benefited him enormously in the end.
The agreement with the Americans had indeed reaped rewards not considered at the time, and not just financially.
"You may be right, but there is one other matter to explain."
"Yes Your Grace?"
"When I took my wife last night, for the first time in our marriage...her orgasm..."
"She ejaculated, you mean?"
"Yes. Why has this not happened until now?" The count had taken pride in his sexual prowess. All of his previous lovers had orgasms when he exercised his mastery.
"When your bride was new to her station she still believed she was strictly hetero-sexual and her feelings were in accordance with this belief. Your marital rights notwithstanding she clung to her perceived heterosexuality."
"As time went on, feminization was forced upon her via hypnosis, her wardrobe, her training in etiquette and deportment and of course the low doses of estrogen and other hormones that were prescribed by the pharmacist and administered by her personal trainer."
"Naturally as her duties to you became clear and expected she eventually sunk into depression. Of course we treated this with anti-depressants. Unfortunately one side effect of this can be the inhibition of arousal and that is likely why your bride never ejaculated."
"While sunlight, exercise, and social encounters can mitigate the effects of depression on a willing participant, this didn't exist for Jewel as all of these efforts were forcing her away from her original identity. Indeed, her social encounters among her peers often brought contempt, scorn, and ridicule. Often she was simply ignored by other ladies of the realm or simply sidelined when in her peer group."
"She felt like an outsider, but amazingly you sending her to school seemed to have broken her out of her depression."
The count was listening attentively. Everything she was saying made sense, so far.
"At school she was only given the lowest possible dose of hormones and blockers for maintenance purposes. But while there she was accepted by the students and found a place for herself as a teacher's aide. She had friends, respect, and even a bit of status not dependent on her identity as countess. It may have taken us these few years to accomplish but thanks to your inspired move to send her to boarding school she is now questioning her sexual identity."
"Her Grace hasn't been on anti-depressants since she went to school nor resumed them since being recalled home. Therefore there is no medication inhibiting her arousal now."
The count seemed convinced by her arguments. The therapists decided to press her advantage home.
"What position was she in when she came?"
"What? What do you mean?" Inquired the count.
"What sexual position were you using when she had her orgasm?"
"Missionary position; why does it matter?"
"And is that normally the position you prefer?"
"No, I always put her on her hands and knees and take her from behind. I prefer to demonstrate my mastery of her and enjoy seeing her as she willingly submits her body to me."
Yeah right, thought the therapist, doggy style; a position of power over his partner, typical male.
"And therein lays the key. In the missionary position you were more than likely able to stimulate her prostate. This was what increased her arousal and brought her to her first female-style orgasm."
Count Delacroix decided he liked the therapist; she kept to the facts and not the usual psychobabble favored by some that merely confused the issue. Clearly his wife needed to fucked in more than one position. How simple. Perhaps it was time he brought more variety into their sex life.
"Very well, you have convinced me and I shall take steps to ensure that my wife's needs are met as well. Thank you for you time, you are dismissed."
"Thank you Your Grace."
A knock on the door put paid to their meeting. As the door opened, they both looked as Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix, dressed as a naughty nurse, and carrying a silver tray with medicine bottles and water entered the room.
Jewel walked into the room with perfect head to toe posture and heel to toe stride. Her walk allowing her hips to sway from side to side in a perfect catwalk stride; a stride that allowed her petticoats to flip from side to side and emphasize her feminine gait.
As she entered the room to bring her husband his medicines for his recovery from his most recent stroke she was surprised to see that her therapist was sitting in a chair across from her husband. Jewel didn't show her surprise however and maintained her practiced expression of studied indifference.
What is she doing here? Jewel wondered.
"Darling husband, I was not told you were in a meeting. Shall I return later?" Jewel didn't mention that her husband should have been taking a nap. Embarrassing him by suggesting he needed naps was a form of weakness he didn't want known.
Jewel's contralto voice revealed nothing of her surprise at seeing her therapist and husband together. Her training had indeed been effective, although her curiosity was piqued. Why would my husband dress me up for my therapist, Jewel wondered?
"No. The doctor was just leaving."
"Doctor." Despite her overwhelming curiosity Jewel greeted her therapist with polite yet bored formality, as per her years of training.
"Your Grace." The therapist responded, respectfully.
The therapist smiled to herself as she rose from her chair, turned and left the room. Keeping such a long term lucrative client was not as difficult as she feared after all.
**
Phoebe Mills sat with Jewel in an arbor in the middle of the spacious gardens surrounding Delacroix Manor. It was their first meeting at the manor home and not at Jewel's attorney's office since Jewel snuck the flash drive into her pocket long ago.
After the usual pleasantries and several minutes of catching up Phoebe finally had the opportunity to ask a question that many have posed in response to her gossip column articles.
"As you know, many of our readers do not believe that you are a captive as you claim, they wonder why you haven't walked away from your marriage."
Jewel looked out over the gardens as she pondered her answer. Phoebe had been a friend and confidant but she would still write about her in her gossip columns from time to time. Jewel new this was a necessary evil as part of swaying public opinion in her favor. Unfortunately libel laws in the country allowed her husband to quash any articles that impugned his behavior. Still telling her these things was therapeutic in a way. She couldn't share everything with her therapist after all.
"I suppose the best way to answer that question is with another question...Why is it that all the prisoners of our prisons don't escape?"
"Why?" Phoebe played along.
"Because of high walls, guards, monitoring systems, and societal pressure. No one expects a prisoner to escape because there are means to prevent their escape."
Jewel pointed to her body guards and the stone wall that bordered the manor home property.
"An arranged bride is a lot like those prisoners. It's just that the manor is a bit nicer than a prison cell."
Phoebe smiled as she jotted down her notes as the recorder captured her audio.
Such as shame none of this could ever be used in an article.
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Jewel felt the ache of her legs as they were pressed up against her body. Her heels up by her head, and held tight back by her sides by her husband's chest.
Barely setting on the edge of a side table in the foyer of the main entrance of her mansion, her white thong panties pulled to one side as her husband pounded his mammoth cock inside her, pistoning in and out her anus and pressing her back up against the wall mirror above the side table.
Jewel and the count and attended a small dinner party at the home of one of their peers. Dressed formally for the occasion the count was quite handsome in his traditional black tie tuxedo.
Jewel was made to contrast him by wearing an all white form fitting spaghetti strap bodycon dress. Diamond pendant earrings and a diamond pendant necklace were her only jewelry giving her clear smooth skin and youthful appearance a touch of elegance.
Muriel, Jewel's governess, has made Jewel's makeup for the evening in a style less dramatic than usual, but not the innocent coquette reserved for daily wear. Her lush red lips and blue eyeshadow were her standard colors, but Muriel had made her up with doe eyes rather than her typical cats-eye with bold wings. Her toenails and fingernails were painted in silver nail polish and glistened with silver glitter.
Jewel had to admit when she saw the results earlier in the evening that Muriel was truly talented as a cosmetician. Jewel was as cute as a button and still sexy in an elegant and understated style.
The dress was tight and didn't require a bra, not that Jewel needed one anyway. Her c-cup breasts were high, firm and perky and the thin tight spandex dress fully showcased her nipples through the material. Undeniably sexy!
Her white thong panties were tastefully decorated with rhinestones; which was in sharp contrast to her 4 inch white platform heels with their large, plentiful and gaudy rhinestones.
At least her long coltish legs, one of her best features, were displayed for their best effect;
White thigh high stockings completed her intimate attire.
Thighs highs...her husband always insisted on thigh highs for her...though the stripper heels were new. Jewel thought they were frankly rather gaudy when earlier in the evening Muriel bring them to her and made her put them on.
At least the dress was long enough to cover the lace tops of her thigh high stay-up stockings, just so long as Jewel remembered to pull down the hem of her dress occasionally. The tendency of the hem of the dress to rise up when she walked, or stood up, or sat down, or stood perfectly still...ugh...it was frustrating and required continuous attention.
The evening dinner party was a resounding success but had run late into the night and Jewel had looked forward to bed and sleep.
That her husband in his ardor would suddenly attack her right here in the foyer was unexpected to say the least. He usually waited until she was secured in bed.
As soon as the front door closed behind them he had grabbed her by the elbow and spun her around into his embrace.
One sharp command to the staff members who greeted them at the door and they all quickly dispersed leaving her alone with her husband.
Jewel's husband kissed her hard. Perhaps that was an understatement. The count mauled her lips and pulled her so tightly into the kiss with his hand behind her head her lips actually hurt. Jewel's red lipstick smeared from the forcefulness.
Jewel's gasp for air allowed her husband to penetrate her mouth with his tongue and convert their kiss into a French kiss.
Count Delacroix's hands were all over Jewel as he pawed at her back and bottom, stroked her sides and hips and mauled her breasts.
Jewel was too weak to do anything to thwart her husband's aggressive overtures and tried to simply control what she could to minimize the pain of his aggressive passion. Hanging onto his forearms to try and redirect them however was futile.
Count Delacroix wanted his wife and he wanted her now! He had barely been able to restrain himself at the dinner party. His wife had again acquitted herself well and performed admirably among her peers.
His private conversations over drinks and cigars after dinner had proved valuable in cementing the loyalties of those peers. His dinner table conversation was brilliant and charming as usual, polite and entertaining and respectful of all his peers and their wives. Indeed, success in his public and private, business and political ventures were incredibly fulfilling and had the side effect of making him incredibly aroused lately.
He broke from the kiss long enough to slide the spaghetti straps down off her shoulders and pulled the front of her dress down exposing her beautiful full pert breasts.
Jewel for her part slowly shut down as much as she could mentally and let her body go into auto-pilot. Her husband was going to fuck her and there wasn't anything she could do about it. She would just try to take actions necessary to minimize the pain she would feel if he became his usual overly aggressive self.
Count Delacroix felt the willing acceptance of his wife as she relaxed into his arms and her body into his. He adored how she made herself so willing and compliant for his love and his masterful sexual prowess.
The count had imagined simply bending her over the side table, but with his new found knowledge of his wife's needs decided to stray from his usual preferences. Pushing her dress down and over her hips he let her dress fall to the floor as he stripped her for his viewing pleasure.
Jewel stood in her husband's embrace in the foyer of their mansion stripped to her white thong panties, white thigh high stockings, and white platform stripper heels. The rhinestones decorating her thong and heels glittered in the soft lighting of the foyer. Her diamond earrings and diamond pendant necklace framed by her full c-cup breasts sparkled brilliantly. Jewel shivered slightly as her body was exposed to the cool room air. Her nipples which had protruded visibly through the dress material to begin with had also become more erect and protruded stiffly and proudly above her aureoles.
Count Delacroix lifted his wife up by her waist and with surprising strength for a man his age carried her to the side table. After he sat her down on the table top he swiftly pulled her thong panties aside.
Jewel gasped as the cold table pressed against her lower back and the coldness of the wall mirror behind her pressed against her shoulders and upper back. The count had pulled her panties aside and freed her cock from their confines. Jewel was confused by her positioning as her husband almost always faced her away from him, taking her from behind.
The count, admired his wife's body as she shivered with anticipation of his attention unzipped the fly of his trousers and freed his huge 10 inch penis and aligned himself with his wife's ass.
"Wait..." Jewel opened her white leather clutch she had yet to put down and fumbling among the miscellaneous items inside, retrieved the bottle of lubrication she was always required to carry. She never knew when her husband would desire her and need her to perform her wifely duties. Always having lubrication on hand was a survival skill she had learned early in their marriage. The pain of tearing wasn't worth the defiance she once tried to exhibit by not carrying any.
Squeezing out a dollop of lube she coated her finger and easily slipped it inside her to lubricate her ass for the unavoidable penetration to come. She grasped her husband's penis and quickly stroked it smoothly coating his cock with the remainder of the lube.
With loving eyes Jean Claude admired his wife as she eagerly coated his throbbing member with lubrication after preparing her ass for him. Jean Claude entered his wife slowly. The count first teased her anus with the head of his cock by sliding the large crown of his circumcised head back and forth past her anal ring, teasing her tight passage and using her sphincter's automatic clenching action to massage the head of his cock.
The count's shallow penetrations and attention to her anal ring caused Jewel to squirm with discomfort. Years of conditioning allowed Jewel to accommodate her husband quickly and with a minimum of pain. But the unusual technique confused Jewel and prolonged the pain of the initial penetration with his repeated penetrations and withdrawals. Jewel was soon gasping and squirming as she attempted to find a way to alleviate the anal assault.
Watching his wife as she began to squirm and sigh with pleasure pleased the count as he noticed that his attention to her sphincter was bringing her into a heightened state of pleasure. Count Delacroix was happy that his technique was working so quickly to pleasure his wife. Soon the count decided she had had enough and with a firm grip on her hips slid the entire shaft of his cock smoothly and fully inside her.
Jewel held her own small penis and testicles up and out of the way as her husband thrust into her. Years of abuse at his hands had allowed her body to accommodate his massive intrusion. The unfamiliar position however worried her. She worried her husband in his typical aggressive manner would crush her balls against her body with his repeated slamming inside her.
Judging by his wife's reaction Count Delacroix felt the alignment wasn't quite right. Burying his cock fully inside his wife the count took his wife's legs and placed them up over his shoulders. As he leaned into and against her Jewels hips rotated back further and he noticed the difference immediately.
Jewel felt the strain of having her legs parallel to her upper body and was grateful that the years of yoga had made her flexible enough that the position wasn't complete agony. But what the hell was the count doing? The stimulation inside her came as a surprise and shock as he resumed his thrusting into her ass. Jewel gasped at the feelings of pleasure from inside her...her eyes widened in surprise as she looked up at the face of her husband...is this happening again?!
Count Delacroix kept his pace to a slow and steady tempo. Watching his wife react was firing his ardor, but self control was required. The count held eye contact with his wife when she looked up at him and was pleased to hear her soft sighs and gasps of pleasure provide counterpoint to the cadence of his thrusting cock. Her smudged lipstick, doe eyes, surprised expression all fired his loins with passion and mind with desire.
Jewel couldn't believe it...it was happening again. Involuntarily Jewel started to vocalize is her breathing synchronized with her husbands deep and slow thrusting.
"Ahh...ahh...ahh..." soft sighs.
"Mnnh...Mnnh...Mnnnh..." She bit her lip trying her best to resist and ignore the sensations of pleasure building inside her and stifle the sounds escaping from her lips.
She tried to focus her mind and resist but after only a few minutes of tender thrusting from her husband the pleasure deep inside her ass reached a crescendo as Jewel saw flashes of light, and not just from the rhinestones of her heels sparkling by her head. The pleasure built into rapture and Jewels whole body shuddered and trembled as she experienced her second ever anal orgasm of her life.
As the unaccustomed pleasure built exponentially inside her; Jewel's penis erupted with her cum spurting high onto her belly and up to the cleavage between her breasts.
"Aaaaaaaa..." Jewels soft moans of resistance turned to a full, throaty, feminine cry of pleasure and her eyes rolled into the back of her head as she was slowly and inexorably pushed into paroxysms of ecstasy.
**
Jewel Delacroix awoke from her slumber. It was too warm. She was dehydrated and she needed water. She felt her husband, sleeping next to her peacefully, her back pressed up against his side, is flaccid cock nestled behind her buttocks.
She remembered briefly stirring as her husband was carrying her in his arms up the stairs and to their bedroom. She must have passed out from her orgasm. Her husband laid her into the bed before joining her there. He drew her into a spoon embrace before her shame and exhaustion took their toll on her shattered psyche and she fell into a deep sleep. She tried to recall the dream she had just had...
Jewel as a child, as a young boy, his mother was saying something and at first he was so happy to be with her...and then she slowly drew away as if something was taking her from him though he saw nothing...she was disappearing into darkness and fog...he tried to turn and go to her but his movements were like molasses...and when his mother disappeared into the darkness he cried, overcome by a depth of sadness so deep he couldn't bear it anymore...so he woke up.
Jewel separated herself from her husband, feeling the too warm skin and sweat almost immediately cool as it became exposed to the cool bedroom air. She slipped out of bed and made her way uneasily to her private bathroom. Shutting the door behind her she went to her vanity and turned on the vanity lighting.
Jewel saw the image of a beautiful girl standing nearly naked in thigh highs, thong and stripper heels in front of the mirror. The perfect figure marred by the bulge of her flaccid cock inside her white thong panties where her pussy should be. She was disgusted by the sight of cum sprayed across her tummy and breasts. That it was her own cum made it worse. The large cum stain in her thong and running down between her thighs from her husband's ejaculate somehow didn't seem as bad. At least it wasn't hers she thought, irrationally.
Jewel stared into the mirror and felt as if her reality was shifting.
Staring back at her wasn't Jewel...it was Jules! His facial features unmistakably a boy, his whiskers on his face in a perfect 5 o'clock shadow, His body having pecs and not breasts. His chest was full, not tapering into a slender girl's waist, he still had his lower ribs and his chest and stomach were a perfect swimmers form. He didn't have womanly hips or bottom either and his legs were actually hairy.
'Hello Jewel" Jules said.
Jewel gasped in shock...her mirror shouldn't be talking to her.
"I think you are forgetting who you are." Jules voice was as sad as his expression.
Jewel struggled to understand what was happening. Tentatively she stretched out her hand to touch the mirror. Jules in the mirror did the same. As Jewel touched the mirror and Jules hand touched hers she exhaled forcefully. She hadn't realized she was holding her breath. It was just a mirror.
"No, said Jules, not just a mirror. Not merely a reflection. I'm you. I am the you that you should be...not this" he said, indicating Jewel.
"They did this to us. Not me." Jewel whispered to the Jules in the mirror.
"But you stayed here. You haven't tried to escape in a long time. You have to try." Jules said.
"But they catch me every time. When I run, they catch me, and...they hurt me..." Jewel whispered again, despairingly.
"Where there is life, there is hope. You have to try again. If you don't...I...may disappear forever." Jules said.
Jewel felt the fear welling up from inside her. From the pit of her stomach and into her chest, blackness and bile swelled to fill her throat and mouth.
"I can't. They'll hurt me even worse. I'll die." Jewel whispered as her voice caught.
Jules in the mirror drew back with a fist and struck the mirror, shattering the glass into a spider web of cracks.
Jewel recoiled in horror as Jules in the mirror beat against the other side of the looking glass.
"Don't let me go, I don't want to go." Jules said.
Jewel backed away from the mirror closing her eyes at the sound of breaking glass.
"I'm sorry...I want to live..." Jewel whispered. Icy fear gripping her heart.
A moment later the sounds of the beating and breaking glass stopped. Jewel could only hear her rapid breathing as her body struggled to calm itself. Opening her eyes she looked back to the vanity mirror, seeing that it was intact and whole. The only reflection was of her backed up to the opposite wall and nearly collapsed to the floor.
Jewel gathered her composure and stood up straight, then slowly walked onward to her private bathroom. She desperately needed to shower.
**
"Did you see that?" The security staff nudged his partner in the control room. He had fallen asleep again. Night shift was the worst.
"See what?" His partner asked.
The first guard reversed the video file back to the start where Countess Delacroix entered her powder room. Both guards watched as she looked into the mirror. It looked as if she was reacting to something.
"Did she say something?" The second guard asked.
"I don't know, the microphone picked up something but it was too faint to make out."
The security staff listened to the audio but couldn't make anything out of the static.
"She's probably just reacting to her appearance. I mean look at her..." The guard gestured vaguely to her disheveled appearance and cum spray across her body, clearly visible on the high def camera monitor. "It's just nobles being weird...as usual."
The first guard nodded his head and simply made a note in the logbook. He had seen enough weird stuff in his time as private security and bodyguard to know how true that statement actually was.
**
Count Jean Claude Delacroix IV watched attentively as his race team and pit crew loaded the vintage race car into the trailer. Transporting the car to the pits for the start of tomorrow's charity race and the final preparations of the 1955 Mercedes Benz SLR having been completed, it was time to take the car to the staging area.
Count Delacroix always wanted to win, but this year was even more important. His only son, his heir, had dared to openly challenge his authority and position. His insinuations of madness and incompetence made Jean Claude's blood boil.
But tomorrow, he would first defeat his son in the race, and then with his power and might, he would remind his son what true power was and how power is truly wielded.
As the truck and trailer left his garage for the staging area the count returned inside the house the count's thoughts turned to his wife. Last night's intimacy had been unprecedented in their marriage. In his life he typically made those with whom he chose to be intimate tend to his wants and needs.
This was only right and proper, the count thought. There are those who lead and those who serve. From his first wife who gave him his heirs, to his lovers and concubines who bent to his will, and now Jewel, who had been trained and taught to satisfy him and his desires, and with her silly escape attempts challenged him and entertained him. During their five years of marriage he had made certain that she bowed down to his desires and his will. After all, he is an Alpha and his needs must be taken care of first.
Typically he would reward her by allowing her to pleasure him even more, and yet for the first time he had deliberately attempted to tend to her needs...and had succeeded magnificently. Her orgasm had issued forth so forcefully she had spent her semen across her taught abdomen up onto the underside of her breasts, small droplets of her cum nearly reaching her aureoles.



And her performance was so erotic he himself, Count Delacroix, had a simultaneous orgasm, filling her tight bottom with his seed, gifting her with a man's love...his love.
And afterward when she sobbed in the afterglow of delight, He carried her to their master bedroom and instead of pushing her away, to make room for him to sleep of course, he had drawn her close to him and held her in his embrace. Even though she was covered in her seed, her cum, and filled with his semen; he held her and spooned her until they fell asleep in a tender embrace.
When he woke in the morning she was gone. The count got out of bed and seeing the light on in the countesses private bathroom, walked over to the door to investigate. He saw his wife, his male-bride, his arranged marriage bride, sitting at her vanity.
She had obviously showered and dressed and restored her makeup from the previous evening. She appeared deep in thought, staring into her mirror with a dreamy faraway look upon her face. Enchanted by her loveliness and quite spent from the previous evening's exertions the count walked back to the bed and rang the servant's bell to summon his staff.
He had a busy day today. There would be time for his wife to attend to him again later.
**
"Good morning Countess and welcome. The VIP booth is just over here." The usher greeted enthusiastically.
Jewel Delacroix walk demurely to her seat. Her position and title giving her an advantageous view of the race track down below in an area reserved exclusively for members of the ruling elite.
The 44th Annual Royal Charity Automobile Rally and Race was another of the highlights of the summer social season for the crème de la crème of Alegoria's elite society. Her members of the nobility and worthy successful commoners of the financial and business and legal community would all hobnob together in a see and be seen atmosphere.
Like the Masquerade Ball in October and the Coronation Day Celebrations and Parade this was another of a long line of events Jewel was expected to attend.
Jewel felt the tight pull of her Public Cross-dressing Permit collar. For the second time in her life she was required to wear it. Muriel and Dianne had the day off and she wasn't being escorted by her husband as he was participating in the race. Today she had been sent out alone to gossip and socialize among her peers. Just like the previous time she found wearing the collar humiliating.
PCP collars were new to her. They were part of a new law for cross-dressers who are not intending to transition. According to rumor, another male bride named Dorothy Hastings was to blame. Her outrageous behavior had caused such a ruckus that now all cross-dressing men had to wear one when out in public so no one was deceived or surprised. Jewel didn't know all the details but assumed the behavior must have been truly appalling for such a reaction to occur.
Like before, Jewel noticed the difference in treatment immediately. Her ability to pass completely and convincingly as a woman was an asset she hadn't fully appreciated these several years of her marriage.
Today, it was subtle, but both men and women alike, even society wives and nobles she had been forced to associate with were distancing themselves from her. When one approached she could see their eyes as they spotted her PCP collar in its neon pink and black lettering secured with a thick plastic clamp around her neck. And then the quick glance away as if they were too polite to deign to notice.
But no one actually came over to greet her, rather giving a polite wave from afar before moving on to greet someone else. Jewel felt alone, but was content to sit and watch as aside from the queen, who was in her private suite, there was no one above her rank as countess whom protocol dictated she had to greet.
When a waiter visited her table and took her order Jewel ordered the white wine that was socially acceptable for her to drink in public. She couldn't remember the vintage or type of wine, rather simply purchased the most expensive one available.
She didn't even think the taste was particularly impressive as she took her first sip. She was more focused on washing out the taste of cum from her mouth from the morning blow job her husband and forced her to perform on him in the car on the way over. It seemed that back seat blow jobs were a thing now with him.
**
Count Delacroix sat in his race car and rev'd the engine occasionally to keep it warm and ready for the start of the race. He had finished well last season and his practice times earlier in the week had placed him in a favorable spot in the pack. Unfortunately his son had also done well last year and in his practice times so the count could see his son sitting right behind him in his rear view mirror.
Since the strokes the count knew he had difficulty controlling his temper. And after another interminable argument with his son the previous week he had well and truly lost it. The count hated him self for that as he believed losing control of one's emotions was a sign of weakness.
In the past few years since his marriage his son had become increasingly bold. Challenging him in business dealings, publicly criticizing his policy positions as chancellor of the exchequer and, as he recently discovered, had private investigators looking into his treatment of Jewel during her training and conditioning program prior to and during their marriage.
The count accelerated with the pack as the race started. Tight quarters and high speeds demanded all of his attention. As the count settled into the race he could feel his cares start to slip away as his mind went into the flow and hyper-focus race car driving demanded.
**
Jewel thanked the waiter as he delivered her second glass of wine. Having a second glass was a luxury. Her husband only allowed her to have one glass. She pondered her condition as an arranged bride and her forced marriage. She wallowed in guilt. She thought about her husband and all the times she had offered herself to him in an attempt to set up an escape. She felt bad about the betrayals; she was selfish to have been thinking only about herself. It was Jules fault, she thought. He was always trying to get her in trouble.
Jewel fought against the urge to bite her lip. It was a nervous habit she had recently discovered she had somehow developed. It bothered her as it left lipstick stains on her teeth and sometimes smudged her lipstick slightly.
Jewel withdrew a compact from her handbag and checked her appearance in the small mirror. It was Muriel's day off and she had done her hair and all her cosmetics herself. She knew her skills with make-up had slipped slightly as Muriel preferred to do it all herself.
If she had more time she would have simply gone to the salon. As strange as it sounded going to a salon was one of the few feminine pleasures she had enjoyed during her time as wife. Her ability to pass and the understanding staff that kept her gender a secret from the other patrons was nice. Jewel realized that even that experience would be different now. Without her governess and escort she would have to wear her PCP collar. That would probably ruin the dynamic of her visit.
Jewel thought of the recent charity golf event. Those people would never have behaved that way if her husband had been with her. Whenever they attended events together she never saw anyone act so rudely or insult her or treat her as badly as that. Her husband protected her.
Jewel touched up her lipstick and put the compact away. She was happy with what she had done with her makeup. She had selected more subtle shades of eye-shadow and a softer shade of red color for her lipstick than Muriel would have chosen. Jewel preferred the youthful effect instead of the dramatic colors Muriel typically chose.
Jewel had never wanted to be a girl but if she has to be a girl at least she was a pretty girl.
Jewel admired the lipstick stain on her wine glass. Since she was over 21 and had been brought home her husband had allowed her to drink wine. She had noticed that she had been leaving lipstick stains on her wine glasses. Her husband often found it adorable and erotic to see those stains on the crystal stemware. He could be so silly and simple sometimes...
**
The huge bump from behind broke his flow; the sound of metal on metal jarring to hear. Fury blazed into the count's mind as he knew even before he glanced into his rear view mirror his son had deliberately bumped into the back of his car.
Impudent fool! He knows full well this car's worth! The count's blood boiled at the thought of having to restore the car that he had just restored all over again.
Count Jean Claude Delacroix V considered bumping into his father's car again but knew he had to wait for just the right moment. It was time the old man was stopped. Their feuding was making it into the gossip columns now and all his attempts to sideline and replace his father had failed.
Forcing him out of his position in business had backfired as the board who he thought was in agreement with him instead sided with his old man. Now he was forced out instead.
Working for years to undermine his authority in government had also failed. His father had too many friends, and knew the secrets of so many important persons too numerous to count. Count Delacroix the IV always seemed to have the support for whatever program he wanted to implement
Trying to blackmail his father once he found the papers documenting the hypnotic and neurological conditioning of Jewel had also failed. Naturally all the necessary papers had been filed with the royal court so it was nothing technically illegal, but the press would still have a field day...or so he thought, and he could avoid the embarrassment and simply step aside...but he didn't
"I do not concern myself with the opinions of the sheep. I lead them where I want them to go and I do it so well they thank me for it. That is leadership! That is power! That is what a noble is meant to do, meant to be! This is the lessons I have tried to teach you...and failed"
And that was the final straw. Count Delacroix V is NOT a failure. But he couldn't simply wait for his father to die anymore. Even with his medical issues he was healthy and would likely live to 100. But if he were killed in an accident at the annual charity celebrity rally race, where vintage race cars raced at high speeds...a televised crash, then that would just simply be tragic.
His father should not have been racing anyway as he was having minor strokes. It was a perfect plan.
**
Jewel tried to feign interest in the race, but she just wasn't a car guy or a race fan. Cars driving fast in circles were just...boring. At least the effects of the third glass of wine had finally had the desired effect on clearing the counts cum out of her mouth and throat. Jewel had never been intoxicated before and she was surprised by the pleasant effect of the wine. She felt silly and carefree.
Jewel was lost in thought anyway; the euphoric sensation of intoxication was opposing the melancholy attitude that had taken hold and was trying to loosen its grip on her mood. Jewel's thoughts looked back over the years of her marriage.
She finally had to admit it...she was defeated. She was a failure. She should have been a better wife. Jules always wanted to escape, but there was no escape. She saw that now.
Jules had escaped to the US Embassy and Jewel had been returned to her husband and punished. Jules had escaped again and Jewel had been caught at the airport and punished. She had been exiled to a private school and thrived, only to betray her husband's trust and have an affair.
It was probably just and proper that she be brought back. Jules had tried to escape again by crossing over the border, and had failed so badly that no one had even noticed. Jewel giggled at the irony of it all.
And then there were the orgasms. Twice now her husband had made love to her, not just fucked her, and twice now he had made her orgasm. She struggled against it. She wasn't gay, after all...was she? She had fought each time to resist the building pleasure inside her and squirmed to escape it yet the more she squirmed, the more she wriggled her body to move away from the pleasure the closer the pleasure came...and then overwhelmed her! Jules wasn't gay, but Jewel wasn't either. She was a married woman now after all.
Jewel realized that she may have been a bad wife to her husband. She hadn't wanted to be a wife at all, but that was beyond her control. She was made to be a wife and she was a bad one. Jewel felt shame as she knew neither Jules nor Jewel had the ability to escape. She was beaten. There was no hope for freedom and no chance of escape.
It was settled, she thought. After the race she would apologize to her husband and confess all her misdeeds. Her behavior had been terrible and he deserved so much better. For some reason Jewel tried but couldn't feel good about her decision. Something was nagging at her in the back of her mind.
Jewel pushed the unpleasant sensation away. It was time to face the facts. The only thing left to her was to survive as best she could. Jewel didn't want to be a wife but that is what she was. She had no choice. She was a wife and that was that. Jewel sipped the last of her wine, and then ordered another glass.
**
Jean Claude V had tried several times to force the crash. It had to look like an accident of course, and so far the race was half over and his only attempt so far was unsuccessful.
Jean knew that forcing his father off the track at the hairpin turn and into the wall would likely kill him, but the angle was wrong and his father, he hated to admit it, was a good racer. The bump was too glancing and his father recovered and raced on.
Now with time and laps slipping away he had to try again. There was another race car between him and his father. As the hairpin turn approached Jean saw he would have a chance to force the other car into is father's car and then with luck his father would crash.
At speeds over 200 mph Jean deliberately came into the turn too fast and rammed the other race car. The impact forced it forward and into his father's car and immediately both vintage race cars were sliding for the wall. Jean steered hard left and down shifted to cut speed and hold the turn.
He never saw the car behind him as it struck him and his car, pushing it into the wall as well.
**
Jewel stood near the corner of the room to allow her husband's mourners to approach her and offer their condolences in a semi-private setting. Jewel received each of them with polite greetings and accepted their expressions of sympathy gracefully. Jewel wondered how much longer she would need to attend the viewing of her husband's body and how many more mourners there could possibly be. She had been on her feet for nearly an hour now and her glossy black 4" heels weren't doing her toes any favors.
How many times had she told Muriel...round toes for her high heels, not pointy. But with the death of her husband Jewel knew she could now assert her authority and that was definitely one thing she would change.
There was also the uncomfortable sensation of déjà-vu from many of the mourners. It seemed as if there were a disproportionate number of young handsome men among them. A few of them had approached her to express their sympathy and condolences.
A few were former administrative assistants, secretaries Jewel thought, who would share polite stories of their time as the count's employee; how thoughtful he was, and considerate, and generous, friendly and a joy to work for.
Others commented on how he was such a strong and powerful man, a leader, and a visionary. Jewel thought she was imagining the emphasis that was placed on certain words until more than one of them emphasized those same words.
A few more identified themselves as 'friends' who spoke of how they had travelled together and shared adventures. It struck her as very odd that some were even close to tears at the loss of her husband.
Jewel noticed a pattern. All were handsome, single, good hair, straight white teeth, clear skin...and...well...she wasn't one to judge but...their mannerisms were...
hmmm...what's the word...not flamboyant...not flashy...
Jewel put the uncomfortable realization out of her mind as she used every ounce of her control and training to maintain her composure. Her woman's intuition was clearly telling her that her husband must have been having affairs; multiple affairs, by the looks of it.
Awkward!
Jewel ignored the implications of her discovery and turned her thoughts to more intangible matters; many nights Jewel had pondered the meaning of how the moment she had given up and accepted her fate was the same moment that her husband had a fatal car crash. Was there a god; was it karma, or fate? Or was the universe just a big random messed up jumble? Jewel couldn't fathom why, such grand concepts were beyond her understanding.
Jewel's reverie was interrupted as another mourner approached her. Jewel thought she recognized his face. He didn't seem like one of the 'boyfriends' as she had begun to think of them, she thought she had met him or had seen him before somewhere, but where?
"Lady Delacroix, Horace Jarrod Inon, of the National Social Service Acquisition and Maintenance Department. Please accept my sincere condolences for your loss. Your husband was a visionary and a titan of business and government affairs. His impact will be sorely missed."
"Thank you Horace, I'm sure he will be...have we met before?"
Horace seemed pleased. "Yes your grace, although we didn't speak I saw you at your home once when I was summoned by your husband for a consultation."
Jewel vividly recalled the first time her husband had her staged for a scene. It was in his library and as she was made to sit at a writing desk and write in her diary before being dismissed. Jewel recalled how the man had stared openly at her chest.
"And what business did my husband have with the bimbo lottery?"
Horace's smile fell slightly. "The Bimbo lottery is actually the slang term that the lower classes use for a program developed by the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance department as a means to provide an acceptable outlet for elevated social passions of the lower classes."
"Prostitutes for the people." Jewel stated evenly. "And what business did you have with my husband."
"Well..." Horace seemed reluctant to answer.
"No need to be coy Horace," Jewel lied "By my 5th anniversary my husband and I had no secrets from each other, not anymore anyway" except those boyfriends, apparently.
"Please, call me Jarrod, and the meeting was about you."
"Me?"
"Yes."
"And what pray tell would the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department want with me?"
"A political opponent of your husband and of the program wanted to claim that your marriage counted against the quota of inductees into that year's program. Your husband summoned me to see him, and to see you, and state quite firmly that a male bride is not an inductee and cannot be counted against the number of public servants needed to satisfy the demand for, err...their services."
"I see." Jewel's training allowed her to control her expressions and demeanor. Inwardly she was horrified that she might have been counted as one of the unfortunate lottery winners who were slated to become bimbo's and forced into prostitution in the name of the greater good.
Jewel let the pregnant pause linger.
"Well then, again, please accept my deepest sympathies. The department will sorely miss your husband's unfailing support for our policies."
"Thank you Jarrod, I appreciate your sympathy."
**
"And I know this is difficult, but what were you feeling at that time?" The camera caught Phoebe Mills's expression as one of sorrow and respect as she interviewed Countess Delacroix, Dowager, for her televised report.



"I remember the gasp and cheers of the crowd. I had to look up from my program as I had been reading it at that moment." Jewel began.
"So you didn't see the actual crash?"
"No. I looked up to the jumbo-tron in midfield where I saw the source of their interest...a 4 car pile up at the hairpin turn. I didn't even see which cars were there before the first car's gas tank exploded."
"Your husbands?" Pheobe both asked and informed the audience, her expression of sadness exactly what the camera and audience would want.
"Yes. I then saw two of the drivers escape their cars and run to safety."
"I remember watching the emergency vehicles approach the scene and rescuers moving toward the crash when a second car exploded as well."
"Now the driver of that car had escaped, but the third driver was trapped in his car and caught the full force of the explosion. When did you know that was your stepson?" Phoebe Mills asked.
"Not until late did I find out it was my son and my husband that were both in the crash." Jewel looked toward Phoebe with an open and sincere expression. "It wasn't until some race officials came to the VIP booth to escort me away that I was finally told."
"Now your stepson was killed instantly, but your husband lingered for many months?"
"Yes. He was so strong; he lingered in a coma for two weeks until he passed away, about 3 months ago now."
Her expression of sadness is perfect, Phoebe thought.
"So how are you doing now?"
Life is so much better, Jewel thought.
"Well, it has been hard" Jewel lied. "I wake up alone now..."
Un-fucked, un-raped, and no one's cum all over me, she thought happily.
"I just try to get through each day and live my life as a Countess of the house of Delacroix and Ulrich and of the realm of Allegoria is expected. I continue my work with my noble peers and ladies promoting charitable events and philanthropy."
As soon as my obligations are over, I'm done Jewel thought. She didn't even mind that for her to maintain her title, property and wealth she would have to remain as a cross-dressed male bride for a minimum of 6 more years.
Phoebe continued the interview for several minutes and Jewel answered all her questions. In an interview lasting about 45 minutes Jewel knew that it would be edited down to about 15 for her TV segment and the rest would end up in the newspaper articles and magazines.
Phoebe had one last question to ask.
"You have been a great credit to your husband. No doubt you have grown to love him very much as he had loved you."
Jewel smiled at Phoebe, for the first time in a long while it was an open and honest smile that reached to her eyes.
"I can only say no. I did not love him. Not then, not now, not ever."
Noticing Phoebe's surprised expression Jewel elaborated.
"When we come down to the particular relationship of husbands to wives, and wives to husbands, Scripture gives us an important guide. Husbands are told specifically to love their wives as Christ loved the church. Wives are told specifically to respect their husbands as the church does Christ. It's found in the book of Ephesian's."
"So you see that wives do not need to love their husbands and this has been a great comfort to me during my captivity at the hands of my husband."
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The therapist smiled at her recent success. Only 15 minutes into this session she had convinced Jewel not to fire her security staff and body guards or her domestic staff. Using her circular logic and reasoning techniques she had hypnotically implanted into Jewel's mind during their previous sessions over the years of regular therapy she had Jewel convince herself that keeping them was to her benefit.
The already knew all her secrets, it wasn't their fault, It was her husbands, they were only doing their jobs after all, and now that they worked directly for her they would actually listen to her orders. After all, she paid their salaries!
Dowager Countess Delacroix reclined comfortably and casually on the therapists couch. In her hypnotic state her breathing was steady and deep, her eyes would be mistaken for bedroom eyes, partially closed as if she was just waking up or about to fall asleep. Countess Jewel Delacroix, Dowager Countess at age 24 listened as the therapist spoke.
"I understand you have made inquiries?" The therapist's voice was calm and soothing, as she continued their session, her tone encouraging answers.
"Yes." She answered softly, her tone as if she were nearly ready to fall asleep.
"You have inquired with doctors and surgeons as to what it would take to transform you back into your male appearance, haven't you?"
"Yes."
"And the doctors say that it would take years of hormone therapy, multiple surgeries..."
"Yes."
"Time, money, and pain?"
Jewel's faced scrunched slightly with concern.
"You've already had so many surgeries, haven't you?"
"Yes."
"And you have already had so much changed from your original appearance, Haven't you?"
"Yes."
"So do you really want to go through all of that again? Think of the time, the money, and the pain of each recovery."
Jewel's expression of concern deepened. She bit her lip.
"Do you want to escape the pain?"
"Oh Yes!" Jewel's expression changed from one of concern to sweet relief.
"Your husband wanted to take away your pain."
Jewel's expression changed ever so slightly as she cringed. Only her hypnotic state prevented her from fully doing so.
"Yes. Your husband took you and changed you. He transformed you from an object of ridicule to an object of beauty."
"No..." Jewel tried to resist, her toe of her high heels tapping ever so slightly.
"Deeper...deeper; Your Grace...Slowly sink deeper into the warmth...Yes my lady...relax and open your mind to me..."
The therapists soothing voice slowly drew Lady Delacroix deeper into her hypnotic state. The therapist was pleased that after so many years of hypnotic conditioning the countess hardly ever resisted, and with the weight of her conditioning behind her it would ultimately prove fruitless.
"Before your marriage, you were a plain, small boy. Weren't you?"
"Yes." Jules answered.
"No one ever noticed you, did they?"
"No."
"But your husband saw something in you, didn't he?"
"Yes?" Jewel asked.
"Yes, he did. He saw things differently than the rest of the world. He saw a plain, scrawny, small boy, and saw what he could be."
"He did?"
"Yes. What kind of man can see things differently than others? What kind of man can see the ordinary and turn it into something beautiful?"
"I...don't...know..."
"An artist my lady; an artist can see the ordinary and transform it into something marvelous."
"An artist?" Jewel asked.
"Yes. Your husband was an artist. Say it back to me please your grace."
"My husband was an artist."
"Your husband saw you and made you beautiful. He made you beautiful. Say it back to me please, your grace."
"He made me beautiful" Jewel dutifully responded.
"And an object of beauty is meant to be appreciated, isn't it your grace?"
"Yes?"
"Yes! You are the creation of your husband. You are beautiful. You are meant to be appreciated."
The therapist glanced at the clock on the wall. She had another hour yet to lead the countess through her repetitions that would help her cement these ideas in her psyche.
**
Their session complete, the therapist woke Jewel up from her hypnotic trance. After only a few minutes of conversation to assure that she was alert and rested the therapist led Lady Delacroix towards the exit.
"Thank you doctor," Jewel volunteered "I don't know how I could have managed all those years of marriage without your help. I will always remember you fondly. Thank you."
"Thank you your grace. Assisting you has been a duty and a privilege both professionally and personally. My assistant has already forwarded my bill to your household staff. And I believe our next session is next week. Please have your personal assistant confirm the time and date.
"I shall, and I shall also see that it is paid promptly." Jewel answered.
Jewel smiled at her therapist. She could never remember what they said but she always felt refreshed and better after a session. She has always been such a good friend to me. Jewel thought.
Jewel thought fondly of the Bugatti Veyron she had just successfully purchased at a classic car auction only a few days earlier for only 5.9 million, just slightly more than when the car was new. Who knew cars could actually appreciate in value?
Jewel couldn't remember how she found out that her therapist admired classic sports cars or that car in particular. She must have overheard it somewhere. Jewel was absolutely certain that her therapist would be thrilled and delighted to receive such an amazing gift; she certainly deserved it.
**
"So you won't change back...into a man?" Donna asked.
"At first I thought that I wanted to. With my husband's death and my freedom restored at first I thought I wanted nothing more than to get back to being Jules."
"But I talked to my doctors and after 6 years of hormones and surgery they don't think I can get back to what I was, not all the way anyway. I can't get my lower ribs back; I can't even try to bulk up because my testosterone levels won't ever get back to normal, even with the use of steroids and those would pose their own health risks. I could use plastic surgery to remove my breast inserts and reduce the fat around my butt and thighs from the hormones but the pictures they show me of "after" were not encouraging. I'd look terrible and my body would be a wreck, fit only for a freak show. Seriously, the projections they showed and the medical pictures they showed made me think I'd look like Gollum. Like it or not, the easiest and least painful way forward is to continue on as Jewel."
Donna signed in relief. She loved Jewel's body of a woman and her cock as a man, but did not want her to become "him".
"The hardest part is mental though." Jewel mused.
"What do you mean?"
Jewel and Donna were at the mansion, sitting outside on the patio looking out over the sea; a maid was serving them tea and treats, a security bodyguard watching discreetly from the distance. Beautiful weather overhead and the fantastic beauty of the gardens and lawn stretched out before them. I could get used to this, Donna thought.
"I don't think like I used to, not that way anymore, I mean, I don't think like I did as Jules, and now that Jewel is free I don't think I think like she did when she was a captive either." Jewel laughed nervously.
"You are talking like there are two voices in your head. You don't have split personality do you?" Donna asked.
"No. No split personality. My therapist tells me I'm fine, considering all that I've went through. It's more like I've had these two voices in my head and both were me but now they are blending into just the one voice. The experiences they both had are...fusing together."
"It's like I've been burned by the fires of hell Donna. I want to come out stronger than before I went in."
"As who?" Donna asked.
"As me...just...me."
**
Jewel stepped behind and allowed Donna to precede her into the shower. She stepped under the warm spray and Jewel watched and waited as the water from the shower nozzle soaked into her brown tresses. Jewel watched as the water flowed down over the curves of her body.
After her hair was wet Jewel took the shampoo and gently massaged it into Donna's hair and scalp. Jewel worked slowly so as not to miss any part of her. The shampoo bubbles began to slide and flow down the curves of her body tracing exotic curves, following the natural flow over her skin and down over her neck, splitting into two paths, some flowing over her shoulders then down her back and some bubbles also flowing down her chest and full and firm breasts. The bubbles followed the contour of her taut belly before flowing back together in the folds and wetness of her pussy. There they met back up with the soap from her back as it traced the curves of her hips and buttocks.
Jewels eyes followed the soap as it continued ever downward, flowing over her thighs, calves, and feet. Jewel felt sad as the soap left Donna's body to disappear down the drain, never to touch her beautiful body again. Jewel finished massaging Donna's scalp and rinsed the last of the soap from her hair.
Jewel took the bottle of conditioner and massaged it into Donna's hair. Jewel stole a quick kiss on the back of Donna's neck, brushing her nipples against her back as she did so, before turning her around to face her. Jewel placed a soft and gentle kiss on Donna's lips, and then took the bottle of body wash. Jewel began on her neck, chest and back and gently massaged the soap with small circles over her skin. Jewel felt Donna's muscles relax from the gentle pressure. He worked his way down her back and spine, then down and around and onto her buttocks, smoothly working her hands over and between her ass checks, even pressing against her anus, small circles, cleaning...
Jewel heard Dona as she gasped softly, and stopped...not yet she thought...it's too soon. There was more to do first. Jewel stood up and turned Donna around as he started in on her chest and breasts. Jewel looked up slightly into Donnas partially closed eyes as he washed her breasts, paying particular attention to her nipples. He saw and felt them as they became fully erect, jutting out proudly from their aureoles. Then teasingly he continued downward, following the flow of the shower water as it cascaded downward over the smooth surface of her skin, over her abdomen and hips. Jewel gently placed her hand onto her pussy and applied gentle pressure to smoothly wash her pussy, then hearing another soft gasp, passed quickly over to her buttocks again massaging them.
Jewel felt Donna hand try to guide her head to her pussy, but jewel slipped her grip, not yet, Jewel thought. Jewel let Donna's body heat build from frustration from his teasing fingers. He then moved his hands down and over her thighs, calves, and feet. Jewel carefully lifted and washed each foot as well, giving them each a gentle massage in turn.
Donna couldn't stand it any longer. Jewel felt her hand grab her by her hair and pull her face to her pussy. Jewel smelled the scent of her musk and the lavender and vanilla scented body-wash. Her tongue darted out to tease her labia and her clitoris, before settling into a rhythm in time with Donna's breathing.
The warm shower water turned to steam as Donna's body heat increased lustfully. Her knees became weak and she had to lean against the wall of the shower for support. Then it was only a matter of moments before the floodgates opened and she cried out as her body shivered in orgasm and rapture. Waves of pleasure flowed through every fiber of her being.
Jewel stood quickly and leaned in and gave Donna a kiss. She held her firmly against the wall as her erect cock ached for release. Jewel's full breasts pressed against Donna's. Donna held on precariously with one arm around Jewel's neck and shoulders as her other hand spread her pussy open to receive her hard throbbing cock.
Jewel could no longer restrain herself and she pushed her entire 6 inch shaft as deep inside her as far as she could go. Donna's arms held onto her shoulders and she kissed Jewel passionately, her back to the wall as Jewel thrust again and again inside her.
Donna's second sigh of orgasm was perfectly timed as Jewel could no longer hold back from her own release and orgasm, filling Donna's pussy with her hot cum.
Exhausted they slowly sank to the shower floor, letting the warm shower water spray over their intertwined splayed bodies and wash away the spent residue from their passion.
**
7 years.
Countess Delacroix and her new wife Lady Donna Delacroix embarked upon their yacht. It had been a year of mourning for her late husband, the Count. Protocol demanded that it be a year, and exactly one year later Dowager Countess Jewel Delacroix cast aside her black dresses and mourning veils.
Maintaining her position in society was important, as with so much injustice in the world Jewel Delacroix wanted to right as many wrongs as she could. Her training had finally given way from the rehearsed motions and phrases to the ease and charm of any peer of the realm.
Gossip magazines followed her but were typically bored with her lack of scandalous material to dig out and expose.
Fashion magazines and news articles sometimes covered her appearance as a model for appropriate female attire, More than one commented upon her beauty and as being as beautiful as any man or woman could be.
The society pages dutifully reported her involvement in many charities and newfound interest in legal action committees, political action committees and her newly founded lobbying group for ending all arranged marriages.
Gossip columns picked up again when it was revealed there was a new love interest in the countess's life. Much hay was made over a 25 year old countess dating a woman 5 years her senior. And her former school headmistress to boot.
But interest waned as a more interesting and indeed scandalous and seemingly shameless male bride named Marcia Vargos captured the public interest.
Her wedding announcement to Miss Donna Ann Hancock, and their intentions to honeymoon on their yacht for a month long cruise were all dutifully covered by the appropriate reporters.
Hiding in plain sight, Jewel thought as she walked down the aisle for the second time in her life. Her wedding dress a sheer yet simple style compared to her first dress. But Donna helped pick it out for her, despite the custom of not seeing the bride before the wedding, and Jewel helped choose Donna's dress, a black and white tuxedo style that looked simply amazing on her as Jewel willingly walked down the aisle toward the altar.
The small ceremony held in the gardens of her Manor home, Only a few society ladies and their husbands, some former school friends and staff, and her therapist were invited. Phoebe Mills covered for the society and fashion reporters and described her as resplendent. Jewel only wished her mother and sister could have flown in from America and been there, but after her escape attempt to the embassy they were still persona non-grata in Allegoria.
Donna wanted Jewel to be beautiful for their wedding and Jewel decided she didn't mind being beautiful for Donna. After all, beauty was meant to be appreciated.
**
Jewel was exhausted from their lovemaking. Despite the many opportunities they had before; making love on their wedding night honeymoon would always be special.
"I think you're going to give me a heart attack." Jewel complimented her female-husband as she gasped for air.
"Only if you don't give me one first!" Donna shot back, equally breathless.
Embraced together on the rotating bed of the master stateroom Jewel couldn't help but marvel at the difference in his situation.
"You know, I never thought that I could ever sleep in this bed again...after...I mean..."
"Your first husband?" Donna asked, recovering, she rolled over onto her side to allow Jewel to spoon her. She also smiled at her jest. On the marriage certificate, thanks to the blending of traditional and progressive values in what were now called 'the Delacroix Precedent' Donna had to sign the marriage license as groom because Jewel had already established the precedent of being assigned as bride.
"It's ok to talk about it. I'm certainly not jealous."
Jewel wondered about her good fortune, finally being able to be with someone who loved her as much as she loved her.
"It's just...the anal sex...it hurt too much; being someone's plaything, someone's...possession."
"I would never hurt you." Donna stated firmly.
"I know...besides," Jewel teased, poking Donna's ass "If anyone here is going to get it Count Donna Delacroix-Hancock it's you!"
"Oh Behave!" Donna teased back.
Jewel slipped immediately into her hypnotically commanded state.
Donna felt Jewel lower her face to her pillow and her breath tickle the back of her neck. She enjoyed the warmth of her cuddle.
"But seriously, would you ever let me do that, make love to you...anally?" She asked with a small bit of trepidation in her voice. She thought of the toys she had locked away.
"Yes." Jewel whispered in answer.
I'm a good girl, she thought, her hypnotic conditioning still in full force, and a good girl does as she is told.
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Red Swallow Chapter 1
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
Desiree Gagnon watched as Ivan entered into her stateroom on board his yacht. She had been eagerly waiting for his arrival for nearly an hour now.
Dressed in her favorite lavender color nightie, the plunging neckline showcased her ample décolletage. The swell of her F cup breasts filling out the top half, while the fitted nightie clung to her bosom, inward to her waist, then flared out again around her full hips, curvaceous bottom and thighs.
Despite her top-heavy 40-24-34 measurements, Desiree's fit, lithe and toned body bespoke only of sultry passion.
Ivan paused as he admired her from the door, sitting on her stateroom's bed, resting one hand on her lap, the other pressed to the mattress holding her upright, with her smooth tanned legs folded beneath her and to one side.
Desiree's platinum blonde hair positively glowed in the soft lights giving the angelic luster of a halo around her crowning glory.
Desiree saw the bulge in Ivan's pants and felt the familiar swelling of her penis as it struggled to free itself from her purple thong panties that had it trapped between her legs.
Ivan was a man of many appetites and passions, and having Desiree, a T-girl, trannie, or she-male in his stable was a luxury he could easily afford, and so powerful that no one dared question. Desiree never minded the labels others tried to foist on her. In her mind she was simply Desiree, and that was enough.
But what was most interesting was that it wasn't enough for Ivan. That she was trans was an indulgence for him, but she was more than just a girl with something extra. She had a brain.
She had been in Ivan's employ for 2 years now and knew he appreciated her not just for how she excited his loins or fired his imagination, but for the other services only she could provide.
But tonight was about passion, and Ivan exuded the raw physical energy of a man who knew what he wanted and was more than able to take it. A former MMA contender in his youth, he was a man of power and it showed in his demeanor; how he spoke, and how he carried himself. In his presence it was almost comical to watch how many others would automatically and subconsciously defer to him.
Desiree's passion was building too. She slid off the bed, and barefoot, walked over to Ivan; her full womanly hips swaying with each step. She unbuttoned his jacket and set it to the chair nearby, then unbuttoned his shirt.
She kissed his chest and inhaled his manly musk as she did so. Dropping down to her knees she unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and pushed them down and off his waist. Ivan had come to her stateroom barefoot. She set his pants gently on a chair and rose back up, now pushing his shirt off his shoulders and down his back before placing them on the chair as well; another article of clothing gone, one more to go.
Desiree sank back down to her knees, took the waist band of his boxers and pulled them quickly down, freeing the object of her lust. Ivan's meaty 10 inch cock, freed from its prison, stood erect and proud just inches from her face.
Desiree looked up at Ivan and smiled as she moistened her lips in anticipation. Desiree made sure to make eye contact. If he hadn't seen her makeup earlier then he would certainly see the effort she had made in preparing for their rendezvous.
Heavier highlighting and contouring to emphasize her delicate features, bold smoky eye shadow in blue and violet, expertly applied eyeliner to make her eyes seem larger, her blush was heavier than normal as well, and the bold red of her lipstick showcased her full pillowy lips, glistening with lip gloss and saliva as she moistened her lips with her tongue.
Ivan pulled her to her feet, pushed her back, walking her from the door towards the bed and forced her to sit on the end of the bed, once again eye level with his engorged member.
Desiree licked her lips once again and gently kissed the head of his cock. She held his turgid shaft with one hand while her other began to massage and fondle his heavy ball sack. A kiss and a lick along the underside if his penis from crown to base, then another gentle nibble at the Frenulun, the delicate and sensitive underside of the penis.
She knew Ivan's dick well enough to know that if she was gentle enough that she could use her teeth like that and he loved it. Pausing only for a moment to catch her breath she slowly and seductively looked up into Ivan's eyes as she swallowed the head of his cock, her red pillowy lips forming an "O" as they went sliding over the Glans and down to the Corona; the mushroom shaped head now completely filling her mouth and cheeks.
With skilled experience she began to bob her head up and down Ivan's cock and carefully worked it further and further into her mouth.
She took her time spreading saliva from her mouth down the shaft of his cock with her hand to help lubricate it for the next most difficult step. As his cock head worked its way further into and approached the back of her mouth, she inhaled sharply, and then forced her head and mouth down onto his dick until the head of Ivan's cock slipped past the back of her mouth and into her throat.
Desiree's quick swallowing move was how she avoided stimulating her gag reflex. Once the head slipped past her tonsils she worked her mouth down and then down further, breathing through her nose until finally her nose was buried in Ivan's pubic hair and pressed tight against his abdomen.
She worked hard at this point, timing her breathing with sliding his cock back up her throat, making sure to not let his cock head get out past her tonsils and risk gagging, before bobbing her head back down onto him and deep throating him again.
Ivan loved blow jobs more than fucking, and he loved deep throat more that blow jobs and Desiree was an expert at deep throat sucking.
Within minutes, Desiree was rewarded for her efforts as Ivan grabbed her by her hair and began to control her pace. He was so close now!
Within mere moments after that Ivan groaned loudly and Desiree could sense the pulsing and swelling of his cock as load upon load of his stored cum shot down her throat into her belly.
Desiree did her best to maintain her breathing while her throat was full of cock. It was a difficult skill that she had mastered. Ivan's excitement had triggered her excitement as well as her small cock also sprung free from her purple thong panties and pointed eagerly upward under her nightie.
Ivan pushed her head back off his dick and motioned for her to move back onto the bed. Desiree quickly flipped over onto all fours and crawled up and onto the center of the bed. She tossed her hair to one side and looked back over her shoulder with a come hither look to see Ivan was already up on the bed and on his knees behind her.
Flipping the hem of her nightie up past her waist and then pulled her thong panties down half way down her thighs. Desiree's cock was straining in anticipation. Her legs were now pressed tightly together and held there by her thong panty. Ivan guided his saliva slickened and cum coated cock unerringly toward the star of Desiree's ass.
With a smooth and steady motion, Ivan's throbbing hard cock slowly glided inside Desiree, filling her ass as he plunged deeper and deeper into her warm tight hole. Desiree felt the intense satisfaction of a woman who was getting all the dick she could handle. She had lubricated herself back there earlier that evening and made sure she was clean and empty by giving herself an enema an hour before that.
All her preparations were perfect as Ivan's massive member finally filled her completely. She sighed in satisfaction as his cock head rubbed and stroked gently against her prostate gland as well. She waited, filled, as Ivan held off for a moment to let her adjust and enjoy the fullness of his titanic penis.
Then with nary a word Ivan withdrew and plunged back inside her. Slowly at first, then with increasing speed and frequency he began to pound her ass and slap her full and smooth woman's bottom with his lap. Desiree knew she would be sore and red in the morning but was enjoying it too much.
With a smooth hand Ivan slipped the spaghetti straps of the lavender nightie off her shoulders and pulled the top half down to her waist. Her exposed breasts hung full, firm and round as Ivan then fondled and massaged her breasts with his large manly hands.
The delicious sensation of surrendering to her lover who was so powerful and masterful quickly became too much for her as his girth rubbed against her prostate on every stroke, both plunging and withdrawing. Her senses were quickly overwhelmed as his hands massaged, groped, and pinched her breasts and nipples.
With her senses overpowered it was only mere moments before Desiree's cock began to spurt with her spend and she moaned like a whore in heat as ecstasy and her orgasm vanquished her higher senses of thought and reason. Her strength gave out as she surrendered completely to become the fuck puppet to Ivan's puppet master.
He railed her ass for what seemed an eternity as she flopped helplessly beneath him, his hands dug deep into her hips to hold her up and against him until finally, in a brief moment of clarity she heard his groan of passion and could feel the warm and wet impact as his second load of cum as it splashed deep inside her rectum.
Ivan held her tightly as his seed was deposited inside her, with an occasional humping thrust as he sought to empty every last bit of cum from his balls that he could.
Their passions spent, Ivan and Desiree collapsed exhausted onto the bed. Desiree lay there as she and Ivan slowly recovered from their exertions. She listened as Ivan's breathing slowed and steadied as he drifted off to sleep while Desiree lay there contented and reminisced about her life and how she got to where she was today.
**
Dustin Thurston liked the gentle rocking of the train and the repetitive clacking of the wheels on the tracks. The sounds were soothing and familiar. From his window seat in the observation car he could just make out the distant skyscrapers of New York City on the horizon.
Dustin knew that it was very unusual to meet the actual CEO for a job interview. Dustin was grateful for the letter of recommendation from his Professor at MIT, DR. Penelope 'Penny" Farthing. She told Dustin that she knew Adam from when they were both in college and are still good friends to this day. It was her letter and endorsement that got Dustin this interview.
Dustin could feel hope inside him. He was finally free of college and the disappointments in brought.
At 5'5" tall and over 130 lbs, Dustin had started college at 16 after graduating from high school early. Always the smallest, and always the smartest kid in school he had been picked on occasionally from time to time for his short stature and effeminate physique. His fair skin and light brown hair, almost a dirty blonde really, and his androgynous features.
Dustin was a smart man and pondered the meanings of his name. Dustin was from an Old Norse language that meant Brave or Valiant Fighter. Thurston meant Thor's Stone. Dustin realized that he really never lived up to the name he had been given.
Dustin reminisced about his lonely life in high school in Iowa and his social anxiety disorder. Most of his classmates had thought that he was just painfully shy and chalked it up to him being the youngest kid in school. That he was always seen with his nose in a book, studying certainly didn't help matters. That he hid in the library or in class to avoid the bullies was just a fact of life.
But let's face it; those were high school kids, what did they really know anyway?
Unfortunately his college life at MIT had been virtually the same. After starting out full of hope that a fresh start in college with kids who would just have to be more mature by now...well, it was quiet the let down to find it that it wasn't. Just more of the same really, and even after finally trying medications for his social anxiety...well, after experiencing the side effects of the medication and the horrible nausea; the feeling of being drowsy all the time yet never able to fall asleep; and the weight gain too. Normally the side effects would go away over time, but not for Dustin.
Suffice it to say that Dustin the bookworm carried on and although academically he thrived, his social life and skills were still virtually non-existent.
If it wasn't for his psychiatrist who suggested he try out for Community Theater he doubted he would have had any social interaction with anyone at all. Dustin loved the theater and enjoyed all the bit parts he had played. He really bloomed when he joined a traditional Shakespearean acting troupe. On the stage was where he felt that he was finally able to interact with people.
But now, on the train to New York, having graduated college and completed his Masters Degree to boot he felt the familiar sensation of hope well up inside him. It was another new beginning and another chance to finally break free from his old life and from his socially isolation.
Let's face it...these weren't college kids he'd have to deal with anymore, Dustin rationalized. People knew how to act like adults now that they were out in the world and working...right?
**
Desiree woke up a found herself in a lover's embrace with Ivan. Her head was resting on his chest, and her hand rested on his abdomen. Her left leg had crossed over his left leg as well. This was actually the second wake up of the morning. Their first was an hour ago when Ivan nudged her awake from her side of the bed. She awoke then to find him caressing her head, then hair then breast. He gave her a kiss as she felt this morning wood poke her gently in the ass.
Desiree lifted her head slightly to look up and when Ivan stirred from his slumber she gave him a quick kiss on his cheek. Ivan was a powerful Russian Oligarch, a czar of energy in his country and one of the richest men in the world. After she had satisfied his urges and took care of his sexual needs and his raging hard on they had dozed off again in exhaustion.
While Ivan stirred after her kiss he wasn't yet ready to get up from bed. Desiree slipped out of bed and padded over to the private head of the guest stateroom. A glance into the mirror as she entered showed the reason for her eagerness to shower. Her tousled bed head of platinum blond hair, messy makeup from their passionate kisses, and her body covered in cum.
Desiree felt the delicious yet squishy feeling of cum still slipping between her ass cheeks as well as slowly dripping from her gaping asshole. Ivan's huge cock had given her a thorough pounding. She noticed that her cock was flaccid and her small testicles felt empty having spent their tiny load earlier.
The warm shower felt like heaven as she scrubbed away the residue of makeup, sweat and semen from her body. Cum had somehow managed to get into her hair. She smiled as she remember giving Ivan his morning blow only to have it slip from her mouth as he came, his sperm spraying onto her face, forehead and into her hair.
Oh well, nothing that a gentle shampoo can't handle. Luxuriating in the warm water she was surprised when Ivan didn't join her. When she finished her shower she looked back into the stateroom and saw he had left. Disappointing but not really a surprise; he had a busy day later.
Desiree toweled off, wrapped her hair in a small towel and attended to her facial, gently exfoliating her face to remove the last of last nights cosmetics before moving on to skin care.
Lotion for her face, hands, arms and legs was liberally applied. She blow dried her hair and styled in a loosely braided pony tail for the day. After reapplying her makeup, this time in a less glamorous manner, she went to her closet to get dressed.
She selected her clothing to account for the summer heat. Tucking back her penis she slipped on a white cotton thong, trapping her small penis and testicles in the soft fabric. A similarly white lace bra enveloped her massive F cup breasts. An off white blouse, a khaki knee length pencil skirt, and then her black 4 inch Christian Louboutin heels completed her ensemble.
In only an hour, after accessorizing with diamond studded earrings and a simple diamond pendant necklace, Desiree had transformed herself from a bedroom vixen into a professional business woman.
Desiree looked over her appearance in the mirror, and then summoned a steward to come and fetch her luggage. She had reserved a room at a five star hotel in the city for the next week.
All the whores and party girls were being put ashore. Ivan made sure that none of them would be on board when his wife arrived from Moscow on her flight later that day. His private jet had brought her to Monaco as she suffered terribly from motion sickness and refused to sail with him on his mega yacht.
Desiree didn't fault Ivan for being solicitous of his wife's feelings. Just like his wife; Desiree only wanted the best for him.
Ivan's' mega yacht was the largest yacht in the harbor and had the entire pier to itself. Desiree took her time leaving. She may have to go ashore but she wasn't one of the whores and party girls. She was an employee.
Some of the girls were given cabs to take them to their destination. Others were simply pushed ashore and told to make their own way to the hotels. Desiree had a car and driver at her disposal for the entire week.
She didn't feel sorry for the whores though. If they can't negotiate a better contract then they deserve what they got.
Desiree put on her sunglasses and then took her leave at the brow from the ship's watch and disembarked to go into Monaco. She saw that her luggage was already loaded into the trunk of the car. She had a busy week of work ahead and was eager to get started and meet her deadlines.
**
Dustin arrived 15 minutes early for his interview; and looked out the floor to ceiling glass windows. The view from the top floors of the modern style high rise was stunning. The cityscape seemed to go on forever. It was a beautiful day with clear blue skies and warm breezes.
Dustin reviewed what he knew of Adam Smith from what his professor had told him. He was the CEO of Smith Financial as well as a Successful entrepreneur. Originally from Scotland, he had attended college with his professor and they were friends to this day. He guessed they may have been more than friends from the wistful way she had reminisced about him. Dustin knew he was considered a Titan in the finance industry. He had done an on line search and found dozens of articles that had been written about him in periodicals such as Money and Fortune and the Wall Street Journal.



At precisely the right time the doors to the CEO's office opened and Dustin watched as several smartly dressed people exited. After only a moment the secretary smiled at Dustin.
"You may go in now." She said formally.
Dustin smiled politely back at the secretary as he stood and brushed out any wrinkles that may have been on his suit. He checked that his pony tail was still straight behind his back...damn it that he didn't have time for a haircut before hand...and walked into the CEO's office.
Dustin noted right away that the corner office on the top floor of the skyscraper was easily twice as large as the tiny apartment that he had just looked at yesterday and was considering renting. It all depended on if he got this job of course.
The office was decorated in a minimalist style with light grey carpeting, and midcentury modern metal and leather furniture. The off white walls held framed poster sized cover shots of magazines featuring Adam. It was obvious he used his office to impress his clients. His desk was a glass topped affair in the corner flanked by the floor to ceiling windows.
The view was from the 40th floor and was spectacular, and a bit intimidating if one was afraid of heights. Adam Smith was tall and he rose from his desk chair and came around it to greet Dustin with a firm handshake.
Dustin found it awkward how far he had to walk to meet and greet one of the wealthiest men in the country. Gesturing to a pair of modern davenports set opposite each other with a glass coffee table between them Dustin took a seat while Adam sat opposite.
"Welcome to Smith Financial Dustin, I must say Professor Farthing spoke very highly of you. How is Penny anyway?"
Dustin had been practicing interviewing skills. But despite his hours of practice in the mirror he could still feel his anxiety and nervousness start to kick.
"She is fine. She spoke of you often and said to send her warmest regards." Dustin said, proud that he didn't stammer when he answered.
"Well, I've read her letter she sent with your resume..." Adam went over Dustin's qualifications from memory.
"You are actually overqualified for entry level positions here. You already have a Bachelor of Science in Business Administration, (BSBA) a Master of Applied Finance (MAppFin) and two minors, one in computer financial modeling and another in accounting; a bit of an Overachiever aren't we" Adam Smith asked, challenging Dustin.
"Well I got my bachelor's when I turned 17 and was too young to go get a job so I applied and was selected for the masters program. The computer and accountancy stuff was just to keep busy."
"Not much of a social life then?"
"No sir, I've always been...shy...and all the other students were usually older. Even in the masters program the students there where usually people who were already working professionals; they had come back to school for the degree to advance their careers and stuff."
Dustin had a hard time making eye contact. His anxiety was acting up. He tried to maintain his nerve and continue the interview. He really needed this job.
"Well, you really are overqualified for all our entry level positions, and under qualified for those that people with your degrees have; you have no work experience."
"No sir, I also need to get work experience to finish my CPA. I've passed the CPA Exam and the AICPA ethics exam; now I just need the work experience." Dustin repeated himself nervously.
"Well, if Professor Penny Farthing recommends you I'd be a fool to let talent go without giving you a chance. If you want it I can send you to one of our Risk Assessment divisions. It would still have to be an entry level position, but with your skills and a bit of drive a young man could go far."
Dustin was too anxious, nervous and excited to even think of negotiating salary or anything else for that matter.
"Thank you sir, I'll take it!"
**
Dustin called his grandmother first to tell her the good news. He called Dr. Farthing as well and thanked her for her recommendation and trust. Finally he called his psychiatrist, Dr. Sigourney Freed and told her of his new job and excitement and worry.
"You have so much to be proud of. You managed the interview and you came away with a job. How was your anxiety?"
"It was fine. I started to feel it but concentrated on those coping mechanisms we worked on."
"That's wonderful. Remember, baby steps; small progress every day. Have you considered trying to get back into the theater? I'm sure you recall how this was your most successful method for overcoming your social anxiety disorder."
It seemed counterintuitive, but somehow being on stage allowed Dustin to feel and act normally. He had discussed it with his doctor and reasoned it was because he felt that if he was playing a character it allowed him to detach somewhat.
"Yes, I have my actors resume and intend to go on casting calls on a not to interfere with work basis."
"That's good Dustin. I hope you will call me again in a week so we can continue."
"I will doctor. Thank you."
**
Dustin sat quietly and watched a video with other new hires in his worker orientation group. He noticed most of them were not paying attention.
The narration was poor and it seemed that the video hadn't been updated for awhile.
"Smith Financial was founded 1980, the same year as America's last great president Ronald Reagan; took office. In an era of economic uncertainty Smith Financial forged a path despite the troubled markets, world crises and partisan politics that would often bar success to those less driven and less bold."
This was really a bad movie, Dustin thought. The production values were laughable. He continued to watch as the movie droned on. Finally, the previous CEO, Adam Smith's father came on screen.
"As the wisdom of the ancients say, 'Chaos is a ladder' and navigating through the chaos of the financial world is what this company does best"
Dustin smiled at the quote. He wondered if any of his coworkers knew the source. It's from such an old series; he remembered when he watched it with his grandmother on the ancient DVD player she still kept in the corner of her house. She told him that it was quite popular back in its day.
After his new employee orientation Dustin followed the group as they were dropped off one at a time at their offices and work sites. After the mind numbing new employee orientation seminars Dustin was ready and eager to start actual work. His escort motioned him forward and brought him into a crowded windowless cubicle farm of work stations and offices.
"Bob, this is Dustin Thurston, your new hire. Mr. Smith sent him to you. Dustin, Bob Malthus, your supervisor." And with that the older woman left to take the remaining people onto their destinations. Dustin never even caught her name.
Dustin turned his attention back to Bob...er...Mr. Malthus, who was sizing him up.
"So, Adam Smith hired you personally? How do you know the CEO of the company?"
"Err...umm..." Dustin had to look down to recover his nerves. "I don't, not really...my Professor knew him...she recommended me." Dustin's cheeks turned red as his shyness and social anxiety struck.
Mr. Malthus watched as the new hire wilted under his stare. God where do they find these kids?
"Well, we'll see if you're good enough for risk management soon enough. I'll introduce you around."
Bob showed Dustin around the office space that he would share with his coworkers.
"This is Carl Marks, Carl; this is Dustin, Mr. Smith's new hire."
"Heya, nice to meetcha."
"You're going to be Dustin's mentor while he settles in here." Bob pronounced.
"Whoa whoa whoa there boss...what? Why me?"
"Because I said so."
"And this here is David Humm."
"Dustin, Nice to meet you welcome to risk analysis."
"This here is Eve B. Webb."
"Hello."
"And this here is John Keyne"
"Hey."
"And this here is your work station. We work long hours here and you can go home when the work is done. Log in information is there in your packet. Carl will bring you your first assignment and walk you through what we do here. It's a sink or swim environment Dustin, and I hope you can handle the stress. Good luck."
Dusting watched as all his coworkers had already turned back to their work even before their introductions were complete. He noticed Carl was already up and bringing over some files. Dustin hoped he was ready for them.
**
Dustin walked into the studio and was nervous. This was his second casting call today and his first one didn't go well. He went on a casting call yesterday as well and that was an abysmal failure. Spending his weekend getting rejected was demoralizing.
Dustin was also hungry. He had been eating less and walking more to try and lose some weight. Sitting at a desk all day reading forms and analysis and running computer models meant a lot of sedentary time and all the junk food he ate wasn't doing his waistline any good.
After he checked in with the assistant he waited until his name was called. Walking out onto the platform that made up the stage he almost tripped and fell. When he announced his name he had to stifle a stammer.
"Ok, we get your nervous, the director, or was it the producer (?) joked. Just read the lines we've provided."
Dustin looked out and read the lines, He had only a moment to review beforehand and wasn't sure what angle they were expecting. It was a modern piece he had never heard of before. When he finished he lowered his script and looked out expectantly.
The Director and the producer appeared to be looking over his acting resume.
"It said here you've done work in Community Theater." The producer, or was it the director stated, rather than asked.
"Yes, mostly Shakespeare's plays and stuff like that"
"Stuff like that?" The Director, or was it the producer, asked brusquely.
"It was a traditional casting troupe. I usually played the female roles."
Some of the other hopefuls laughed softly at his admission.
"Well if you want to succeed in NY you're going to have to man up...and lose 10 pounds...NEXT..."
**
"Get these done before you go home tonight." Carl Marks dumped another project onto Dustin's desk.
Dustin tapped his pen against his lips in concentration as he gave the paper work a once over. "This will take at least 8 hours to do and it's already past noon, and the program is acting up again."
Dustin hated the program that Smith Financial used: Maximum Processing Algorithmic Data was a nightmare to work with, and prone to random breakdowns. MPAD was designed by a committee and no single person was responsible for it. All the employees who used it referred to it disparagingly as MAXI-P.A.D.
Dustin knew that even he could design a better analysis tool than what they were using, but he had no say and was forced to suffer with the rest of them. Bad programming really offended his sensibilities.
"So what...work is work...if you have any trouble ask one of the others; I have a meeting with a client."
Dustin noticed that Carl had his golf clubs with him.
"A client?" Dustin asked unbelievingly.
"Yes! Chop-Chop...now...move...undulay..." Carl took his clubs and walked away to the elevator.
Dustin sighed as he ate another energy bar. He couldn't remember the last time he had a decent meal. After 3 months now he knew all of his coworkers saw him as a bit of a loner, often working late into the night to do his work and anyone else's work that Carl dumped on him. He began to think that they probably saw him as a patsy and loaded him down with their work to make free time for themselves.
Dustin opened a new file on his computer, grabbed the papers and began his tasks.
"See," Eve began "He lets Carl walk all over him."
"So what; if he can't stand up for himself then that's his fault." John Keyne didn't care one way or the other, as long as the work got done.
Eve felt pity for Dustin. He was just so shy and quiet.
"Let's invite him out for the team building exercise."
"Whoa...easy there...you sure you want to drag him with us? He seems like a bit of a downer."
"'Eh, there's no harm in asking. He'll probably say no anyway." David Humm chimed in.
Dustin couldn't believe it at first when Eve asked him to join the group for a team building exercise. As near as he knew he was already current on all of his company mandated training.
It took a few moments for him to realize she was asking him to join them for something fun after work. Dustin was so lonely that he reacted before his social anxiety could kick in and shut him down.
"Yes."
He wondered what they had in mind.
Dustin, for once, did not finish his assignment before calling it quits for the night. When Eve came to get him he shut down his computer and simply followed her out with the group.
Apparently what they had in mind was a night out drinking.
For some reason Dustin had always felt that David Humm was a bit creepy, but it seemed it was his turn to select the venue and he chose to take all of them to a club called "COBALT".
Dustin found himself standing in line under a bright neon sign with brilliant blue lettering waiting to pay his cover charge and go inside.
Once inside he was amazed to see what looked like a renovated theater that had been converted into a dance club and a bar. They all took a table and ordered their drinks and were surprised at how fast their drinks arrived.
The other coworkers took their drinks and watched as a gaudily made up woman made her way up to the stage.
"Oh my gosh...David...is this a drag show?" Eve asked.
The diva began to sing a song while they all laughed loudly when they saw that David had in fact taken them to a drag revue.
Eve and John immediately began to make jokes at David's expense; teasing him with the familiarity of people who have worked together a long time.
David for his part seemed not to care and made even more jokes at his own expense.
"Don't you all judge me," David retorted "You all just need to live a little"
Dustin smiled at the friends as they laughed and joked. He was still really impressed with the layout of the club. They all ordered their second round of drinks while David ordered shots of patron for the group.
"Are all those girls really working here?" Dustin noticed that the number of waitresses and hostesses seemed excessive for a dance club.
"Yes, it's part of the atmosphere. Watch yourself. You might get lucky."
Dustin blushed but he continued to watch the women as they worked and moved among the clientele. When their waitress arrived with their drinks and shots he took part in the toast, licked the salt, downed his shot of tequila, and sucked on his lime with the rest of them.
Dustin smiled a bit as he started to loosen up. He wasn't much of a drinker, truth be told; having been too socially awkward to attend parties even when in college. Dustin just smiled, drank his drinks, remained quiet at first and tried to fit in and be accepted.
"Seriously Dustin, the shy act is getting old. Open up, live a little. You can't be a wallflower all of your life." John challenged.
"Yeah!" Eve and David echoed the sentiment.
"I'm not." Dustin tried to deny it but feared that they may be right. Maybe there was no hope for him. Dustin decided to try and change the subject.
"Man, that singer is really terrible." Dustin thought she really was terrible but he was really just casting about for a way to take their focus off of him.
"Oh yeah, well it's open mike night; if you think you can do better then get your ass up there missy." Eve saw through his diversion.
Surprising himself and each of his coworkers, Dustin decided to risk it. He swallowed the last of his drink (liquid courage, he thought) got up, untied his pony tail and tousled out his long brown hair. He strode off from his coworkers and made a beeline for the DJ booth.
"Is he really gonna do it?" Eve asked.
"Five bucks says no, he chickens out." John answered.
"I'll take that bet." David answered back.
"Me too!" Eve chimed in.
Dustin typed in his song request on the DJ's computer and saw that his selection was available. He was the first in line and once the Diva was finished she left the stage and passed the mike to Dustin.
Dustin walked out onto the stage and into the spotlight as the music of his song started to play. This is just like Community Theater, Dustin mused.
"I found a love, darling, just dive right in and follow me..."
Dustin noticed the crowd started taking notice of him. He hoped his mezzo-soprano voice wouldn't seem too weird to the audience. The song was originally sung by an alto.
"cause we were just kids when we fell in love, not knowing what it was..."
Dustin realized he had almost the whole audience's attention. The feeling was incredible! He swayed to the music with a slight dance step as he continued...
"Baby, I'm dancing in the dark, with you between my arms, barefoot on the grass, listening to our favorite song..."
Dustin closed his eyes and went into virtual auto-pilot. The audience was watching and all eyes were on him. This was way better than the community theater experience back in Iowa. Way better than those bit parts he had doing Shakespeare.
"...now I know that I have met an angel in person, and she looks perfect, I don't deserve this, you look perfect tonight."
Up in the VIP booth Yuri was watching the young man as he sang his song and held the crowd's attention. He looked to Anastasya, the manager of COBALT.
"Is she one of yours?"
"No, it's open mike night. That's a customer."
"Are you sure?"
Anastasya took the hint, nodded to Yuri, and went to get a closer look at the young man.
The music ended and after a stunned silence the crowd went wild with applause and cheers. Dustin blushed proudly at his performance. He smiled as he handed the microphone back to the DJ and stepped off stage to get back to his coworkers.
"My god that was amazing, what song was that?" Eve asked.
"It was 'Perfect' By Ed Sheeran."
"Who's that?"
"You can hear him on the oldies stations. I listened to them all the time with my grandmother. We'd sing together in the car whenever we went somewhere. I know the lyrics to tons of old songs like that."
"You totally blew away that diva...way better than she was."
"Yeah, she can't sing worth shit and she needs to know. Someone has to tell her." Dustin joked.
"You did good twerp, I suppose if you can't find any work as an actor you could always be a lounge singer or come here and be a Diva then." David said
Why did David Humm always have to be such a jerk?
"Actor, what does he mean?" Eve asked.
"I used to do Community Theater back home. I was part of a Shakespeare troupe and I was small enough to play the female roles in the plays. And how did you know that anyway?" Dustin asked, surprised.
"You left a pile of audition notices from your auditions on your desk. All of them where one-lined." John volunteered helpfully. "Anyone could see them."
"Oh." Dustin was quiet.
"Well, you'd fit right in here." David quipped, indicating COBALT.
Dustin wondered if David tried really hard to be an asshole or if it just came naturally.
His thoughts were interrupted when one of the Diva's approached their table.
"Hello there, I'm Anastasya, Owner of COBALT, your performance was amazing!"
"Thank you." Dustin smiled shyly toward the Diva. Her presentation was perfect. She was either the best looking diva ever or she was really a genetic girl. "I'm Dustin."
"Your singing was perfect." Anastasya smiled using the play on words from the song title.
"Do you sing professionally?" She asked, looking to flatter the young man.
She quickly evaluated him while she spoke. She was surprised that he was a man as from a distance and with his voice she had thought at first that she was a rather plain young woman. She noticed that he had nice clean and strong light brown hair, clean straight teeth, interesting grey eye color, almost silvery the way the light caught in them, good skin tone, healthy overall.



"Oh...no...I just sang a lot as a kid." Dustin was embarrassed. He really didn't think that he could have been that good.
"Well, if you ever want to try you are more than welcome to come back here and sing anytime you like. Showstoppers like that just don't happen everyday you know."
Anastasya handed Dustin her business card; a simple white card with the word "COBALT" and a phone number in dark blue lettering.
Anastasya was a master of the soft sell. She politely excused herself from the group and went to check on the bar.
She noted how her staff was interacting easily with the customers, the drinks were flowing, and people were having a good time and spending money. A new singer was taking the stage. Everyone was happy.
Although it was unlikely, Anastasya really hoped that Dustin would come back. Now that she had sized him up, she thought that if he were properly transformed and presented he would make a stunning diva and she would make a fortune.
Dustin, John, and Eve ordered more drinks and continued to enjoy their evening. Dustin was really glad he came that night. He was really buzzed from the drinks...what the heck was in a long island iced tea anyway...it was absolutely the best tea he had ever had.
"Hey, it's getting late and we have a ton of work still to do and a presentation to finish, we should probably get going." Eve remarked.
"Where is David?"
The group looked around and didn't see him.
"Hang on..." Eve broke out her phone and sent a text message.
A moment later it pinged in response.
"He says he's busy and to go on without him."
"Well fine, but he better not show up tomorrow with a hangover." John grumbled.
**
"So how are your auditions going?" Dr. Freed asked.
"Nothing yet. Rejection is hard, but I keep going."
"Rejection can be difficult, I imagine that New York is much more competitive than Iowa."
"Yeah, there's always a line at these auditions here. I did get on stage and sing at a club the other day." Dustin mused.
"Oh? How so?"
"Well, I was invited out with friends from work. We went to a club and it was open mike night. I had a couple of drinks, got up on stage, and sang. The owner even gave me her business card."
"That's wonderful Dustin. You got out and You have work friends. How was your anxiety?"
"I really didn't feel any." Dustin recalled, surprising himself that he hadn't noticed it before. "I hope it wasn't the alcohol...you know...liquid courage and all that."
"Well maybe you should go back someday and sing without having a drink first and find out. But I doubt it was the alcohol. You've always done well on stage when you were in character."
Dusting thought about his participation in Community Theater. Of course in those cases he was playing the female roles in Shakespeare's plays. He idly wondered if being among the divas at COBALT reminded him of that.
"I guess I have to go now." Dustin wanted to end the call; he had to get back to work. He didn't think he was ready to discuss how his sudden realization that his apparent comfort in public settings seemed to be when he was portraying a female persona.
**
John caught David in the lobby on the way to work the next morning. They had the elevator to themselves.
"Hey bro, where did you go after Dustin's song?" John Keyne asked.
"Dude, I was upstairs banging a diva!" David Humm answered.
"Bro, you had sex with a shemale?"
"Dude, that's disrespectful, and yeah, she had a dick but she was hot as fuck!"
"Bro, you'll fuck anything with a hole."
"Hell yeah Dude, if she's hot enough!"
"Bro, I can't believe you convinced one to have sex with you."
"Dude, don't you know?"
"Know what bro?"
"Dude, it's a brothel. If you hire the t-girl as a hostess for your table you can ask for the menu. If she flirts with you and says she's on it, or you ask her if she's on it then she's available."
"Bro! You mean they're prostitutes?"
"Well, not all of them, but yeah Dude, most of them."
"How much was she Bro?"
"Dude, next time, check the menu for yourself."
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Red Swallow Chapter 2
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
Chapter 2
After work Dustin found himself walking back to his apartment and thinking about his meager finances. It was another grueling day made worse by the fact that his boss Bob Malthus had just given praise to Carl Marks for Dustin's amazingly accurate analysis. Dustin seethed slightly as Carl routinely took credit for work that belonged to Dustin.
Dustin stopped at the intersection to wait for the walk signal when he was immediately drawn to the beautiful woman across the street. She was a gorgeous, well dressed woman who had just alighted from a cab. Dustin thought that he had seen her before and watched as she entered into a bar.
Having nothing better to do and with his curiosity piqued, Dustin decided to follow the woman. Dustin crossed the street and walked into a bar and immediately felt out of place. This was clearly meant for clientele who had more money than he did. The furnishings, decoration and all the trappings were simply amazing.
At this hour the place didn't appear to be too busy yet although more customers were coming in behind him while he watched. Dustin spotted the woman as she took a seat at the bar and spoke to the bartender. Her body language and demeanor made him think that she was waiting for someone.
Dustin suddenly realized where he had seen the woman before. She was the Diva who had served their table that night at COBALT, and had later disappeared with David Humm for the rest of the night.
Dustin didn't know what spirit possessed him but he found that he was walking to the bar and had then taken a seat next to her.
Trixie, he remembered. Her name is Trixie...at least her diva name is...
She was facing away from him and Dustin was about to say something when the bartender approached to take his order.
"Long Island Iced Tea please." Dustin blurted without really thinking, then remembered that the long island iced tea he had at COBALT was amazing.
Dustin wanted to talk to her but was suddenly too scared. He waited while the bartender delivered his drink and just watched her out of the corner of his eye. He was surprised when she turned and confronted him.
"Hello, I saw you from across the street and when you followed me here. Are you waiting for someone too or are you stalking me?" Her tone was even but there was a certain amount of playfulness in her eyes.
"No, I'm sorry; I just remember seeing you at COBALT and wanted to say hi."
"Oh...that's nice. Wait...I remember you, you're the one who sang that oldies song...you were amazing. With your voice though I thought you were a girl."
"Yeah, I get that a lot. My singing voice is pretty high; Mezzo-Soprano."
"You should come back and sing again sometime. I bet you would look amazing transformed."
"Transformed?"
"Yes, you know, like me, transformed into a girl."
"Wait, what? You're a...umm..." Dustin was at a loss for words.
"Yes, I'm an umm."
Trixie smiled at Dustin's confusion. He was kind of cute. She found that she was evaluating him to see if he would be a possible recruit for Anastasya. She decided to pursue the conversation and feel him out.
"I suppose you mean am I really a guy?"
Dustin nodded and blushed furiously.
"Oh, you're so cute when you blush... to answer your question, I identify as a girl. I'm transgender. Does that bother you?"
Dustin shook his head no. Why would it? Trans people have been out for a hundred years now. What's the big deal?
Trixie watched Dustin as she continued on. He was attentive and seemed open to her. She wondered if she could convince him to sing again at the club. Anastasya was always looking for new talent. Maybe she could claim the finders' fee.
"It's funny, Anastasya said the same thing, about singing, I mean."
"Well you should, we would just have to get you all dressed up and see how you look first."
"Dressed up?"
"Of course"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean in a dress and heels, makeup, your hair done up. Your eyes are to die for and I wish I had eyelashes as long and luxurious as yours. Maybe just make your hair a bit more blond, honey blonde, with some highlights."
"You're kidding right?" Dustin experienced a mixture of fascination and horror at the idea. She wanted him to actually pose as a woman on stage? Of course, that's not really that far-fetched of an idea, given my acting history, he thought.
"Look at me. Do you think I'm kidding?"
Dustin had to admit she did not. Dustin thought about his financial woes. He was still making a lot of money compared to what he could back in Iowa, but here in Manhattan he was barely able to afford his apartment. And he didn't want roommates. He had heard horror stories before about nightmare roommates and didn't want any of that drama.
Dustin thought about what Trixie was offering. Would it really be any different than what he had already done in Community Theater?
"What would I have to do?"
Trixie smiled as she knew she nearly had him convinced.
"I'll talk to Anastasya and get everything started. But you would have to come in with me and Anastaysa and have a fitting."
"Fitting?"
"Yes, get measured, try on some clothes and shoes, eventually you'd have to go buy your own but Anastasya would probably loan you some things at first, just to get started."
Dustin wondered if he could really do this.
"In the meantime, I hate to be blunt, but you should try to lose some of that weight in your middle, ok?"
Dustin was about to reply when Trixie stood up to leave.
"My date's here, I have to go, will you get this for me Dusty?" Trixie indicated her drink. She then turned and strode purposefully over to a well dressed gentleman who had just entered into the bar.
She took the man's arm as he escorted her away.
Dustin reluctantly took out his phone and paid for her drink as well as his drink.
Am I seriously considering this?
**
Dustin sat alone in his apartment with the television on and bored out of his mind. He had pondered what Trixie meant by transforming him. Reasonably he knew that the bar was a TG Bar and had transgendered girls working as waitresses and hostesses. He wondered if he could really transform the way they did.
Using his phone he searched the internet and saw the club schedule. It varied from time to time; some nights were open mike night, others the girls became diva's with really over the top exaggerations of femininity. Most nights though it was mostly a normal dance club with the girls providing occasional live entertainment like the night Dustin went with his coworkers.
Dustin set his phone aside for a minute and wondered how much they were paid. He figured that waitresses didn't make much. Then again, they do get tips. Dustin checked his bank account and was disappointed by what he saw. He almost had 4 figures saved and it was always tight making rent and utilities, plus food and his phone bill.
New York was such an expensive place to live.
Dustin thought about that night again and how alive he felt when he was on stage. He knew his performance was good and the applause was amazing. Even the club manager said she thought he was good. And she did invite him to come back.
But could he really transform into a girl?
Dustin thought about his acting career, such as it was, doing Community Theater back in Iowa. He had a hard time initially; his social anxiety causing him to freeze up on stage from time to time. The only good time he had had was doing the Shakespeare stuff with the traditional acting troupe.
Dustin applied his analytical mind to the problem. If he didn't have a problem doing the women's roles then maybe he wouldn't have a problem on stage at COBALT.
He needed to test this theory. Dustin searched on his phone again and found a thrift store nearby. He decided to go there and see if he could buy an inexpensive outfit and see how it made him feel. Maybe there was something about role playing and acting a part that would help him after all.
At the very least he would get out of his depressing apartment for awhile.
**
Finding the store was actually pretty easy. It was just a few blocks down the street. Dustin noted it was over an hour before the store closed. He had plenty of time to peruse the racks and maybe find something.
Keeping his head down kept his social anxiety in check as he wandered through the store before finally summoning the courage to venture into the women's clothing section. Dustin had looked around and except for a bored looking older woman at the cash register he mostly had the place to himself.
Dustin looked over the racks of clothes and figured the best thing to try would probably be a skirt. Having no idea of his size he peered around sheepishly before taking one off the rack and holding it against his waist. It looked too large, he thought. He returned the skirt back to the rack with embarrassment as he glanced around again. No one seemed to notice him.
Hmm...If that was a size large, maybe the size medium then...
With another quick glance around he took a skirt off the rack and held it against him. Medium seemed like it would be all right. Not liking the one he held he placed it back on the rack. He looked at the row of skirts in the medium size section. Selecting a black skater skirt he held it next to him, decided that it would probably fit, and clutching his skirt awkwardly made his way to the checkout counter.
As Dustin approached the counter his anxiety started to act up.
"What the hell am I doing?" He thought.
As he was about to panic and chicken out the clerk seemed to notice him and waved him forward toward the register. Dustin swallowed hard and walked forward. He felt his blood pressure increase and his heart rate accelerate. His palms started to feel sweaty and his breathing became shallow.
Stupid Anxiety!
As he placed the skirt on the counter the woman just took it from him, and scanned the tag. Dustin held up his phone while the woman pressed a button on the register and just waved for him to use it to pay his bill.
For only five dollars Dustin realized he had just purchased an article of women's clothing...for himself.
The clerk bagged the skirt for him and handed it to him. Dustin was relieved to make the purchase without having to talk, but as he took the bag the woman smiled strangely at him and said "You have fun with that." Then she winked at him.
Dustin blushed furiously, took the bag, and used all his will power to not run from the store in embarrassment.
**
Dustin made it safely back to his apartment and tossed the bag with the skirt angrily onto his ratty couch. The ugly thing came with the apartment. He really hoped someday to toss it and buy a new one, if his finances ever improved.
Dustin sat down with a sensation of dismay and irritation. What was he thinking? He didn't really have five dollars to waist on a skirt.
He pushed the thought out of his head for awhile and tried to get involved in the TV program. But the thought of the skirt kept popping up. He glanced at the bag and sighed.
I suppose since I went ahead a bought it I may as well finish what I started and try it on.
Dustin stood and retrieved the skirt from where it lay. He walked into his bedroom with a sense of foreboding mixed with excitement as he took off his clothes.
Standing in his briefs and holding the skirt he thought again how stupid this was. And then thought again how wasteful it would be to not finish his research. With firm final determination he justified it to himself that actors research roles all the time and this was just research.
Stepping into the skirt he pulled it up and then zipped up the zipper.
Dustin was surprised that as he closed the zipper he felt a faint glimmer of arousal at what he was doing. The taboo nature seemed to tease him with improper thoughts.
But even with the small amount of elastic in the waist the skirt was too tight. Dustin struggled with the zipper and only after he sucked in his gut was he finally able to close the zipper.
Dustin looked at himself in the mirror and was disappointed. His belly was pinched by the waistband of the skirt and he looked foolish. Dustin turned left and right before the mirror and felt again the faint sensations of arousal, especially as the hem of the skirt flared out slightly when he turned.
On a whim he did a twirl around and watched in the mirror as his skirt flared straight out. He did it again only this time looking down at the skirt as he twirled. Dustin felt his penis get harder after he finished his twirl.
Dustin looked again in the mirror and admired his legs but hated his belly.
"This is stupid. What the hell am I thinking?" Dustin struggled to unzip the skirt but once he had it off he tossed it forcibly into his closet. He felt like such a fool as he swore never to do it again.
**
One week later Dustin was cleaning his apartment when he came across the skirt. He was gathering up his clothes for laundry. He looked at the skirt and considered tossing it out. He stayed his hand as he remembered that it cost him five dollars to buy it and he had only worn it the one time.
On a whim, Dustin tried on the skirt again. It was still too tight, although if he did lose the weight around his middle maybe it would look even better.
What was it Trixie had told him? That he needed to lose a few pounds. It was kind of a mean thing to say but she wasn't wrong.
Dustin found that he was thinking of the wonderful experience of singing at COBALT and imagined doing it again only this time in a dress. He was surprised again that the thought of doing so inspired feelings of arousal.
Dustin quickly took off the skirt and walked to the garbage. He should probably just throw it away. As he looked at it again he knew that if he just threw it away it would be admitting that he had wasted the money. Dustin decided to wash it with the rest of his laundry. He would have to think about it some more.
**
Dustin watched the dryer as his clothes spun around. Occasionally he would make out the black of the skater skirt as it was tossed about in the dryer. It would be a shame to waste the money, he thought, and honestly I could stand to lose a few pounds.
Dustin pulled out his phone and did a bit of research while he waited for his clothes to dry. It was amazing in this day and age that there still were no pills or something that he could just take to be able to lose weight.
Not finding any magical cure he looked up diet and exercise plans for beginners. One of the links brought up the web site for a fitness center near his apartment. Dustin thought about what it would be like to have the skirt fit properly. Maybe if it fit right then he would know if he should try out for COBALT.
Dustin decided to go and check out the gym as soon as possible. After all, He could stand to lose a few pounds, and he owed it to himself to try.
**
Dustin walked into the gym and went to the front counter. After another week of vacillation he had finally made up his mind. As an actor he should at least do the research for his role before completely ruling it out.
"Hello, May I help you?"
"Yes, I want to ask about a membership?"
The girl manning the desk smiled down at him. She was about 2 inches taller than he was and obviously in prime shape.
"Of course; for new members if you sign up for 6 months, the first month is free. The fees structure is here, all we need is this form filled out and..."
"I'm ready to join now please." Dustin interrupted.
The statuesque girl just smiled at him.
"And how would you like to pay?"
Dustin thought about his meager finances.
"Uh? Pay using my phone ok?"
"That would be great, sign here."
Dustin signed. He made his way to the locker room and changed into workout shorts and a t-shirt and sneakers.
He quickly found the weight room and was immediately intimidated at the sight of so many large and fit men exercising. Meekly, he found a quiet corner near the dumbbells and choosing the lightest ones available worked out quietly and alone. He followed up with a walk on a treadmill in a room dedicated to cardio equipment; this time feeling intimidated and jealous of all the beautiful women working out.
He felt the pudginess around his waist, and set his jaw with grim determination. He was going to do this!
**
Dustin woke up Saturday morning and was pleased with his progress. He had been working out for a month now and the cardio and his diet and helped him lose 5 pounds already. Dustin had been trying on and wearing his skater skirt almost every day as a measure of how much progress he was making.
The skirt was still tight but no longer painfully so. He could zip up the zipper and not fear that he would break it. Looking in the mirror he imagined that if he lost 5 more pounds he would have a flat stomach, but if he lost 15 more pounds he would have a waist to show for all his efforts.
Dustin was also feeling comfortable in his skirt, but also a bit bored by it. He felt so good about his progress that he didn't even feel much arousal anymore when he put on the skirt. He accepted that if he put on the skirt he was going to get an erection. Truthfully, he started to wonder if maybe he should try on another item to see if he was progressing as much as he thought. The idea of another skirt, or maybe even a dress excited him.
Dustin reminded himself to calm down. This was all just research for a role, he rationalized to himself.
Dustin decided that the least he could do would be to go back to the thrift store and see what else there was on offer. He quickly checked his account balance. He had been thrifty since starting his diet. Maybe he could afford to buy a dress after all.
Dustin sat in his skirt on his couch and pulled out his phone and did a bit of research. He knew what his dress size was from his roles in Community Theater, but he had grown a bit since then. He checked a few size guides before deciding on what size of dress he should buy. Ideally he knew he should try them on first. Women's sizing was often wildly inaccurate, but he didn't think he'd have the courage. He had barely managed to buy the skater skirt in the first place.
Reluctantly removing his skirt and changing into his pants, Dustin left his apartment and made his way to the thrift store.
When he arrived he walked in a noticed it was quite a bit busier than before. Even though it was still early in the day there were quite a few patrons browsing and shopping. Dustin kept his head down as he walked to the women's clothing section. He hoped to not attract any attention. He was fortunate that at only 5'5" he was shorter than the dress racks and could find some minor bit of concealment. This section of the store wasn't too busy right now so he took a moment to check the selection.



Dustin found the size 6 section that he thought would fit him and flipped through the racks of dresses quickly and quietly. He didn't know what he was looking for but figured he'd know it when he saw it.
Sure enough, a beautiful teal colored sleeveless A line dress with a boat neck design and back zipper stood out. Dustin admired the color as well as the fabric. It seemed quite heavy and well made. With a quick look up and down the aisle to confirm he was still alone he picked up the dress off the rack and held it up to his body.
It looked like it would fit! And it was only twenty dollars. So affordable!
Very carefully he rolled the dress up and tucked it under his arm to take to the counter. He saw there was a short line, but decided waiting in line would be a good way to remain anonymous.
The line moved quickly and soon he was at the register, and saw it was even the same clerk that had helped him a month ago. She rang up his purchase and once again Dustin paid with his phone. Just as he thought that he would get away scot free she spoke to him.
"Guess the skirt wasn't enough." She winked again at him.
Dustin was mortified and was ready to run but on impulse he responded to her comment.
"I'm just researching for an acting job." He said weakly.
"Of course..." The woman said, and winked again "Acting job. You know, we do have a wide selection of heels...If you need any for your acting job, that is."
Dustin fled the store with his purchase.
**
Dustin arrived breathless at his apartment. Unlike when he bought the skirt he immediately hung up the dress and looked at it. He thought it looked amazing. An even closer inspection revealed that it was in almost new condition.
Stripping out of his clothes down to his briefs he went to try on the dress but struggled with the zipper. He just wasn't quite flexible enough to reach behind him and zip it up alone.
Dustin thought back to his theater work. He remembered that he always had help putting on his costumes. It never occurred to him that it might be difficult.
Dustin thought for a moment and looked around his apartment. Taking a shoelace from one of his shoes he took off the dress, tied the shoelace around the pull tab of the zipper and put the dress back on. Carefully pulling up on the shoelace he was able to zip the dress up completely!
Dustin stood in front of the mirror and was pleased. The dress fit! It hung down just to his knees and the boat neck flattered his neck and shoulders perfectly. It was a bit tight around the middle but he was taking care of that problem anyway. Dustin twisted from side to side to make the skirt portion of the dress flare out.
He twirled and watched the hem flare out wide, just like the skirt did but so much longer and with a wider flare!
Dustin was also slightly disconcerted to realize that wearing the dress was making him aroused. His penis was hard but fortunately was trapped by his briefs.
When he stopped twirling he did finally notice one small problem. He could just make out the impression in the dress fabric from his briefs and erection. Dustin held up the dress and looked at his briefs. They were just typical heavy cotton fabric but apparently were too thick for the dress material to conceal.
Dustin dropped the hem of the dress and searched the internet for how to solve this problem. He spent nearly and hour pacing his apartment before finally stumbling upon an answer.
Different skirts and different materials could cause Visible Panty Line. To avoid Visible Panty Line one must either forgo wearing panties, or wear panties that are suitable for the dress type.
Dustin realized that his men's briefs were simply too thick, so reasonably something thinner like panties should solve the problem. The thought of wearing panties with the dress made his penis a little bit harder.
"Whoa...get a grip." He thought, struggling to control his emotions.
Dustin looked at himself in the mirror. His long brown hair was feminine enough in length, and he knew for a fact that his experience with makeup in the theater would allow him to use cosmetics well enough to feminize his face. But could he really wear panties?
Dustin paced back and forth for awhile before deciding that if he was really going to do this he should do it properly. No self respecting actor would commit to a role and then do anything half-assed.
Dustin decided to do some more checking on line and found that panties were quite affordable. Acting immediately so that he didn't lose his nerve he found a well known lingerie site and placed an order. It pleased him to discover that there was a panty party sale and that if he ordered 10 pair of sale panties at the sale price it would be the same as if he ordered only 3 pairs of panties at the regular price.
Dustin didn't think he would ever need 10 pair of panties, but there was quite a wide selection of colors and patterns, and let's face it, a sale is a sale! Dustin placed his order and was pleased to learn they would even be delivered the next day!
Sunday Delivery was awesome! Today was proving to be a very productive day of research.
Dustin went back to his bedroom, and took off his briefs and tossed them in the hamper. He noticed immediately that the dress lay smoothly over his hips without odd looking lines from where his underwear used to be.
Unfortunately his penis was now poking up and out and creating a bit of bump in the front of the dress. Dustin tried to ignore it but found that even the slightest movement caused the fabric of the dress to brush against the tip of his penis and excite his arousal.
Dustin lifted up the hem of his dress as he sat down on the end of his bed. His small penis was hard and straight. Dustin gently touched his penis and then stroked it with his free hand. The excitement was intense and after only a few strokes his penis swelled as Dustin shot his small load of cum onto his belly. Thank goodness he held the hem of his dress out of the way. He didn't want to get his cum on the dress and cause a stain!
Dustin washed his hands and his penis in his bathroom. He felt happy and sashayed around his apartment for a bit and as gratifying as that was it wasn't long before he finally noticed that he was hungry. A quick inspection of his refrigerator revealed nothing but ketchup and a half gallon of milk. His cupboards were equally bare, containing only a nearly empty box of cereal.
"That's right." Dustin thought. "I've been meaning to go grocery shopping."
Dustin returned to his bedroom and after admiring himself in the mirror one more time decided he didn't really want to remove the dress just yet. He was having too much fun.
Dustin decided to order a pizza! Technically, I just saved myself, like 70% on panties, he thought with a smile. I can splurge and order a pizza if I want to.
Tapping in his order on line Dustin ordered a thin crust Vegetarian Special from the local pizza place. No sense in ruining his diet, and delivery was guaranteed in 30 minutes or less. Dustin decided he would take off his dress now and put it back on right after he got his pizza.
He returned once more to the bedroom and taking the shoelace attached to the zipper of his dress in one hand, pulled it down.
Dustin was therefore quite dumbfounded when the shoelace slipped off the tab of the zipper and hung limply from his hand.
Oh fuck!
Dustin spun around, his back to the mirror and looked over his shoulder at the zipper, still fully up and zipped on his back.
Dustin reached first with his left hand. He was able to grasp the zipper, just barely, but was unable to pull down. The zipper wouldn't move! He tried again with his right hand but with the same results.
Even when he tried to lift the dress up and over his head it wouldn't go. It was practically a perfect fit and he couldn't lift it up over his chest and shoulders; it was too tight when zipped closed.
Dustin spun around madly as he tried to contort his body and arms in ways unfamiliar to him in a desperate attempt to reach the zipper and unzip the dress. Minutes passed by quickly as one attempt after another failed.
Dustin only stopped when he heard a knock on his door.
"Who is it?" He asked; uncertainty in his voice.
"Pizza Delivery." A voice called back from the opposite side of the door.
Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!
Dustin spun around madly again as panic welled inside him. What should he do?
There was another knock on the door. "Pizza's getting cold and I have to go; are you coming or what?"
Dustin took a deep breath...stay calm...breathe...think...
Dustin noticed his bathrobe.
"Just one second." He called out as he grabbed his bathrobe, quickly put it on, tied the belt, and picked up his phone to go answer the door.
"Small veggie supreme thin crust?" The man asked.
"Yes." Dustin answered as he took the pizza and paid the delivery man.
The man looked at his tip and seemed disappointed.
"I'm sorry. I'm a struggling actor..." That sounded better than struggling financial risk analysis expert.
The man looked Dustin up and down with an inscrutable expression before simply nodding.
"Well, thank you." Dustin offered lamely, as he closed the door to the man staring at him.
Dustin breathed a sigh of relief and put the pizza on the table and went back to his bathroom. Before he could take off the bathrobe he saw that the teal boat neck neckline of the dress was slightly visible in the V-neck of the bathrobe. Even worse, the hem of the dress just peeked out below the hem of the bathrobe.
"Aww...fuck."
**
Dustin tried several more times to reach the zipper of the dress before deciding it was futile. He needed to think about this and try to come up with a plan. Besides, he was hungry.
Sitting down on his couch he carefully smoothed the dress underneath him before he sat down so as not to wrinkle the fabric. He placed a towel over his dress as he ate so as to not get pizza sauce spilled onto his dress.
Dusting finished his pizza and still had no clear idea what to do. As he put the pizza box in the trash he decided to clean up his apartment while he thought up a solution. For several hours Dustin cleaned and scrubbed his apartment, vacuumed the floors, washed the dishes, and folded the clean laundry while stuck wearing his dress.
At least this is good practice, I suppose, as he worked his way carefully through the household chores. Dustin noticed that his erection had returned and that never once did his erection flag while he worked. The fabric of the dress would brush his penis and tease him as he moved. Once his apartment was clean Dustin went back to his bedroom, sat down, lifted up the hem of the dress and stroked his penis again until he shot another, albeit smaller, load of cum onto his hand.
Washing his hands and penis again and with his apartment finally clean Dustin was still at a loss for how to remove the dress.
Dustin's emotions had run the gamut. From the beginning of the day and the high of buying the dress and trying it on, to the frenzy of trying to unzip the zipper, the fear and embarrassment that was stemming from being discovered by the pizza delivery guy and finally extending into the mania of his evening cleaning frenzy, including masturbating twice in one day, Dustin was exhausted.
Dustin went to bed, once again careful to smooth the fabric of the dress out as he lay down so as not to wrinkle it. He just needed a good nights sleep. He was sure he would think up a solution in the morning.
**
When Dustin woke up in the morning he was a bit disoriented at first. His sleep had been at times troubled and at other times pleasant...almost pleasurable even. It took him a moment to regain his bearings.
He was lying in bed, wearing a knee length teal colored A-line dress with a boat neck and back zipper. The zipper was stuck and he was unable to reach it to pull it down. And he had morning wood.
Yup; that about summed it up.
Dustin eased out of bed and went to his bathroom. He needed to relieve himself. The problem was his morning wood would not go down. Dustin was in another quandary. He needed to pee but couldn't just yet with his erection pointing his penis in the wrong direction.
Damnit.
Dustin started to shift from foot to foot as he tried to control his urge to relieve his bladder. In desperation he knelt down by the toilet, lifted his dress, and angled his penis so that the stream made it into the bowl of the toilet. Dustin felt mortified even though there was no one else there to see him.
When he was done he used toilet paper to wipe is penis dry. He didn't want to shake it and risk urine drops hitting his dress. After that he turned he washed his hands clean.
With one thing now done, Dustin moved to the kitchen to make coffee, only to realize he was out of coffee because he hadn't gone to the grocery store like he wanted to.
Eating the last of his cereal with milk, Dustin pondered his predicament and tried to come up with a solution. And there was still his state of arousal. Despite using the bathroom his morning wood had not gone away. The dress was still teasingly brushing against his penis. Dustin let his arousal get the better of him and returned to his bedroom, sat on the bed, lifted the hem of his dress and masturbated for the third time in two days.
As he stroked his small penis with his hand he still came fairly quickly although like the time before his load of cum was a bit smaller than the one before. Yet again washing his hands and penis he admired himself in the mirror before trying to focus on how to remove the dress.
For most of the day Dustin struggled with trying to reach the zipper. It took most of the day before Dustin was willing to admit defeat and realize that he had to ask someone for help. It occurred to Dustin that his neighbor across the hall might be able to help. A single mother lived there. He had seen her a few times but had never spoken to her.
Having no better option Dustin still agonized for over an hour before finally steeling his resolve. Dustin put on his robe, opened his front door and walked across the hall to the neighbor's apartment and knocked on her front door.
A moment later the pretty single mother was looking through the partially open door secured with a number of security chains.
"Yes?" She asked.
Dustin blushed.
"Um...yes...hi...I'm Dustin...I live across the hall..." Dustin began and indicated his open apartment door behind him.
"Yes, so?"
"I am so sorry to bother you but I am stuck and I need some help." Dustin noted that she was probably an inch or two taller than he was. It was hard to be sure with the door between them.
"Stuck? How?"
Dustin launched into his prepared excuse.
"I'm a part time actor and I was trying on my costume and the zipper got stuck and I need help to unzip it. Could you please help me...please?" Dustin begged.
The woman just stood there and stared as if confused and unsure if she should get involved.
Dustin sighed in resignation. He turned around and unfastened his robe, and held the top half of his robe off his upper back. His neighbor could now clearly see the teal colored dress he was wearing.
And then her door slammed shut.
Disappointed, Dustin slowly pulled up his robe to cover himself back up and was about to walk away when he heard he chains on the inside of his neighbors door sliding open.
He looked back over his shoulder and saw the pretty woman smiling awkwardly at his predicament. Without a word Dustin re-lowered the back of his robe and his neighbor carefully and easily unzipped the back zipper of Dustin's dress.
Dustin's flush became scarlet red in color.
"Thank You." Dustin said meekly.
"Your welcome...Dustin...I'm Taya, by the way."
"Thank you...Taya." Dustin said as he walked with careful steps back into his apartment. He was almost through his door when a delivery man arrived with a package.
"Panty Delivery for Dustin Thurston?" The delivery man asked.
Dustin was beyond embarrassed now. All color drained from his cheeks. He had transcended embarrassment straight into mortification. He simply reached out and signed for the package. The man looked Dustin over carefully, then checked the signature, and seemed satisfied and left.
Dustin slowly shut his apartment door while Taya stood there and smiled the whole time. Dustin's erection had returned in full force. He decided that he had better go and take care of it.
**
It was getting late and Dustin had just finished his work; or more accurately, his work and Carl's work. Carl had left early claiming he had some research to run down. Dustin closed up his computer, turned off the lights as he left the office and caught the elevator down to the first floor. The building was practically deserted this late with only a few people milling around.
Dustin started his familiar trek back to the subway and his apartment. At the toll gate he fished for his phone to pay his fare when his hand pulled out a card.
The card said COBALT in blue lettering and had a phone number. Dustin had forgotten about the card. Work was so busy these days. On a whim Dustin decided to go and visit COBALT again.
Making his way to the club Dustin thought about Anastasya and Trixie and their offer. He wondered how much money he could make as an entertainer in their club. With his most recent string of rejections from his acting auditions he was feeling a bit desperate. He didn't want to spend anymore time alone in his apartment.
And over the past 12 weeks at the gym he had managed to lose almost 10 pounds. He knew if he kept it up he could lose the extra 10 pounds the website he was following said would get him to his ideal weight.
Dustin finally arrived at COBALT and as he approached the front door and met the bouncers he noted they were about to wave him aside, denying him entry. The club looked packed if the long line of patrons waiting to get in was any indication.
Dustin pulled out the business card and presented it to the bouncer.
"I'm here to see Anastasya." He volunteered hopefully.
The bouncer looked at the card and then looked at Dustin.
"Go around to the back. Show them the card and they'll let you in." He waved Dustin along and turned to attend to the long line of patrons trying to get in.
Dustin walked around back and found the entrance. A man stood there and eyed Dustin Suspiciously.
"What do you want?" The man spoke with a slight Russian accent.
Dustin presented the business card and answered "I'm here to see Anastasya."
The Russian bouncer looked at the card, then at Dustin, then at the card, and then a long look at Dustin, before finally speaking.
"Inside, office to the left past the kitchen."
Dustin was waved inside.
**
Anastasya looked up as a small, somewhat plain looking androgynous young man knocked politely on her open office door.
"Yes?"
"Um...hello...I'm Dustin." The young man said, as if that answered everything.
"What do you want Dustin?" Anastasya was polite, but she was busy.
"Uh...you said I should come see you...about singing?" Dustin's anxiety was welling up inside him. "Trixie sent me." Dustin volunteered.
Anastasya saw the young man was holding up one of her business cards. She remembered him now from the open mike night a few months ago. She looked at the young man and waved him in.
"So you want to work here? You know what our performances are?"
"Not everything I guess but Trixie told me some of it." Dustin meekly answered.
"We do many things here; we are a Dance Club, a Drag show, a bar and restaurant, as well as other forms of entertainment."
Dustin nodded.
Anastasya sighed and looked at the timid young man. If she hadn't heard him sing she would have thought he was wasting her time.



"What did Trixie tell you?"
Dustin briefly talked about his conversation with Trixie.
"So you would have no problems with cross-dressing?"
"No. I used to do Community Theater and played the women's roles back home."
Anastasya raised an eyebrow.
"It was Shakespeare." Dustin answered as if that explained everything.
Surprisingly, to Anastasya, it did.
"Fine, I will give you a try out tonight. This is your audition Dustin. If you can amaze the crowd like you did last time, I may hire you."
Dustin smiled at the offer.
Anastasya called Trixie in and when she saw Dustin she smiled.
"I'm impressed. I'm so glad that you came."
"Get him changed and ready for the stage. He has one chance to impress me. Make it count."
Trixie led Dustin to the dressing rooms in the back.
"I'm glad you are here. You are going to love this." Trixie assured.
Dustin didn't know what he was getting into.
**
In the dressing room Dustin saw a flurry of activity. Lots of girls changing, doing their makeup, chatting. Trixie led Dustin to her vanity and makeup counter and stood in front of him.
"Ok.Strip!" She smiled maliciously.
"What?"
"Strip! Now! We don't waste time here."
Dustin slowly took off his clothes and handed them to Trixie who tossed them onto an out of the way bench in the corner.
"Panties?" Trixie asked as Dustin reluctantly removed his trousers.
Dustin merely shrugged. After his order of panties had arrived he had tried them on. They did an acceptable job of holding his penis and not causing a visible line in the material of his dress. They were also much more comfortable than his briefs had been. It wasn't long before Dustin was wearing panties everyday under his boy clothes rather than his briefs.
At her insistence he soon found himself standing naked before her in the common changing room. At least no one was paying him any attention. He was able to look around the room a bit while Trixie studied him. It was a beehive of activity with girls going to and coming off stage, waitresses touching up their outfits and makeup, other girls, slightly disheveled for some reason, coming and going from somewhere upstairs...
Trixie studied him for a moment before making up her mind.
"I think you look thinner since I last saw you."
Dustin smiled. "Yes, I've been working out. I've lost 10 pounds and have about 10 or 15 more to go."
"Good." Trixie responded as she evaluated him.
"You look like a size 6. I think your feet are about a 7 or 8, you are obviously medium panties" she said with a smirk "and let's see about your chest here."
Trixie whipped out a measuring tape and checked his chest, waist, and hips.
"Ok. I can work with this." as she continued to consider the young man before her.
She suddenly turned her full attention back to Dustin. "I am going to dress you and do your makeup. You are going to put on everything I give you and do exactly as I say. While all that is happening, you will need to think of what song you want to sing."
Dustin just nodded.
"Good. Now sit here while I work on you."
Dustin took a seat in the chair at Trixie's Vanity and makeup station. In the theater he had always had to do his own makeup before. He would end up amazed at how thorough Trixie took her task.
"How much do you shave?" She asked first.
"Umm...Just my chin, really; every other day usually"
"Yeah, I can see that." She took out a razor and gave a brief once over of Dustin's chin.
"At least your beard is so light and thin that we won't have to use anything to hide it."
Trixie grabbed a bottle of tan liquid and went to work.
"This is a liquid foundation. It will even out your skin tone and provide a base for the makeup."
Dustin already knew about foundation. He had used it in theater back in Iowa. Dustin decided not to say anything, and just listen. Maybe he'd learn something new. Trixie daubed the foundation over his face and used a makeup sponge to make sure the application was even.
"Next is a fixing powder to set the foundation. And then contouring and highlighting."
Dustin already knew about these as well...it was important to make sure the audience could see you when you emoted on stage and dramatic makeup was often key.
He watched anyway as Trixie took a full blush brush and used the loose powder to set the liquid foundation, then as she took a slightly smaller full blush brush to add the contouring bronzer, and yet another smaller brush to add the highlighter to his nose and above his eyes.
"Let's see...blush to your cheeks..." she added the rouge to the apples of his cheeks.
"Now eye-shadow..." she murmured.
Dustin decided he had to take some control.
"Wait a second here...I'm not sure I want to make my eyes as...uh...as dramatic...as some of the Diva's. Can I just do something...simpler?"
"Like what?" Trixie seemed surprised at his interest.
"Maybe just a simple Smokey eye with cat's eye wings using liquid eyeliner." Dustin volunteered. He felt like he was getting into his role and wanted to make sure his input was heard.
Trixie stepped back as if considering what he said.
"Do you know how to do makeup?" She asked.
"Yes. I used to act in a theater troupe back in Iowa."
"If you already knew how to do makeup why didn't you let me know?"
"You didn't ask."
Trixie huffed. "Fine...show me what you got girl."
"What color is the dress?" he asked. For some reason he also felt a familiar sense of excitement when Trixie called him 'girl'.
"Blue." Trixie huffed as she went to a wardrobe and pulled out a blue gown and hung it from a clothing rack near Dustin.
"That's easy." Dustin said. He took the blue palette of eye shadow and using 4 different shades of blue and a silver tint expertly applied the makeup to his eyes and then using Trixie's liquid eye liner, made cat's eye wings to emphasize his eyes.
"You know if Ana hires you, you will have to have your own stuff."
"Yes, to avoid eye infections. Actors shouldn't share makeup" Dustin allowed.
Dustin finished off his eyes by applying mascara to his eyelashes.
Trixie watched as Dustin expertly applied makeup and was taken aback somewhat at how knowledgeable he was. His technique was a bit unpracticed but he had potential. She approved of his makeup and then decided to move on to his wardrobe.
"Stand up and put these on." Dustin looked at the panties Trixie was holding. He had never had to wear women's underwear under his costumes before, but after practicing with his teal dress he had purchased his own so that the cloth of the dress would lay right. Now that he understood the importance and seeing the look in Trixie's eyes he wasn't going to argue.
Dustin stepped into the panties and pulled them up he found they were actually quite comfortable, although they seemed snug around his penis and testicles. He wished that he could wear his own; they were more comfortable. The panties he now wore were a thong and were very tight on his penis and testicles.
"We can teach you to tuck later." Trixie said ominously. She had walked away and returned with a bra while he was putting on the panties.
With her help, he put on the bra and Trixie fastened the clasps on the back. Dustin was no expert but he noted that the bra had no shoulder straps.
"Is this necessary?" Dustin asked. In theater he usually wore pads of some sort to create the illusion of a bust for the women's costume he was wearing. An actual bra seemed unnecessary.
"Yes! What is it that you think we do here anyway?"
"Well, it's a club. You serve food and drinks, entertain from the stage..." Dustin trailed off.
"We're a trans club." Trixie answered as she walked over to another vanity and 'borrowed' some bra inserts to the un-amused protest of their owner.
"Wait, so all of the girls here..." Dustin trailed off again. He had thought that this was the case but to hear it said and be true was still a bit of a surprise.
"Are either cross-dressers or trans-gender." Trixie answered.
"Pantyhose." Trixie opened up a new package and handed them to Dustin.
Dustin felt an unfamiliar sense of arousal as the nylon material slid up and over his calves, thighs, and buttocks.
Trixie took the blue dress off the rack and held it up for a moment for Dustin to admire. She had selected a blue ball gown style that had a tight bodice and a flowing a-line floor length skirt that was split up one side.
"Oh." Dustin tried not to show it but for some reason he thought the dress was beautiful.
Trixie helped Dustin into the dress and once he was in it she zipped up his back. It was a bare shoulders design with a sweetheart bust. The split up the left side of the skirt showed a lot of leg.
Trixie fussed with his dress while Dustin noticed how the nylon material encasing his exposed left leg seemed to glisten slightly as it was displayed through the slit of the dress under the dressing room lighting.
"Heels" Trixie snapped her fingers and went to another wardrobe full of shoes. She came back with two different pairs for Dustin to try on.
When the first pair of heels proved too small, the next pair, size 8, slipped right on perfectly.
Trixie stepped back and admired her work. "Have you picked a name yet?"
"Name?"
"For your female persona...you can't go out as Dustin...how about Dusty?" Trixie asked.
"No. I had kids in school that bullied me and called me that."
"Hmm...ok...how about...Desiree?"
Dustin smiled and nodded.
"Ok, Desiree it is. Desiree, you have the last performance of the night, so you need to pick a song to calm down the crowd and encourage them to leave peacefully."
Desiree thought for a moment before answering "I have just the thing."
**
Desiree made her way to the stage. She was nervous waiting in the wings for her turn but her nerves vanished the moment she walked out on stage. The DJ had queued up her song and was ready for her.
Desiree felt a familiar yet unique blend of emotions; serenity and anticipation, which steadied her as she took the microphone and started to sing.
"Who knows what tomorrow brings, in a world few hearts survive..."
Desiree watched the audience reaction. She could tell she was reaching them and felt powerful and in command of her performance.
"The road, is long, there are mountains, in our way..."
Desiree was happy inside, the original song was a duet for a male and female but it worked well as a solo piece as well. The chorus was coming and she had the audience in her hand. These oldies were really something, she thought...
"Love lift us up where we belong..."
Anastasya watched with Trixie as Dustin, now Desiree sang. It was evident that the after hours crowd was paying attention to her. Her mezzo-soprano voice was wonderful to listen to. She had a decent stage presence as well.
"Tell her she can come back tomorrow." Anastasya told Trixie. She had some business to attend to.
**
Dustin arrived at COBALT and went to the dressing room. He had been working after hours from his day job at the club for two weeks now. He carefully put away his suit jacket and made to get ready when he noticed the letter in his pocket. He had been so busy that he forgot to open it earlier.
Gathering his courage he opened the letter and read the contents.
"YES!" he shouted loudly, stunning the other Diva's in the dressing room.
"What?" Trixie asked.
"I got my CPA!" Dustin smiled proudly.
Trixie seemed unimpressed.
"So does this mean you can do my taxes?"
Dustin's smiled faded and he felt a bit deflated by their lack of enthusiasm for his achievement.
"Yes..." he answered dryly, "I could."
"Cool." Trixie nodded affirmatively. "Oh, that reminds me, your full body laser treatment is tomorrow. Don't miss it."
"Ok, and the electrolysis for my face?"
"Not scheduled yet."
Dustin just shook his head and placed the letter back into his jacket pocket. How his getting his CPA could remind her of laser hair removal he just didn't understand. Still, it would be nice to no longer have to epilate and shave everywhere everyday.
Dustin took off the rest of his suit and tie, shirt, socks and shoes and stood for a moment in front of the mirror to admire his figure. His workouts were slowly having their desired effects as his tummy was flatter, waist was narrower and his body was generally more fit and toned overall.
He admired the cut of his panties as well. They really showed off his ass better than those drab boy briefs ever did. His butt still had a way to go but he was getting there.
Dustin put his hair back into a pony tail and then took out a bra and put it on as well. THAT had become a thing as well. After seeing how well they made the dresses he wore fit so nicely he had splurged with some of his tips money and purchased two bras from the same on line lingerie store as his panties.
At least there had been a two for one sale. Dusting had purchased a black one and a white one, both in B cups. Dustin inserted the silicon bra inserts that Trixie had gifted him into the cups of the bra. Once dressed he now had a decent and convincing feminine figure!
Dustin shook his head slightly and watched as his pony tail flicked from side to side, then shook his head again to break himself from his reverie. Finally, in just his bra and panties, he took a seat at his vanity mirror and cosmetic station. It was time to transform into Desiree.
**
"Hey guys, great job today! Work is done and it's Friday; Team Building Exercise tonight is on me." Bob Malthus announced. He looked around the room and noticed Dustin was missing.
"Where's Dustin?"
"He said he had to leave a bit early today." Carl Marks grumbled. He wasn't able to dump his work onto Dustin and had to finish it himself.
"Well," Bob began "I guess he'll just miss out." Miss out again, he thought uncharitably.
"Any place specific anyone wants to go?"
"Yeah, there's this club called COBALT we've been to before. It's really good. I don't think you've been there with us before." John chimed in before anyone else could.
"You want to go to COBALT?" David asked incredulously.
"Yeah dude, I hear the Menu is really good." John looked a bit sheepish.
David just smiled.
"OK then, COBALT it is. Let's lock it up and head out."
**
Desiree stood nervously in the wings as she waited her turn to sing. She had picked another one of her songs from the oldies list the DJ kept. She was becoming known as a good singer and was even getting popular. She was determined to wow the crowd with her performance.
The previous diva finished and walked off the stage handing Desiree the microphone as she left. Taking a deep breath as the DJ announced her she walked with confidence out onto the center of the stage. She was the star performer tonight and wanted to start out rocking!
As the music started she began to sing.
"Well just look at that girl with the lights coming up in her eyes..."
Desiree smiled as she fell into her character, it was so comfortable.
"She's got to be somebody's babe, she must be somebody's babe..."
It was nice to see the crowd reaction. Desiree loved these old songs no one else was performing anymore. Her mezzo-soprano voice was perfect and on key.
"She's gonna be somebody's only light, gonna shine tonight..."
Desiree just let the music wash over her.
**
"Dude, does she seem familiar to you?" David asked John.
"Nah Bro...why?" John looked up at the diva David was referring too.
"Kinda reminds me of Dustin dude."
"Nah bro, she's taller...prettier too."
"Dude, she's wearing heels, just listen to her voice."
"Whoaaa...bro...you're right, it is Dustin!"
"Holy shit dude!"
**
Desiree was pleased with her song and the crowd seemed to appreciate it as well. She exited the stage and went over to check in with Anastasya.
"That was wonderful. You have a group at a table that requested you."
Desiree was delighted. A request meant an upfront fee was paid and usually meant better tips as well. Customers who wanted a girl to serve and act as hostess for their table usually went on to became regulars. Desiree was excited as she made her way over to her assigned table to attend to her first customers as a hostess.
When she approached he table she was nearly floored by who she saw. It was her coworkers from Smith Financial.
"Well look who it is...Daisy Rae." Carl Marks laughed making a mockery of her name.
Standing there in her floor length evening gown, her high heels, her hair dyed honey blond, her face made up elegantly with cosmetics; Desiree felt once more like Dustin and stood frozen in shock.
"Well come on. You can't act as our hostess from over there now can you?"
Dustin stepped forward slowly until he was able to see that the entire team was there, his supervisor; Bob Malthus, and his coworkers Carl Marks, David Humm, John Keyne, and Eve B. Webb. They were all smiling at him, although David's expression seemed rather lecherous and Carl was more predatory.
"What...How?"
"We're here for a team building exercise. But it seems you are here for other reasons." David leered.
Just as Dustin thought his social anxiety and accelerating heart was about to kill him he felt his reality snap and suddenly Desiree was taking control.
God he is such an ass. Desiree thought. Why are they even here?
"What? Are you too good to hang out with us?" Carl asked with a sneer.
"No, of course not...just you." Desiree smiled as she answered smoothly.
The others laughed as Carl became flushed with anger.
"Welcome to COBALT, Thank you for requesting me. I am pleased to be your hostess tonight, please call me Desiree and if you are ready I am happy to take your order."
Desiree felt comfort in the delivery of her lines. Her performance must match her presentation...flawlessly.
"Are you on the menu as well?" John asked with a smile.
David looked pleasantly surprised when John asked that question.
"Am I on the menu?' Desiree repeated, not understanding the question. "No? What does that even mean?" Desiree was confused.
"Oh, nothing at all, just teasing." David answered for John.
"Right...I'll just go get your drinks then." Desiree shook her head. Coworkers are weird.
**
Despite being up late at COBALT each night, Dustin still arrived at work early every morning and started in on his assignments. Today he was so engrossed with work he didn't notice his coworkers when they came in to work each in turn. Had he noticed he would have immediately become aware that something was different. For the past few days, since they discovered that he was hosting and performing as Desiree, they all avoided talking to him and avoided him in general.
As it was only an hour or two had passed before Carl tapped him on his shoulder and interrupted his focus.
"Dustin, Bob needs to see you in his office."
"Sure thing Carl." Dustin replied. Probably another assignment, Dustin thought as he closed his computer and walked over to Bob's office.
"Dustin come in; have a seat, could you close the door behind you." Bob sat at his desk and looked irritated. He had gestured with one hand at Dustin, the door and the chair as he spoke.
Dustin noted the tension in Bob's voice. Something was wrong. Dustin closed the door behind him before taking a seat in the chair in front of Bob's desk.
Dustin worried that maybe something was wrong with his work. Dustin couldn't think of any reason for it. His work had been perfect lately.
"Well, I suppose there really isn't any getting around this other than to get it right out there. Dustin, I'm afraid that we are going to have to let you go."
Dustin was shocked, surprised, and alarmed at Bob's statement. He was being fired?
"Why?' Dustin managed to croak out as his anxiety, which had been non-existent a moment before was now roaring in full force. Dustin could hear his heartbeat in his ears as sound became distorted and fuzzy.



"You're performance has not been up to standards that we expect here at Smith Financial." Bob lied, starting in to his prepared speech.
"With your probation period coming to an end we have taken stock of your work and found it lacking. With regret, we have decided to not offer to continue your contract. Security will meet you outside my office so that you may gather your personal effects from your desk and will then escort you out."
Bob couldn't say the real reason. That Dustin was being fired because he had been caught openly working at a known brothel. Amazingly, Dustin didn't protest. Instead he stood up from the chair he was sitting in, turned and walked out the door to be greeted by two of the building security staff.
Bob breathed a sigh of relief. David Humm pointed out to him earlier that week that Dustin's working at COBALT was likely a violation of the ethics and morality clause of his contract. A quick stop by HR to confirm this violation was enough to get the ball rolling and Bob had Dustin's termination paperwork on his desk before the week was out.
Dustin was floored! This was completely unexpected. Dustin wanted to protest, to ask why? To demand an explanation!
Instead he found he was unable to make any sound at all as his Social Anxiety reappeared with a vengeance and made him choke on his unformed words.
Dustin looked at his desk and realized that there was nothing there for him to take. He had never really personalized his space. Everything there was company property. Gathering up his jacket he turned and walked to the elevator empty handed, escorted by security.
For some reason he couldn't explain he felt shame, as if he were a criminal being escorted to the gallows, as his former coworkers all watched him go.
He boarded the elevator for the trip down stairs. Now what am I going to do?
**
Dustin surrendered his employee badge at the front desk and walked out the front doors of the building. Confused, alone, lost in thought, Dustin was reeling emotionally from the suddenness of his firing.
It would seem that's while Dustin's mind was dazed and confused, Dustin's feet had taken over and he eventually found that he was standing outside club COBALT. This early in the day the front doors were locked, so Dustin walked around to the back and noted that delivery trucks and vans were delivering goods to the club.
Dustin walked in the back door and went in search of Anastasya. Dustin emerged from the back and walked out onto the stage. He went to center stage and stood there looking over the empty club and felt a sense of calm and purpose sweep away his confusion.
Anastasya looked up from her invoices as she directed her staff and delivery men and noticed that Dustin was up on the stage. Something was up, she could feel it. Why else would he be here in the middle of the day when he should have been at work? Anastasya called to Dustin.
**
"So you were fired?" Anastasya asked.
"Yes." Dustin answered glumly.
Dustin and Anastasya had been speaking for 15 minutes as Dustin told her what had just happened.
"So you see; I really need a job."
Anastasya was thrilled, but she feigned reluctance. Getting Dustin as Desiree to work for her full time would be quite a coup.
"We have many Divas' already. Yes you sing well and are a good hostess and waitress but the other girls provide more services." Anastasya said.
"Whatever it is, whatever you need me to do I can do it!" Dustin didn't want to lose his apartment. He was broke and had no other prospects right now.
"Are you sure? Once you start working for me there is no going back."
Dustin wasn't sure what that meant but he didn't want to end up on the street either.
"Anything!" He stated firmly. "What services?"
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        Desiree prepares for and entertains her first patron.
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Red Swallow Chapter 3
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
At first, Dustin was appalled. Then merely astonished, and then just uncomfortable.
Every evening Dustin would arrive at club COBALT and transform into Desiree and waitress for the club. As he waited tables he watched as the Diva's and Hostesses would work each table and attend to the customers. At first he found he couldn't really watch when the hostess would lead a customer away, taking him (or her, depending on the case) upstairs for private entertainment.
Dustin was wearing his waitressing uniform. It varied quite a bit from day to day what the uniform would be but today was a replica of the iconic playboy bunny uniforms from the last century.
Dustin...Desiree when he was working and in character, delivered the tray of drinks to the table and was rewarded as a fat customer with greasy hands shoved his tip into the hem of her thigh high fishnet stockings.
"Thanks love. Are you on the menu today?" The fat man asked as he copped a feel of Desiree's ass.
"I'm sorry, not today." Desiree answered sweetly with a smile.
The fat man spanked her ass and his companions at the table all laughed as she let out an involuntary yelp of surprise.
"Maybe next time then, 'eh love." The fat man leered at her as she made her escape to wait on her remaining tables.
Desiree checked on each table before retreating back to the bar where other waitresses had gathered until they were needed. She pulled out the money from her fishnet stocking and was disappointed to see a one dollar bill.
Fucking cheapskates!
At this rate, with her minimum wage salary she was not going to make enough to pay for her rent this month.
"How is it going?" Trixie asked, as she sauntered past. She had just returned from upstairs and obviously showered and changed as she was wearing a different dress than the one she wore earlier.
"Bad. Tips are lousy today." They were lousy everyday really. Waitressing was a tough way to make a living. Desiree really needed this job. She had sent out her resume to all the financial institutions she could think of but not a single one had called back. No interviews, no communications, nothing. Desiree wondered if she had been black listed.
"How is it that you are always doing so well?" Desiree asked Trixie as she watched her tables.
"I provide extra services" Trixie answered with a wink.
"Anastasya mentioned something like that to me. What services?" Desiree asked innocently.
"Look, Dez, You've been here three weeks now. I'm sure you've figured it out." Trixie watched Desiree as she blushed furiously.
"I'm just not sure that I can do that."
"It's just like any other role, right? You're an actor...it's all about getting into the right frame of mind."
Desiree found herself nodding along in understanding.
"This," Trixie indicated herself and the dress she was wearing "Is just a role. You're an actor, play your part, don't act the whore, be the whore."
Desiree blushed more deeply than before. Anastasya was keeping Desiree as a waitress and not a hostess because she was not "on the menu" and the customers couldn't choose her for "private entertainment."
"Or starve; your choice."
Trixie walked away to attend to another table, She was one of the most popular hostesses here.
**
"Do I really have to buy all these clothes?" Desiree whined. Costumes for an acting part were supposed to be provided by the production company.
"Yes you do!" Anastasya said forcefully. "Each outfit is yours and yours alone; measured to fit you perfectly."
Desiree stood on a platform in just her bra and panties. Anastasya had the shop assistant pad Desiree's ass and thighs and also place larger C cup breast forms inside her new larger bra cups. Every outfit would be tailored to fit Desiree's new curvaceous form.
"But I can't afford all this." Desiree whined again.
"I am loaning you the money. You will pay me back each week with a percentage of your earnings." Anastasya said in a tone that would brook no discussion.
Anastasya also allowed herself a small smile of victory. Paying back the money for the clothes would take a long time, keeping Desiree in her debt and working for her for quite awhile.
The shop assistant finally spoke up.
"Ok. I have all her measurements, you just need to select the outfits and we can tailor them all to fit."
Desiree put her dress back on. Anastasya had insisted that she accompany her to the store while dressed in feminine clothing. For practice she said. Actors need to rehearse after all, don't they?
"Firstly, we will need school girl uniforms, they are one of the most popular fetishes there are." Anastasya selected the items from the display without consulting Desiree.
"We need these three French maid's uniforms, a cat suit, a leather dress, these leather skirts, tops..." Anastasya's fingers seemed to blur as she worked the keyboard and touch screen for the on-line catalog.
"Shoes...stockings...garters...garter belts...bras...panties...corsets..." Item after item flew by in a blur too fast for Desiree to follow.
After about 15 minutes of typing Anastasya had a look of satisfaction as she finished with her selections.
"How much?" Desiree worriedly asked.
Anastasya just pointed to the bottom of the screen where the total was displayed.
Desiree nearly felt faint...the bill was over $4000 dollars.
"Do I really need this much?" She asked. Mentally calculating her expected income she realized that it would likely take her at least a year to pay off this much money.
"Yes!" Anastasya answered. "And we haven't even started on Jewelry. We can come back for the rest after you've started working."
The Rest? There's more? Desiree was suddenly worried. What the hell had she managed to get herself into?
Anastasya led Desiree from the store after she paid the bill. Anastasya and Desiree had walked from COBALT to the store, a distance of several city blocks. Anastasya said she wanted Desiree to be more comfortable when dressed in women's clothing and more practiced when walking in heels.
Desiree was wearing a light summer sun dress, in a pale yellow with a floral print around the bust, matching pale yellow 4 inch heels and a similar handbag to carry her accessories.
Desiree didn't have any trouble with heels anymore. Spending the nights working at COBALT on her feet wearing high heels had been enough of practice to make her proficient.
And walking around New York City during the day dressed en femme wasn't as serious a challenge as Dustin had thought it would be...He just stayed in character as Desiree and found that he had no problems at all. She even found the cat calls and whistles from strangers were unexpectedly flattering to her.
Despite now owing even more money to Anastasya and COBALT, Desiree was having a really good day.
**
"Ok, so how do you do this anyway?"
Desiree sat next to Trixie and Anastasya placing the dildo at the edge of the coffee table before her, the suction cup base holding it securely in place. Part of her recoiled at the thoughts she was having while another part could only think of the late notice she had received from her landlord. Past due rent was nothing to laugh at.
"Just hold onto the base near the balls." Trixie instructed.
"Start with a kiss on the head, and maybe stroke the shaft with your other hand."
"Good" Anastasya praised as Desiree followed the instructions. "Also you may want to tenderly fondle the balls with your fingers, most men like that."
Desiree was kneeling at the end of the coffee table while she fondled the dildo's silicon balls that dangled over the edge of the table and as she kissed the tip and head and stroked the shaft.
"Good girl, now slowly open your mouth and let your lips encompass the head of the cock." Trixie continued.
Desiree closed her eyes as she made an O with her mouth and began to fellate the head of the dildo.
"Don't always close your eyes at first" Anastasya commanded. "Focus is important yet most men also like eye contact. They like to see you are enjoying serving them."
Desiree opened her eyes and made eye contact with Anastasya, as she bobbed lightly on the head of the cock.
"That's good Dez," Trixie observed "Head bob up and down, but each time you go down, go down a little bit more."
"Good girl," Anastasya praised again, "Now when you get this far down you are about to hit your gag reflex. Some girls just relax their throat and let it slide back down. Others find that swallowing it will let it slip past the back of the throat easily. You will have to try and see what works best for you."
Desiree tried swallowing as the cock head hit the back of her throat and was overcome with the urge to throw up. She spit out the offending member from her mouth with an unpleasant "Aawwpp" sound and sat back to catch her breath.
Desiree massaged her throat as her mouth and throat recovered from the unfamiliar sensation of fullness and being stretched.
"That wasn't bad for your first time." Trixie encouraged.
"But you will have to do better." Anastasya ordered, her Russian accent giving her a commanding and imperious tone.
"You can close your eyes to focus when you reach that point. A lot of men like it when it looks like you have to concentrate hard to swallow their dicks. It makes them feel larger than they really are."
Anastasya waited until Desiree caught her breath.
"Good. Now begin again."
Desiree started to practice sucking on the dildo once more. I can do this, she thought determinedly.
**
Desiree was waiting tables again when Trixie approached her.
"Have you been practicing with your dildo?" She asked rather loudly.
The men who were sitting at the table she was waiting perked up at the announcement and all smiled at her lasciviously. The one woman in their group looked embarrassed but also curious.
"Not so loud...please..." Desiree took Trixie by the elbow and led her away.
Back near the bar she let go, and turned to face her and saw that Trixie was smiling at her, still waiting for the answer to her question.
"Yes...damn you."
Desiree was irritated by the question. She still felt uncomfortable with her 'homework' as Trixie and Anastasya called it.
Desiree's waitressing uniform today was modeled after a maids' uniform. COBALT was delivering a Japanese Maid Café style presentation this night and all the waitresses were dressed up with cute white maid's uniforms with pale pink collars, cuffs, gloves, and aprons.
Desiree's high heel stiletto shoes were also the same shade of pale pink to match the uniform. Her hair was in loose pintails that had extensions woven into them to make them longer than normal. Pink bows detailed each pintail at the top of her head. The icing on the cake was the cute little cat's ears she wore on top of her head.
The uniforms had black ribbons as an accent color for each item of clothing. Pink ruffled panties, white petticoats, and pink and white striped thigh high stockings completed the outfit. The hem of the skirt fell to just above mid thigh and the tops of her stockings and her garter belt straps were showing.
Needless to say, the costumes were very popular with the clientele.
"And how was it?" Trixie asked? "Did you practice the way I told you?"
Desiree's homework had been to take home the dildo, buy some lube and an enema kit, and after cleaning herself out, practice anal sex with the dildo.
"It hurt! And yes, I practiced just the way you said." Desiree answered, face flushing with embarrassment. She had followed Trixie's instructions and placed the suction cup dildo in her shower so as to be able to push back onto the dildo using her hand on the opposite wall.
"Did you get it all the way in?" Trixie found she had to exercise a lot of self control to keep from laughing at Desiree's embarrassment.
"Yes." Just when she thought she couldn't blush any deeper...
"For how long?" Trixie just couldn't let it go now, she had to know.
"30 minutes, just like you and Anastasya said." Desiree wanted to crawl away and hide now.
"Good girl." Trixie praised. She was mildly surprised to see Desiree relax a bit at her praise.
"So...do you have it?" Trixie asked her final question?
Desiree just nodded as her blush returned full force. Trixie patted Desiree's bottom through the petticoat and the ruffle panties and felt the hard end of the butt plug that was firmly inserted inside Desiree's ass.
Trixie smiled; she knew she had seen the extra bit of sway in Desiree's hips and bottom that plug inside her would induce!
"How long do I keep it in?" Desiree asked.
"All shift. Take it out after you go home." Trixie answered.
"I have to go home with this?" Desiree asked, shocked.
"Of course; you also have to go home dressed in this as well. The walk will do you good and the extra practice will as well."
"Trixie, Table 10 requested you." Anastasya had been listening in on their conversation and only interrupted since Trixie was needed now.
"Keep up the good work Dez." Trixie said as she smiled and walked away to her next hostessing session.
"Yes ma'am." Desiree responded politely.
"You looked thirsty. Have you been drinking water?" Anastasya asked.
'Yes Ma'am." Desiree answered. She indicated a bottle of water she was keeping out of the way at the waitressing station, one among the many bottles each of the girls kept when on duty.
"Good girl" Anastasya praised. "It's important to stay hydrated."
Desiree nodded her head in agreement before noticing she was needed at one of her tables that didn't have a hostess in attendance.
Anastasya watch as Desiree walked away. She noticed that Desiree's skin had become healthier and clearer, and that Desiree's curves have been becoming more pronounced. Her facial features were also smoother, more feminine. Anastasya smiled at the effects that the cocktail of hormones that were in the water were having on Desiree.
Eventually Anastasya planned to have Desiree receive breast, thigh, and butt implants, at her own expense, of course. Keeping the girls in debt to her helped keep them in line and working after all, contractual obligations being what they are.
She was pretty before in an androgynous way, but she was becoming quite beautiful now. Anastasya was pleased with the improvements. Soon Desiree would be ready to go back onstage and start hostessing instead of merely waitressing.
**
By the time the club closed and Desiree had cleared her receipts, and helped with a few final clean-up assignments it was early morning when she walked home to her apartment.
Desiree enjoyed her walk. The neighborhood was a safe one and it was early enough that she didn't see too many people coming or going. She walked up the stairs at her apartment building and as she made her way down the hallway on her floor to her door the door to the apartment across from hers opened.
Taya hated early start days at work. Her admin job paid well but arranging time for her daughter to have a babysitter prior to day care offset the income she made from the extra hours. As she bundled her daughter out of the apartment she turned to see...was that her neighbor?
"Good Morning Taya." Desiree smiled as she spoke, retrieving her door key from her purse.
"Uh...good morning...Dustin, right?" Taya stifled a giggle as she noticed the over the top Maid's uniform he was wearing. Were those cat's ears in his hair? Still, if she hadn't known he was a guy she would have never known.
"Um...Yep...That's me. Are you heading to work?"
"Yes, early start today."
"Yeah, late night for me though; just getting home now." Desiree smiled back.
"Well, have a good day."
"You have a good one as well." Taya turned to leave. As funny as she thought the situation was she also thought that her neighbor made a really attractive woman.
**
Desiree smiled as she finished her song. She was finally being allowed back on stage and was the opening act tonight and the song she had chosen was picked specifically to warm up and excite the crowd. She smiled as their reaction was exactly what she had hoped for.
"I've been trying to do it right, (hey) I've been living a lonely life"
Desiree was glad that the backing track provided the "Hey/Ho" to the song.
"I belong with you, you belong with me, you're my sweetheart."
People were laughing, cheering, smiling, the mood in the house was good, and the atmosphere was amazing. When Desiree finished the song the applause was amazing as well. She was becoming known for her singing and her oldies song performances.
Desiree exited the stage and went to see Anastasya. She had finally placed Desiree 'On the Menu' and Desiree was nervous and excited. Because she was "new" to the menu she would also fetch a premium price. Desiree had marveled at the sum and what her share was to be. If everything went well she would actually be able to catch up on her rent.
Pushing down her nervous excitement Desiree received her table assignment and went to attend her guests. It's just a role, she silently chanted. Be the whore...
She was quite disappointed to see who was sitting at her table.
**
Carl Marks was sitting alone at club COBALT. He watched entranced as Desiree finished her song and left the stage. She looked amazing and her performance was flawless in his eyes.
Carl was initially confused when he first saw Dustin dressed up as Desiree. He looked so pretty all made up like that. He was prettier than Carl's wife. Carl had slowly begun to find that he was fantasizing about Desiree at the most inopportune moments. Even when he made love to his wife he found he could no longer get off unless he fantasized about Desiree.
His wife was so unenthusiastic when it came to sex. She just laid there as Carl would rut against her, trying to satisfy his urges. Carl's wife thought sex was dirty and only for procreation. That they had no children was a testament to how often they bothered to have sex anymore.
Carl blamed David as well. It was his idea to come to COBALT in the first place and it was his talk that gave Carl his fantasies. And now Carl was obsessed with having Desiree fulfill those fantasies.
"Why do you like Tranny's so much?" Carl had asked, feigning innocence during a coffee break at work one day. "Why not a real woman?"
"Man; Trannies, T-Gurls, She-males...they all want one thing." David stated.



"And what's that?" Carl prompted.
"A Big Dick!" David laughed as he said it.
"My man, they are all nymphos and can't get enough of a real man's cock. They crave it like a thirsty man craves water. They're gagging for it." David expounded enthusiastically.
"And women don't?" Carl asked, although he suspected he already knew what the answer would be.
"Oh hell no. Women bring way to much drama. Trannies just want dick and they want it all the time." David waxed on philosophically.
"I really doubt that's how it works." Carl retorted, even as he wished it were true.
"Yeah...I know man, but it's fun to pretend. Look, who knows why really. Gay, not gay, straight, pan, whatever. All I know is that there is a lot less drama with the trannies, and quite frankly they're a better lay than most women."
"Is that so?" Carl asked; his tone one of disbelief although he found he was still wishing it were a fact.
"A tranny has a cock, right? So by default they know what a man wants in a blow job, which makes them way better. And how many women will just up and offer anal sex. Tranny's do it because they like it...no pussy right, so where will they get a real man to fuck 'em? In the ass! Where else would you put it?" David smiled as he spoke.
Everything David said kind of made sense to Carl, but his fantasy was in too deep now, he wanted it to be true.
"Whatever Dude." Carl said as he left the break room. "I have to get back to work."
Carl went to the men's room first. He had to adjust his cock which was now painfully hard. He considered rubbing one out in the bathroom stall but instead just straightened it out and returned to his desk frustrated and horny.
Carl looked up as Desiree approached, saw him, and then hesitated. Carl smiled politely and then waved her over, trying to look as calm as possible.
Damn she looks hot.
"Carl, how nice to see you," Desiree lied smoothly, her smile betraying nothing of her true feelings. "Welcome to club COBALT. How may I serve you today?"
"A drink would be nice; vodka." Carl smiled as he ordered his drink. She was so beautiful.
"Of course, I'll be back in just a moment." Desiree turned and headed to the bar.
Damn! That ass is fine, Carl mused as she walked away.
Desire returned with his drink and sat at the table with Carl. He had paid for her as hostess but the anticipation was killing him.
"So...are you on the menu?"
Desiree was stunned, but her acting training didn't let her show it. Was Carl to be her first client?
"Yes. Would you like to know what your choices are?" If the customer hadn't preselected from the menu, Desiree would simply recite what options she had available for service that evening.
"No...no...uh...that won't be necessary. I've made arrangements with the manager already." Carl couldn't stop smiling. He felt so foolish and clumsy. She really was lovely.
"I...well...I have a...latex fetish..." Carl hesitated and watched as Desiree listened to him. It felt so good to have a woman listen to him; lord knows his wife never did.
"A fetish is nothing to feel embarrassed about Carl. We all have them. Variety is the spice of life they say. Tell me more." Desiree sipped her water. After all, it was important to stay hydrated. As hostess she wasn't allowed to drink alcohol, although with special trusted customers this rule could be suspended. The girls were allowed to have fun too after all.
"I'd like to see you in a latex cat suit. I've always had this...fascination with cat woman so..." Carl stopped speaking. He suddenly felt awkward and vulnerable.
"Meow." Desiree smiled at Carl.
She liked that he was so...uncertain...around her now, so different from the asshole that had made her work life at Smith Financial so unpleasant. Desiree started to feel the empowerment that beautiful women everywhere feel when they can excite a man.
"You can come with me now up to my room, or give me 10 minutes to go and change and then come up and see me. Tonight is all about what you want." Desiree's voice was low and sultry, practically purring. She was getting into the idea of what role Carl wanted her to play.
"I..." Carl gulped and took a swig of his vodka "I'll wait and then come up. I want to see you...fully dressed first."
"As you wish Carl." Desiree smiled at Carl as she retrieved a key from inside her bra and handed it over to Carl. "Meet me in my room in ten minutes."
Desiree stood up to leave but at the last moment bent over and gave Carl a kiss on his cheek. "I'll see you soon." She smiled at him, purring in his ear.
Carl could smell Desiree's perfume, something floral, and he breathed in her scent and her closeness. His cock strained terribly inside his trousers. Ten minutes suddenly seemed like a long wait.
Desiree walked up stairs to her room, slowly disrobing before she even made it through the doorway. 10 minutes wasn't a lot of time but it was certainly enough if she didn't delay.
"You can do this." She repeated over and over again.
In the room she slipped out of her gown and hung it up in the closet, before retrieving her latex cat suit. She admired the suit for only a moment as she set it on the bed and then changed into her black bra and panties. She adjusted her padded bra slightly as the cat suit was form fitting and there wasn't a lot of room for it underneath.
As she slipped on the suit she made sure that her penis and testicles were still securely tucked back between her legs and her testicles were pressed back up into her inguinal canal. The cat suit itself would provide additional compression needed to hold her small cock in place. Pulling up the suit she was pleased that there was no indication of a bulge in her crotch; just the smooth flat front and feminine V shape where a pussy would be. Desiree pulled up the front zipper, and then put on her black high heels, black cat ears, and a black fetish mask that only covered her face around her eyes.
Stepping over to the mirror she admired herself. Physically, she looked hot! Desiree loved dressing up, she found it so emotionally satisfying, displaying her body like this. She liked her look!
The cat suit was covered in zippers. The legs would unzip from the panty segment, almost like booty shorts, and could be removed. The panty had a zipper in the back that would allow her client access to her ass. The zipper at her waist would also allow for the top half of the cat suit, the skin tight corset portion to come off as well.
Desiree thought of all the sex acts Trixie and Anastasya had taught her with the dildo practice sessions. She remembered to set the lubrication out on the side table just as there was a knock on the door. As she turned she stuck a pose as the door opened and Carl came in.
As much time as Desiree has worked with Carl Marks over at Smith Financial she had never really stopped to consider how he looked. Carl had let his beard and mustache grow quite a bit and if not for his suit he would almost look like a mountain man with his bulbous nose and firm lips. His eyes were sharp and clear. He was in need of a haircut as his black and grey hair was quite shaggy as well. His hair was receding slightly and he had quite an impressive forehead.
He was only about 5'9" but stood straight and tall though. Desiree saw that he was a bit heavier than she remembered too. At least his black suit was tailored to fit.
Carl stopped and stared at Desiree when he entered. At 5'5' she should be shorter than he was but he noticed in her high heels he was able to see eye to eye with her. Her black latex fetish mask emphasized her unusual grey eyes, making them appear silvery in the low lighting of the room. She had also bleached her hair somewhat as he remembered Dustin had brown hair but Desiree now had blonde hair.
She stood before him in a contrapposta pose, her slim curvy body encased in the latex body suit of his fantasy.
"Are you going to kiss me or not?" Desiree purred.
Carl found that he was moving forward again, drawn to Desiree's beauty. His cock strained in his pants as he took her in an embrace and kissed her on her lips, savoring the floral scent of her perfume yet again.
Desiree melted into Carl's body just as Trixie and Anastasya had taught her. She found it was surprisingly easy. As annoying and selfish as Carl had been at work, she found that here in the bedroom he was a surprisingly good kisser.
She kissed him back but was unable to control the giggle that escaped her. Carl broke the kiss and looked at her inquisitively.
"Your beard and mustache are tickling me." She smiled. She had thought that they looked scratchy but they were really quite soft and pleasant.
She did wonder why he wanted her in a cat suit. Normally this would be for a dominatrix fantasy, but instead he was being tender and sweet. Apparently just the visual elements were his fantasy.
Carl turned Desiree around as he broke from the kiss and then sat down on the end of the bed. He held her by her hips as he did so, looking up at her, and then indicating for her to kneel down in front of him.
Desiree knelt down and acting on impulse, reached for the fly of Carl's pants and unzipped them. She was pleased to see Carl was already hard, his cock straining to get free from his boxers.
Desiree slipped her hand into his boxers and freed the trapped penis from its cotton prison. She remembered her preparations...don't act the whore, she thought, be the whore...you can do this!
Without hesitation she kissed the head, stroked the shaft, and fondled the balls of Carl's cock. Moving on to the next step, she opened her mouth, took the head of his cock into her mouth and made her first head bob with her mouth onto his shaft, and was immediately repulsed. Carl had obviously used the bathroom recently and the taste of urine left on his cock was extremely unpleasant. Desiree started to withdraw, she wanted to spit, but Carl had other ideas.
"Oh yes...oh baby..." Carl was ecstatic at the pleasure coming from Desiree's hot wet mouth. He didn't want gentle anymore. Taking Desiree's head in his hands he forced her mouth down onto his throbbing cock and listened to her reaction.
It was just like David had said after all...she was gagging for it!
Desiree was taken completely by surprise as Carl grabbed her hair and forced her head down onto his cock. The head and shaft slid easily into her mouth, thank goodness for practicing, until the head of his cock slammed into the back of her throat.
Thank god she hadn't had anything to eat recently because for some reason he stopped there and Desiree found she was gagging on his meat trapped in her mouth. She struggled to back away but Carl's grip was too strong. In desperation she bobbed her head forward and forced her mouth further down the shaft of his cock.
Once the head had slipped past the back of her throat she was slowly able to gain control of her revulsion.
Carl was amazed and his pleasure was increasing. He had stopped to allow her to adjust to his cock and instead she just dove down onto it without hesitation. And the ease that she had taken his meat was impressive. All of David's statements were turning out to be true. She had literally gagged herself on his cock. And now his penis was fully inside her mouth. She really did know how to suck a mean cock!
Carl couldn't wait to fuck her in the ass next but right now his balls were boiling and he was about to blow his load.
Desiree had a hard time with her head bobs. Carl only had a 7 inch cock and even the slightest bob meant that the head would come back up her throat and make her start to gag again. She was embarrassed by the gagging noises she was making. She hoped it wouldn't ruin the scene. Clients, who complained...rarely, but sometimes, were reimbursed if the girl didn't satisfy the client's expectations. Desiree needed to make sure Carl walked away satisfied.
It then came as a complete surprise when Carl ejaculated into her mouth. He gave her no audible warnings that he was close. One minute she was bobbing on his cock and the next, her mouth was filling with cum.
All her practicing didn't really prepare her for the taste of cum. Quite frankly it was like nothing she had ever tasted in her life...because until this moment she never had.
Desiree found that the flavor, or perhaps lack of flavor was not as unpleasant as the texture...it was just so...slippery...and slimy...and there was so much of it. Cum filled her mouth and cum mixed with saliva dribbled down her chin.
Carl groaned in pleasure as he shot his load into Desiree's mouth. She slurped and sucked as he did and he found he was still hard despite cumming. He had to have her ass and have it now. Carl pushed Desiree's head back to get her mouth off his cock. He was rewarded with the vision of Desiree with his cum all over her chin...looking so hot.
Carl grabbed Desiree and pulled her up onto the bed and practically tossed her onto her stomach onto the center of the bed. He dropped his trousers but couldn't be bothered with his shirt or jacket or shoes as he crawled on top of her.
Desiree coughed up some cum as Carl fumbled with the zipper at the back of her ass. He also unzipped the waist zipper and started to pull down the bottom half of her cat suit as if they were pants. Her thighs were trapped tight together as the hem of the waist kept her legs from spreading. She felt pulling as Carl tugged at her panties and actually ripped them open at the back to get to her ass.
Carl felt strong and powerful and couldn't be bothered to take off Desiree's panties. She wanted this! David was right after all about trannies and their insatiability! Carl lined up his cum and spit coated cock with Desiree's sphincter. He would have her ass and he would have it now!
Desiree groaned in pain as Carl shoved his still hard cock into her ass. As hard as he pushed her rosebud still resisted his entry. She needed to apply the lube still! Desiree made to say something to Carl when she felt him grab her hips and force his cock in past her anal defenses. Desiree let out a groan of pain as Carl's penetration spread her open.
Carl sighed in joy as he felt Desiree's warm tight ass embrace his cock. He was thrilled to hear her moan in pleasure as he buried his cock deep into her ass until his lap and balls finally slapped against her butt cheeks. David was right again...trannies just wanted a big dick!
Desiree relaxed a bit as she adjusted to and accommodated the sudden intrusion of Carl's cock into her ass. It wasn't as large as the 8 inch dildo she had been using for practice so his smaller cock wasn't as painful to bear.
Desiree knelt on all fours, her face pressed down into a pillow. She reached back to try and lower the pants portion of her cat suit so she could open her legs more and ease up the pressure on her ass but was unable to do so.
Carl was able to see Desiree try to pull her pants down. God she really wants me, he thought. Carl's excitement was building and he started to drive his cock into Desiree's ass with harder and harder thrusts. Trannies can take it, he thought, she's loving it!
Desiree's agony had peaked and she was unable to influence or prevent Carl from fucking her. As her ass accommodated his girth though she felt a new and unfamiliar sensation deep inside her ass; somehow, something was actually starting to feel...good.
Carl kept banging away at Desiree. She moaned like a whore in heat every time he drove his hard rod into her ass. Because he had already shot a load of cum from the blow job his stamina was pretty good, but soon he was approaching his limits. Once again he felt the cum in his balls start to boil over. He was close, so close, and as Desiree moaned in pleasure Carl felt his balls contract and another load of cum shoot out and fill Desiree's ass with his seed.
Desiree lost conscious thought for a moment as an orgasm rippled through her body. A moment later another one followed, and then another. She felt a warm wet impact inside her bowels as Carl groaned loudly and then collapsed onto her back. Desiree shuddered again in pain, and then once more with pleasure until Carl's cock finally slipped out of her ass.
**
Desiree slowly came to and regained full control of her senses as she noticed that Carl getting up from the bed and putting his pants back on. He looked at her as she lay on the bed and smirked, before leaving her there in the middle of the bed, lying in a slowly cooling wet spot of cum and saliva.
Desiree's ass hurt as a small gob of Carl's cum leaked out of her ass and pooled onto the sheets.
Carl had fucked her past the point of caring, she was emotionally broken from how he had pushed her so far beyond her limits that night. He pounded her quite literally into submission. She had flopped like a rag doll as he slammed into her ass with each of his painful powerful thrusts, forcing her into surrendering to multiple continuous orgasms, one after the other.
After Carl left, Desiree slowly got up out of bed and was very emotional and confused as she walked into the bathroom to shower. Her make-up was ruined, her hair was disheveled, pieces and parts of her latex cat suit were strewn about the room. She suddenly felt sick to her stomach for what she had done, for knowing that she had willingly led Carl up into the brothel and let him have his way with her. It wasn't supposed to happen like this.
She had acted like a whore and she loved it! Desiree did not know how to resolve the internal conflict that was warring inside her.
Desiree finished her shower and resolved to go and see Anastasya for advice. She is so nice. She will help me. She will know what to do.
**
Desiree, Trixie and Anastasya were reclining on Anastasya's office sofa. The club had finally closed and most of the staff had just gone home. Anastasya had produced a bottle of chilled white wine and had just poured them all a glass.
After relating her encounter with Carl, Anastasya was furious. She thought about black-listing him and barring him from COBALT. She was considering if she should send someone to take care of Carl and punish him for his actions. Anastasya didn't tolerate abuse of her girls.
Desiree seemed lost in thought. She seemed to be looking through her wine goblet as the cool chardonnay slowly caused water to condense onto the outside of the bowl of the wine glass.
Desiree looked wistful for a moment as she thought how best to answer Anastasya's question. After her retelling of her experience with Carl the conversation just seemed to wander. They had been asking her questions about her childhood. Somehow they got onto the topic of her parents.
"Well, I suppose it's ok to tell you, when I was born my parents were told I was supposed to be a girl."
"Really?" Trixie asked.
"Yeah. The imaging technician at the hospital got it wrong. My parents got all girls clothes for babies and toddlers. Then...surprise...it's a boy."
"What did they do?"
"They were of pretty modest means, actually. A lot of the stuff was gifts and hand me down things from friends and neighbors. But since I was a baby they decided to make due until I outgrew everything."
"So do you remember any of this?" Anastasya asked.
"Yes, actually; I was always small, even as a baby. I didn't outgrow any of the stuff until I was four, maybe closer to 5. I do remember one day when I outgrew the last of them and my mom gave me my first boys clothes and I was thinking 'what is this?' all my pretty stuff went away."
"Were you sad?" Trixie asked.
Desiree could feel the warm intoxicating effects of the chilled wine. It felt good to talk to someone about this other that his psychiatrist. Having friends was so nice!
"Yes. I was. I thought that I was being cheated somehow."
"But what about your dad? You had a father growing up didn't you? What did he think?"



"Yes, I had a father. He died when I was just a kid."
Desiree pulled out a picture from her phone of a man with a young boy holding a fish. The resemblance was obvious as they both had big smiles.
"I don't remember too much. When I was 5 I became his lil fishing buddy. This picture is one thing I remember well. I caught my first fish and I was so happy about that."
"My parents died in an accident. I was 6. They were just crossing the street when they were hit by a drunk driver."
"So who raised you?" Trixie asked.
"My grandmother did."
"So you really didn't have any male influences growing up." Anastasya said it as a statement, not a question.
"No, it was just my grandmother and me. And she was sad of course, she lost her daughter and son in law and I guess that's when things changed for me too."
"Changed?"
"Yeah, I guess I was always a bit introverted but after they died it became something more. Later on I was diagnosed with social anxiety disorder. People just assumed I was shy, but I remember that I was always that way and nothing I did could seem to shake it."
"Until..." Anastasya prompted.
"My grandmother was the one who got me into Community Theater. She worked with my doctor to help me cope."
"You mentioned this before, Shakespeare, yes?"
"Yes. Gramma supported the arts and was a patron of our local theater groups. She had me try out for a lot of parts but I wasn't selected for any. I was too shy. It wasn't until I was about 13 or 14 at the time and tried out for the Shakespearean acting troupe that I had any success. I was young but my youth was seen as a plus for the troupe."
"How so?"
"In a traditional troupe the roles of women were given to young men since back in Shakespeare's time women weren't allowed to be actors."
"Once I was on stage, it actually worked because somehow when I pretended I was someone else I didn't have to be shy, I didn't feel shy. It wasn't me up there anymore; it was a character I was playing."
"Once we even held a fundraiser and we were all in costume to meet and greet the patrons and I was able o stay in character and interact with everyone. It was...wonderful." Dustin mused.
"But you told me of your auditions here in New York; your lack of success." Trixie asked.
"Yes. Back in Iowa I always played the female roles in plays; Shakespeare, like I told you. When I went on casting calls here in New York I was going for guy's roles and I had no idea how to act them."
"But they love you here." Trixie wanted to encourage Dustin as Desiree. Her singing was good for business and brought in crowds. Open mike nights were also more popular when patrons sang duets with Desiree.
"I guess." Desiree allowed
She sipped her wine and enjoyed the comfort of having friends. She hadn't ever had friends before and didn't really know how to act. Just be you, she thought...but being yourself, as Dustin, was wrong while being yourself, as Desiree, felt right!
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Red Swallow Chapter 4
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
Dustin walked into the gym. He took a swig from his water bottle. Anastasya gave all the staff free water and she encouraged everyone to take bottles home with them. After all, it was important to stay hydrated.
It was nearly noon and later in the day than normal for Dustin to go and work out; the gym was very busy. When Dustin first started working out he worried about being mocked by the other patrons. He imagined he would be stared at due to his small size and tiny physique, but his concerns disappeared when he noticed no one ever bothered him. Largely, he was ignored and left alone. Everyone seemed to be doing their own thing and that was just fine. Working out was a solitary affair for him but it allowed him to get his workouts in and over with in a timely manner.
Dustin's progress losing weight had mixed results. While he had lost weight around his middle he noted that he had gained a bit of weight on his chest and bottom. Even the black and white track suit he was now wearing was a bit tight around his hips and bottom. He really should have bought a larger size but it was the only one at the thrift store and it fit well enough at the time.
The weight on his chest he reasoned was due to his progress on the bench press. When he first started working out he had barely managed to press the 45 pound bar once. Today he was hoping to make his best effort since starting to work out. He was going for 95 pounds today!
The weight on his bottom no doubt was due to his leg workout. On leg day he enjoyed doing squats and that obviously had to explain the increase in size of his bottom.
Dustin had a busy week this week and had missed a couple of days. Today he planned to make up for it with a longer workout that covered both legs and chest.
But first he had to figure out what was going on in the lobby. He tried to make his way through but it was very crowded with patrons. It seemed that the gym was sponsoring a health promotion of some sort. As he slowly worked his way through he was accosted by a very fit and attractive girl wearing work out clothes
"Hi there, I'm Cindy, can I interest you in trying out our new line of athletic clothing today?" The young woman had a pretty smile.
Dustin admired the young woman. She was wearing a white sports bra and what appeared to be a matching white yoga short that looked as if it had a belt around the hem. The shorts rode low around her hips and high above her legs and almost looked like booty shorts. Dustin felt that the overall effect of the outfit really showcased her abs and toned legs. The bra and shorts had a manufacturer's logo on the left breast of the sports bra and the left hip of the shorts. It was really a good look.
Dustin was intrigued. It wasn't often a pretty girl ever bothered to speak to him. In fact, it had pretty much never happened, ever. Since his anxiety was not bothering him right now Dustin smiled back.
"What is it you are promoting?" Dustin asked.
"Today we are promoting the new athletic clothing line by Shü, the most popular women's athletic shoe on the market today. We are offering all these products at cost at all the 'All Night Gym' locations throughout the city today."
Dustin smiled at the salesgirl's enthusiasm. He glanced over at the tables and racks and immediately noticed something was off. All the merchandise was women's workout clothing.
"Wait...what...you think I'm..." a girl? Dustin almost asked, but instead continued with "fit enough to wear these?"
"Yes, of course, you look great, and with your figure you would look amazing in our new line."
Dustin was momentarily stunned to think that a complete stranger was mistaking him for a girl. True, his hair had really grown out and was now down past his shoulders. Anastasya had his hair color lightened a couple of tones from his normal light brown to what was now a lighter blond color. But the sales-girl had actually complimented his figure! Dustin felt proud as he reasoned that his working out and all his acting preparation must really be paying off!
Dustin looked over the clothing and was immediately drawn to the outfit the sales girl was wearing.
"Do you have something like this that might fit me?" Dustin asked, indicating the sales girls outfit.
"Of course! You look like a medium for the shorts, and an A-cup up top, so a medium sports bra as well." The sales girl led Dustin over to a table loaded down with the company product.
"What color would you like?" She asked?
Dustin looked over the selection carefully before choosing.
"The purple, I think." He finally answered. He was admiring a lavender color set that had an acid washed appearance, with a darker purple belt and chartreuse belt loops as an accent color. The Shü logo was in the darker purple color.
"Oh good!" The sales girl gushed as she selected the items from the available supply.
"We also have our award winning top rated cross-trainers today. They're new to the market this year. Do you know your shoe size?" The sales girl tried for a little healthy up-selling.
Dustin was entranced by the workout clothing and simply answered "Yes, size 8 please."
The sales girl found the shoes "We even have them in matching lavender with chartreuse laces. Now would you like our compression socks as well?"
Dustin simply nodded. The girl was wearing knee high athletic compression socks.
"Do they come in this lavender as well?" Dustin asked.
"Let me see...we do have a limited selection...color choices..." The girl mumbled and rummaged through the swag until she found what she was looking for.
"Yes, white compression workout socks with the lavender stripes around the top with the Shü logo, these will match the shoes and the ensemble." The girl smiled at Dustin.
Dustin didn't now why he was doing this or even considering buying the outfit, it was very revealing; he was simply acting on impulse.
"I'll take them." He smiled.
"I'll ring you up over here, so what is your name?" The girl asked.
Dustin pulled out his phone to make the purchase.
"Desiree." He answered happily.
**
Dustin walked away with his purchases and made his way towards the locker room. He had a warm glow inside at the thought that the sales-girl didn't seem to know he was a guy. The warm glow evaporated slightly as he approached the doors to the men's locker room. I can't go in there and change into these, he thought.
Dustin glanced over at the doors to the women's locker room, and then back to the men's when he noticed the solution to his dilemma. There was a family changing room off to the side. Dustin darted in and shut and locked the door behind him.
Stripping out of his track-suit and his male workout shorts, shirt and shoes he put on the women's yoga-style workout shorts, sports bra, knee high socks and shoes. He looked at his reflection in the mirror. Shit! His penis bulge!
Dustin dropped his shorts slightly and pressed his testicles back up into his inguinal canal and tucked his penis back between his legs. Pulling up his new workout booty shorts he was pleased that the spandex blend material was able to keep his cock and balls trapped, and present the smooth flat front and V shape just like when he tucked while wearing panties. Dustin had never worked out while tucked before and wondered if it would affect his workout.
Dustin admired his image in the mirror. He actually had a fit and toned feminine figure! He had never worn anything so revealing in public before and was considering changing back into his normal shirt and gym shorts when a short rapid series of peremptory knocks on the door broke him from his reverie. He tossed all his other clothes back into his gym bag. Where Dustin had entered the changing room, now it was Desiree who exited.
Desiree mumbled an apology to the slightly harried mother with two children in tow as she walked out into the concourse of the gymnasium. Desiree didn't see the annoyed look the mother gave her for the crime of being single while using the family changing room.
Desiree made her way to the weight room to start her workout. She walked over to a bench press rack, set down her gym bag and stretched a bit to warm up. She took a black hair band from her gym bag and pulled her hair back into a loose pony tail to keep it out of the way. Desiree glanced around the busy gym as she put on her small leather and mesh workout gloves before starting her first set.
Laying back on the bench she suddenly felt awkward with her legs on either side of the bench. She pulled her feet up onto the bench, her heels next to her bottom like she had seen other women do. She didn't want strangers staring at her crotch.
Desiree warmed up with set of 10 reps with just the 45 pound bar, and then added 10 pound plates to each side for her next set of 10 reps at 65 pounds. She felt great. The new clothing was really comfortable and even though she didn't have a 6 pack, her tummy was flat and a quick look in the mirror showed that her ass looked amazing. Desiree glanced around the gym noticing the other women working out and idly wished her bust were bigger. Her A-cups were present and accounted for but...well...maybe next time she could bring the bra inserts...
She noticed that her attire was one of the more revealing among the gym patrons. She wasn't alone though. She noted many other female patrons had made purchases and were wearing similar Shü brand apparel as well.
Finishing her second set warmed her muscles up and now it was time to get serious. She wanted to meet her goal. Desiree added another set of 10 pound plates to each side of the bar for a total weight of 85 pounds. She was a bit nervous now, lifting heavy like this...
"Hey." The soft male voice behind her got her attention.
Desiree turned and looked, unconsciously flipping her ponytail over her shoulder as she did so.
"Hey." She said as she wondered what the guy wanted. No one had ever approached her at the gym before.
"You uh...need a spot?"
Desiree looked at the gym bro in his workout shorts and loose tank top. His biceps were huge and his chest was ripped. It looked like gym-bro didn't skip leg day either.
"Umm...yeah...sure..." Desiree began nervously. This was a first, she had never had anyone, male or female, approach her or offer to help before...well, approach Dustin or help Dustin at the gym she thought.
"Whatcha goin' for?" Gym-bro asked.
"Just 2 reps if I can manage. I'm lifting for my personal best today."
Gym bro smiled at her when she spoke. Desiree noticed his even white teeth and rugged handsome features.
"Cool...lets do it!" Gym bro smiled at his not so subtle corporate come-on.
Desiree missed the come-on entirely and took her place on the bench to make her lift. She was momentarily overcome by a strange heady aroma. It took her a moment to realize that with gym-bro standing right over her head like this she could smell the heavy testosterone laden musk from gym-bro's...
Desiree gulped, caught her breath, and then took hold of the bar. She managed to lift the bar off the rack and eke out her two reps without too much difficulty.
"Good lift." Gym-bro stated. "Who taught you how to work out?"
"Thanks" Desiree acknowledged. Taught me how to work out? What kind of question is that? "Uh...no-one...I just figured it out on my own."
"I can give you some pointers if you'd like. I'm Eric, by the way." Gym bro smiled at her as he offered his assistance.
"Hi...I'm Desiree." Desiree smiled back. Flirting at the gym was a new experience. Thank goodness she had her acting skills and her rehearsals and training at COBALT to fall back on.
Desiree removed both the 10 pound plates from her side of the bar and added a 25 pound plate while gym-bro Eric did the same to the other side.
"How many reps?" Eric asked.
"Just the one, I hope." Desiree answered.
"See...there's a problem right there." Gym-bro Eric criticized.
"Excuse me?"
"Don't hope you can do it. Focus and visualize. Believe you can do it. Motivate yourself and will it to happen." Gym-Bro said motivationally.
"Uh...ok..." Desiree suddenly didn't like Eric.
She took her place on the bench press, feet on the bench by her bottom, wrapped her gloved hands around the bar, and lifted.
Desiree struggled with the weight as she pushed it back up and off of her chest. But just as she was about to succeed in her lift and make her personal best, Eric reached down and gave her help.
With the bar back on the rack Desiree was angry.
"Why did you do that?" She asked.
"You needed help." Gym-bro Eric answered simply.
"No I didn't. I had this. I didn't ask for help."
"You looked like you needed help so I helped. I'm your spotter." Gym-bro Eric didn't seem to get it.
"You cheated me out of my best lift." Desiree raised her voice in anger. She was upset and other patrons were actually looking over now. Dustin would have never acted this way but Desiree didn't care.
Gym-bro Eric seemed put out.
"No I didn't. You wouldn't have made it, so I stepped in and helped you." Gym-bro Eric didn't back down.
Desiree was getting angrier. "Fine! Whatever! Thanks for your help. Goodbye now."
"You know what. Forget it." Gym bro Eric walked away muttering. "Bitch." He said under his breath.
Desiree watched him go, wiped down the bench with her hand towel, then took the plates off the bar and re-racked them.
Picking up her gym bag she made her way over to the squat rack for her leg workout.
Still seething at being cheated out of her lift she was on auto-pilot as she set the rack to her height, added weight, and took position under the bar.
"Stupid man." She thought as she lifted the bar on her shoulders and took a step back. Watching her form in the mirror, Desiree started her squats.
"Fucking asshole." She murmured to herself as she pushed out her reps.
"Jerk." She spat as she started to feel the burn from her exertions.
"Desiree? You ok?"
Desiree stood up from her last squat and was surprised to see Trixie, dressed to work out, standing behind her.
"Trixie, what are you doing here?" She asked as she stepped forward to set the bar back onto the squat rack.
"I work out here; yoga and Pilates and cardio usually. I don't recall ever seeing you here before though. That was an impressive set."
"That's because..." Desiree stopped herself from finishing her sentence. That's because I'm usually here working out as Dustin, she thought.
"I'm running late today, I usually get here and work out earlier than this." She answered instead.
Dustin had never seen Trixie working out either, but Dustin always kept his head down and avoided interaction with people. Dustin and his stupid Social Anxiety, Desiree remembered bitterly.
"Impressive? Impressive how?" Desiree dropped her earlier line of thought and changed the subject.
"You just did 30 reps." Trixie said.
"Oh." Desiree started to feel the effect of so many reps. She had racked the 45 pound weights onto the bar for total of 135 pounds. 5 more than her total body weight. Normally she would have done sets of 10 reps with a rest between each set. In her anger she must've forgot to count her reps.
She turned and posed for the mirror to check out her ass. She could see her muscles rippling beneath the soft curve of fat of her bottom. "Damn. You could bounce a quarter off that ass."
Trixie laughed out loud. "Yes...you could."
Desiree laughed as well as she retrieved a bottle of water from her gym bag. She was thirsty, and after all, it was important to always stay hydrated.
**
Adam Smith only had a few true friends and he was happy to count Penny Farthing among them. So when his caller ID notified him she was calling his private line he picked up right away.
"Penny, to what do I own the pleasure?"
"Adam, it's been too long. Unfortunately I'm not calling just for pleasure today."
"Oh?" Adam was intrigued.
"I was calling to find out about Dustin. We haven't heard from him in quite awhile. Do you know how he is doing?
"I assume he is doing fine. I haven't heard anything since I hired him and assigned him to one of our Risk Assessment divisions."
"Could you check on him for me? He hasn't spoken to his grandmother in a few months now and she's worried."
"Anything for you Penny, I'll call you back as soon as I get an update."
"Thank you Adam."
Adam hung up and was surprised by the call. He always felt that Penny was the one that got away. He had known her since college and they had dated and even been intimate on several occasions. It hurt when she broke up with him after she came out as lesbian. A lesser man would have considered this a blow to his virility but Adam knew it was a testament to his masculinity and virility that even lesbians found him desirable.
Truthfully he had been meaning to check on the Risk Assessment division for awhile. They're work had really improved after hiring Dustin but had started to suffer lately. He'd been meaning to figure out why and decided to look into it after he asked about Dustin.
Adam had his secretary make the call and was quickly patched through to Bob Malthus.
"Bob, you old trooper, how are things down in Risk Assessment?"
"Doing well boss; can't complain. To what do I owe the pleasure of this call?" Bob was nervous. Adam Smith wasn't really known for making social calls to his employees.
"I just wanted to check up on the kid I sent your way awhile back, name of Dustin Thurston, how is he doing?"
Adam heard what sounded like nervous shuffling in the back ground.
"Well, I'm sorry to say I was forced to terminate Dustin a while ago." Bob said.
"Terminated? As in Fired? I personally hired this kid and you fired him without informing me first?" Adam found that he was irritated that the kid had been fired and no one had thought to keep him informed. Fortunately Adam knew how to maintain his composure and always present a calm and calculating expression. It helped him to work to keep his temper under control.
"I didn't know you had a personal interest Sir." Always good to be respectful to your superiors when under pressure, Bob knew.
"And why, exactly was he terminated?" Adam asked as an suppressed the edge that tried to creep into his voice.
"Well, his work wasn't up to the standards we expect here in risk assessment." Bob dissembled.
Adam had called up Dustin's personnel file while he talked to Bob. He noted that Dustin's dates of hiring and firing coincided with the increase and then decrease of productivity and accuracy of Risk Assessment's reports.



"That's a non-answer Bob. Don't bullshit a bull-shitter. According to my data your work was improving when he was there. What happened?"
Well..." Bob hemmed and hawed.
"Damn it spit it out Bob."
"Dustin was working part time at a Club called COBALT. We didn't feel that his employment at this club was in keeping with the moral standards of Smith Financial."
Adam's anger was developing into a slow burn at first as he discovered that Dustin was fired without his knowledge. Learning that he was working at a known gentlemen's club and brothel came as a complete surprise.
"Alright Bob, Carry on then."
"Yes sir." Bob was relieved to end the call.
Adam let his surprise fade as he considered what to do. It would be so easy to simply call back Penny and let her know what he found out, but she would want details and truthfully so did Adam.
Adam knew all about club COBALT. He secretly had a gold membership and was one of the clubs vetted "trusted" patrons. It would be very easy to find out what was going on by calling the manager.
But exercising due diligence first, Adam logged on to the members only website. In only a couple of key strokes and clicks he found the menu. It was not even a minute before he realized that "Desiree" was really Dustin.
Adam looked at the full screen page with the high def pictures and was surprised that the pudgy young man he hired was now working as a hostess at COBALT. The pictures of a beautiful young woman, singing on stage, smiling as a waitress waiting tables; she definitely didn't have a pudgy middle. The figure of "Desiree" was near perfect, maybe a bit small up top but...
Adam felt a gentle stirring in his groin and after a few moments consideration he placed a dinner order. He no longer went to the club anymore as he was too well known, but that didn't mean he couldn't have take-out.
**
Desiree had finished her song. It was her turn to open for the night. It was open mike night again and it looked to be a fun evening. The club was packed and the first customer wanting to take the stage was waiting in the wings.
"Boom, boom, boom, even brighter than the moon, moon, moon, it's always been inside of you, you, you, and now it's time to let it through, ooo, ooo"
Desiree once again excelled at her performance and the crowded club approved. She passed the mike off to the DJ and went to see if anyone had hired her as their hostess for the evening.
She was immediately intercepted by Anastasya. "Dez, you have a dinner date tonight."
"Tonight, when did this happen?" Usually an appointment for a dinner date was known in advance.
"An hour ago...one of our trusted customers has requested the pleasure" it was always interesting how the word 'pleasure' was emphasized "of your company for the evening."
"Oh...ok...wow...where?"
"We will have a driver take you and see you arrive safely. Your patron is a gold level member so be...at your best." Anastasya paused as she gave Desiree a pentrating look.
"Go and change into your little black dress, the sequined tea dress with the open back. Black heels, gold jewelry, and touch up your makeup, make it a bit less dramatic. You leave in 30 minutes."
Desiree just nodded her assent as she made her way to her wardrobe and changed from her formal gown to her black sequined tea length dress. She was forced to go bra less as the dress was open backed. Her small A-cups filled out the front of her dress adequately, but Desiree couldn't help feeling inadequate without her padded bra and breast forms compared to some of the more busty divas.
She changed her stockings for black sheer thigh highs after changing into black silk bikini cut panties, and put on her 4" black Louboutin Heels. At her vanity she put on a gold chain necklace, gold ball stud earrings, and slender gold bracelets.
She checked her makeup and made a few minor alterations, with a practiced hand removing her eye shadow and applying a less dramatic color. She then changed her lipstick to a deep rich red that went well with the black of her dress.
She checked her appearance in the mirror and was pleased at the classical elegance of her ensemble. She grabbed a long light summer coat and made her way downstairs and out the back of the club to the waiting car with a minute to spare.
Desiree sat in the back of the car quietly anticipating her dinner date but her reverie was broken when after a short drive the car brought her to the front entrance of the Smith Financial building.
Desiree grew apprehensive when the car stopped in front of her former work place.
"This is the place?" She asked Nikolai, her driver.
Nikolai merely nodded as he parked the car and opened the door for Desiree. Nikolai didn't care much for the whores. He was paid to make sure they arrived safely and that was the end of it as far as he was concerned.
Desiree glanced up at the towering building and approached with some trepidation. Was Carl her dinner date for the evening? It would be recklessly bold for him to have her at his place of work. Besides, she knew that Anastasya had considered banning him for being too rough on her but as near as she knew nothing had come of that yet. There was no way Carl could be a gold member.
Nikolai took Desiree's hand and escorted her from the car to the elevator and Desiree's fears were alleviated and replaced with puzzlement as Nikolai pressed the button for the 40 floor.
The 40th floor was where the executive offices were. The CEO, CFO, President's office. Desiree began to feel curious as to whom she would be entertaining.
Arriving at the 40th floor Nikolai led her to the office of the CEO, Adam Smith. Desiree's emotional rollercoaster of reverie, apprehension, trepidation and puzzlement now plunged into dread. Adam Smith knew Dustin. Would he recognize her now as Desiree?
Desiree walked through the doors to Adam's office as Nikolai released her hand, nodded professionally, and left, closing the doors behind him. Standing alone in Adam's office for the first time since her job interview those many months ago, Desiree took a good look at the man before her.
Standing at over 6 feet tall and wearing a black business suit, Desiree noted that Adam was handsome with piercing eyes and a strong nose and chin. He had good color but perhaps could use some more time in the gym as wealth and privilege had added a few extra pounds that he could probably do without. His hair was a distinguished grey color with a tendency to curl slightly. Desiree thought his hair was also a bit long and perhaps he could us a haircut.
Desiree momentarily caught herself when Adam looked right at her. The last time she was here she couldn't even look her former boss in the eyes as her Social Anxiety prevented it. Now, despite her current profession, or maybe because of it, she found that she could look straight at him without worry.
"Well, you look absolutely stunning tonight...Dustin."
Desiree didn't flinch at Adam's statement. Well that answered that question she thought. Still, she was surprised that he recognized her and it piqued her inquisitive nature.
"Thank you Adam, and you are looking very handsome tonight, and its Desiree now." Where Dustin would have cowered with fear, Desiree could flirt with the best of them.
"Or course...Desiree...I must admit, when we first met, I would never have guessed that you were transgendered." Adam began amicably.
Desiree smiled as she shrugged off her coat and set in on the back of one of the chairs; revealing herself wearing her little black dress, the short skirt showcasing her long legs and heels. The lace tops of her thigh high stockings merely hinted at by the dress skirt length. She noted that Adam swallowed slightly, perhaps with skittishness as he seemed to admire her.
"I suppose I didn't know about it either at the time." Desiree moved over to the bar in the corner of Adam's office. She walked slowly to allow Adam a moment to watch and she saw that he seemed appreciative of her beauty.
"May I?" She asked, indicating the wet bar.
"Please do. I'll have a scotch, on the rocks." Adam smiled when he spoke.
Desiree made Adam's drink and then one for herself. She had never had scotch before and was curious. Taking their drinks she approached Adam, who had not risen from his chair behind his desk since she arrived.
Desiree held the drinks low, near her hips as she walked toward Adam and swirled the drinks, causing a pleasant sound as the ice would softly strike the glass. She handed Adam his glass and then held hers in front of her, with a slight smile admiring Adam where he sat.
"To what are we drinking?" She asked softly.
Adam noted the shift as she posed for him, one foot forward slightly, her drink held casually in front of her pert breasts, emphasized by the v-neck of the body of the dress; her long legs that seemed to go on forever.
"To business." Adam said as he took a swig of his Scotch.
"To business?" Desiree asked as she took a tiny sip of her scotch, and regretted doing so. It was too strong with an oak flavor and seemed to burn in her mouth like fire.
"I must admit to being surprised that you were fired, and even more surprised as to where you now find employment." Adam finally rose from his desk chair and moved around his desk to approach Desiree.
"I suppose the world is a strange place." Desiree allowed.
"Your former colleagues had little to say about it. Strange, that." Adam probed for answers.
"Well, to be fair, I became closer to some of them than to others." Desiree winked as she spoke. Memories of Carl were still unpleasant.
Adam realized he was getting nowhere with pussyfooting around and decided to be direct.
"I looked into the Risk Assessment unit where you worked. Accuracy of information and projections was up 22% when you were there, and then fell off to below average after you left."
"After I was fired, you mean." Desiree wondered if this was a dinner date or an interrogation. She realized that it didn't matter. Adam would have already paid to have her here. She decided she could be blunt as well.
"I did all my own work that Bob Malthus assigned me as well as all the work Carl Marks dumped on me. I stayed until all the work was done and did it for a pittance in wages."
Desiree took another sip of her scotch. It hadn't improved any in the minute since her previous sip.
"I doubt Carl would agree with that." Adam challenged levelly. He approached Desiree slowly. He towered over her and tried to intimidate her.
"No more than when he fucked me, I'm sure." Desiree answered smoothly.
Adam was impressed with how Desiree was handling herself during his questioning. No backing down or fear. Her answers were sharp with just a bit of edge to them. Adam found that he was becoming distracted by her beauty standing so close to her. She just looked straight up to his eyes and didn't back away. Her perfume was enchanting.
"Interesting...and I'm impressed."
"That I have a brain or that I am pretty?" Desiree flirted again. She didn't know what Adam's end game was so stuck with her role.
"Both, actually." Adam took another swig of his scotch, finishing it. He set his empty glass down on his desk and then took Desiree's nearly full drink and set it down as well.
Adam had all the answers he needed. He wasn't sure yet what he would tell Penny Farthing but for now he had other plans.
Adam stood up and moved closer to Desiree and took her in his arms. He was pleased as she seemed to melt right into his embrace while still looking up into his eyes.
Adam dropped his head down and kissed Desiree. Her lips met his and he pulled her closer as she placed her arms around his neck and held him in an embrace of her own. Adam decided that there would be more time for talking later.
**
Desiree left the Smith Financial building at precisely 4 AM. Well before any workers would start showing up and long after their lovemaking session had ended. Adam had taken her from his office up one more story and into his private penthouse that comprised the entire top floor of his building.
Desiree smiled to herself as she sat in the back of the car taking her home. Home would be her apartment as COBALT would have closed over an hour ago. She sent Anastasya a quick text that she was fine and was going home and would be back at COBALT later that day.
Desiree shifted slightly in her seat as the taxi turned and she felt the warmth of her bottom, and in her bottom, from Adam's generous attention in bed; the slightly squishy sloppy feeling of his cum trapped inside her causing her to smile, her expression one of relaxed satisfaction.
Adam had disrobed her in the bedroom of his penthouse. The bed was actually up against a wall of windows that faced out onto the skyline of New York. He left the curtains open and the lights dimmed.
Desiree had never been an exhibitionist but Adam's enticing kisses and firm hands were enough to make her forget, or just not care, that anyone who chose to look would be treated to a private voyeurism porn show.
Stripped to her heels, thigh highs and panties Desiree had stood before Adam and was prepared to kneel down before him to give him a blow job when he took her completely by surprise, knelt down before her, pulled down her panties and gave her a blow job.
Desiree's small cock was hard as a rock in mere seconds. She was astonished at how good it felt. It was probably less than a minute before her knees buckled and she had to press down on Adams shoulders to prevent her from falling down as she came, shooting her tiny load of cum.
Adam didn't swallow or spit. He had timed it perfectly and had a wash cloth with him to catch her load. He generously wiped her tiny cock clean, pulled up her panties, and as he stood up, guided her down onto her knees to service him.
Desiree eagerly sought to return the favor. Her first blow job...that she ever received, that is...was amazing, but what she really wanted to do was take care of Adam and his cock. At just over 7 inches and a decent thickness, Desiree bob evenly as she took him into her mouth and fellated him with zeal and reckless abandon.
Desiree used her phone and paid the taxi fare and walked into her apartment building. She made her way to her apartment and shut and locked the door behind her. Tossing off her high heels, dropping her coat, and then shimmying out of her dress, she left a trail of clothing from her front door to her bathroom shower.
The hot water streamed from the shower head as she gently washed her sore and satisfied body. Sweat, makeup, and cum were all washed away by the shampoo, facial scrub, and body wash. Satisfied and sated, Desiree toweled off and climbed naked into bed. She thought about what happened next.
Adam was quite able to resist her oral attention and it took all her skills to finally get him to cum. She had bobbed and sucked, licked and teased with her tongue, gently nipped with her teeth, and still Adam resisted. Desiree felt equal to the challenge as she stroked his saliva slickened shaft with one hand while gently fondling his balls with another.
Still Adam would not cum. Desiree looked up in deep thought, making eye contact with Adam as she pondered how to make him cum, absentmindedly tapping his cock against her lips while she pondered.
Then licking her finger, she resumed bobbing up and down on his cock with her mouth and gently probed Adam's ass with her moistened finger.
When Adam gasped in pleasure she knew she was on the right track. With gentle yet firm pressure she slowly worked her finger into Adams Ass. It worked! Once her finger had penetrated his ass past her first knuckle he groaned in pleasure and a torrent of cum erupted from his balls and out his cock into her mouth.
Desiree made sure she had his cock deep down her throat. She did not care too much for the taste of cum and having him shoot his load straight into her tummy meant it would bypass her taste buds completely.
In business, and love, that was a win-win situation.
And once Adam finished cumming and she had released his cock from her mouth, Adam had pulled her back up, placed her on her back on the bed and put pillows under her to elevate her ass, and fucked her hard.
He even made sure to use lubrication first before he ploughed into her back passage with his 7 inch long hard cock.
Desiree lay in her bed as sleep slowly approached. She could still remember the pleasantly intense feeling of fullness as Adam pounded her ass; the pleasure of being spanked by his lap every time his cock bottomed out inside her. The relief and regret when he withdrew and the momentary anticipation just before his cock started to plunge back into her ass on the next stroke.
It was amazing. It was just...perfect.
Adam didn't stop until she had an orgasm. His cock slipped and slid against her prostate and the stimulation was extraordinary. The memory of her first, and then her second, and then her third rapture still vivid in her mind, the pleasure finally ending when Adam ploughed hard into her for the last time, his second ample load of cum spewing deep and wet into her ass.
Overcome with exhaustion, Desiree finally fell asleep.
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Red Swallow Chapter 5
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
Desiree woke up after only a few hours of sleep to her alarm ringing in her ear. Despite only having about 4 hours of sleep she woke up refreshed and full of energy. She looked at her calendar and noted that she was supposed to meet Trixie at the gym today. After a quick text message to confirm they were still on, Desiree got out of bed and dressed for the gym.
She put on a new workout set, this time in a dark blue with green belt and teal belt loops and details. Shü really did make great workout clothing. Desiree thought they were absolutely adorable. She had splurged and purchased four sets including sunflower yellow with lime green details and a set in black with white details to round out her workout wardrobe. Matching socks a new gym bag, a new logo warm up suit and a couple of logo towels rounded out her purchase.
After a quick bit of lip gloss and a light touch of eye shadow she was ready. She packed her gym bag with her gloves and a few Shü logo workout towels. She put on her new fitted women's warm-up suit.
Putting on her shoes, she was meaning to buy some more pairs of shoes that color matched her workout clothes; it was important to her to look good at the gym and color coordination was something she could control, she thought; she grabbed her keys, her complimentary water bottle from COBALT, and with a bounce in her step made her way to her gym.
It was a short walk but Desiree took a taxi anyway. Walking as Desiree seemed to get her a lot of attention and cat calling. This was New York after all.
When she arrived at her gym she remembered that she had to renew her membership. Desiree loved her gym as it was her only real activity outside of work. She went to the front desk and was renewing her membership via her phone on the gym network when she was approached by the girl at the front desk.
Desiree remembered her from when she joined only 6 short months ago.
"May I help you?" She asked politely.
"Yes please, I'm just renewing my membership." Desiree smiled politely. The girl pulled up Desiree's membership and did a double take, looking from her screen, to Desiree, and back again.
"Dustin?" She asked.
"OH...yeah..." Desiree had forgotten about that
"Dustin Thurston?" She asked again, perhaps a bit confused.
"Yep, that's me."
"Oh. Ok. I just always thought that Dustin was a boy's name. Sorry." She smiled sheepishly. "Do they call you Dusty?"
Desiree was once again amazed that she was being mistaken for a girl. She was so happy with her presentation and appearance these days that she was starting to take it for granted.
"No. It's Desiree, actually."
"Ok, then," the girl tapped something on her screen "Your membership is renewed."
"Thank you." Desiree made her way inside to find Trixie.
**
Trixie and Desiree sat at the Juice Bar that made up part of the gym. They were both cooling off after working out on the treadmills. Desiree had finally given them a try while tucked and found that she had no difficulty running. She liked that the treadmills had cup holders for her COBALT water bottles, hydration being as important as it was.
She wasn't as oblivious anymore to the effect she had on other people in the gym, especially now that she felt she could easily "pass" in public, which had given her confidence that Dustin never had. Watching what was happening around her by using the mirrors she was quick to pick up when she was being watched or when guys were checking her out. She spotted almost a half a dozen of them stare at her while she and Trixie were running on their machines.
And then there was that Eric guy. He was persistent, often asking her if she wanted to work out together, or approaching her to offer unsolicited advice, or asking her if she wanted to go the gun show this weekend and then flexing his biceps.
He watched her a lot when she was there. Frankly it was getting annoying. "Couldn't I just go and work out with friends and not get hit on?" She asked herself rhetorically.
Desiree had come to the realization that the punishment for the crime of working out while beautiful was to be stared at and hit on by lustful men. Ugh!
Still, it also pleased Desiree and to some degree she felt happy when that happened. To her it meant that her presentation was flawless. She found she was spending more and more of her time, even when alone in her apartment as Desiree now. But this also caused some uncomfortable and conflicting feelings, when Dustin was more... present. He rationalized that he needed to perfect his character because of his obligations to COBALT and Anastasya. But sometimes he felt that things were going too far.
Trixie had invited Desiree to try out the Pilates class with her. Trixie swore by it as a wonderful workout great for toning and strength and flexibility. Desiree was more than willing to try it and the class was for women only so that meant that Eric would not be able to stalk her there.
"So how was your date?" Trixie asked, interrupting Desiree's thoughts.
Desiree smiled her response. She told Trixie everything about her encounter with her former boss and their romantic evening in the penthouse. Trixie just smiled back as Desiree relived the events of the evening for her.
"So you both took a short nap, you woke up, got dressed, and left." Trixie added, trying to sum up the end of the encounter.
"No, not at all, that's where this gets even weirder."
"What do you mean?"
"Adam offered me a job."
Desiree watched as an expression of surprise flitted across Trixie's face.
"What? Like a mistress or a kept woman?" She asked.
"No, a real job, he wants me to do a risk assessment for a company that some foreign countess has invested in, she inherited the majority shares from her deceased husband."
"How is that weird?"
"He wants me to do a risk assessment of the Countess as well."
"Of a person?"
"Yes."
"Ok girl, I need some details, spill it."
**
Desiree was lying as small spoon to Adam Smith's large spoon. They were both naked from their sexual encounter. Desiree appreciated the warmth of his body as it kept the cool chill of the penthouse bedroom at bay.
"Desiree, I have a client coming to visit in a few weeks. She is a widow who inherited all of her husband's estate. Her husband was one of our biggest, smartest, and most lucrative investors."
"Hardly unusual." Desiree allowed, letting Adam keep control of the conversation.
"True, but instead of just allowing us as her financial advisors to manage her money, she is actually taking over and running her own finances. She is...ahhh...educating herself on all the nuances of her deceased husband's business dealings."
"Ok. That's still not that unusual."
"Some of those dealings may have unique difficulties and details that were not meant to be passed on."
"So you are saying that she is legally entitled to know these details but that you don't want to tell her?" Desiree surmised.
"I need to know that she can be trusted as much as her husband was. Businesses are built on trust." Adam stated. "I want you to run a risk assessment of her and find out if you think she can be trusted."
Desiree didn't even blink at the challenge he was presenting.
"So what's in this for me?"
"I can give you your old job back, and a promotion as a special projects manager. You'd work directly for me."
Desiree had no desire to get her old job back. She wanted more.
"So why did you ask me? Surely you already have many talented, young, up and coming workers you could ask."
"This countess may be more suitable and more impressed by someone with your unique understanding." Adam answered.
Desiree had no idea what he meant and waited for him to continue.
"The countess in question is Transgender. She is...or was...an arranged marriage male bride."
"What does that even mean?" Desiree asked.
"That's what I want you to find out."
**
Trixie looked impressed at Desiree's story.
"So what are you getting out of this anyway?"
"Well, I know enough about negotiating for employment not to take his first offer. Instead I demanded that I get my own corner office, my own high-end holographic computer, and an appropriate salary for my position of course, but that's not even the best part."
"What's the best part?"
"He agreed to all of it as well as performance bonuses, and even stock options."
"He agreed to all of that?" Trixie was impressed.
"Yes! I knew I was shooting for the moon, and I figured if I get anywhere even remotely close, I'd be far better off than when I first started with Smith Financial. But he agreed to everything!"
"No way...damn girl, you must be good or something." Then something occurred to Trixie. "But, if you're making that kind of money, are you going to stay at the club?"
"How could I possibly leave you and that place?" Desiree responded. "But of course, I don't need to make the kind of money you do there, so I'll be participating on my own terms!" Desiree winked at Trixie. "I'm sure Anastasya will be thrilled for me and I'll even be able to pay her back for all the money she has loaned me in just a couple of months."
"So when do you start?" Trixie asked.
"A week from Monday."
"This story is too good to keep. We need to tell this to Anastasya."
Trixie was troubled by this news, but Desiree was oblivious, as pleased as she was with her newfound situation.
"Of course! I just know she is going to be so happy for me. And like I said, I'm still going to hostess and sing, and continue to pull in those crowds with my voice!"
Trixie didn't seem convinced, and again Desiree failed to pick up on her friend's trepidation. Trixie stood up and shouldered her gym bag. "Well, speaking of the club, we better get moving if we don't want to be late for our shifts."
"Cool. I need to go home and change anyway, and bring my dress back to the club. I'll see you there, ok?"
"I'll see you there." Trixie affirmed.
**
Desiree returned to her apartment and showered after her workout. Dustin used to shower at the gym, but Desiree didn't feel comfortable enough to use the locker rooms. She was allowed under the law to use the women's locker and shower but hadn't had the courage yet to do so.
After her shower Desiree was dismayed to see that she didn't have any clothes to wear. All of the clothes in the closet were Dustin's. All the women's clothes were in the laundry and needed a wash. Desiree had been meaning to bring a few things from work, and buy some 'normal' women's clothes for when she wasn't working, but hadn't had the time yet.
On a whim Desiree put her little black dress back on. She put on a clean pair of panties, she smirked as she always had a several pairs of those around, and she had long ago tossed Dustin's underwear onto the floor of the closet to be forgotten.
Desiree checked her hair, applied her makeup, put her heels back on and made her way to the subway to head off to work.
Desiree carried her long coat. The weather was fine and she didn't need to wear it. She noticed right away all the strange looks she was receiving. She suddenly realized that at this hour late in the morning, almost noon really, that the onlookers probably thought she was doing the walk of shame.
Desiree smiled to herself and held her head high. This is definitely not a walk of shame, she thought. She felt alive and free and...happy. Nope, no sense of shame at all! A short subway ride and shorter walk later and Desiree was back at the club.
**
At the club, Anastasya listened as Desiree told her about Adam Smith and her job opportunity. Ana smiled and congratulated the elated young tranny. But she knew this was not a positive development. She and her superiors had long-term plans for Desiree that entailed a long career of escorting and bringing revenue into the Organization (as Yuri called the mob operations of the US Eastern seaboard that were under his control).
Their goal was to finish polishing her into the highest class of escort, and market her to the most discerning, and highest paying, global clientele.
A job - and a well-paying job at that - was a significant distraction from the game plan of bending Desiree to the right physical and mental state to perform according to the expectations that the Organization had for her.
Anastasya felt that the worst part, was that Desiree was in full-blown, sickening puppy-love with Adam Smith. It was hard to watch. Whores don't get to fall in love and have a happily ever after.
Desiree walked away, all bubbles and happiness to her vanity to get dressed for her first set on stage. Anastasya sat at the bar, and accepted the Cosmopolitan that the bartender placed in front of her without asking. She sipped her drink and thought carefully.
Ordinarily, the Organization would protect their asset (Desiree in this case) by making it clear to the distraction (Adam) that it was in his best interest to exit the situation immediately. This could be accomplished in many ways, from bribes to blackmail to solutions that were more... permanent.
However, Adam Smith was currently considered "untouchable." He had as much money as some Oligarchs, and couldn't be bought. And he was one of the few outsiders that the head of their organization was willing to work with to accomplish his goals. He also could not be muscled, as he was firmly in bed with the Allegorians.
The nobles of that odd little country had completely stamped out corruption in their nation, so that no one could stop them from practicing it themselves! Each noble was like a mob boss unto themselves, and they were not shy about using their power against the Russians, the Italians, the Chinese - anyone that challenged them.
Desiree was a talented entertainer and singer and a sought-after hostess. But the clock was ticking, and soon she would be expected to step up to higher tiers of clientele, and start making the Organization some serious money.
But that required focus and training... and no distractions. Anastasya formulated her approach for discussing this with Yuri carefully. He could run a little hot sometimes, and they needed cool heads to devise a plan that did not cause trouble with Adam Smith or the Allegorians, and that firmly reigned in Desiree as their property.
**
Adam Smith dialed Penny Farthing's number, and was pleased when it went to voice messaging. He didn't really want to talk anyway and a message would do just as well.
"Penny, this is Adam. I just wanted to let you know that Des...er...Dustin is doing well and has even been promoted as a special assistant. I'll remind him to call you soon."
**
"So we are in danger of losing our property to a client." Yuri summed up Anastasya's retelling of events.
"Da, possibly, I reminded her of her obligations to the club and she will still work here at night after her work a Smith Financial."
"Possibly? One of our most promising prospects is going to have a lucrative day job for one of our wealthiest gold-member clients, one who cannot be bought or threatened."
Yuri did not mention that Adam Smith was also engaged in off-the-books business dealings with Ivan. That went far above Anastasya's "need-to-know" levels.
"How is that not losing her, and the associated investment in her?"
"You seem distressed." Anastasya chided.
"Nyet, cectpa, an investment loss is yours to explain. How do you propose to do that?"
"Opat, who say's I need to do that yet? The situation is still developing. And we have a good relationship. She needs this place as much as we profit from her. Let this run its course for now. If action is needed, we can and will act at the right time."
Yuri considered Anastasya's words. He was not convinced, but the girls were Anastasya's responsibility. He decided to let her run with it a bit longer, and after a moments consideration he gave a barely perceptible nod of assent. Let this play out for a while, he mused. Our whore can still do us some good and if necessary, we can still mete out appropriate guidance and correction.
**
The next day, Trixie and Desiree met up so she could show off his new office. A short subway ride and a long walk later they found themselves on the 38th floor of the Smith Financial building. Trixie and Desiree walked through wide hallways designed to impress visitors with works of art and tasteful décor.
Desiree's office wasn't a corner office, but the entire exterior wall was of floor to ceiling glass that looked out onto the New York Cityscape.
"Nice view" Trixie commented.
Desiree's office already had her new computer installed. To the untrained eye it looked just like a glass table top that was being used as a desk top. Desiree touched the surface and the desk sized display turned on with a default screen of date, time and weather.
Desiree's modernistic leather desk chair sat behind the desk facing away from the windows while two smaller leather chairs sat on the opposite side of the desk for visitors to use.
Desiree had deliberately chosen furniture to match Adam Smith's office.
Desiree and Trixie were admiring the view when the man himself, Adam Smith walked in.
"Good Afternoon Mr. Smith." Desiree greeted her boss.
"Good Afternoon, Desiree." Adam responded. "But who is this lovely young lady?" he asked, inclining his head towards Trixie.
"I would like to introduce a dear friend of mine," Desiree began. "Trix-"
Trixie lunged forward with her arm outstretched to shake Adam's hand. "Theresa, Theresa Ward, sir. Pleasure to meet you," she said warmly.
Adam accepted her offered hand and smiled. "It is a pleasure to meet you too, Ms. Ward."
Adam turned back to Desiree. "Your first day isn't for another week, but I see that you have started work on the project already?"
Desiree smiled proudly, and tapped the screen of her new computer. The display for the Hologaphic Analytics Lattice with 9000 peta-byte memory processor was currently running several programs, apps, and scripts, of Desiree's own design. It was far faster and more efficient than the company software she had to suffer through previously, in her first job as Dustin.
"Yes sir. I started the search functions yesterday and they are gathering all the data now. I'll keep on it this week, logging in from home, and I will hit the ground running next Monday." Dustin was a consummate professional and respectful so there was no reason Desiree shouldn't be as well, she thought as she addressed her boss.



Adam was pleased with Desiree's work ethic and eagerness. Dustin / Desiree was brilliant at financial analysis and risk assessment. Adam had reviewed all Dustin's previous work, and found that in his brief time there he had achieved the highest percentage of accuracy of everyone in his company.
It was that detailed analytical skills he needed. Adam's goal was to use Desiree to facilitate business dealings with the Allegorian Noble by convincing her to remain as a significant investor in his company. But it was also the fact that Desiree and the Countess had shared experience as men transformed to women (or in Desiree's case, transforming). Adam hoped that having a trans-woman provide a important presentation in their meeting would help them convince the Countess to stay with their company.
And Adam had to say, Desiree fit the bill perfectly in both respects. Her work (or Dustin's work) spoke for itself. And as she stood there in her new office, with the afternoon light flooding through the floor-to-ceiling windows, she looked absolutely lovely. Her blonde hair hung loose to her shoulders, and her makeup job was artfully done to appear natural. She was wearing skin-tight white jeans, a casual orange silk blouse, and matching leather ankle-boots.
Adam's plan was falling nicely into place. But he found himself distracted now, and shifted slightly to allow his cock room to adjust without the two women noticing. He was already thinking of ways to continue their more intimate relationship as well. Desiree really made him hard!
Adam snapped back to the present. "Good! Keep me informed of developments. Ladies..." Adam made his departure with a jaunty wave and smile.
"Ooo...He's cute." Trixie smiled and pretended to fan herself like she was too warm.
"Stop that, he's my boss now." Desiree retorted.
"Sounds like there's potential for some after hour's fun then." Trixie shot back with a wink.
"You're incorrigible."
**
Desiree stood in front of the full-length mirror in the dressing room at COBALT clad only in her panties and admired what she saw.
Trixie had not been lying - those Pilates classes were amazing for the body. She saw a slim, lithe and toned figure on the girl in the reflection. Her tummy was tight, though she still did not sport a six pack. But then, did she really want one? She looked great as she was! Her hips and butt were fuller, too, which she attributed to those grueling work-outs on the Pilates reformer bed.
The only oddity was her chest. It was without a doubt softer. In her pudgier days, Dustin had always had subtle, "man-boobs" that could almost be considered an A-cup, but Desiree thought she had toned her chest through her initial workouts. She figured this new development must be because she had not done any kind of real chest work out in months. She absentmindedly sipped from her COBALT water bottle and resolved to introduce some light chest workouts back into her workout routine.
She was glad that she had splurged and purchased new C-cup sized breast forms. She justified it to herself as research; she wanted to see what her figure looked like with the larger breast sizes that most of the other divas wore or actually had implanted. Some of them had even gone so far as to have permanent breast implants that used stem cell technology to grow real breasts.
First, she admired her figure with her natural form. Then she placed her silicon bra inserts into her bra cups and noted her 'normal' b-cup COBALT appearance. Finally, she placed the breast forms into her bra cups and mentally considered the differences.
It looked to her like her C-cup breast forms were perfect for her frame and body shape. She admired them as she turned left then right and posed in front of her mirror. The breast forms were smooth and perfectly shaped.
On the other hand, she really wouldn't mind having a larger bosom, she thought. She loved how the few divas who were genetic girls, or the transgendered girls who had had implants, filled out their costumes. She imagined herself with a full, C-cup chest, not having to wear forms anymore, having a more natural, feminine body. Adam playing with them, sucking on her nipples, and - ooh, titty-fucking her! She would love to try that!
"Yes, yes, you're a hottie...are you going to get dressed or not?"
Trixie always knew how to bring her back down to earth, Desiree mused.
She shook her head and laughed at herself - boobs! How could she pass as Dustin in "the real world" if she had boobs! She would have to live full time as a girl! Desiree shook her head again and ruefully moved away from the mirrors. But the thought would not leave her.
Desiree went back to her vanity and started to apply her makeup. She was scheduled to be on stage in an hour and then would be circulating among the patrons out in the club. She had been spending a lot of time at her apartment preparing for her day job at Smith Financial and had barely been meeting her obligations to the club. Despite her work for Adam Smith she still worked nights at COBALT; contractual obligations being what they were and all that.
Dustin would log in to the Smith Financial servers from his apartment every morning, and usually work straight through lunch until it was time to leave for COBALT. There was a huge amount of data to gather, synthesize, and analyze. He would get lost in his work, and started setting an alarm for when he had to log off and rush to COBALT for Desiree's night job.
In fact, Anastasya had her arriving at the club at 5:30 sharp for "comportment lessons." These tended to focus on perfecting Desiree's female persona. It was like acting lessons on steroids. But the lessons often ranged into more cultural areas as well - classical music, history, fine wines, geo-politics, et cetera. Anastasya firmly stated that more discerning clientele expected cultured companions, not just empty heads. Desiree enjoyed it all thoroughly, but she was starting to feel a bit worn out.
Desiree wondered if anyone would select her for tonight. She was once again 'on the menu' but hadn't been available to have a private session with anyone for a few days. Desiree still felt conflicted about prostituting herself. Sure, it was legal and all now, but she didn't really consider this important. Rather; it bothered her how much she enjoyed it.
Sometimes she could still feel conflicted about whether or not this was right for her. The trepidation of meeting a client, the flirting; where she had confidence as Desiree that Dustin never had. The tantalizing prelude to the act, where she and her client knew what they wanted but still played coy. Then came the act itself; satisfying their needs and then when her client took her, as they inevitably did, forcing her to submit, to surrender, and then the amazingly powerful orgasms she would feel that shook her whole body.
In was in these moments when Dustin came to the forefront, he was apoplectic, raging that she would do this. He screamed at her that this was not how his grandmother raised him, and that the crossdressing and exploration of his feminine side had gone too far! These moments were very unhappy for Desiree, and she had to suppress Dustin, and push that side of her down.
And then there was Adam. Desiree knew they were not exclusive, and he clearly knew what her side job was, and he had never pressured her to stop. But he was so wonderful, and her new job gave her a renewed sense of purpose.
She would probably have to talk to Trixie about this later, or maybe finally talk to her psychiatrist. She could just imagine the conniptions that Doctor Sigourney Freed would have when she revealed to her what she had been up to.
But as of right now her makeup was done and flawless and she needed to get into her outfit. She would be on stage soon.
**
Eric and some of his friends from the gym had all decided to go out and hit some of the clubs. Eric needed to get out. He was frustrated. As much as he tried, the hot chick at the gym just wouldn't give him the time of day. That bitch just kept teasing him by working out near him all the time and flaunting herself like that in those skimpy workout clothes. Her and that other girl she worked out with. The last week though he hadn't seen her around as much and he wondered if she was avoiding him.
Bitches, I'm hot property, Eric thought, they needed to get them some of this while they could.
All of his buddies at the gym kept giving him a hard time about it. Eric kept trying because she was hot, but also because she was working out wrong and she needed to know it. If she'd only just listen to him he'd make sure she got those gains. It was frustrating. She just needed to appreciate him for what he could offer.
Going to a club and picking up a hot girl to take home would be just the thing to take the edge off. A buddy from work picked the club tonight. Some place called COBALT. None of the other guys in his group had ever been there before but it was supposedly one of the hottest clubs in New York right now. Sounded like just the place to go and blow off some steam.
Judging by the line outside on the sidewalk to get in it the rumors must be true, he noticed, when he and his buddies bailed out of their über. One of his buddies apparently knew the bouncer so they went to the head of the line, and surprisingly got waved right in. Eric looked back at the long line of people waiting to get into the club; sucks to be you, losers.
Once inside it was pretty impressive. His bro had a VIP booth reserved up above the common folk down on the floor. The waitresses were all doing some sort of school girl uniform, there was a stage with live entertainment, go-go girls in cages, and the dance floor was packed.
Eric and his buddies got a table and were deciding who should go to the bar and order the drinks when a school girl costumed waitress appeared and took their order. Sweet! That line at the bar was way too long. This place was great! And their drinks came back fast! Awesome service, five stars.
Eric watched as the waitress walked away after delivering their drinks. Her pleated mini-skirt was so short her panties were playing peek-a-boo with every step. And her legs...nice!
Tequila Shots for everyone! Eric downed his shot before ordering more drinks for his table. This night was starting out great. Hmm...a new girl was coming out on stage to perform.
**
Desiree walked out onto the stage like she owned the place. Patrons were cheering already as she was known to be a good performer. Tonight was rock and roll night so she had dressed in black. She wore her leather pleated mini skirt, torn black thigh highs, antique rock band tank top, and red knee-high boots and a pair of distressed black lace opera gloves. A couple of beaded necklaces and some long dangly earrings finished her accessories.
Trixie had teased Desiree's hair up into a wild, classic 1980s style, and Desiree had made her makeup bold and colorful, reflecting that era in music. She looked every bit the wild rocker from decades ago.
The music for her song started to play and she was ready to deliver.
"Is it fate or random chance, how can I decide, are we victims of circumstance, when destinies collide..."
**
Eric couldn't believe his eyes or his ears. Up on the stage was the girl from the gym. The one he'd been trying to pick up for weeks now...or was it months...time sure flies.
"Somebody's out there somewhere, waiting for someone to come their way..."
The lyrics from her song were mocking him.
"Somebody's out there somewhere, I will somehow be somebody's someone, someday..."
And to make matters worse his gym friends saw it too. They started ragging on him.
"Gym-Bro, you were hitting on a tranny."
Eric looked out over the club from their VIP booth. Sure enough there was that other girl, the workout partner, sitting at a table with customers. Eric was told they were hostesses, but tranny hostesses?
"So this is a tranny club?" Eric asked dumbfounded.
"Bro, this is a tranny club and brothel." One of his friends answered mercilessly.
Anger at being deceived filled Eric's soul. He would make them pay.
**
Desiree finished her song to the loud and wildly enthusiastic applause she normally received. She felt great that she had really been able to do this song justice. She thought about maybe releasing a cover version on an internet video hosting sight or something.
As Desiree exited the stage she was annoyed that there was some commotion or ruckus up in the VIP sections. Oh well, the bouncers would take care of people who partied too hard. They always did.
Desiree made her way out to the club to circulate. Who knew, maybe she would find a patron or client who wanted her and she'd get lucky.
**
Dustin woke up in the bedroom of his apartment and was still tired. Perhaps tired was being too kind, Dustin was exhausted!
After his opening number as Desiree at club COBALT she had entertained a client. Being "on the menu" meant that anyone could request a diva or hostess for a private session and that was exactly what had happened. Desiree spent over an hour in private with her customer. The sex was actually kind of 'meh' but she would never let her customer know.
It was the first time she had ever had to fake an orgasm. Her patron was certainly endowed well enough. At about 7 inches he had more than adequate length, but his cock was thin and Desiree handled it with ease.
The disappointments began when he came in her mouth after only 3 of 4 minutes of oral stimulation from Desiree's blow job. After he came, he was flaccid and needed to rest for almost half an hour before he could perform again.
And after Desiree was finally able to make him hard again and as he was fucking her ass he once again came too quickly. Desiree had only just begun to enjoy their encounter when her patron ejaculated into her ass. She was working hard to achieve her own orgasm as her patron just wasn't doing it for her.
Of course, once he came, he went limp and then he wanted to sleep again. Desiree placed a tampon in her ass to stop the cum from leaking out and staining her panties while she waited. She actually read a book while her client slept in the bed at one of COBALT'S guest rooms that they were using for their encounter.
"The Wealth of Nations" was a very old book but still one Dustin studied from time to time.
Since her client was satisfied, Desiree simply had to wait until he woke up and escort him to the exit.
When he woke up, Dustin put away his book and making the mental shift into character as Desiree she made sure her client was satisfied with her service. Even joining him in the shower to "wash his back"...and give one more blow job...and wash away the cum leaking from her bottom.
When her client finally left, she had washed and cleaned herself and redressed and fixed her makeup. She went back down to the club as she was due to sing again where she was astounded to learn she was double-booked...ANOTHER patron had requested her for private entertainment.
Desiree went to complain to Anastasya, but Anastasya reminded her that she had been missing a few shifts and had to make up her work somehow.
Dustin rose slowly out of bed, his whole body felt sore, especially his ass and mouth and he felt disgusted with himself. Acting as Desiree; he had serviced two clients in one night and neither one of them had made her orgasm.
Desiree had felt cheap and used, and Dustin felt disgusted by what he did when he was acting as Desiree. There was conflict for him mentally when he changed over to Desiree and his emotions warred within himself as to whether he had gone too far.
Of course, now that he was finally due to start making some real money at Smith Financial it seemed more academic than it had a few months ago when he was fired and in danger of losing everything.
The choice between starving and ending up homeless on the streets, or doing what needed to be done to survive... it was no longer a choice for Dustin.
Dustin made his way to his apartment bathroom to take another shower. The one he had after the second client was more than adequate for the cum that he washed away, but Dustin felt dirty and despite the scalding hot water and the furious washing with the wash cloth it seemed no amount of scrubbing could clean away the torment he was feeling.
As Dustin washed, he wondered if he would still be feeling the same way he did now if Desiree had her orgasms. Dustin realized that he hadn't ever been this conflicted after achieving a mind-bowing orgasm from servicing a client. Even the horrible pounding her first customer, Carl Marks, had given her had still made her orgasm. Somehow this thought made him feel even worse.
Desiree's second client was the opposite of her first. No amount of oral stimulation or anal penetrations she performed with her finger to stimulate her client's prostate, or nibbling or even biting his nipples seemed to compel her client to cum. He refused all kissing attempts on his mouth as well.
Instead this client just wanted to fuck her and fuck her hard. No matter how she tried however her second client just wouldn't...or couldn't...cum. She tried to bear down to provide more pressure on his cock as he rammed it inside her. She wiggled her ass and rotated her hips to titillate and excite her patron, as well as try to get him to stimulate her prostate. She moaned wantonly and vocalized encouragement to make him cum...but all to no avail.
On the verge of giving up and with the pounding her ass was taking making her more and more uncomfortable, and then sore, and then on the verge of pain, Desiree was seriously considering suggesting they stop and rest when her client finally came inside her ass.
Desiree was relieved when he stopped as the soreness and discomfort from her client's lack of skill sexually was building intolerably. As she turned to attend to her client and suck his cock clean, or cuddle if he wanted to, or even share the shower with him she was annoyed when he simply dressed quickly and turned and left.
Desiree just sat there in bewilderment as his cum slowly leaked out her ass and onto the bed sheets. Her client had used her for his own orgasm and then simply up and left her there.
Desiree took her time with her own shower after that. She still had to sing the last song of the night. If she delayed for a bit, she wouldn't have time to find out if Anastasya had triple booked her.
When she finally went back down to the club to sing the last song of the evening, somehow this time her heart just wasn't in it.
**
Dustin finished his shower in a dour mood. He was fuming at his behavior and for the first time in a long time he didn't want to dress up in his apartment and...
Do what?
Twirl? Pretend to be a girl? Sit in his apartment and paint his toenails?
Dustin couldn't remember what, if anything, that he did or used to do in the apartment as himself before he started experimenting as Desiree. Researching his role, he recalled calling his endeavors.
Dustin looked at himself in the mirror and was brooding over the changes that he saw in his appearance.
His skin was softer.
His features were actually more delicate.
His hair was lighter colored and instead of his normal brown, or even the honey blond that Anastasya originally had him change it to, she had insisted he change it again to a lighter shade of bright golden blond. He had even grown it out more so that it was down to the bottom of his shoulder blades on his middle back.
When was the last time he had even considered visiting a barber anyway? Instead he had visited a hair salon perhaps three or four times to professionally care for his...well; her hair...Desiree's hair, he mused.
Dustin turned away from the mirror, upset at how far he had gone for his role as a diva at COBALT. If he hadn't needed the money...if he hadn't been on the verge of starving and losing his apartment after getting fired...things surely would have been different.



Dustin had to dig through the bottom of his closet to find any clothes that were not dresses or skirts or blouses. He was irritated with himself for not finding any of his regular underwear...he had forgotten that he had thrown out the last pair of briefs.
With a resigned sigh he reluctantly put on a clean pair of panties and then fished out an old pair of jeans. Dustin looked for his shoes, he was sure he still had some. He couldn't have thrown those out as well...could he?
Again, not finding any of Dustin's shoes he resigned himself to borrowing from Desiree's stash. He borrowed her workout gym shoes, cross trainers by Shü, a women's athletic apparel line, and aside from the lavender color and chartreuse laces they would have to do.
At least he found one t-shirt still around for Dustin to wear. And at least it was clean.
Dustin put it on and stood in front of his mirror to appraise his appearance. He was disconcerted to notice that his nipples and breasts were visible through the T-shirt. It seemed that his out-of-shape chest was enough to poke through the cotton material and be noticed. Somehow it seemed even his nipples and aureoles were larger now as well. Had they always been this large? Dustin couldn't remember.
Ugh...
Dustin ordered groceries using an on-line app. The store would deliver them to his apartment later that day. He had only today off before he was to start work officially at Smith Financial Monday and he had so many things to do. At least he didn't have to work a shift at COBALT Tonight. Getting a good night's sleep sounded absolutely heavenly.
Finishing his order, Dustin hit the send button and then gathered up all his laundry...and Desiree's laundry as well, and made his way to the laundromat in the basement of the apartment building. He was annoyed yet again that Desiree's pile of laundry was so much larger than Dustin's. At least the ensemble he had selected for his first day at work...well, Desiree's first day...he thought bitterly, was back from the cleaners and hanging in his closet.
**
Tya sat in the basement Laundromat of the apartment building while she waited for her laundry to finish drying in the dryer. Tya hated doing her laundry. The basement laundromat was well lit and ventilated but the strong odor of laundry soap and the heat and humidity from the dryers was so annoying.
At least she had the place to herself right now. It was nice to have her choice of machines but regrettably there was no one to talk to either. Tya was about to reconcile herself to reading older free copies of magazines on her tablet when she saw her neighbor, Dustin walk in.
At least he was being Dustin today, and not dressed in women's clothing, although truth be told, Tya thought he looked better dressed as a woman.
She thought of perhaps a half a dozen times she saw him since the first time he approached her for help unzipping a dress he was stuck in. Most of those were early in the morning when he was returning from wherever he worked at.
Tya watched as Dustin loaded up three machines with laundry. She was impressed that he knew to separate lights and darks, most guys didn't, but studiously buried her nose in her tablet and feigned interest in the celebrity gossip column when she saw him load his third machine with intimates and delicates.
She glanced up briefly when he sat down in a chair near her but not next to her and gave her space.
Tya thought about the first couple of times she saw him returning from his work. She remembered thinking that she had thought he had make-up residue on his face.
She remembered that he had said he was an actor so she reasoned if he was working in theater somewhere then that would explain things.
But three other times she had either spotted him as she was about to leave her apartment for work and once even passed him in the hall way on her way out and he was dressed head to toe in women's clothing.
Tya was curious as to what her neighbor was really doing, and well, maybe saying hello was a neighborly thing to do.
Dustin was still brooding over his current situation.
"How did I get myself in so deep" He thought.
It took him a moment to realize his neighbor from across the hall was watching him.
"Tya, hi."
"Hey Dustin. I always see you coming home from work in the morning but I hardly ever see you like this." Tya began.
"Like this?" Dustin asked.
"Dressed as a guy."
Dustin seemed to shrink away a bit.
"You know, not in character...how is your acting job going?" Tya responded carefully.
"Oh...oh..." Dustin felt a bit tongue tied.
Wait...was his social anxiety actually affecting him again? It hadn't bothered him in months, and now it's back?
"Is it going well?"
"Um...yeah...it's going well." Dustin finally managed to speak. He struggled to control his racing emotions. And for once, anger was mixed in with the chaos of other conflicting feelings.
So Desiree gets to interact with people and have fun and not ever feel anxious or awkward but I don't? Dustin was livid and at the same time knew somehow that he had only himself to blame.
"Where do you work anyway? I'd love to get out some time and see you. Live theater is always so entertaining."
Dustin channeled his anger and used it as a driving force to let him speak.
"It's not an actual theater, I mean...It was an old theater...but it's been renovated into a club."
"What kind of club?" Tya was curious. She had never gone clubbing before.
"Well...it's largely a dance club, although there is live entertainment as well...I sing, mostly." Dustin was embarrassed. He didn't know how much he should explain.
"Wow...singing on stage? That's so cool. What club? Maybe you could get me in sometime to see you."
Dustin didn't know why he did it but the words actually came out in a rush almost on their own accord.
"It's a club where transgendered women and cross-dressers go to perform. We also wait tables...and stuff..." Dustin felt himself blush thinking of his experiences earlier.
"Oh..." Tya paused for a moment as she considered what Dustin had said. Suddenly it all made sense to her.
"What's your name?"
"I'm Dustin." Dustin answered after a moment of confusion.
"No, I mean your girl name...the name of the character you play?" Tya asked again.
"Desiree." Dustin answered after a momentary pause.
"Do you even know you are beautiful?" Tya asked.
"I know I am passable." Dustin responded although secretly he was suddenly quite flattered by her comment, even if it was meant for Desiree and not Dustin.
"Well, you definitely have a natural ability."
"What do you mean?"
"You have a natural feminine appearance."
"I think you mean androgynous." Dustin stated.
"No. I thought so initially but now it's obvious. And I've seen you on occasion when you come back home. You really make a beautiful girl."
Tya's comments did nothing to help Dustin's conflicted emotions. Now feelings of satisfaction at being flattered joined the mix of anger and self loathing. God, I really am a mess right now, Dustin thought.
Tya reached out and pushed a stray lock of Dustin's long blonde hair back behind his ear.
"That's cute. It's too bad you're a guy. I have a thing for blonds. If you were a girl, you're the kind of girl I'd go for," she admitted.
"But," you're a lesbian? Dustin thought. "You have a daughter." He said instead.
"Yeah..." Tya looked away embarrassed and then perhaps a bit angry. "I got drunk with someone I thought was a friend..." She looked back to Dustin "we ended up in bed together."
"Oh." Dustin didn't know what to say to that.
"Yeah" Tya acknowledged.
An alarm from one of the dryer's interrupted their conversation as Tya got up to attend to her laundry.
"Well, this was fun. You know if you're ever dressed up and if you ever want to get together and have girl talk again, I'd love to meet you and maybe hang out with you when you are Desiree."
"Uh...sure...I'd like that." Dustin allowed.
Tya simply smiled and waved as she gathered up her laundry and left.
**
It was finally Monday morning, and Dustin walked through the front doors of the Smith Financial building, past the marble-clad lobby and into the large atrium at its center. The main offices occupied 38 floors of glass and steel, built as a hexagon around this central, open area. The 39th and 40th floors were reserved for the top executives, while the penthouse was for Adam Smith alone.
Dustin looked up, always somewhat in awe of the sight no matter how many times he went into the building. Natural light flooded the structure, as it was open all the way up, covered by a glinting structure glass supported by steel spokes.
Dustin was here for his second first day of work at Smith Financial, under very different circumstances from the first time he was hired here!
Dustin nervously adjusted his skirt, and started to walk across the large atrium to the executive level elevators on the far side. His heels clicked and echoed on the polished stone floors, as he mingled with the dozens of other people on their way to work. He knew he looked good -he had picked up a couple of business suits and accessories to last through the week. He would do some more online shopping later today to flesh out his business wardrobe.
He was wearing a sharp navy-blue business skirt and jacket combination that flattered his figure. The skirt hugged his bottom, and ended just above his knees. The jacket snugly conformed to his torso, covering an ivory-colored satin blouse, and complimented the C-cup breast-forms he wore in his bra. Heavy, nude stockings highlighted his shapely legs, which were set off by matching blue 4-inch pumps. Over the weekend, he'd had his nails done at a salon, and his honey-blonde, shoulder-length hair was styled impeccably. His makeup was subdued for the work place, but flawless.
But in spite of the confidence his appearance gave him, Dustin was nervous. He just couldn't make the mental shift to Desiree, and while the silky feeling of his lingerie and stockings felt amazing, he felt uncomfortable. Sure, Adam had expressly told him to come to the offices "en femme," and was clear that this was a big reason he was hiring Dustin back. But this just felt too... real. Desiree was really encroaching into Dustin's world now, and he was not finding it natural.
Plus, even though he was working in the executive areas of the top few floors of the building, it was inevitable that he would run into people who knew him. In particular, Dustin was nervous about seeing John, David, and - especially - Carl again. His insides churned just thinking about them, and what their likely reactions would be to seeing Dustin as a "sissy" again. This time though, it wasn't in the familiar environment of COBALT, it would be in the "real world."
And that was the crux of it, wasn't it, Dustin pondered. This could not be rationalized as researching acting roles, or doing what he had to do to pay the rent and live in New York. This was choosing to dress and act like a woman in real life.
The one thought that Dustin clung to, was that with this new job he would have the financial stability he needed to stop escorting for Anastasya. That was a whole separate mess that Dustin's mind shied away from. Prostituting himself had repulsed him from the start, and still did. But there was a side to him, when he shifted to Desiree that enjoyed those activities. When he thought about a future at Smith Financial, in which he could sing at COBALT on his terms, and would not have to service clients, Dustin was hopeful and happy. But the side that was Desiree seemed almost... disappointed.
Deep in these thoughts, Dustin found himself standing in front of a bank of sleek elevators. The glass doors on the far left slid open, and after a few people exited, Dustin entered the express elevator to the 38th floor and turned around, demurely holding his purse in front of him. The doors slid shut, and the elevator started to ascend.
Dustin absently scanned the atrium as the elevator rose, listening to the pleasant piano music. Suddenly, his insides turned to ice, and the fine hairs on his neck stood up. There, in the atrium, where he had just been walking moments before was Carl Marks.
Carl was standing next to a large planter sprouting with exotic vegetation, talking to a middle-aged woman. He did not look up in the direction of the elevator, and seemed to be listening to whatever the woman had to say. He held his laptop bag in one hand, and a disposable coffee cup in the other.
Could he have seen him?! Dustin wondered. Would he have recognized him? Dustin was dressed and styled much differently than the times Carl had seen him - and abused him - at COBALT. Dustin had not seen Carl since their liaison.
Dustin composed himself, and smoothed his skirt. Of course, he would have to deal with Carl and the others at some point. He had just not been ready for it to be the morning of his first day! He took comfort again in the job and the possibilities in front of him. But, the conflict and discomfort of being dressed as Desiree in "real" public, but feeling like Dustin, would not dissipate.
**
Carl stood dumbstruck. He literally could not believe what he was seeing, and almost rubbed his eyes like a cartoon character. He had just entered the main atrium at Smith Financial, heading to the elevators for his usual trip to the 12th floor and the trudge to his cubicle, when he saw Dustin and stopped dead in his tracks.
The main paths of the atrium were set up like an X, with dense vegetation planted between them and smaller side-paths cutting through. Dustin (Desiree?) was walking along the arm of the "X" perpendicular to Carl's position about 20 yards away, and he watched as she strode past him without noticing him.
He (she?) looked amazing. He had on a tight skirt and short jacket made of some kind of shiny, expensive-looking material that stopped just at the waist and showed off his very round ass. Carl didn't remember Dustin's ass being that full when they had their little interlude at COBALT. His legs were toned and very shapely, the morning sun glinting off of his stockings. His hair and chest (Were those boobs? Did Dustin have boobs now?) bounced slightly with each step as he strutted to the elevators.
What was Dustin doing back here?! Carl's mind swam in confusion, trying to make sense of what he was seeing. There is no way that Bob would have hired Dustin back, and certainly not dressed as a woman! Bob was definitely homophobic, though he tried hard to hide it. Who would have hired Dustin? How would he even get an interview, having been fired once? Was he just here to see someone? But who and why?
Carl had often thought of Dustin after that night at COBALT, masturbating furiously to the thought of him all dolled up and wearing that latex cat suit. He had often thought to go back, but had been told he was banned. But now that he saw Dustin again, looking so feminine and desirable, thoughts began to form about how he could revisit the pleasures of that experience.
"Carl? Carl! Carl?" Carl's thoughts were interrupted by, a portly, middle-aged woman who had just walked up to him. "Are you in there somewhere?"
"Huh? Oh, good morning Janet, how are you doing?" Carl's brain re-engaged. Janet... Janet from the HR department.
"You look like you just saw a ghost!" Janet chortled. "Everything ok?"
"Oh yeah, just a lot on my mind today. How are you doing?"
"Oh, I'm fine. Well, my sciatica is acting up, but the pills my doctor gives me do a good job of managing that. You know, have I ever told you about living with chronic pain? Well, it is a pain!" Janet laughed at her own joke. "But you know, my doctor says - "
"What can I do for you, Janet?" Carl broke in.
Janet blinked, switching mental gears. "Oh, well I just have a few forms for you to sign for the new analyst your team is taking on board."
"Oh, sure, we can do that now," Carl said absently. "Hey, Janet, on a different topic - I thought that I just saw Dustin Thurston walk through here. Did he get hired back?"
Janet's lips pursed in disapproval. "Well, you know I'm not supposed to talk about that, Carl. But you were his old team lead, and I have to say, this whole deal is highly irregular."
"Really? How so?"
Janet pushed her glassed up on her nose. "Well, first, since he was fired for cause, we ordinarily never would have considered even interviewing him again for any role."
"Right..."
"And we certainly would not have encouraged him to come to work dressed as a woman! Can you believe it!" Janet caught herself, "-er, I mean there is nothing wrong with that, live and let live, I always say. But Smith Financial does have certain morality clauses, you know."
"I do. So, how is Dustin here?" Carl prodded.
Janet leaned in conspiratorially. "Well! It came right from the top. Adam Smith created a special projects role, reporting directly to him. He said Dustin's unique skill set made him the ideal candidate. The Board is not happy, no sir, but Adam pushed hard."
Carl was again dumbfounded; this little, sissy prat, Dustin, was now reporting to the CEO of Smith Financial and working as an executive.
Carl had been at Smith for 10 years, had been promoted once, and was a long way away from getting to the 38th floor. His thoughts became quite envious, imagining Dustin's spacious 38th floor office, the perks of being a personal assistant that he must be enjoying, the executive washroom, and more than likely a fat pay check! How in the hell did Dustin swing that? He didn't deserve it! What a sneaky little cocksucker!
Carl's face had changed, and Janet asked, "Carl, is everything ok?"
Carl shouldered his laptop bag. "Huh? Yeah fine. Listen I forgot I have an early call, I gotta go, Janet. I'll swing by later for those forms." He was already walking towards the elevators.
"Oh, ah, ok then. See you later?" Janet called.
Carl jumped into the first elevator that opened. He knew exactly how Dustin got this job. He must be polishing Adam Smith's knob on a regular basis. What a sneaky, little sissy whore! As his elevator started to rise, Carl's mind was formulating a plan - a plan to put Dustin back in his place, and let him know that Carl was a man to be reckoned with.
Since his encounter with Dustin at COBALT Carl had discovered how much he enjoyed being in charge during sex. His journey of discovery had led him down some interesting paths and into some interesting places. His wife didn't know of his new hobbies, she thought that he worked late simply to provide for her and their life together. These hobbies would be useful in forming the basis for Carl's scheme!
As the plan firmed up, an unkind smile spread across Carl's face. He checked his watch - he had some calls to make, this would require some preparation. But he saw a way to satisfy both his lust for Dustin's sweet ass and mouth, and his desire to knock him down several rungs and establish Carl's dominance, all at once.
**
Desiree arrived for work at Smith Financial today feeling good. This morning's commute was the shortest she'd ever had - a quick ride down from Adam's penthouse. When she finished her research Adam Smith had insisted that he present it to him privately...that night...over dinner and drinks.
Desiree had to rush home to her apartment, and then to COBALT to pack an overnight bag. Adam had made his intentions clear. She had to beg off work that night at COBALT with a promise to make it up later. Anastasya was disappointed.
She made her way back to work and let herself into the penthouse where she changed out of her work clothes; a navy blue blazer and pencil skirt ensemble, nude pantyhose, white blouse and blue heels to match her skirt; she had matched her bra and panties to her skirt as well, and made for the shower.



It was a nice shower too; big enough for three, with multiple jets and an overhead rain shower fixture.
Desiree luxuriated in the warm water and was starting to relax in the moment when she was momentarily surprised as she heard noises and the sounds of people coming from the penthouse. Adam was supposed to give her time to prepare. She had only just finished giving herself an enema before showering.
But after a quick glance out from the bathroom it turned out that a private chef was preparing dinner for two in the kitchen while another assistant was setting up a table outside on the open-air terrace.
Toweling off after her shower Desiree sat nude on the counter of the bathroom while she fixed her hair and applied her makeup.
She went for a sultry yet innocent look to match the dress she brought with her. The emerald green bodycon dress was stunning, and with her new amazing breast forms her curves would flaunt and flatter her figure at its best. The adhesive was easy to apply and soon they were stuck symmetrically to her chest. With practiced hands she used makeup and blended the edges of the forms into her skin. Now it was impossible to tell they were not real.
She applied only minimal amounts of makeup, except for her eye shadow where she used green and silver, to highlight her grey eyes and complement the green dress. Red lipstick of course, her lips were full and she felt the shade of red she had chosen was the best color to showcase them.
Next she selected her black lace bra and panty set for intimate wear. Her adhesive for the new C-cup breast forms didn't need any support so the lace bra was chosen for its ability to flatter and emphasize her bust. The cut of the panty was also flattering and tucking was such an easy thing for her now that standing in front of the mirror she once again admired her figure.
She smiled wryly as she realized how many times in a day she admired her figure.
She added nude thigh high stockings and then stepped into her new emerald green high heeled shoes that matched her dress. They were open toe with an ankle strap and 4 inch heels. You can never have heels to high, she giggled to herself.
Lastly, she put on her new dress. The cut of the dress ensured that her décolletage; her neck, shoulders, back and upper chest would be elegantly exposed. The bodycon style was figure hugging. The hem of the skirt was just below the tops of her thigh highs and had a pleasantly tight feeling around her legs, almost forcing them together.
Desiree admired herself in the spacious penthouse master bathroom mirror once more before walking out to the main room. The living space, except for the master bath was open concept to maximize the views of the city.
Desiree went to the holographic computer set against the wall and called up her report from the company servers. Next she made her way to the bar and was about to mix some drinks when the chef's assistant stopped her. He made the drinks for her, a long island ice tea for Desiree, and had the bottle of scotch and glass set aside for when Adam arrived.
Fortunately, it wasn't long after that Adam made his appearance and they both sat down to dinner.
Desiree was thrilled to be in Adam's company. He was attentive, gave her admiring looks and appreciative comments, and made the dinner conversation fun and lively without ever talking about work.
After dinner drinks were served and the chef and chef's assistant departed, leaving Desiree and Adam alone in the penthouse.
Still he refused to talk business or about her risk analysis. Taking in the view from the terrace he was flirtatious and Desiree found herself responding to his attentions. When he made to kiss her, she had no thoughts of saying no or resisting.
When he led her to the bedroom she could feel her rapid heart beat, and flushed cheeks. She was actually sweating ever so slightly in anticipation.
Adam slipped off the thin shoulder straps of her dress from her shoulders as he kissed her. He turned her around to unzip the dress, and with a small push of the fabric over her hips it fell to the carpet in a pile.
Desiree looked over her shoulder when he did this and saw that he was admiring her backside. His hands were placed on her hips and she enjoyed the firm grip he had when he turned her back around to face him.
He pulled her into another kiss. There was no need for conversation or small talk. Desiree doubted in her excitement that she would make intelligible conversation anyway. As she was walked backwards towards the bed she flushed again with anticipation.
Desiree removed Adam's tie, then unbuttoned his shirt. She unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. She slipped his trousers down slightly to giver her hand more room as she reached into his boxers to retrieve his long and hard 7-inch cock.
Adam embraced her in another kiss as she stroked his cock.
Adam quickly kicked off his shoes and stripped out of his shirt, pants, socks and boxers.
He stood there a moment to admire Desiree; her long blond hair, black lace bra and panties, nude thigh highs, and emerald green 4-inch heels.
Her body was just so amazing compared to when he last had her. She was fine before, but now...damn! Adam mused that Anastasya must be slipping Desiree her "special cocktail" to encourage her feminization. He kissed her and then kissed down her neck, and then kissed her chest between her breast forms causing Desiree to sigh involuntarily.
"You know, if you make these real, how sensitive they would be and how much fun we can have with them."
Adam flirted incorrigibly.
Desiree only smiled. If life were to stay like this right now she would almost be ready to have them. The thought her having real breasts and of Adam playing with them was tantalizing. It was almost enough to break her resolve and change her mind.
The kiss was amazing and when they had to break apart to catch their breath, Adam boldly pushed Desiree back forcing her to fall onto the bed. Her long blond hair splayed out behind her as she lay on top of the turned down comforter.
Adam crawled up onto the bed and positioned himself between Desiree's legs. There would be no more foreplay tonight. He had to have her and have her right now.
Desiree was eagerly anticipating giving Adam a blow job. She loved the power she had over men when she fellated them and drove them to cum. It was a powerful feeling to reduce a big strong man to a quivering mess. That he might also reciprocate was nice too.
When he pulled aside her panties and lined his cock up with her back passage Desiree was mildly disappointed. She had already applied the lube she would need and was ready. But when Adam thrust his cock inside her, she forgot all about her disappointment.
The incredible sense of fullness when he penetrated her ass brought Desiree nearly overwhelming pleasure. When he withdrew his cock, the sense of relief from the pressure was coupled with the sense of loss. The pleasurable fullness was gone.
Desiree reached for Adam but he was kneeling between her legs and was too far away, gripping her thighs and ass for control as he began slow and steady thrusts into her anus. The slow pace was infuriating and frustrating. She wanted more!
But as she had these thoughts Adam was slowly, almost imperceptibly increasing his pace, driving into her again and again with his hard throbbing cock. Desiree gripped at the sheets of the bed to hold onto something as her body was gently rocked back and forth by Adam and his driving cock.
As the tempo increased, her body became aflame with pleasure. Warmth expanded out from her ass and filled her with the sensations of ecstasy.
Adam was now driving into her hard and Desiree was gasping and crying out, her vocalizations of pleasure and joy escaped unrestrained from her lips.
Finally, the pleasure reached a crescendo and could no longer be contained. Desiree's orgasm and cry filled the penthouse with the sounds of feminine rapture.
Although she had cum, and her little cock and released its stored load into her panties, Adam continued to pleasure her and stimulate her prostate. Having opened the gates her second orgasm was just as intense as the first and arrived only a minute or two after.
Desiree need a moment to rest and recover but Adam continued to pound away at her now. Her grip on the sheets had loosened and she flailed about for purchase as Adam drove her body unrelentingly.
As Desiree's third orgasm was building and threatened to overwhelm her Adam finally came, and with a masculine growl unleashed a torrent of stored cum deep into Desiree's ass.
Desiree ground down with her ass and finished what Adam had started by stimulating her third and most powerful orgasm yet. Her tiny cock spurt another tiny load of cum into her panties, soaking the front of the lace.
Adam held onto her and she could feel the twitching of his cock inside her as she flexed her sphincter to milk every last drop of cum she could from Adam's rod.
With a final gasp, Adam collapsed on top of her, his cock still deep inside her, and they lay in their embrace as they recovered from their passion.
The sounds of heavy breathing slowly subsided. Adam tenderly withdrew his cock from Desiree's ass and handed her a towel to stem the flow of his cum from her ass. He lay next to her and turned her head to face his as he gave her a slow passionate kiss.
**
Desiree woke the next morning feeling a sense of soreness in her ass and smiled the smile of a woman pleasured. She and Adam had passed out after making love. Around 3 in the morning they both woke up. Surprisingly Adam was all business as they lay together, him still naked, and her still in her lace bra, cum soaked lace panties, nude thigh highs and emerald green heels.
It was probably the best most amazing business meeting she had ever had.
"What do you know of Allegoria?" Adam asked.
"Before this assignment, I've never even heard of it." Desiree allowed as she launched into her report.
"It was a tiny principality until the Second Great European War as they call it or WWIII as we call it here in America. It was a haven for refugees, and the huge influx of refugees were drafted into the army. During the war they expanded outward into a power vacuum in the Aegean and Mediterranean Sea region, greatly expanding their territory."
"It's a constitutional monarchy, a huge tax haven for business, a center for banking, and a tourist destination for casinos and legalized prostitution."
"It is also one of a handful of countries that are producers of solar energy fields for electricity."
"There is no organized crime or mob presence. The Allegorian nobles are the true power of the country and really run the show."
"So it sounds like it's a rather dystopian kind of society if you ask me." Desiree concluded.
"It is." Adam concurred. "Now what about Countess Delacroix, our client?"
"She is apparently transgendered. She was born in Allegoria a boy, grew up in Minnesota, and returned to Allegoria when her father was accused of a crime. As part of a plea deal she agreed to an arranged marriage."
"And what do you know about that?" Adam Asked.
"Apparently, arranged marriages are still part of their customs. But in a twist of fate, now that same sex marriages are legal almost everywhere, they blended the practice of arranged marriages to include men and not just women." Desiree answered.
"Punishments for crimes there can be creative and anachronistic. For example, they revived public shaming as one way to punish criminals. You could be sentenced to time in a pillory for minor offenses there. Apparently as part of the plea deal for her father; Jules Verne became Jewel Veronica and now lives her life as a woman."
"And what did you find out about the company we are trying to invest in?"
"There are actually two companies. One is a software company that makes secure software for banking and financial transactions both domestically and internationally.
Adam was surprised that Desiree had found out about the software company. That was supposed to be well hidden.
"The other is a solar power generation company called Reality Solar. They make solar power collectors that use some sort of energy field to collect photons, converting them to electricity. They can also collect enough energy to cause local cooling under the field."
"That's right," Adam broke in. "They have a side effect of reducing the heat and temperatures in cities and can mitigate the urban heat sink trap. And since the energy source is free, and green, the only cost is the manufacture of the collector."
"So according to all the SEC filings Jean Claude Delacroix IV was the majority shareholder of Reality Solar as well as holding the patents for the collectors. He was also owner of 10% of the software company and the largest shareholder."
"When he died all this became his wife's property."
"Correct, and the amount that we all stand to gain when these companies go public" Adam asked.
"This will easily reach into the low tens of billions from the IPOs alone, although long term investment, for dividends, particularly in the energy company would be the wisest investment option." Desiree answered.
"So you see our dilemma is this; the other investors want to know if Countess Delacroix will play ball? Is she a good business partner? Trust needs to be established."
**
They both fucked once more and fell asleep afterward and slept until morning. When Desiree woke, she was sated and sore. She could hear that Adam was currently in the shower. Desiree woke up and finally slipped off her heels, and removed her thigh highs, then doffed her bra. She was about to slip off her panties when a wicked thought occurred to her.
She hadn't had the opportunity to give Adam a blow job last night. She could hear him being active in the shower. Desiree stood up and left her panties on as she padded into the bathroom to join Adam in the shower. She delighted in the feeling of the weight of her breast forms on her chest as she walked...if these were real, she pondered yet again...
Desiree paused momentarily at the shower door. She considered removing her panties but they were soaked in cum so she would need to wash them anyway. Besides, she really wanted to give Adam that blow job.
**
Two days later the big meeting finally took place. In the main conference room on the 39th floor of Smith Financial n New York City, Desiree would finally meet Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix of Allegoria.
Desiree had done her risk assessment profile of their client and briefed Adam and apparently he had briefed others. The conference room was full with important people milling around and chatting. Major investors and the company heads of Smith Financial were all in attendance.
Desiree was pleased that she was invited to attend the meeting. Her presentation was important information, but a small part of the overall meeting. Her real job was to watch Jewel and give her impression of her afterwards to Adam. While she wouldn't be sitting at the table she would be able to watch from the seats for the assistants that lined the walls of the conference room.
Desire made sure to wear her best business ensemble. As a junior exec she made sure to choose a conservative blue skirt suit, new light blue blouse, black low 3" heels, and new pantyhose.
Her intimates were once again lacey but this time in white. She liked to dress naughty underneath and imagine it was Adam undressing her and seeing them.
All the attendees had arrived or were filing into the room and Adam took the opportunity to start the meeting.
"Ladies, Gentlemen if we can begin..." Adam took control and started the meeting
Adam made introductions and it was interesting to note that Lady Delacroix was with her family. Her sister Jennifer was introduced as her attorney, her mother Jocelyn was introduced as an advisor, and her husband, a woman named Donna, was there as joint owner of their shares.
The other lead shareholder was a Russian named Ivan something and his assistant, Yuri.
Ivan looked imposing and brooding. Desiree was somewhat struck by him, and found her gaze wandering back to him from time to time throughout the meeting.
Yuri looked familiar to Desiree somehow, she felt like she had seen him somewhere before. After a moment she recalled that he was always at the club. Maybe he was one of the owners. She'd have to ask Anastasya about him when she had the chance.
Desiree found the meeting to be a bit boring. She had read all the reports already. Questions were asked and answered. Aides made presentations, and others delivered their reports and such.
What Desiree did find interesting was that Lady Delacroix took her own notes with pen on paper, of all things. She remained attentive during even the most mundane presentation, and she and her retinue seemed to only ask pertinent questions.
One hour later a break was called for and Desiree finally had an opportunity to speak to Lady Delacroix.
**
"Lady Delacroix?" Desiree asked. Lady Delacroix was standing near the windows and appeared to be admiring the city as viewed from the 39th floor. She looked so serene and beautiful, Desiree thought.
She was wearing an off-white blazer over a pale ivory blouse, and a matching knee length a-line pleated skirt. Her nude nylons and ivory 4" heels were elegant yet still business appropriate. If she hadn't looked into her past for Adam, she would never have guessed hat the beautiful woman standing before her was really a man. Her figure gave every indication of true femininity.
"Yes?" Even her contralto voice was mellifluous.
"Hello, I'm Desiree, special projects manager for Smith Financial."
"Yes?" Not much of an opening with that response but Desiree pressed on, time for a little flattery.
"I just want to say what a pleasure it is to meet you. Like you I am Trans and I want to say how inspirational you are to me."
Lady Delacroix seemed taken aback.
"Inspirational? How?"
"Your successful marriage, how you followed your heart to marry and become a wife and bride despite that even today so many people do not approve of who we are." Desiree smiled uncertainly; Lady Delacroix's reaction was not what she expected.
Desiree noted Lady Delacroix was studying her intensely. She was about to say something else when Lady Delacroix finally spoke more than two words to her.
"I think you may be laboring under a false impression." Her voice was sweet yet sad.
"Uh..." Desiree mumbled.
"You seem to think that I chose to become a male-bride." It was more of a statement than a question.
"Um...Yes." Desiree answered.
"I see." Lady Delacroix returned her gaze to outside the window, continuing to admire the view.
"So many people think that." She began. "But if I had known then what I know now, well..."
Lady Delacroix turned and smiled a sad smile at Desiree. "...I'd be living happily in Minnesota."
"But...your marriage..." Desiree began. All the information she found in her research indicated that Lady Delacroix had a happy marriage. Her social media accounts from that time, press releases, gossip columns and news paper articles. There were confirmed reports she had submitted a manuscript to a publisher for a romance novel based upon her marriage. There was no objective evidence to suggest that her marriage was anything but a happy affair.
"My experience is not something I would wish on my worst enemy. Do not look at my former marriage as something positive. It wasn't. I would strongly discourage anyone from ever following in my footsteps. An arranged marriage is a terrible institution. It is unbalanced and power driven...for the Husband."
Desiree wanted to ask more but Adam was calling all the attendees back to continue the meeting. Desiree was conflicted and confused by Lady Delacroix's statements. She didn't know what to think.



**
While Desiree had been busy watching Lady Delacoix in the meeting, Yuri had been watching Desiree. He had to admit, her presentation had been impressive. Yuri knew a great deal about financial analysis, investment strategy, and risk analysis. He had taken the time to review her projections prior to the meeting, and realized she had a natural affinity for it. She was clearly an expert in her field and had commanded the data - and the room - well. After his conversation about Desiree with Anastasya, he had also a background check performed on her and was quite frankly astonished at her level of education.
The only problem was she was neglecting her duties to COBALT. This job for Adam Smith was a distraction, and filling her head with ideas that did not benefit the club, or the Organization. She was not mindful of her responsibilities and duties to the club or to Yuri. Yuri fully intended to keep his future whore in line. She needed to be reminded of who her masters were.
But, he also recognized talent when he saw it. Perhaps he could leverage Desiree's for multiple purposes at the Organization.
**
Desiree entered Adam's office as he finished up a phone call. She readied herself to give her impression of the countess to Adam Smith and one of his Russian investors. As she sat down, she took stock of the Russian, Ivan.
He was a formidable man, and his presence demanded her attention. He was seated, so she could not say how tall he was, but he was clearly a very large man, with a very fit physique that spoke of a former athlete who still kept himself in top shape. He seemed to be in his late 40s. He had classically styled black hair shot through with iron grey at the temples, and a closely cropped salt-and-pepper beard.
He had the presence of a jungle cat - coiled tension, as if he were permanently ready to spring into action at a moments notice. Desiree found herself mesmerized and somewhat troubled by this anonymous Russian.
"Well, what did you think of her?" Adam asked.
"Lady Delacroix is thrifty, and honest, she has recently declared her holdings in the software company as 15% and not the 10% we originally thought. This makes her the largest shareholder of that company. As we know she has recently remarried, to a woman no less, and I just found out that she has started a charity and a political action committee back in her home of Allegoria to bring about the end to the custom of arranged marriages. She also maintains tight security. I've looked into some of her financial data and was able to deduce that she spends almost twice as much for security as her husband did, and he was apparently notorious for his security measures."
Desiree summed up with a few more interesting financial tidbits before ending her report.
"Thank you, Desiree, that will be all for now."
**
Ivan watched as Desiree left Adam Smith's office. Ivan made it a habit of being with the most gorgeous and stimulating women and trannies in the world. His stable of concubines was always the highest quality. This Desiree, though, had truly captured his attention.
Physically, she was nearly flawless, and he was surprised to find his pants growing tight around the crotch as she presented. But he was also impressed with her intellect; clearly, she had mastered the complex financial topics and risk analyses involved in her work.
Yuri's briefing of the pretty little whore had been impressive and thorough, but if Ivan was to make use of this little whore for more than her ass and her mouth she would need to be trained and obedient.
Ivan was always on the lookout for new talent for his enterprises, and - like Yuri - he knew talent when he saw it. The little transgender whore might be a worthwhile addition to his organization...
Tentative plans were starting to form in his head for Desiree; she could be useful in multiple ways...if she was loyal. If she was not, then, well, those problems would be taken care of as well.
She would bear watching.
Ivan returned his attention to Adam Smith.
"If Lady Delacroix is indeed as honest and moral as reports indicate she may not be the ideal business partner that her husband was." Ivan stated.
"I agree. Unless we can persuade her to sell however, we may be stuck with her. Interfering with the Allegorian Nobility is an extremely risky and unpleasant prospect."
Ivan smiled a predatory grin.
"Then we shall have to either convince her to sell or find another way."
**
After Adam dismissed Desiree she returned to her office. She realized that she still had some work to do. How did she not find any evidence of unhappiness in Lady Delacoix's marriage? That was a significant oversight, and it bothered Desiree greatly. Dustin's perfectionism was also a core part of her personality.
The servers in Allegoria were controlled by the government she reasoned. They must also control the flow of information. Desiree sat down at her desk and tried to work but she found that it took her quite awhile before she could focus properly. For some reason thoughts of the imposing Russian lingered in her thoughts.
Adam Smith watched as Desiree worked at her computer. She was completely focused on whatever it was she was doing and hadn't noticed him standing at the doorway to her office.
God, she was beautiful. A stray lock of her blond hair had slipped from her head, no doubt from the stylus she had absentmindedly stuck behind her ear as she worked, and hung loosely, accenting her eyes and face.
"Good evening and Congratulations Miss Gagnon." Adam Smith pronounced from the doorway to Desiree's office.
Desiree looked up in surprise as her concentration was broken. She had been investigating the National Servers in Allegoria using her programs and apps from her...Dustin's...anonymous and untraceable accounts on the dark web.
She had never seen servers locked up so completely and was considering a DDS attack to try and crack something open.
"Gagnon?" Desiree was nonplussed.
"Yes. I was thinking that we should come up with some identification for you, to satisfy the HR requirements of re-hiring you and so on. I was thinking that Gagnon would be an ideal last name. I did a quick search and found it is one of the most popular surnames in French Canadian society. This will make it easier to get all your other papers done; driver's license, passport, insurance, voter's registration and so on."
"Isn't that my decision?" Desiree asked levelly. Having her last name changed without consulting her seemed highly inappropriate. Still, she wasn't precisely against the idea either.
"Of course it is. We can change it anytime you like, or not at all. The law allows for transgender persons to temporarily change their names as sort of a 'try-out' period. It isn't permanent until a year goes by or you file early to make it a permanent change. I haven't submitted any papers yet so they haven't been processed. Do you have a name you prefer?"
Desiree thought about it for a long moment. Recently, the thought of being Desiree for good had been growing more strongly in her mind. The idea had really taken hold of her.
But it was so permanent! Changing her name legally and officially meant leaving Dustin Thurston behind. Was she ready to do that? Was this really the life that she - and Dustin - wanted?
Abruptly, Dustin surged forward in her thoughts. "No!" he thought. "I am NOT ready to make this change! I have had to do some of these things out of necessity, but this wasn't supposed to be permanent! How do I explain this to grandma? What about a 'normal' future?"
"But," Desiree countered, "this feels... right. Adam is amazing! This job lets me use my talents as I never could in Dustin's old role. I have friends now! I feel comfortable in my own skin! I never experience any social anxiety as Desiree!"
Dustin fumed internally, unable to make a coherent counter-argument.
"I can see that this may be a bit rushed," Adam said, sensing Desiree's hesitation. "You can of course take your time with it. I am ready to help you move forward when you are ready."
"What does Gagnon mean?" She asked.
Before Adam could answer her computer chimed a response.
"Gagnon; French language; meaning "to cultivate." The soft feminine voice from her computer replied.
"It is a good addition to your name." Adam advised, smiling.
"Desiree Gagnon," Desiree thought, trying it out in her mind. If she agreed then having a year to mull things over and the ability to back out if she changed her mind later about the whole endeavor seemed like an acceptable solution. But Dustin was still ranting.
"Adam, thank you for everything, truly. I... I need to give it some thought." Desiree rose from her desk but left her program running. The search functions were sublte and untraceable, but they took lots of time to find system vulnerabilities. It was a necessary trade off to remaining undetectable.
Adam smiled at Desiree as she accepted his suggestion. Adam was pleased with how open she was to his suggestions. Adam liked when his employees followed his leadership. Creativity and boldness in his employees were often rewarded but at the end of the day he was the captain of this ship and had final say.
"By the way, excellent work today. You and the team have all done well. The Countess intends to keep her investments with our company and foster a new business relationship. It would seem your analysis was correct, and she has decided to place her trust in us. I've called all the principles together for a little celebration in my office."
Desiree followed Adam to his office, feeling like she was walking in a dream. The prospects of the two paths in front of her - Desiree's and Dustin's - continued to play out, with Dustin continuing to present his side of the argument, stirring the internal conflict.
Once in Adam's office, Desiree could see many of the other employees from the meeting had already gathered, amiably sipping cocktails and socializing. Desiree joined in, but only superficially engaged in conversation. Her mind just would not leave Adam's proposition alone, and she found she couldn't fully relax and enjoy the evening.
Also, Desiree didn't want to admit that her analysis may not have been as accurate as it could have been. After her conversation with Lady Delacroix she knew something was up. If only she could get administrators access to the Allegorian Servers. But that was a problem for another day.
Adam finally approached Desiree as the impromptu celebration was breaking up. She smiled as he approached.
"I would love to continue our celebration in private, my dear," Adam said. "But I'm afraid I cannot. I am heading out with our other principle investor, Mr. Ivanovich, for the rest of the evening."
Desiree was disappointed but she understood. Mega-Billionaire investors always received the full undivided attention of the company.
"It's the weekend. Go out and enjoy yourself. You've done a fantastic job here. I will contact you later so that we can spend more time together." Adam winked at her and smiled.
Desiree was disappointed to be heading home alone but also secretly relieved. Earlier she had hoped to spend the evening in the penthouse again with Adam, but now she was longing for the solitude of her apartment where she could think and try to process the latest developments further.
A night alone would be a welcome change.
Desiree returned to her office gathered her jacket and purse and made her exit. Riding down the elevator she texted Anastasya that she would not be in tonight at COBALT and asked her to have Trixie cover her shift. It had been a long day and another good night's sleep would be heaven.
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Red Swallow Chapter 8 Compliance Training
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
Desiree thought back about how she came to be in her present situation, which was hardly an ideal one in which to find oneself.
Desiree was on all fours on top of a very sturdy table. Table might be underselling it a bit. It was a bit more similar to a strong workbench than a table.
She was on her knees, and the entire lengths of her forearms were lying flat on the table as well. Her hands were secured to a 1-inch galvanized iron pipe by manacles and set about shoulder width apart. Her legs just below her knees were also spaced about shoulder width apart and held by wide leather straps to another 1-inch galvanized iron pipe.
Her feet were secured by manacles to a pipe as well, and a pipe frame came up over her shoulders and behind her neck, where a wide leather collar held her by the throat. Another vertical pipe from the frame went up behind her head and a smooth and wide leather strap wrapped around her forehead.
The final section of piping came up even with her waist, where a metal frame encircled her at her natural waistline, the narrowest part of her torso. Her tormentors had adjusted the girdle around her waist in such a way as to keep her lower back lower than her ass in a naturally submissive presentation posture.
All the pipes were threaded into flanges that were then bolted to the surface of the table. All the pipes that came into contact with her skin were covered in a thin layer of foam padding with a felt cover. The manacles had a soft felt cover, and under the palms of her hands she was able to grip two small rubber balls that were mounted to the table as well.
The top of the table was a smooth sanded bare wood surface except where her tormentors had placed thin foam padding under her knees, legs, feet and forearms.
The net effect of this contraption was that Desiree found she was on all fours, facing forward, her small A-cup breasts exposed as she presented her ass in the air slightly higher than her head, while rendered completely immobile.
And today was only day three.
**
When the Russian bouncers from Cobalt came to the Greystone hotel and rescued her from Carl, she had been overcome by a wave of relief. She was thrilled when she saw one of them punch Carl right in the gut, and follow up with a knee to the face when he was doubled over. Carl vomited, and started crying.
She was overjoyed when her rescuers took her away, and then completely confused when she wound up back at the fetish club.
It was therefore with some surprise that she learned that COBALT owned the fetish club; that it was set up as a dungeon for fetishist and practitioners of BDSM.
She had been handled roughly, her elaborate latex cat-suit and silicone breast forms were stripped away and then she was placed into a straight-backed wooden chair and secured to it with leather straps at her hands, knees, ankles, and neck.
They left her there for what seemed like an hour until Yuri and Anastasya finally showed up.
And they were not happy.
Anastasya did most of the talking. She introduced the silent brooding Yuri as the club owner. She then spoke at length about how disappointed they were with her. That she was not meeting the Conditions of her Employment. Anastasya went on at length about how there were certain expectations and that these "Expectations were not met."
It would seem that Carl was banned from COBALT but had not been banned from the fetish club, where he had become a frequent member after his initial sexual encounter with Desiree. Desiree was officially not supposed to see Carl but she had violated her protection and gone to the club with him anyway.
Desiree wanted to protest, she had not been told any of this. Carl had found her and blackmailed her! It wasn't her fault. Unfortunately, the ball gag Anastasya had pushed into her mouth the moment after they first returned to the fetish club and secured her to the chair prevented her from doing so.
Next, she spoke quite clearly about her "Contractual Obligations" and her "financial obligations to the club".
Desiree wasn't sure what she meant by that part. She had read the employment contract before she had signed...well, before Dustin had signed.
At that point Anastasya walked forward and showed her the contract. Anastasya had highlighted a single sentence near the middle of the document and in the middle of a rather lengthy and cumbersome paragraph.
"The company or its representatives may invoke reasonable disciplinary measures in the event of non-compliance with the terms and conditions of this contract."
Anastasya smiled when she presented the "contract clause" to Desiree. She really loved this part. Just fucking with their minds was part of the breakdown process that Desiree was about to undergo.
Making Desiree actually question if the club had the legal authority to punish her and creating doubt and confusion in Desiree's mind; she knew Dustin was intelligent and may already realize the language was legal and binding even if the actual methods of discipline that they were about to invoke would not pass legal scrutiny.
But since Desiree had contracted employment with COBALT Anastasya would play up their legal authority to the fullest extent.
Desiree remembered the clause; she had read her contract carefully. The whole paragraph was all Human Resources type mumbo jumbo and the condition was actually more or less a standard boilerplate type of condition anyway.
Watching Anastasya as she made her monologue and Yuri's expression as he practically smiled when Ana was speaking made Desiree understand just how much of a hoax her whole contract was anyway. The way he gloated at her predicament, and blamed her for Carl, and, well, everything really. She wasn't an employee to him, she was a product, a service to provide, and she was to be used as he saw fit. Her whole employment at COBALT had been just an illusion.
Desiree had fooled herself. She wanted to believe that she was there on her own terms. That she was Dustin, a financial risk analysis expert and amateur actor, and that she had been exploring and coming to terms with her sexuality and her sexual identity in a manner of her choosing.
She listened as Anastasya spoke and Yuri watch silently and impassively, as she now knew that to them she was simply a tranny whore; a vehicle to be exploited for profit.
And that was where things really got interesting. Anastasya walked out and two other women walked in.
"These are our compliance officers," Yuri said, finally breaking his silence, as two female, Russian looking women walked in wearing fetish police costumes. "They will be your disciplinarians."
Desiree bit down on her gag ball and her eyes widened in concern at this pronouncement.
"When they inform me that you have completed your company mandated compliance training, and have learned your lesson, then you will be allowed to resume your duties." He stared at Desiree with an expression of cold, calculating malice.
Yuri turned slightly and smiled warmly at each of the women as he greeted them and kissed them on their cheeks.
"Ladies, she is all yours."
**
She tried to think of which day so far was the worst. None of them would really out-compete the others in how they, the disciplinarians, slowly broke her down.
The female Russian disciplinarians, in their fetish police costumes could have been twins. They were both tall at 5'10 in their high heeled fetish boots. They were both beautiful with pure white skin and traditional Slavic features of high cheekbones and brows. Their only dissimilarity was that one had blonde hair and the other had brunette hair.
They had identical hairstyles as far as cut and length and shape, so Desiree wondered at first if one had dyed her hair brunette or the other one had bleached her hair to blonde.
Details like that didn't matter as the discipline began.
The first night in the dungeon Desiree was suspended by her hands from a rope dropped down from the ceiling. Her arms were stretched up over her head and she was pulled up until she was almost lifted off the floor. Her 6-inch-high heels just touching the ground would slip off the ground if she moved in the slightest. She figured that the ropes must be pulling up more than half her body weight.
She was fitted with a gag in her mouth shaped like a small penis that went to the back of her throat. It had an air hole for breathing and faux red lips. While the blond fitted her with the gag, the brunette placed a blindfold over her eyes. The strangest part was that the blindfold still allowed her to see. She realized she could see out but anyone looking at her wouldn't know that. The gag would prevent her from saying anything. A black thong holding back her tucked penis and testicles was her only clothing.
She was suspended at about the same time in the evening that the basement dungeon fetish club welcomed its first customers. Desiree would later learn that the patrons of the dungeon were by appointment only.
And as she stood there suspended, one of her disciplinarians would approach and coax the patrons to "spank the naughty girl" with a riding crop.
Desiree was terrified at first until the first patron to spank her actually struck her with the crop. It stung a bit and made a loud satisfying 'crack' when it hit, with a complementary 'smack' of her flesh. But it really wasn't so bad.
But by the 20th spank she realized just how evil it was. She would be suspended for over two hours as patrons would administer discipline. Hit after hit, spank after spank, took their toll on her sensitive rear end, and that wasn't all. Her thighs, breasts, and back all had to endure the tender touch of the riding crop. Welts would form as well and the cumulative effect of the hundreds of strikes left her sobbing through the penis gag and in tears by the end of the evening.
She didn't know if her protruding excited nipples of her A cup breasts or her little penis, tucked and straining in her excitement to free itself from the prison of her cotton thong panty made the discipline better or worse.
**
The second night was just as bad...different...but bad.
The second night she was on her knees, her arms wrapped in rope and tied in an elaborate knot behind her back, naked except for a white thong and high heels, and placed in the corner of the main room. The corner, as it was called, were actually two one-way mirrors mounted at a 90-degree angle. Desiree could see her reflection and over the tops of the mirrors if someone came close, while all the patrons could see her kneeling, bathed in soft lighting.
Desiree was backed into the corner of the room near the entrance and the mirrors were placed in front of her, forming a box. There was a pole in front of her with a dildo mounted to it.
Once again blindfolded, but still able to see out, she was forced to deep throat the dildo while a strap was placed around her head and then attached to the pole. She was now unable to back away and spit out the dildo.
As the doors opened for the evening and patrons came into the room, they were all encouraged to verbally discipline the "naughty girl" for her bad behavior. They were told she was in a "time out" for what she had done.
And sure enough, patrons would come up to her and call her names, tell her she was a slut, or a whore, or any other manner of vile things. The men were encouraged to masturbate and shoot their cum onto her if they wanted to. Many of them did.
By the end of the evening she was thoroughly degraded and covered in the cum of an unknown number of men...she had lost count of how many...before she was sent to the shower. The warm soothing water and gentle shampoo slowly worked to wash and rinse all the cum from her body and her hair. Desiree would gently massage her jaw from the soreness of deep throating a dildo for hours on end.
There had been another girl in the other corner from hers undergoing the same treatment. Desiree was able to spot her at the end of the night when the disciplinarians came to remove Desiree from her corner. Desiree saw that she was also undergoing the same treatment as time after time other men and women abused her in the same manner.
Desiree was walked into the shower and several minutes afterwards the strange girl came in as well and started to shower next to her and began to wash off the cum that covered her body.
She smiled at Desiree as she spoke.
"Wow, I can't believe I let my husband talk me into this. That was so...amazing...and humiliating...I was so wet and horny all night, I think I came like three times tonight." Her voice was a bit raspy from the effect of the dildo on her throat.
Desiree was simply too stunned to say anything. She had cum in her panties as well during the abuse. Her tiny penis managed to spring free during her time in the corner and she had cum in pleasure as patrons had degraded her.
**
And now it was the third night and Desiree didn't know what was next. She had no idea how many more nights she would be forced to endure at the hands of her disciplinarians.
It was with great concern that her two disciplinarians came into the room and rolled the table out into the dungeon main floor near the entrance. She was only slightly surprised when they opened the doors and rolled her out into a long wide hallway. Positioning the table in the center of the hallway, the doors to her rear, the women left her.
Desiree tried to ease the discomfort building in her forearms and knees caused by being immobile but, well...she was immobile and she couldn't. Her lower back strained slightly from the long time she was spending holding this pose. The metal girdle around her waist provided some support, but still...
Many minutes went by before the women returned, each one carrying a strange machine.
Desiree could see a motor in a clear case attached to a gear that was attached to a rod that was pointing out the end of the case. One disciplinarian placed her machine on a metal frame directly in front of Desiree's face while the other one went behind Desiree. Desiree couldn't see her but from the noises she could hear that she was setting her machine on a frame as well.
Desiree then watched as the Russian woman took a huge 8-inch dildo from the holster of her fetish police uniform and affixed it to the rod protruding from the front of the machine. She then slid the machine toward Desiree, gripped Desiree's jaw forcing her to open her mouth, and placed the tip of the dildo onto the tip of Desiree's tongue.
The women then lubricated the dildo with some water-based lube.
Desiree squealed in surprise as she felt another dildo slowly push into her ass. The other disciplinarian must have a dildo on her machine as well.
Desiree shivered in fear as she realized what was happening. She had heard about such things but never really thought that they were real, just someone's twisted fantasy.
But facts don't lie. Desiree was in the middle of a Double Penetration machine.
Desiree watched as the Russian woman in front of her turned on her machine and felt as the woman behind her turn hers on as well. The dildos reciprocated slowly and smoothly into and out of Desiree's ass and mouth.
The woman behind her gave her a hard smack on her ass while the other woman in front of her just smiled. Desiree looked as the first patrons of the night were walking down the hallway towards the dungeon.
It was with her most intense humiliation yet that she recognized the first patron as Adam Smith.
He approached and stood next to her and watched her for what seemed like an eternity but was probably really only a minute. He ran his hand from her head, through her long blond hair, down her neck and shoulders, and then down her back before resting it on her ass cheek.
"You disappoint me Desiree." Adam began. "I really thought that we would have a very special working relationship."
Desiree felt like she wanted to cry. She had let Adam down.
"And to learn that you went back to being fucked by Carl Marks, being his slave, Carl Marks, of all people...well..." Adam sighed.
"Of course, I had to fire Carl now...and you as well I'm afraid."
Desiree was shedding real tears now. She had ruined everything.
SMACK! Adam Smith spanked her ass hard.
Desiree flinched as much as her restraint cage would allow. The double penetration machine dildos just kept on pumping away in her mouth and ass.
"Good." Adam stated. "That's guaranteed to leave a nice hand print bruise."
He walked to her other side. SMACK! Another spank landed on her opposite ass cheek. He stood there awhile perhaps admiring his handiwork.
"Perfect, a matching set of my handprints on your ass." Adam finally stated.
Adam now stood directly in front of Desiree. She looked up at him with pleading eyes as the dildo in her mouth thrust repetitively in and out of her mouth. Her ruby red lips a tight O shape around the silicon prosthetic penis.
"I'm going inside to enjoy a nice slave girl and in my mind I shall pretend she is you. And when I leave in the morning, we shall never see each other again."
"When those bruises come in make sure you take a picture and send it to my account." Adam instructed one of the disciplinarians.
Adam waked past Desiree and disappeared from her view. Already some other patrons were visible at the end of the hall making their way to the fetish club.
Desiree watched as the disciplinarians lowered a clear Plexiglas case over her table. She could see that it had evenly spaced air holes drilled into it.
It was going to be a long night.
**
On the fourth night Anastasya came to see Desiree.
Desiree knelt meekly at Anastasya's feet. Her head was bowed in supplication, her hands folded neatly on her lap. Like the nights before, Desiree had cum while being humiliated in the DP machine on the posture table. Men and women would pause before they entered the dungeon and admire her through the plexiglass cage.
Some patrons would even have the case lifted so they could caress her body, feel her ass, her breasts, pinch her nipples, or spank her thighs...not her ass, that was off limits until Adam's hand prints formed the bruises from his spankings.



Anastasya smiled at how the proud and difficult employee had been broken. She had one more task to perform and then it would be her job to build Desiree back up from her broken state into an obedient and profitable whore.
"You have done well, malyshka. You have taken well to your training. If you finish tonight's task I will consider your training complete."
Desiree nodded sheepishly as she didn't know what to think or what to say. She had noticed the clock and that it was after closing time. The club would be mostly empty at this hour.
"No time in the basement tonight. Go up to the 3rd floor, room 303, and attend to the men there. I shall come and check on you later."
Desiree looked up as Trixie offered her hand to Desiree. Desiree took Trixie's hand and rose to her feet, letting Trixie guide her to the third floor.
Trixie smiled at her a shy, warm, friendly smile as they walked; Trixie in her evening gown and Desiree in her red thong and red 4" heels.
"The bouncers have been working very hard lately and need to relax and blow off some steam. Be good to them." Trixie said with a sad smile of concern and encouragement.
Desiree entered the room and saw that it was a typical hotel style bedroom, just like the ones on the upper floors of COBALT where the girls would entertain their clients. She saw that 6 of the bouncers were drinking and laughing and smoking cigarettes.
They all looked up and became quiet as Desiree walked meekly to the center of the room.
She stood there, unsure of what to do...or maybe who to do...first, when one of the bouncers, probably the leader of the group came up to her and took her by the hand.
He motioned for her to get on the bed on all fours while he stood at the side of the bed and took out his cock. Desiree took his cock into her mouth and started sucking.
Another bouncer had taken off his pants and got on the bed behind her. He pulled her red thong to one side. She then felt the cold wet splat of lubrication being dropped onto her ass. The bouncer roughly massaged the lube into her ass with a calloused finger before lining up his cock and slamming it into her.
As if given a signal, two more bouncers took position at the sides of the one in front of her and whipped out their cocks. The one in front of her held her by her shoulders while the bouncer behind her held her by her hips and waist to prevent her from falling onto her face.
The two new men took her hands and placed it on their cocks so Desiree could stroke them and give them a hand job as she gave the first one a blow job and took a pounding in her ass from the second.
As soon as one of them came, they moved out of the way so the next bouncer could take his turn.
It was not like her first gang bang with Carl. It was more animalistic, with the unrefined bouncers having their way with her. At first, Dustin and his disgust at being used in this way was the dominant feeling. But, as time went on Desiree found herself getting int a rhythm and focusing again sensations and pleasure she was getting - and giving. As with Carl and those men, she went to a place where time lost meaning and the only things she was aware of were the cocks she was stroking, sucking, or that were driving into her eager ass.
**
Desiree glanced out the window at the rising morning sun. The original 6 bouncers had all cum multiple times. They were eventually replaced by more bouncers...were they really bouncers...Desiree wasn't sure anymore...
After serving the first 6 she lost count over the hours how many men she had been forced to serve, but it was way more men than that night with Carl.
Desiree now knew what a bukkake participant must feel like. She had so much cum covering her body she felt like she was coated in a glaze...a cum glaze covering every part of her. Even her hair was sticky and heavy with cum. They had used her and had their fun and left her coated in their cum.
Desiree lay between the last two men who were flanking her on either side of the king-sized bed.
Desiree could feel the cum of an unknown number of men leaking out of her ass onto the sheets. Desiree giggled insanely and bit her lip to stifle the latest giggle. Unsurprisingly she tasted cum from her face when she bit down. She giggled again as she wondered if cum really was good for the skin. If it were she must be having the equivalent of a dozen or more facials...she giggled at that...or moisturizing baths...
A single tear escaped her eye, but with a sense of resilience that was surprising even for her, a new emotion slowly consumed her. As the light from the sun began to shine into the untidy room anger grew inside Desiree's bosom. Her stomach grew tight as disgust at what she had done was slowly replaced with desire. But not sexual desire, or familial love, instead a desire to see justice done to those who had wronged her.
Desiree giggled again uncontrollably, then caught herself and stifled the giggle. She didn't want to wake up the last two bouncers. Her control broke for only a moment and she giggled again at the absurdity of it all.
Desiree sat up and had to pull away the bed sheets that stuck to her skin from all the sticky cum. I'm a toaster strudel, she thought...no...a glazed donut...as another giggle fit threatened to overwhelm her sanity.
She didn't know if what had REALLY happened made her experience so much better, or so much worse.
She had enjoyed it!
She had enjoyed every moment of it!
She had blissed out from innumerable orgasms!
If their goal was to break her and make her weak and dependent and submissive then they had failed! Utterly failed!
Desiree knew she hadn't been broken. Everything they had done to her she had endured. She wasn't weak like Dustin. She would survive, she would overcome, and she would see justice done!
Now she just needed a plan.
Desiree slowly disentangled herself from the last two sleeping men, slipped off her high heeled shoes that she had worn for the entire night, and went to the bathroom to take a shower.
She was momentarily taken aback when she caught her reflection in the mirror. The party room had black lighting and she smirked, and giggled, when she saw her whole body was aglow with the luminescence caused by the cum coating her.
Desiree stepped into the shower and as the warm water cascaded over her body and slowly began to loosen and wash away to cum covering her body; something new washed over her...purpose and desire...she had just one continuing thought...make Yuri and his goons pay for what they did and are doing to her and to girls like her...she just needed a plan.
**
Desiree sat alone on a bench in a sort of locker room in the bowels of the dungeon, wearing a simple, white satin shift. One of the staff had collected her from room 303, and then washed her again - thoroughly - in the locker rooms group shower. All other patrons were long gone.
She heard the click of high heels as Anastasya strode into the room. She paused at the doorway, looking at Desiree with compassion in her eyes. Then she walked across the room to stand over Desiree.
Anastasya was pleased at how the proud and difficult employee had been broken. Desiree had been used by 18 men that night. The replay from the camera near the end of the night showed Desiree as semi-conscious and physically exhausted, unable to do anything except take men's cocks as her body was rocked back and forth by their aggressive thrusting. And her giggle fits as she showered were encouraging to Anastasya, as she knew Desiree was broken. Her sanity was probably close to shattering.
Anastasya would now begin the job to build Desiree back up from her broken state into an obedient and highly profitable whore.
"You have done well, malyshka," Anastasya said, stroking Desiree's hair. "You have taken well to your training. But I need to know that your loyalty is in the right place. We cannot have you running off with men like Adam Smith."
Desiree nodded sheepishly as she didn't know what to think or what to say.
"Desiree, is your loyalty to our organization absolute?"
"Yes, Ana."
"And you understand your place in our organization? You are a whore. An in-demand, and high-class whore, to be sure. But a whore nonetheless. Your role in the organization is to please powerful, wealthy men, and bring revenue into the organization. You understand this, yes?"
"Yes, Ana."
"Good. Then we can forget about this unpleasantness, and you can come home. It is time for the final stage of your training. You should be happy! You have been selected to become a "Krasnaya Lastochka", or Red Swallow. These are the Organization's highest tier of escort, our most talented and sought-after companions. They are intelligent, cultured and refined, as well as being experts in the arts of physical pleasure. You have much to learn, still."
Anastasya did not tell Desiree, however, that it was Dustin's financial expertise that had saved her. True, Desiree had the intelligence and capability to be developed into a Red Swallow, but she had been enough trouble that ordinarily she would have been sent abroad, to some third-world whorehouse to be forgotten. But, Yuri saw the additional potential in Dustin's skills, and wanted to put them to use for the Organization.
"Of course, you are now in a probationary period," Anastasya continued. "You will move into an apartment above the club while we complete your training and turn you into the amazing creature you are destined to be. If you perform well, and do exactly as we say, the restrictions will gradually be lifted, as you earn our trust."
Desiree nodded, staring at her feet.
Anastasya nodded in satisfaction. "To start off this new phase of your life, we will legalize formalize your feminine identity. I understand that Adam Smith had prepared all the paperwork; we will take that and complete the process. You will live full time as a woman now. Would you like to select a name?"
"Gagnon. Desiree Gagnon."
"It's a good name. Now come, we have much to do."
Desiree stood, and Anastasya put a long, buff-colored coat around her shoulders. She led Desiree through a dank subterranean hallway, and then up an elevator to the building's exit. Morning daylight assaulted Desiree's eyes as they exited to the street, and Desiree squinted tightly as she ducked into a black SUV with blackened windows behind Anastasya.
As the SUV pulled away from the curb for the ride to COBALT, Desiree stared out the darkened window. She needed that plan.
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Red Swallow Chapter 9
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
It had been four months since Desiree had undergone compliance training with her Russian handlers. Since then she had never missed a day of work, had pulled extra shifts, and been a model of compliant and respectful behavior. As a result, Anastasya had slowly been relaxing the restrictions on Desiree as their trust grew. But, she was far from free to do as she pleased, and essentially lived as a prisoner at COBALT.
Desiree had lost her apartment. As part of her probation, she was forced to move into an apartment in the upper floor rooms above the club, where a few of the girls lived and all of the girls worked when entertaining their clients. Anastasya had retrieved some of Desiree's clothes, laptop, and other personal belongings from Dustin's apartment, but all of Dustin's clothes had been thrown out. Desiree now lived full time as a woman and a whore for COBALT.
Desiree was only allowed to work as a waitress at first, which prevented her from ever really getting ahead on her debt payments to Anastasya. Waitressing would barely make ends meet. But, in order to keep her "in practice" for the day that she would start servicing clients again, one of Desiree's duties was to attend the bouncers to help them relax after a stressful night.
Desiree would typically waitress from opening until about midnight, and then see to bouncers one by one as they came off their shifts. She would normally fuck two to three men between midnight and around 4:00 AM before tumbling into her bed for five to six hours of sleep.
In perhaps the cruelest cut, Anastasya would not let her back on stage, knowing how much Desiree loved singing for the crowd.
And in addition to that busy schedule, Desiree's afternoons were still filled with the comportment lessons. Anastasya was quite the taskmaster, and there seemed to be an added level of tension. She was quick to reprimand Desiree if her movements were not elegant and feminine enough, or she was unable to accurately analyze a recent event in geopolitics. Anastasya kept stressing that Red Swallows were expected to be cultured, educated, and sophisticated - in addition to being the pinnacle of knowing how to sexually pleasure their clients.
But even that was not all they expected of her. Yuri had begun to use Desiree for her financial skills.
It began with financial or risk assessment challenges that Yuri would ask Desiree to solve. He had somehow managed to bring her Holographic Array Lattice Computer from Smith Financial, and installed it in a small closet of an office adjacent to his palatial suite of offices. He expected her to be in her post by 8:30 every morning, where she would find a file of information, and the questions he wanted answered, waiting for her.
Names and identifying details had been redacted from the files, leaving the figures and other hard data. In spite of typically operating on four or five hours of sleep, Desiree quite enjoyed the work. It reminded her of the case studies Dustin worked on at college, and she enjoyed solving them.
Desiree had no trouble performing the analyses and producing a report by lunchtime on most days. After a couple of weeks, the files began containing more information, and Yuri was asking more specific questions. It did not take Desiree long to deduce that the subject matter related to COBALT and other business dealings of Yuri.
After about a month of this, Yuri stopped in to actually talk to Desiree. He explained that he had found her skills acceptable, and he wanted her to perform some basic accounting and financial management work for the Organization. Desiree was not surprised; it was clear what Yuri had been working up to. Desiree knew it was important to hide her hatred of Yuri, and her desire to get back at him for the humiliation of the compliance training. So she meekly nodded and told him she would do her best.
But inside, she was glowing. Desiree couldn't believe her luck. COBALT was at the heart of a massive money laundering scheme for the Organization, and Yuri had just asked Desiree to help manage the books. An important piece of her plan had just been given to her. She would now have access to the financial data behind Yuri's businesses.
So, for the next three months, squeezed in between a few hours of sleep and her comportment lessons, Desiree would sit in her tiny office and manage the accounting and financials for Yuri's criminal dealings across the eastern United States.
It wasn't hard. Desiree set up a private virtual server on the dark web, with sophisticated access control and cyber protection. As she processed the Organization's data every day, her programs and apps sent copies to this private server. She had to fake out the firewall monitoring software to cover her tracks, but she found that to be a snap. Whoever had written the Organization's security programs was very good...but she was better...
The problem, though, was that Desiree wasn't sure what the next step was. She thought maybe she could threaten to blackmail Yuri and Anastasia. She would demand her freedom or else release the information to the authorities. But Desiree had seen how the Russians dealt with problems, like Carl, whom she had learned died later, from Bronchitis if the obituary was to be believed, and she was cautious, something she had inherited from Dustin. It was a plan, but it didn't seem like a GOOD plan.
Desiree continued to work while she refined her ideas into something that she could KNOW would work. She had patience and she had time.
**
Desiree shifted in her chair, staring at a spreadsheet full of financial figures in her cramped office. Yuri had recently begun to insist that she dress professionally during her mornings in his offices. While she felt like quite a sexy secretary in her black pencil skirt, tight silk blouse, wide leather belt, black stockings, and 4-inch Jimmy Choos, it wasn't the most comfortable outfit for crunching numbers for hours on end.
Desiree checked the time; she would need to save her work soon and get ready for her comportment lessons. She hoped she had time for a salad or piece of fruit for lunch first.
Desiree had completed the tasks set for her by Yuri easily. Mentally she had arrived at a conclusion for the risk assessment about an hour ago but she was letting her programs continue to run while the malware she had infiltrated into the network link wormed its way deeper into the organization's servers.
Desiree wondered if she should feel more fear than she was currently experiencing but a fatalistic mindset had enveloped her since her compliance training ended. She was going to live for today and not worry about tomorrow.
As she sat before her work station, Anastasya appeared.
"My dear, how was your work today?" Ana inquired.
"Quite good, Ana, much progress. I'm just going downstairs to eat and change now."
"Very good. I came to give you some good news. First, your probation has been eased, and you will now be able to sing again."
Desiree was thrilled, and clapped her hands. She hadn't been this happy in four months.
"Wonderful!" she exclaimed. She had been coaching and choreographing 5 other girls for a week now for an upcoming event. This meant she would be able to perform on stage with them.
"But, my dear, you are also most certainly on the menu."
"Yes Ana, of course," Desiree said. But it was clear she was less enthused about that piece of news.
"And second," Anastasya began, "it is time to bring your appearance to the next level. For you to truly become the beautiful creature you are destined to be."
Desiree gave Anastasya a puzzled look.
Anastasya produced a business card. Handing it to Desiree, she said, "Tomorrow at 10:00 AM you will go to this address. The doctor there is a friend of the Organization. You are to undergo some procedures to complete your physical feminization."
Desiree was stunned, and conflicted. She had been longing for a more curvaceous figure for months and months, but also afraid to make that commitment. She knew the fear came from the last vestiges of Dustin, raging in corners of her mind. She found it easier since the compliance training to shove Dustin into a box and muffle him, but she could not entirely shake him or the trepidation he felt about their new life.
"Ana, don't I need to go through hormone replacement therapy, to prepare for a step like that? I don't think I am ready."
Anastasya laughed out loud, surprising Desiree. She reached out for Desiree's hands, extending Desiree's arms to the side.
"My dear," Anastaysa said. "Look at yourself! You have A-cup breasts! Your hips, thighs, and ass have grown! Your skin is soft like white as milk, and your hair thick and strong. I have been providing you with hormones since you started waitressing!"
Desiree was even more flummoxed. She didn't know what to think, or to say. But suddenly it made sense. The water! The COBALT water bottles that Anastasya insisted she and the other trans girls drink, inside the club and out!
Anastasya smiled even more broadly as realization set in for Desiree. "That is right, my dear, your body is beyond ready for the next step, and to blossom into the flower you are meant to be."
**
Desiree walked away to prepare for the club's clients. Tonight the club had been booked for a private party. Some corporation had acquired some software company and the software company reserved the entire club for a celebration.
All the girls were informed by Anastasya that tonight would be a very busy and quite likely a wild night. Costume themes were requested and they had already received payment for "premium gold service".
Desiree knew that meant just about anything goes and all her potential clients had already paid for her services.
As she made her way to the shower for another enema and to prepare for tonight she mentally shifted her focus to the opening act. She really hoped she and the other girls would be able to pull it off.
**
Desiree stood in the darkness with the other five girls and listened while the CEO and head programmer of the software company gave a motivational speech to his employees.
Desiree barely heard him praise his staff as she was miffed at a last minute change to their act. Anastasya told her that another girl would be the lead singer while she would sing backing vocals while dancing in the background.
As she listened to the end of the speech the DJ then worked up the customers as he welcomed them to club COBALT and introduced the opening act/
"Ladies and Gentlemen...KISS GIRLS!!"
The driving beat of the hard rock song filled the club as the stage lights came on and illuminated the 6 girls on the stage.
Dressed in black and silver tartan pleated mini skirts, black and silver thigh highs, elevator heel goth boots, black and silver leather halter tops that varied a bit for each girl, and black and silver opera length gloves that also varied only slightly in appearance from girl to girl.
The outfits practically screamed their sex appeal. Desiree appreciated the wild reception the crowd gave as the song began and only wished she was the one singing lead.
"Tonight...I want to give it all to you...in the darkness...there's so much I want to do..."
Desiree sang her "do do do's" with the other backup singer. The other girl had her face painted in the "Fox" makeup of one of the group's former band members while Desiree had been relegated to the face makeup of the "Ankh Warrior".
"And tonight...I want to lay it at your feet...cause girl I was made for you...and girl you were made for me..."
Desiree watched disappointedly as the lead singer wearing the "Starchild" design face makeup sang lead. Her range was decent but so much of her singing needed work. Too many notes were falling flat.
Desiree wished the girl would fall flat on her face. The girl thought she was really a fantastic singer when in fact her voice was mediocre at best. If it wasn't for the playing of the 3 remaining girls this song would have been a bust...that and the DJ's music software auto correcting for her.
The other 3 girls of the band were actually playing the correct instruments for each character of the band.
Bass guitar was being played by a girl wearing the "Demon" makeup. Lead Guitar was wearing the "Space Ace" face paint, and the drummer was wearing the "Catman" make-up.
"I was made for loving you baby, you were made for loving me...and I can't get enough of you baby, can you get enough of me..."
Desiree could definitely get enough of the mediocre singing as she twirled in chorography with the other backup singer. The customers only heard what came out of the loudspeakers and probably couldn't tell that voice corrections were being made. Desiree was eager to get off the stage and it was likely that none of these patrons would recognize her with the face paint on.
She smiled a bit when she realized that since this was a private party, it could be likely that none of them were regulars and would blame her for the bad singing.
**
Anastasya smiled enthusiastically as the new girl sang her song. She looked over at Yuri who wasn't smiling but was at least nodding his head in time to the beat. The crowd appeared to be enjoying the act immensely.
All the patrons were in Halloween themed costumes, specifically those best suited for a "fright night" themed party.
"Our future swallow seems unhappy." Yuri remarked.
"I'm still controlling when she can sing and what." Ana answered "Good behavior and compliance is rewarded while poor behavior is discouraged."
Yuri nodded approval. Control over the girls was important. When he says jump, they should jump, without questioning.
"Did you see the results of Desiree's background check?"
"Brief me."
"It turns out our potential Red Swallow actually has Russian Blood in her family."
Yuri looked to Ana with an expression as close to surprise as he would allow.
Ana smiled "We were able to confirm that Desiree's only living relative, her grandmother is actually a Russian refuge from Saint Petersburg, who emigrated shortly after the First Cold War ended. Her name was Natalya Svetlana Sokolov. Apparently she Americanized her name to Natalie Smith when she emigrated."
Yuri pulled up the report Ana had filed on the server and carefully absorbed the information. He was extremely pleased with the news. Being able to trace potential organization member's ancestry back to Russia was an important vetting tool.
Yuri filed the report and forwarded it to Ivan. Ivan had been showing interest in the trannie girl and hadn't failed to notice the sudden improvement in Yuri's productivity and the New York organization overall.
Desiree was becoming very useful and therefore very valuable. Yuri nearly smiled at his good fortune in finding her.
**
Desiree was glad when the song ended and despite the wild applause from the audience was eager to leave the stage and go mingle while in costume. A flirtatious smile here and a wink there and soon enough she was sitting next to a nerdy and nervous young programmer. After a few minutes of polite small talk Desiree was ready to move this encounter along.
"So what is a handsome programmer like you really doing in a place like this?" Desiree flirted coyly as the programmer's hand now rested gently on the exposed skin of her thigh above the tops of her silver and black thigh high stockings.
"I have to confess...I am very curious about you..." the young programmer began.
"How so?" Desiree smiled and tried to look him in the eyes but he averted his gaze.
"I've...well..." The young programmer suddenly found his nerves and blurted out his desire all in a rush. "I've had this fascination with t-girls and really want to know what it's like and I want to take you to an upper room and spend some private time."
Desiree simply winked as she took the young programmers hand and tried to slide it up higher under her mini-skirt and toward her penis.
"I think that can be arranged."
She was surprised when he pulled his hand away.
"No...I mean..."
"Go ahead and say what you want. I won't be offended. I'm here for you." Desiree cajoled.
"It's just...I don't want to see your penis. I want to know if fucking you is the same as fucking a real girl."
Desiree felt offended when he intimated that she wasn't a "real girl" and hid her annoyance. She needed to improve her numbers and didn't want to let this client go and find another hostess.
"Oh baby, that's ok. I understand. Let's go up to my room and just take it from there. Come, follow me."
The young programmer just nodded as Desiree took his hand and led him away from the table to the cheers and toasts of his coworkers.
Desiree caught sight of Trixie, dressed in an Arabian princess outfit, leading a client by the hand to the rooms upstairs. She was dressed up as a Disney character, Not exactly in keeping with the fright night theme, but if the customer had requested a specific costume...and Trixie was... Desiree searched for the name... Jasmine! Desiree and Trixie exchanged a wink and a smile.
Desiree also felt she recognized the man she was with. She recalled the first time she spoke to Trixie at the bar. It seemed so long ago when she followed the stunning woman into a bar only to discover she was a trans woman and a prostitute. He looked like the man she had left with.
But no time for a walk down memory lane...arriving at her room she turned into the young programmer and caught him in an embrace, surprising him.
"I think you'll find that in many ways, I'm much better than a 'real girl'"
Desiree took her time with the kiss as she slowly brought her client back towards the bed in the center of the room. She let her hands feel his arousal through the tight confines of his pants. The poor boy seemed ready to go right now.
Fumbling with his fly she was able to lower the zipper and retrieve his swollen cock. As she sank down to her knees she loosened his belt, and was able to slide his pants down past his thighs exposing and freeing his ardor to her wet and willing mouth.
Without missing a beat she swallowed the length of his cock with ease as he was a decent 6 & ½ or maybe 7 inches long, but not too girthy.



As she bobbed up and down his cock she looked up to see the young programmer's goofy smile of satisfaction.
"My ex-girlfriend never likes to give me head." He admitted.
"Then she is a fool." Desiree managed to say between one head bob and the next as she orally massaged his tool with her mouth and tongue. She was quick to note that he seemed to be particularly sensitive at the base of his cock rather than the tip and head. Unusual and interesting, she thought.
"Please...Don't make me cum yet...I want to fuck you in the ass." The young man blushed with embarrassment when he said it.
Gosh he is so Naïve, Desiree thought.
"Something else your ex-girlfriend wouldn't do for you?" She asked between mouthfuls of cock.
The young programmer just shook his head in the negative as Desiree resumed working over his cock with her hand and mouth.
"Yes...definitely an idiot to let this get massive tool get away." Desiree said as she made eye contact and as she slowly stood up, pressing her body against the young programmers and maintaining a hold of the young man's cock as she stroked it while using it to pull him even closer to the bed.
"Do you want me on my back or..."
"All Fours!" The young programmer practically shouted the answer before Desiree could even finish asking her question.
Desiree merely smiled.
"Ahh...a position of power for a powerful man." She said as she flattered him.
"Wait..." The young man pulled back a bit. As he struggled to remove his shirt, shoes and pants he suddenly seemed to remember something and pulled out a small bottle from his pants pocket.
Uncapping the bottle he took a sniff before offering it to Desiree.
Desiree recognized the bottle as some of the party drugs the club sold to customers. She carefully shook her head 'no' as she delicately reused the offer.
"I can't. I'm on duty. And my boss would kill me if she knew I was using any drugs at all."
"'Eh, more for me then." He said as he took another longer sniff, inhaling more of the drug.
Ana would never let the girl's use drugs despite that they were readily available for the club's clientele. Drugs were for the club clientele only, and the girls were expected to stay lucid and sober.
Desiree watched as the young man's pupils seemed to get larger and his whole demeanor changed from one of insecurity to one of confidence and capability.
He practically rushed the two steps to Desiree as he took her, turned her around, and pushed her onto the bed.
Desiree had anticipated his reaction. She had seen the effects of the party drugs the club sold on numerous occasions. She did find it funny that her client was the one who was naked while she, the whore, was still fully clothed in her Kiss Band Cross-play Costume.
Her modesty was compromised only a moment later as the young programmer flipped up the back hem of her skirt and positioned him self behind her.
Desiree reached back to slip the strap of her thong from her ass while gently spreading her ass checks to expose the star of her ass for her customer's imminent penetration.
Staying true to her word, and her customer's expectations, her small penis was hidden from view in the front of her thong panty by her submissive body position.
Desiree exhaled heavily, almost a sigh of pleasure and expectation as the young programmer's long and moderately thick cock impaled her back side. Truly inexperienced with anal sex he plunged in deeply in one long full stroke not giving Desiree any time to accommodate herself to his entry.
Desiree hissed in pain and fought her body's urge to bear down and try to expel the intruding member. Thankfully her experience paid dividends as she was able to at least overcome the pain of the intrusion quickly.
As she rocked her hips back and forth to stretch out her sphincter she was pleasantly surprised when he reached for her halter top and unzipped the front zipper exposing her small breasts and allowing them to hang freely from their confines.
Desiree was curious how it would feel having someone play with her breasts...well, someone ELSE besides her, anyway. Knowing that hey had been growing in slowly but steadily due to the hormone laced water she drank she wondered how sensitive they might be.
She found that his hands were surprisingly soft compared to some of her previous clients and he seemed to expertly play with and stimulate the sensitive pillows of her breasts and her nipples.
"Oh god!" Desiree gasped as the young programmer manipulated and played with her breasts. The sensations were amazing. Desiree's breath caught for a moment when her client gently tweaked both nipples simultaneously. The room seemed to spin for a moment as the pleasurable feelings coursed through her.
Desiree wondered if his ex girlfriend had allowed him to play with her breast and that was why he was so good at it.
Unfortunately, as the young programmer fucked her; his inexperience was evident again as he was going too fast too soon. Desiree carefully lowered her arms to the mattress in order to raise her ass higher in comparison to her head and to position her ass in such a way as to minimize the potential for agony from his exuberance.
"OH GOD. This is so good." The young man finally shouted.
Desiree smiled as well as he was finally stimulating her prostate. She just had to work her hips around a bit in order to make sure she would cum when he did.
The young programmer abandoned his hold on and manipulation of her nipples and breasts as he took a firm grip onto her waist and hips. With a drug induced aggression surprising for someone who was so mild mannered previously that night he suddenly began to increase the tempo of his hip thrusts into Desiree's ass.
Desiree felt her orgasm building as the stimulation of her prostate and the agony of her ass being ravaged comingled in her mind's pleasure centers.
"oh yes...OH YES...come on...small tits...cum...fuck...OH Fuck...FUCK!"
Small tits?
At the humiliating insult as the young programmer called her tits small Desiree's orgasm crashed upon her with an irresistible force, like a tsunami crashing onto a beach and destroying anything in its path.
Her body quaked as her ass bore down onto the young man's cock as he sprayed the stored cum from his balls deep into her rectum. Desiree moaned loudly in pleasure and agony from the conflicting feelings of pain and pleasure of being deeply and thoroughly sodomized.
It was with a momentary feeling of disappointment then when the young programmer spanked her ass with his open palm as he withdrew his cock from inside her, dressed quickly, and departed.
Desiree took several moments to let her orgasm subside. The feeling of emptiness in her ass was suddenly unsatisfying. She needed...wanted...another cock inside her.
Rising from the bed she doffed all her clothes into the laundry chute and then made her way to the bathroom to douche her ass and rinse out the young programmer's cum from inside her. She used makeup wipes to remove all vestiges of the "ankh warrior' make-up and then took a quick shower to wash away the sweat and smell of sex that lingered from their encounter. He was her first client of the night but would by no means be the last.
Putting on a new clean and fresh pair of panties she padded barefoot down stairs to the changing rooms to put on a new costume and rejoin the ongoing party.
**
"So what happened then," Leo asked as he lay next to Trixie.
Trixie knew that Leo must have had a bad day. Their lovemaking had been animalistic and fierce. Leo had pounded Trixie's ass with almost blatant disregard for her feelings.
Trixie smiled a bit though, because although Leo had used her and used her roughly, she had still cum. Her semen had sprayed onto her belly simultaneously as Leo came inside her.
But now with his aggression spent, Trixie briefed her handler. Meeting at COBALT was an extremely risky move but the information couldn't wait. Leo's phone was actually able to detect bugs and assure they were not being eavesdropped. Passing on the information was paramount.
"She spent four days in compliance training. They think they broke her but I'm not so sure."
"Why not?"
"Look, it's just a hunch but I don't think she was totally broken. I just can't place my finger on it. I think they are testing her as well."
"Testing?"
"Yes. Every now and then Yuri gives her a problem to solve. She works on her computer they set up in a closet near Anastasya's office. Something related to finances and risk management. The problems started out small and easy but now they are getting more difficult and pertinent to the Organization."
"You've seen these problems?"
"Yes, some of them."
"Can you get me copies?"
Trixie handed Leo a flash drive.
"Good girl." Leo praised.
**
Desiree was walking through the crowded club when suddenly a hand grabbed hers and she was spun around. Her voluminous dress and petticoat whirled out as she was twirled around and pulled into a patron's embrace.
"Well hello there." The man said as he smiled at her.
"Desiree, I haven't heard you sing in awhile. How are you?"
Desiree looked into the face of the voice that spoke to her and was pleased to see one of her regular club patrons standing before her.
"Hello Bill, I'm doing very well...now..." Desiree smile and flirted as Bill nuzzled her neck.
"Aww...you knew it was me even with the mask?" He whispered.
"I could never forget a set of killer abs like these." Desiree stroked Bill's abs through his costume.
Desiree noticed that Bill was wearing a body suit that was printed with bones to make him look like a skeleton. She knew that underneath that body suit he was fairly solidly muscled and she had no doubt he wore the body suit just to show off his physique.
"What costume is this? Wait, don't tell me...let me guess."
Desiree took a step back and shushed her petticoats from side to side while Bill took in her appearance.
Desiree was wearing a 50s style dress with petticoats. She wore high heeled shoes that looked like oxford booties, in black and white. Her blonde hair was tied up in back in a ponytail and she was wearing over her shoulders a letterman jacket.
The club had hired an airbrush artist to assist the girls as they changed from costume to costume and Desiree had a barely perceptible spray of white translucent makeup around her eyes and face.
Bill snapped his fingers.
"A-ha...You are The Ghost Girl...You were being driven home by your boyfriend, a high school football player. You were cold so he loaned you his jacket. Then you crashed and died and now you are forever wandering the earth trying to give it back."
"Correct." Desiree smiled. The story was close enough to the one she was told that she decided not to correct him. Amid all the fright night monsters she really stood out in her 'innocent' attire.
Bill seemed pleased with his deduction.
"Are you on the menu tonight?" Bill asked.
"Why yes, I am." Desiree knew that Bill was happily married but that he often enjoyed taking a walk on the wild side with girls like her. His wife didn't mind because she would participate as well.
"Will it be just you tonight or is Bonnie here as well?"
"Oh she is here. I'm sure she will love to know you're available."
"You know I didn't know you worked for this company." Desiree allowed.
"Mmm...I audit their books..." Bill was busy texting. Only a moment later his phone pinged in response.."Bonnie wants to play..." He said smiling widely.
"Have her meet us in room 404...we can party all you want." Desiree interrupted as she jumped on the chance to serve the couple.
**
"Desiree, I haven't seen you in awhile, I thought you may have left the club's employ." Bonnie stated as she walked into the room.
Desiree was sitting on Bill's lap as they kissed. Desiree broke off the kiss to address her arrival.
"It wasn't allowed. I was a bad girl and was being punished."
Desiree admired Bonnie's costume and was immediately attracted to her. Of course it was not unusual to be attracted to Bonnie. She just had that way over people.
"Mmm...a bad girl you say?" Bonnie purred "I'll bet you were. Maybe I should punish you...maybe I should punish the both of you for starting without me."
Bonnie's costume was all leather and lace. Black leather corset, black high heeled knee high boots, and black leather bikini panties. Her long brunette hair had been slicked back straight behind her down to her upper back. She wore a black leather 'hero' mask that only covered her eyes and nose. She didn't need the riding crop to compel others to listen, her mere "presence" allowed her to dominate any room. Maybe being one of the toughest and strongest defense attorneys in the city also helped.
Desiree felt Bill's cock harden and twitch under her bottom. Sitting on his lap she didn't have to try hard to imagine what he was thinking.
Desiree stood up from Bill's lap and demurely lowered her eyes and ducked her head slightly.
"Can you? Please?"
Bonnie practically glided over to take Desiree's hand and lead her toward the center of the room.
"Naughty Girl!"
Desiree giggled. This is going to be fun!
**
Desiree's bottom and thighs still stung from the welts inflicted upon her by Bonnie when she was compelled to lick clean Bonnie's leather high heeled boots. Desiree was now busy licking Bonnie's delicious pussy lips as she sought to bring Bonnie to orgasm.
Bonnie lay semi-reclined on the end of the bed, her legs across Desiree's back and her ankles crossed while giving Desiree the access she needed to orally pleasure Bonnie's Labia and Clitoris but it was difficult as Desiree was struggling to hold back her own orgasm as Bill was kneeling behind her and slowly and methodically driving his cock deep into her ass.
Desiree moaned in pleasure. The sweet delicious perfume of Bonnie's arousal was difficult, no...impossible to resist.
Desiree had worked slowly and carefully to build up Bonnie's arousal. Knowing how to write the alphabet with your tongue certainly was useful in these situations. But as Bonnie threaded her fingers around the back of Desiree's head and gripped her blonde mane Desiree increased her pace.
Bonnie never gave a hint or clue as to when she was about to orgasm...no sighs or moans or other audible indications, no biting of lips or twitching of muscles betrayed her impending orgasm. Desiree wouldn't have been able to see it anyway with her face buried between Bonnie's thighs.
Desiree only knew Bonnie was close when she gripped Desiree's scalp and pulled her face in tighter to her pussy. On cue Bill increased the rate of his thrusts into Desiree's ass and accelerated from a firm yet pleasing rate to a nearly brutal pounding of Desiree's bottom.
Desiree moaned from pleasure from the increased tempo and her moans became additional stimulation to Bonnie's pussy. With a near painful grip on Desiree's hair Bonnie's thighs clamped down tight upon Desiree's head and the warm gush of Bonnie's pussy juice as she orgasmed onto Desiree's face seeming to nearly drown Desiree in Bonnie's orgasmic bliss.
On cue to his wife's orgasm Bill accelerated his pounding of Desiree's ass even more until he too suddenly erupted explosively into her ass.
Desiree could feel his cock swell up inside her as it seemed to suddenly increase in diameter inside her ass, filling her even more; his cum spurting deep into every recess of Desiree's ass coating her internally. There was so much cum that it started to leak out past her sphincter and Bill's cock and coat the inside of Desiree's bottom, thighs and her small testicles with cum.
Desiree momentarily blacked out from the pleasure of being so full of cock as her own small penis and testicles spurt their tiny load of semen onto the floor below Desiree. She wasn't sure how long she was out but was brought quickly back to the moment by the tender administration of Bonnie's riding crop.
"Naughty girl...clean up my Husbands cock."
Desiree giggled before regaining control of herself.
She turned around to Bill and found his cock slowly going limp right in front of her face. She opened her mouth and swallowed his huge dick, sucking of the coating of cum and lubrication from her ass.
Having always been leery of Ass-To-Mouth Desiree was obsessive about her personal hygiene and was pleased that only the taste of Bill's cum and the strawberry flavored lube she used were detectable. And although her only purpose now was to clean Bill's cock her oral skills were slowly bringing his erection back to full hardness.
Desiree continued to suck on Bill's cock and tease him with her tongue. She also massaged his perineum as she knew he liked and was soon rewarded for her efforts with a mouth full of fresh delicious cum.
Desiree opened her mouth to Bill to show him the load he had just deposited, and then made a show of carefully and slowly swallowing his cum, even going so far as to lick her lips afterwards.
"Nice" Bill smiled at her as he put his body suit costume back on.
Bonnie had already put her leather booty short panties back on and was sitting in a chair, watching Desiree.
"Well...this has been fun; and far too long since the last time."
Desiree remained on all fours when Bonnie spoke to her.
"I hope we can get together again soon."
"Yes Ma'am. I hope so too." Desiree answered honestly. She waited and remained on all fours as Bonnie left the room and Bill followed her out.
God, that orgasm was amazing!
Desiree stood up and once again dropped her costume down the laundry chute, showered, douched her ass, removed her make-up and again in just a clean pair of panties made her way back down to the dressing rooms. There was still time tonight to maybe find and satisfy one more client.
**
Desiree glided through the crowd in her black Maleficent outfit. She felt as evil as she looked. She wore a black satin Basque, which supported D-cup silicone breast plate, of which the seam around her neck was hidden by a wide leather choker collar. She wore black satin panties, and the tops of her sheer black thigh-high stockings were clipped to six garters extending from the Basque.
Elevating her 6 inches above her usual 5'5" stature was a pair of shiny, sinful, black fuck-me boots. She wore a diaphanous, sheer black wrap around her shoulders, and to complete the ensemble was a headpiece with black satin "horns". Her makeup was artfully done in shades of black and grey, setting off her eyes. As she walked through the club, heads turned and eyes locked onto her. It was starting to get late and despite the party still going strong it would only be a matter of time before people started leaving making their way home.
Desiree stopped by several tables not already being attended by a hostess already, flirting with the patrons and posing for them.
She caught sight of Trixie who was wearing a Morticia Adams costume and was close enough to overhear her banter with the customer. Her male customer was wearing a Gomez Adams costume.
Perfect.
"I'm just a Morticia, looking for her Gomez." Desiree overheard Trixie say.
"Cara Mia." Gomez replied.
"Mon Cher." Trixie responded.
Desiree continued to wander past as her client was supposed to be up in the VIP sections that overlooked the main floor. The Maleficient costume was a special request by her customer. Desiree finally made it to the assigned booth where she caught the eye of the patron who wanted her to join him at his table.
Desiree smiled as she took the indicated seat. It surprised her somewhat that the man who motioned her over was so ordinary looking. Indeed, rather meek and mild.
"Hello Neil." She greeted.
"Queen Maleficent." Neil replied. Desiree saw him lower his eyes and nod meekly as he spoke. She now recognized the man as the one who earlier that night had given the impassioned and motivational speech of praise to the company members attending this private party.



Neil must be the CEO.
After only one or two moments of small talk Desiree finally thought she had this one figured out. Her briefing earlier had been quite explicit and thorough. He wanted to be dominated and made to drink her cum.
Desiree wasn't a dominatrix nor had she ever received training as one from Anastasya yet, but her whole outfit and demeanor and the demeanor of her client meant she needed to be assertive and take control.
Desiree rose up above her client.
"Kneel." She commanded.
"Yes?" The CEO responded confused.
Well that was awkward, Desiree thought.
"Kneel before your queen." She commanded again.
Neil smiled as he slid off the seat and knelt down before Desiree.
Desiree stood before Neil as she slowly pulled the dress apart, revealing the bulge of her small penis trapped behind black and green dragon panties.
"Serve your queen." She commanded. Desiree gripped Neil's hair and pulled tight, causing him to gasp in pain slightly.
Neil obeyed and slowly pulled down her panties to free her small penis from their cotton prison. He opened his mouth, took in her penis, and then sucked.
Desiree was surprised at the intense feeling of pleasure she was receiving as a powerful and important CEO of a company kneeled before her and sucked her cock. His fantasy of being dominated by a cartoon witch queen was being fulfilled.
Meanwhile Desiree was reminiscing about how the only other man to suck her cock had been Adam Smith. She felt a momentary bit of grief pass through her but quickly pushed the memory aside and focused on performing well for her client's fantasy.
In the darkness of a semi-public booth he was being "forced" to suck a tranny girl's girl-cock. Desiree had heard of these things before. COBALT could sometimes be an 'anything goes' establishment...if the customer had the means, that is.
Desiree relaxed for a moment to enjoy the oral sensations of the CEO as he gave her a blow job in his VIP booth.
Relax and enjoy, she thought once more as she shot her tiny load of cum into the warm wet mouth of her client.
"Drink it up." She commanded. After all, it is important to stay hydrated, she thought as she giggled uncontrollably.
**
Desiree slowly regained consciousness as the pleasant feeling of warm hands stroked her body and a warm hard cock slid evenly between her ass cheeks. Her eyes fluttered open as she remembered her surroundings.
Lying in bed in a guest entertainment room at COBALT she was naked and laying mostly on her left side. Whoever was petting her breasts and body was so gentle...the feeling was like a feather touch massage. His cock was quite hard and every time it slipped up and over her ass crack and past her rosebud it caused a pleasant tingle.
There was no way she would have been able to sleep through this.
She turned her head slightly to the right to try and see who it was who was kissing and nuzzling at her neck...
"Mmm...I see I finally woke you up." The male voice spoke.
"How can I sleep when it feels so good to wake up to this?" Desiree answered.
She placed her right hand on the gently thrusting hip behind her and gently encouraged him to hump on her ass a bit more.
Neil! She thought. That's his name...Kneel Neil. She moaned softly as his gentle caresses now teased her growing nipples and aureoles.
"Oh you like that do you?" Neil whispered teasingly in her ear.
After last nights session in the VIP booth she brought her client to a room and had rode him cowgirl style until he shot his spunk up her ass.
After, when Neil fell asleep, Desiree had showered and douched her ass to wash out any residual cum and had washed away her Maleficent Makeup. With only a light coat of eye shadow and lip gloss she was mindful to reapply a liberal amount of lubrication to her ass before she crawled back into the bed with Neil.
He was asleep when she got back but he had paid for the whole night so now she was his for the rest of the morning. She crawled into bed and snuggled up next to him, feeling the warmth and comfort of his body before finally succumbing to fatigue and falling asleep.
Desiree let her hand slip down behind her back and feel Neil's morning wood.
It was hard and full. She estimated about six and a half inches and of decent thickness. She'd easily taken that dick earlier and now she would take it again and rock his world.
Guiding Neil's dick she aligned it with the star of her anus and relaxed a bit as she guided him to penetrate her.
"MMMmmm..." Neil and Desiree both moaned simultaneously as Neil's cock slipped easily into Desiree's ass. Neil's warm breath tickled Desiree's neck when he moaned and she smiled involuntarily at the pleasing sensation.
Neil watched Desiree smile as his cock slipped into her ass. God it is so nice to have a girl who loves cock and won't say no, he thought.
Desiree relaxed into Neil's body. It was fun to dominate and control she thought but it was so much nicer to surrender and submit and give up control to another.
God, I must be fucked in the head for enjoying this so much, she mused.
But no time for this, she thought. Neil had one more fantasy to fulfill.
Desiree rolled over and Neil's cock slipped from her ass. She pushed him onto his back and slipped her leg over to straddle him. Her small penis now lay above his and his cock was pointed towards her ass.
"Have you ever had girl-cock up your ass?" Desiree asked politely.
She already knew the answer, but the client had chosen the scene and Desiree just had to play it out.
"No." Neil answered nervously.
Desiree could tell he really was nervous but his expression belied his eagerness as well.
"It's amazing." Desiree informed. "When a cock enters your ass, at first there is some pain, and fullness, and then something shifts inside you and it becomes fullness and pleasure."
"Really?"
"Uh-huh. And then when the cock is inside you, thrusting into you, hitting every pleasure center deep inside you..." Desiree began to flutter her eyes and her breath caught as she acted out the first part of an orgasm...
"I'm going to fuck you now Neil." She pronounced.
Neil gulped nervously.
"I'm going to put you on your hands and knees and take your anal cherry."
Neil nodded his assent. Desiree knew he could back out at any time but she would go as far as necessary to fulfill his fantasy.
Desiree positioned Neil on his hands and knees face down into a pillow. She then retrieved lubrication and a slip on cock sheath from the night stand.
"The spell isn't broken until you find true loves first cock." She improvised as she slipped the cock sheath over her small penis.
Neil chuckled nervously, muffled by the pillow as Desiree aligned the cock sheath with Neil's ass. The sheath was a tight fit over her tiny penis and would even allow her to feel the sensation of fucking Neil's ass similar to the way a condom would still allow some sensation.
Desiree slowly took her time as she inserted first one finger covered in lube, and then another finger into Neil's ass as she worked in the lube and worked to carefully gape his ass in preparation for he slip on cock.
She glanced around to look for a clock only to remember that Anastasya had them all removed for the private party. The girls were told that they were to stay focused on their clients without distraction or regard for the time. This would enable them to provide the service the customers expected.
Only once a client was satisfied and had left would the girls know if they would reenter circulation to find another client or were done for the night.
Compared to her tiny penis the slip on was massive; 8 inches of realistic vein covered silicon prosthetic dildo. Desiree slipped a third finger into Neil's ass and watched as he squirmed and slowly relaxed from the penetration.
Desiree didn't miss a beat as she removed her fingers and immediately replaced it with the head of the cock sheath.
Neil gasped again at the slightly larger intrusion but was able to relax almost immediately; Desiree had done well in making sure his ass was suitably gaped for her.
Desiree smiled as she enjoyed the feeling of power having a helpless man submissively taking her cock below her.
She thrust slowly and evenly, only a half inch in and a quarter of an inch out at a time as she worked the massive cock sheath deeper into Neil's ass.
Neil would gasp at each intrusion but moan and sigh at each withdrawal.
"Someone is enjoying this." She said aloud "Someone is going to make such a nice tight butt slut."
Neil actually groaned in pleasure and Desiree could feel his ass as he clamped down hard on her cock sheath.
Did he just cum? She wondered? It's only half way in!
Desiree paused for a moment as Neil's orgasm subsided.
"Oh yes baby." She purred "Take my girl cock deep...it's already half way in."
Neil moaned again at this news as Desiree resumed thrusting, this time driving deeper with each thrust until her tiny cock inside the cock sheath was buried all the way inside Neil's ass.
Neil moaned and whimpered. Desiree wondered if he would use the safe word. She held there for several minutes as Neil accommodated himself to the massive cock buried in his ass.
Desiree meanwhile reveled in the sensation of having her cock inside a tight ass. The sheath was actually providing decent feedback and the lube she used to slip her penis into the sheath was actually allowing for a small amount of friction to pleasure her tiny penis.
God this is amazing.
And as Neil submitted, Desiree began to pound his ass, nearly fully withdrawing and then plunging fully back inside him. Neil was soon moaning like a whore in heat...
Desiree smiled...Moaning like she does...he is enjoying anal as much as I do!
God, this is so wonderful, she thought again, driving hard to stimulate Neil's prostrate.
And as Neil orgasmed a second time, so did Desiree have her first, her small penis shooting a small load of sperm into the cock sheath reservoir.
Desiree and Neil both stopped to catch their breath.
"Good boy, Neil." Desiree praised as she withdrew the prosthetic cock sheath from Neil's gaping ass.
"Such a very good boy."
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Red Swallow Chapter 10
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
Desiree stepped out of the black SUV from COBALT into a dingy alley a little before 10:00. She lowered her sunglasses and surveyed her surroundings, sure that this was the wrong address. She felt extremely out of place, looking like a million bucks as she usually did. She had spent a great deal of time on her outfit that morning, expecting to go to an uptown medical building.
Desiree was wearing a clingy white blouse that did nothing to hide her lace bra underneath. Showcasing her extremely firm and shapely ass were a pair of chocolate colored, skin-tight riding pants, which were of course coupled with black and tan riding boots sporting a chunky 3-inch heel. She had a wide brown leather belt on, and her honey-blonde hair framed her face, falling to her shoulders in thick, lazy curls. Gold hoop earrings and numerous bracelets, and a Coach purse completed the ensemble.
She looked back at Nikolai, behind the wheel of the SUV. "Is this it?" she asked, having an uncomfortable flashback to another alley way several months prior.
"Da," Nikolai grunted, gesturing towards a glass door to a darkened corridor. "There. I wait here. Go."
"Ever the conversationalist, aren't you Niki?" Desiree thought to herself, and she walked across the uneven street and entered the building.
Desiree made her way down the hallway to office suite 333. She slowly entered to find an unassuming, but relatively clean, waiting room staffed by a grey-haired, unassuming woman. She walked up to the woman's desk.
"Hello, Desiree Gagnon, here for a 10:00 appointment."
The grey receptionist slowly looked up at Desiree, and then gave her a clipboard with some forms and a pen. "Please fill these out; the doctor will see you in a moment."
Desiree took the forms as instructed and sat in one of the four chairs available, and began filling out the standard medical history forms. Just as she finished, the receptionist announced that the doctor was ready to see her, and she went back to an examination room.
The doctor greeted her, "Welcome, Desiree, I am Dr. Aleksi Gorski, but you can call me Dr. Al." He was a tall, lean man, with salt-and-pepper hair and an easy grin. "Anastasya tells me you are here for the full package! I'm sure you will be pleased with the results. Please; sit, and I will tell you about the procedure and what to expect."
Desiree sat in the chair across from the doctor that was offered, and crossed her legs. They faced each other across the pitted and cracked glass surface of an ancient-looking holographic computer, quietly humming away.
"I'm sure you have many questions," Dr. Al started. "If you don't mind, hold onto them and let me give you the overview. Then we can get into any details you like." His smile was warm, and reassuring.
Desiree found herself liking the doctor, and she folded her hands in her lap and nodded.
"Great! So, what we are proposing to do is provide you with stem cell implants, and do some other feminization procedures. But the stem cells are the primary focus - you have heard of them, no?"
Again, Desiree nodded. "I believe they've been used in the past decade or so to help regrow amputated limbs?"
Dr. Al was pleased. "Yes, someone has done their homework! In fact, stem cells are the most versatile cells in the body. They can become anything. There have been groundbreaking developments in limb regrowth - particularly within the veteran community - but they can be used for nearly anything!"
"And so, you have found a way to use them to feminize men?" Desiree cut straight to the point.
"Ah, yes indeed!" Dr. Al responded. "I have invented a procedure where we insert a lattice impregnated with stem cells into key areas of your body, and over time they will feminize your body, er... further than it already is," Dr. Al's eyes ran appreciatively over Desiree's form.
"Um, Doctor? Up here?" She was used to being ogled and leered at by club patrons but having a doctor at his office look at her lustfully instead of professionally was disconcerting.
Dr. Al's eyes snapped back to Desiree's. "Right! Where was I? Oh yes, the stem cells. So, they work over time, and they are 'pre-programmed' to stop growing at the point you wish." He lowered his glasses and consulted a read-out hovering in the air above the computer surface. "Your file has your target measurements, 36-24-34 and says C-cup breasts, so that is what I have conditioned the stem cells to achieve."
"A 24-inch waist?" Desiree interrupted. "That is, um, somewhat smaller than my waist is now." She felt herself blushing furiously. Even with her workout and diet regimen, Desiree had never quite been able to lose all of Dustin's flab around the middle. "How do implants achieve that?"
"Yes, you see, the stem cells need energy to reproduce, of course," Dr. Al responded. "If you do not add calories to your diet, the stem cells will burn fat from other parts of your body to build new tissue where we want it. I have crafted a diet for you, which will add the right amount of calories so that your waist will shrink, but you won't become emaciated."
"You will see sporadic growth," he continued. "We are not sure why, to be honest, but the growth is not uniform. You will see some growth, and then it will stop for a while. Then it will start up again. But that is nothing to be worried about. We have not yet had a customer fail to reach their target!"
"Typical cases see the greatest amount of growth within the first week. Your chest may expand a full cup size or more in that time, then only slowly and intermittently after that."
"A cup size in a week!" Desiree exclaimed. "Won't that hurt? And won't I have terrible stretch marks?"
"Well, there is good news and bad news there," Dr. Al began. "The good news - the stem cells rapidly heal and regenerate skin cells in the affected area, so no permanent stretch marks! The downside... yes, I'm afraid that you'll be in a fair amount of pain during periods of growth. But we will be sure to give you a prescription to manage that."
"I see," Desiree said with some trepidation. She was not looking forward to the pain. "So the stem cells will affect my skin as well?"
"Yes, but that is not all!" he continued. "The cells will also permeate throughout your body and eventually infuse into all of your tissues. The result is significant secondary female characteristic transformations - skin, vocal cords, hair - you will see changes in all of those areas."
Desiree felt the familiar conflict building within her. She was becoming very excited, and also very nervous. It sounded too good to be true. But Dustin... he emerged from his box in her mind, anxious about yet another step towards his destruction.
"Now, based on the detailed measurements and other parameters Anastasya forwarded, I have been able to run simulations to produce a preview of what you will look like in your finished state," Dr. Al said as he turned his attention to his computer. His fingers worked in the air above the keyboard sensors.
The holographic lasers shooting upwards from the computer table began to take on different colors and dance faster around each other. The computer was really showing its age, but an image of a nude woman, about 12 inches tall, began to form and slowly rotate in the air between Desiree and the doctor.
As the image clarified, Desiree gave a small gasp. It was her, but yet, not her. The face looked somewhat... softer and more feminine somehow. And the shoulder-length hair was no longer honey-blonde, but vivid platinum! But the figure was what took her breath away - one she had been dreaming about for some time now.
Pert C-cup breasts stood proudly on her chest, making a dramatic contrast as her body winnowed down to a very narrow waist. Then the bottom part of the hourglass revealed itself in shapely hips and, Desiree could see as the image turned its back to her, a full derriere that defied gravity.
"That... that is what you can make me look like?" Desiree breathed.
"Why yes! I can bio-engineer the stem cells to alter almost any physical trait; right down to hair color!"
"Hair color? Why platinum blonde?"
"That is what Anastasya specified, my dear. Do you want to consult with her about it?"
Desiree found the look somewhat shocking at first, but as she watched the miniature image rotate in the air between them, she found she loved it.
"No, platinum blonde will be just fine, Doctor. But, I have a few questions..."
"Of course! Please, ask me anything."
"So the stem cells will permanently change my hair color?"
"Actually that is a retrovirus that will reprogram your DNA, but yes it is permanent..." unless you undergo another retro-virus hair color change later the doctor thought but didn't add to his answer. The girls the organization sent his way didn't need to know that.
"The effects... will I, um... will I lose my penis, or testicles?"
Dr. Al smiled sympathetically. "No my dear! Nothing short of sexual reassignment surgery can change those primary sexual characteristics and structural anatomy."
"Ok. And, what if I change my mind after the surgery."
Dr. Al blinked, confused. "Change your mind?"
"Right, what if I want to go back to being... just being, a boy."
"Oh, well. I see. Well, Desiree, that would be impossible. As I said, the stem cells permeate your body, they become part of you. Even if you had a mastectomy, your breasts would grow back. It is a permanent change. If that is a concern, then you should certainly reconsider undergoing the procedure..."
Desiree paused. Dustin was railing in her head about the irreversible changes, screaming that they couldn't possibly take such a permanent step. Everything else, they could still walk away from, but not this. Desiree clamped down on those thoughts - it really wasn't her choice anyway, she rationalized, the Organization had made its expectations known to her quite well.
"No, it's fine, I was just curious. And Doctor, this may be a bit indelicate, but I have not heard of this procedure before. If I may ask..."
"Anything at all!"
"Why are you operating out of a back-alley clinic, if this procedure is what it seems to be? Why aren't you in Beverly Hills?"
Dr. Al grimaced, and shifted in his chair. "Well, to be honest I had a little trouble with the medical board, and I don't exactly have a license at the moment. But, clients like Anastaysa are not so worried about those details!"
Desiree quailed at the new information, that the doctor was disbarred was not inspiring any confidence. She knew it was probably best not to dig further into that topic.
"But the use of this technology for cosmetic reasons such as breast augmentation is fairly new. The human trials were just completed and it should be approved by the FDA soon. But why should we have to wait for some faceless government bureaucrats to stamp the forms when you could have want to you want today, da?"
Dr. Al clapped his hands together. "Well, if you don't have any other questions, shall we get started?"
Desiree was startled. She thought this was a consultation only. "You mean... do the surgery now?"
"Of course! There is no time like the present. I've spent the last week preparing the models and conditioning the stem cells. Everything is ready for you."
Desiree paused again. Dustin was renewing his efforts to derail this development up from his corner of their mind, and he was starting to make sense. This was the point of no return.
But Desiree wanted the procedure; it would give her the figure that she dreamed of. Her outward appearance would finally match how she felt inside. She steeled herself and regained control over her emotions. With some effort, she stuffed Dustin back in his box, locked it, and wanly smiled at the doctor.
"Why yes, let's proceed."
**
Desiree walked out of the procedure room feeling sore. Her buttocks, breasts and hips had all been implanted. It amazed her that this was an outpatient procedure but the doctors had assured her the soreness from the needles would go away in a day or two. It was the soreness from the sudden growth that would have to be managed. The clinic nurse already had her prescription pain killers ready and she was now free to go.
Trixie met her in the waiting room.
"How did it go?"
"They let you come see me." Desiree would have smiled but she was in too much pain.
"Yes, Ana sent me to see that you were OK."
"Doctor said it went great." Desiree wanted to go home and lie down, but the doctor made it clear she needed to walk around for a few hours to help the healing.
"You look the same." Trixie noted with a critical eye. She had received her implants a long time ago. Standard silicon breast, butt and thigh implants. She still remembered the pain of recovery.
"Yes, but in a week from now these A cups should turn into full B cups and I'll have a bigger ass...and thighs." Desiree replied. "It's a good thing I'm not afraid of needles, there were over 200 injections under my skin for my butt and thighs."
"Wow!" Trixie involuntarily glanced down at her own full breasts. "And your breasts?"
Desiree just lifted up her shirt and showed her the tiny scar where the stem cell 'lattice" had been inserted into each breast. Desiree had reviewed all the material for the procedure earlier. The lattice structure was a collagen like material implanted just like silicon or saline implants would have been had she been given the option of choosing those, that thanks to the stem cells would automatically form into the mammary glands of her new breasts. Given the right stimulus Desiree would be able to lactate.
Another two dozen injections around her breasts placed the stem cells in the desired locations to promote fatty tissue growth.
"We should go take a walking shopping trip then." Trixie offered.
"That" Desiree answered. "Sounds wonderful...In one week these babies" she waved her hands to indicate her breasts and legs "are gonna get bigger. At least all my clothes at the club are already sized for my breast forms, so anything we buy today will still fit me perfectly."
"Any particular stores you want to go to?"
"I'm game for anything. It's just so nice to get out. I don't recall the last time I saw sunlight." Desiree answered as she looked at her pale arms.
"I know just the place." Trixie informed as she took Desiree in her arm and led her to their next destination.
**
Standing in front of a full-length, tri-fold mirror in the dressing rooms of COBALT, Desiree admired herself in the newest dress she had purchased during her shopping trip with Trixie a week ago. She filled it out perfectly. Her breasts had grown dramatically and she only had to use bra inserts to fill out her bras to a C-cup that matched her breast forms she formerly used.
She also looked at her thighs and butt, which were fine before, but now they had a certain wow factor to them.
The most unexpected development had been her waist. Her workouts had really improved her waistline but in one week it had been reduced dramatically. She had to review the literature again before finding the parts where it explained...in small print...that if she didn't get enough from her diet that her body would scavenge fat from other locations to relocate them to the implant sites for used by the stem cells. It was imperative that she stay on the diet prescribed by Dr. Al.
Her implants had made her waist thinner! She now had a 34-24-34 figure!
Desiree smiled at the long progression she had just gone through. She went from a pudgy boy, to a skinny girl to a woman with a curvy model's figure. She wondered if she had known about this before if she would have acted on the information or would have done it sooner.
She smiled at herself in the mirror, admiring her new curves once more. She checked the time, and gasped - she had spent too long gazing at herself!
Silly!
She sat down at the make up table to put the finishing touches on her face, and then grabbed her purse and strode towards the club area of COBALT. She was looking forward to entertaining her clients tonight, the first ones since her surgery, and seeing their reactions to her new, sexy body.
**
Desiree sat in the back of the car as Nikolai drove her to her rendezvous with her client. This one was new and hadn't been completely vetted yet. The organization had managed to rule out that he was from a rival organization or that he could have been a police or police informant. It would seem that he was just some reasonably wealthy guy who wanted some companionship.
Of course, not being fully vetted, he had to pay extra for a first date that wasn't at COBALT. But Yuri had approved when the background checks passed and the money was paid.
The mystery client had specifically requested Desiree. Nikolai was one of many who had thought that their little whore was a little too proud and had an attitude of being better than all of them. The training to break her down and remind her of her place had been a success however as she never gave them trouble and was always prompt, courteous, and above all else, respectful.
Yuri had finally relented and now Desiree was being allowed out of the club to start escorting again and earning some real money for COBALT.
Nikolai checked the listening device on Desiree's purse. All the girls were monitored when they went on a first date with a client not fully vetted or for clients of special interest to the Russians. Nikolai would be able to hear if the situation turned dangerous, and get her to safety. She was valuable property. It's not good to waste trained assets after all.
Nikolai delivered Desiree to her hotel. The client had chosen a nice one, a five-star hotel in the city. It was one of the approved hotels that COBALT preferred for security purposes. Nikolai delivered Desiree to the front door and told her in what room to meet her client. He then returned to the car to wait out the night.
**
Desiree took the elevator up to her floor and walked to her designated room. She wore a tiny slip of a dress and matching 4" heels; her opaque thigh highs and lace bra and panties her only other clothing.
Desiree felt the pinch and tightness of her bra. She needed to go and buy new ones. Her breasts had blown through their C-cup target, and had nearly grown into Ds over the past 6 months. She was astonished, and had gone back to Dr. Al to find out what was going on.



He had somewhat sheepishly admitted that there was a 1 in 1000 chance of a side effect of growing beyond the programmed target. Some women may actually grow by two additional cup sizes over the course of a year. But he stressed that it looked to him like the growth would soon stop, and she would remain a sexy D-cup.
Desiree knocked on the hotel room door.
"It's open" a voice called out.
Desiree opened the door and walked in to the dimly lit room. A hand reached out behind her, grabbed her, and slammed the door shut.
**
Nikolai had just returned to his car from the bathroom. He thought of turning the radio over to the baseball game. Yankees were playing a late game tonight. From the sounds coming over Desiree's bug her client must be having his fun now.
Nikolai listened in, bored at first as he had become indifferent to the sounds of whores whoring. His interest was suddenly galvanized when he realized what was actually being said.
**
Desiree was taken by surprise as she was flung from the doorway and into the middle of the hotel suite. Falling to the floor in shock she looked back to see who her attacker was. To her shock it was that annoying guy from the gym...what's-his-name again.
"You filthy tranny whore!"
Eric...she remembered; his name was Eric.
"Eric, what are you doing?"
Eric approached her slowly and menacingly and despite slowly crawling back away he was soon standing over her.
"You think you are too good for me, don't you." Eric sneered.
"I don't know what you mean. What is going on? Why did you attack me?"
"You know exactly what I mean. You lead me on at the gym, practically throwing yourself at me, teasing me, flaunting yourself in that skimpy outfit, then blue balling me and rejecting me." Eric seethed at Desiree, spittle actually issuing from his mouth.
"What are you talking about, I never..."
SLAP!
Eric struck Desiree across her face leaving a red hand mark emblazoned upon her cheek.
"Don't lie to me whore!"
Eric grabbed Desiree's arm and yanked her to her feet and then threw her across the room onto the bed. He threw her so hard that she bounced off the bed and fell off the other side, striking the end table and knocking the heavy table lamp onto the floor.
Desiree cowered on the floor as Eric rounded the end of the bed and came at her again. He lifted her up by one arm, nearly wrenching her shoulder from its socket and tossed her onto the center of the bed.
Damn he's strong! Desiree thought, fearing that her life was in jeopardy. There was no way she was able to fight back and resist. He was just too big and powerful. Desiree cowered on the bed in fear.
Nikolai opened the door to the room and ran inside. He was glad he didn't have to kick down the door. The fool had left it unlocked. He practically sprinted into the room and saw Desiree cowering on the bed while a large man, presumably her client stood over her.
Eric turned in surprise at the new threat. Some Slavic looking dude was interrupting him while he was trying to teach this tranny tease and whore a lesson. He barely had time to react when the stranger attacked him.
Desiree whimpered while the men fought. She knew Nikolai's ability by reputation. Very few men would ever stand against him. But here and now, Eric was giving as good as he got. He fought like maybe he had some experience. He was also really big! Desiree was shocked to see that after a terrible struggle that Eric had placed Nikolai in a choke hold, and Nikolai was losing consciousness!
Desire wished she could just fly away. If only she could escape safely. She had enough of being a whore for the Russian Mafia. She had so much fun blossoming from Dustin into Desiree, but it had all gone wrong somehow.
Time seemed to slow to a crawl. She saw that the hotel room door was open, Nikolai was almost unconscious, and she could just escape, she could just run away and never come back!
Desiree went into auto-pilot. She had no idea why she did what she did but in the midst of all the chaos and struggle Desiree did something Dustin had never done before in his life; she fought back.
Desiree picked up the heavy metal table lamp. She approached Eric from his blind side and just behind him. She lifted the lamp over her head and swung the base of the lamp down and onto Eric's skull. She heard a sickening crack and was certain that she had killed him.
Eric felt the agony of the blow to his head. He saw stars and felt dizzy for a moment. Adrenaline is a wonderful thing though. He dropped the stranger onto the floor, leaving him weak and gasping for breath.
Eric turned slowly; he touched the back of his head and felt blood. As he turned, he saw that Desiree, the tranny whore, had the audacity to strike him. Eric towered over Desiree, and as she drew the lamp back to strike again, he reached out and caught the lamp with his free hand.
"What the fuck did I just do?" Desiree asked herself in disbelief. She made to swing the lamp again but Eric just grabbed it from her and tossed it aside.
Eric's left hand shot out and grabbed her throat. Desiree could feel the pressure on her throat as he squeezed down and choked her. With just one hand he was able to lift her up, until the toes of her high heels lost contact with the floor.
Eric looked at his right hand and noticed blood from the back of his head. He seemed surprised at first and then his surprise turned to pure unadulterated hatred. His eyes turned cold and dark in the low light of the room as his gaze shifted back to Desiree.
Desiree saw that Eric's right hand had tightened into a first, and as she beat on his muscular arms with her own and fought for air, she heard him growl as he said, "I'm going to really enjoy this."
Black spots danced in front of Desiree's eyes. She could feel her strength fading as he choked her, cutting off her air supply. She could feel her body start to go limp. She felt the blow from his fist land on her face, nearly rendering her unconscious. Eric slowly drew back his first to strike again.
Without warning, a blade burst out of the front of Eric's throat. Blood spurt from the wound and sprayed all over Desiree's face, neck, and dress. Eric toppled forward and fell on top of Desiree as they landed in a heap on the floor. Gasping for air as her vision slowly recovered, Desiree looked up, and saw Nikolai, holding a knife that he had pulled from god knows where.
"Are you all right?" Nikolai asked. His voice sounded like gravel sliding down a metal chute.
"I think so," Desiree responded. Her voice didn't sound much better.
Nikolai pulled out his phone and made a call.
"Yeah, this is Nikolai. Yeah I'm here; I need a clean up crew. Yeah, she's here too... no I can't, she is... evidence," he grunted, eyeing Desiree's blood spattered face and heaving bosom. "Ok, yeah. 30 minutes."
Nikolai wiped the knife clean and dropped it on Desiree's former client. He had a curious look in his eye, one that Desiree hadn't seen before. He held his huge hand out to her.
"Come with me, mladshaya sestra, it is not safe here, and we need to clean you up. Come."
Desiree slowly reached for his hand. She still could not process what had just happened. She had thought she was going to die. She was only a few seconds away from passing out and never waking up, but Nikolai had saved her. She felt a powerful swell of emotions rise in her breast and bringing tears to her eyes.
Nikolai pulled her to her feet and she threw herself into his arms. She held him tight against her chest. She never appreciated how huge and muscular and strong and ruggedly handsome he was.
Desiree suddenly knew how good it truly felt to be alive. Her impulses overtook her common sense and her emotions held sway. Desiree kissed Nikolai. She kissed him full on the mouth and held onto him as if her very life still depended on him.
Nikolai was still feeling the rush of adrenaline and the thrill of victory. It had been close. He nearly lost the fight. He had underestimated the American and nearly paid with his life. Only Desiree's interference had saved him. The feeling of Desiree as she kissed him and held him, her warm body pressed tight against his, Nikolai kissed her back, and then lifting her up took her away from the bedroom out to the hotel suite dining table.
Animal instincts overcame his reason. He pulled up Desiree's dress as she desperately struggled to unbuckle his belt and fumbled with the zipper to his pants. Wanton sexuality filled the room. They were both amped and high on their emotions. As Desiree freed his cock from his pants Nikolai felt her grip as she aligned his cock with her anus.
"This is mine." Nikolai thought and he growled while pushing his hard dick inside the whore. Desiree for her part had already been lubed and prepared for her encounter with her client. Nikolai's cock slid in and filled her insides. The passion of life and lust itself drove her mad.
Nikolai took her right there on the table. His pent-up lust and aggression given full reign over Desiree's recumbent body. Desiree for her part needed this. She wanted this. She wantonly let herself enjoy submitting to Nikolai, and as he drove her to orgasm, she could feel the last vestiges of Dustin fade away to nothing. Dustin was truly gone, only Desiree remained.
**
Desiree and Nikolai went back to the club. Desiree went up to the changing rooms and spent a long time in the shower. No matter how hard she tried she felt she couldn't get rid of all the blood. Trixie showed up to comfort her. She took her bloody clothes away in a bag; for incineration, she suspected. After she told her version of the events to Yuri and Anastasya they let Trixie take her to her room.
She may have been somewhat lost in thought and in a bit of shock from her ordeal but she couldn't mistake the way the men were looking at her and treating her as she walked out. She was not familiar with the look; it was not something Dustin had often seen in others' eyes. Desiree felt contentment as she finally recognized the look that Nikolai and a few of the 'bouncers' gave her; a look of respect.
She didn't know it yet but she had been accepted.
**
Trixie was on her date with Leo and was giving him a run-down of the latest information.
"She was almost raped and murdered. She's vulnerable now. We need to make our move." Trixie argued. She was lying naked on the bed as Leo dressed in front of her.
Trixie's brief was as unexpected as it was inconvenient. Making a date outside their usual randomly scheduled rendezvous times posed a risk. A risk Leo didn't like to take.
After Trixie and Leo had coitus Leo jumped into the shower. Trixie's perfume was cloying. Afterwards while toweling off he listened as she gave him a rundown on the inner workings of COBALT and the Russian mobsters in New York.
Trixie's intel was always valuable and pertinent.
"She's not a trained asset. If she squeals she will blow the whole operation." Leo reasoned with Trixie. But reason didn't often make a lot of sense when Trixie's instincts were more accurate than their best intelligence.
"I'm telling you, she is going to be moved up. I'm stuck here, they know I am too profitable to move up in the organization, I'm a victim of my own success, but Desiree, She has degrees, she has the looks, and she enjoys the lifestyle."
"And that's the problem. She enjoys this. Who ever heard of a happy hooker turning against her protectors just for fun?"
"They're not her protectors. Look what they had to do to break her and make her obedient and submissive." Trixie countered. "Besides, there's something there. I can't quite place my finger on it, but she's planning something, I just know it."
Leo seemed to ponder what she was saying, but didn't commit.
"Look, all I'm saying is if you want to infiltrate the upper echelons of this organization, you will have to trust me. I'm betting that Desiree is our girl. She is smart, and valuable, and given the right motivation she will help us."
"I wish I could be so sure." Leo replied.
"This is our opportunity," Trixie stated "either we take it now, or this investigation stalls and fails."
Leo finished getting dressed and walked out of their hotel room. He'd have to run this one by his superiors.
**
Desiree laid naked between Trixie and one of her regular customers, Leo, on the king size bed of a luxury hotel in downtown New York. She had been a very nubile and energetic participant in a three-way sexcapades for the past hour.
Trixie had never invited Desiree out with any of her clients before. But earlier that night, as their shifts ended at COBALT, she had informed Desiree that she was to join her and Leo for a drink at an offsite hotel bar. Leo was charming enough and reasonably handsome, and of course Desiree adored Trixie, so she accepted.
Desiree trusted Trixie as her one and only friend at COBALT. She had been there for her both before when she was Dustin and just trying to make ends meet, and after her compliance training she helped her stay sane, and had always been there to listen and to offer advice and keep her grounded. She had even recently persuaded Anastasya to let her go back to the gym with Trixie and resume working out.
Pilates and yoga with Trixie was a much more enjoyable form of exercise than weight lifting had been. The group of women in the workout room had made her feel welcome and supported. With her new, enhanced figure, she found the low-impact and focused efforts of yoga and Pilates much more to her liking. She was able to build maintain her strength, increase her flexibility, and strengthen her core. She found this increasingly important as her growing breasts caused new strains and pains in her back.
To say that their post-coital conversation was unusual however would be putting it mildly. Leo was not just another average client. Leo, she learned, was with the FBI. He had been grooming Trixie for years, and the two of them were effectively spying on the Organization, as Leo slowly built a case against it and the wider Russian mob. And they wanted Desiree's help.
Desiree's head was spinning as she tried to process what they had been sharing with her for the past several minutes. She was bewildered, and felt a little betrayed, actually, that Trixie had kept such a significant matter a secret from her. Desiree recognized that they were trying to manipulate her into helping them. How long had Trixie been plotting this? Desiree felt annoyed with her friend.
But, if the past couple years had taught Desiree anything, it was adaptability and how to think on her feet. She feigned a surprised but trusting demeanor, and furiously analyzed how to turn this development to her advantage.
"We want you to be our mole, our inside man" Leo said.
"Man? Dustin is gone, it's Desiree now." Desiree replied, even more annoyed that before.
Trixie stepped in to smooth things over. While Leo was spooning Desiree, Trixie was lying facing her. Desiree was trapped between them. Leo and Trixie had done this deliberately to keep Desiree under control if things didn't go as planned. She reached out to caress Desiree's face and hair when she spoke.
Desiree appreciated the tender show of affection from Trixie, even as her hand eventually found a resting place next to Desiree's bosom. No...especially because her hand rested next to her bosom.
"We want you Desiree, not Dustin. We need you. I tried to get close but Yuri wasn't interested in me. But he has taken a special interest in you. You have a real chance to get close to him. Come work with us. You can get even for what they did to you."
"Why?" Desiree asked.
"To get back at those who used you. To take down criminals who traffic in persons; to send rapists and murderers and drug dealers to jail. We could take down the entire New York organization." Leo answered. He was caressing her thigh as he spoke softly through her hair into her ear. His breath tickled her neck slightly.
"It takes unorthodox methods to get results and your unique abilities as a financial specialist and as a..uh..." Leo continued.
"Whore." Trixie filled in.
Leo looked angrily at Trixie at that admission but didn't dispute it.
"We could not have arranged a better more fool proof method of insertion of an agent no matter how hard we tried. You simply fell into place, a godsend for us." Leo stated.
Desiree thought very carefully. She pondered her options before finally giving her answer. It seemed that another key piece of her plan had just fallen into her lap.
She had never really thought much about the Russian mob - the Organization - that was behind the scenes and pulling the strings in her life. Desiree considered her strange journey from a mousey little man named Dustin, working at an entry-level position in New York finance, to where she was now. She snuggled between Trixie and Leo, enjoying the warmth of their bodies.
She could not find a strong an urge in herself to bring down the Organization; not like that which Trixie and Leo were displaying. She didn't love the Organization, in many ways, she hated it. But she also loved who she was now, having shed the sad trappings of Dustin's life, and - she had to be honest with herself - much of that was due to the Russians, for better and for worse.
However, there was an object of her hatred. One that Desiree saw as the architect of her past - and present - humiliation and pain. One who was currently treating her like garbage, building the resentment inside her.
Yuri!
Yuri was behind her compliance training. He was the reason she lost Adam and her chance at a glamorous life working and living at the side of a multi-billionaire. And he was now holding her back! Just like that bug, Carl Marks, Yuri was leveraging Desiree's financial brilliance, using her, while she got nothing for her effort and talent. Why must she endure under his tyrannical hand?
Suddenly, the final piece of the plan that she had been searching for fell into place. Leo and Trixie offered a path to the vengeance and freedom that Desiree craved. Of course, it didn't fit exactly what they had in mind, so Desiree would have to use them, too. But, they wouldn't get hurt, and if her plan came to fruition, it would be a small victory for them and a large victory for her.
"Yes...I'll do it!"
"Just like that?" Leo asked, surprised. He had thought that Desiree would need more convincing.
"Yes, just like that." Desiree answered. "You want to take down a criminal organization that runs drugs, traffics in people and ruins lives. I can support that, and if you think I can help, then I owe it to myself to try."
"Why? Why do you owe it to yourself to try?" Trixie asked her.
"Because all my life I was too afraid to try anything; I lived in fear and let my social anxiety run my life. But as Desiree, I am in control now. I run my life, no one else."
"I was a socially anxious nerd. A hermit, shut-in, recluse, completely solitary, lonely, and friendless...well, except for my doctor and some professors...
"That's just a stereotype." Trixie said.
"Well, it fit me" Desiree said with a deadpan stare.
"Look here." Desiree said as she retrieved her phone from the nightstand and accessed a secure server on the dark web.
"I have been backing up the Organization's data to a private server. I've covered my tracks, to ensure they cannot detect it or trace it to me. There isn't a complete picture yet, but in time, there should be enough to bring Yuri down."
"Would you be are willing to go undercover, perhaps for years, to help us build the case?" Leo excitedly asked.
"Yes. What they do is terrible and someone needs to hold them accountable.
"Welcome to the team." Leo stated.
"You're such a slut" Trixie teased. "Look at you, taking on the whole Russian mob."



"And you're such a whore" Desiree shot back.
"Whores get paid. Sluts do it for free." Trixie replied.
"Then we're both whores...wait...what..." Desiree caught Trixie's meaning "hey, yeah, if I am a Confidential Informant shouldn't you pay me as well?"
"Technically you volunteered for this so..." Leo pretended to be in deep contemplation as he groped her ass.
"See...slut!" Trixie laughed.
"Whore!" Desiree laughed back accusingly.
"Girls, girls, girls, stop fighting...you're both pretty. And yes, as an informant you will have money deposited into an account for you to use once you are no longer embedded undercover."
"How long do you think this will take?" Desiree asked.
"However long it takes. We fail because we try to move too fast. We expose one part of a whole, make an arrest, close a case, and show short term results...with this intel we can stand a real chance of crippling the Russians on the entire east coast."
"Yuri works for Ivan Ivanovich and Ivan's enterprise is inexorably expanding...Russia, the Middle East, Amsterdam is entirely theirs now. We need to stop them here, in America, while we still can."
"They are evil incorporated and our focus is to find the scope of the entire organization here in the tri-state area. One mole in the right place can give us more intelligence than two-dozen agencies world wide can accomplish over the past year."
"I think you mean evil incarnate." Desiree affirmed.
"Whatever." Leo stroked Desiree's back.
"So we are whoring for American Justice?" Desiree flirtatiously asked.
"Yes." Trixie smiled as she held Desiree's face in her hand and gave Desiree a kiss.
"Her lips are so soft." Trixie thought as Desiree melted into her arms and reciprocated her kiss.
They're conversation closed, the three found the energy to renew their passion. It was another enjoyable hour for them all.
**
Desiree smiled as she sat next to Yuri and explained her findings.
"If we look here, here, and here," she said, indicating documents on her computer, "you can see where the organization is exposed to police interference. A risk assessment indicates that your expansion into this field should not proceed without first mitigating that risk of police investigations." Desiree concluded.
Yuri studied the documents and police reports and compared them to the information he forwarded to Desiree. Her conclusions were correct and he was satisfied with her findings.
"Good." He said.
It took him a minute to notice that Desiree was still sitting there, smiling at him. He turned in his chair to look at her. She was providing this briefing right before beginning her shift at the club, so she was dressed for the evening.
Tonight's theme was Lolita or sissy themed and corsets and petticoats were de-rigueur for all the girls tonight.
Desiree was wearing a sunflower colored satin corset with pale blue details in lace and ribbon. Her petticoat flared out admirably over her full hips from her narrow waist and was short enough to display her shapely legs to their best effect. The straps from her garter belt were visible holding up her pale sky-blue thigh highs. Yellow high heels completed her ensemble.
Desiree's smile broadened, and she breathed in deeply. Her impressive bosoms strained against the top of the corset, threatening to burst over the top. That doctor had done his work well, Yuri thought.
"What?" He asked, brusquely.
Desiree looked away but was still smiling. "Nothing, Yuri. I'm just so happy for this opportunity to use my financial skills for you, and to work with such an impressive man." She batted her eyelashes.
"Yes, well, ah, your work is ... adequate. Go now, time to get down to the club," Yuri ordered Desiree away. He noticed that she seemed to smile shyly up at him from her lowered eyelids and bowed head. Yuri normally exerted iron control over himself around the girls of COBALT, but he now found that his eyes were locked on Desiree's dramatic curves.
When she walked away, he admired the flip of her petticoat as her hips swayed from side to side. Yuri felt the crotch of his pants tighten, and found that he was attracted to the image the pretty whore was presenting. He had been working closely with her for weeks now, having her run analysis and projections and assessments of organizational flaws and project proposals. She was beginning to get to him.
After Desiree had left and gone down to the club, Yuri finished his review of her projections. On a whim he took out his phone and logged into COBALT's surveillance system as the administrator. The system found Desiree, sitting at a table, chatting and laughing with customers.
Yuri trained the camera on her chest. He began to stroke his cock slowly through the fabric of his pants. After a minute or two, he opened the COBALT app and reserved Desiree for the next evening before her shift started. It had been awhile since he had bedded any of the whores. Work had been too demanding, but it was important to take some time to relax and enjoy the fruits of one's labors.
**
Desiree lay in bed next to Yuri. He had fallen asleep after their sexual encounter. Desiree felt the pain in her ass as Yuri never made any pretense of caring for her feelings or about her as a person. She was just there to get fucked.
Desiree looked at the ruins of her waitressing uniform which lay in tatters all around her. Tonight's uniform was...well, had been...a 1950's style waitress uniform that had been tailored to be just a bit more risqué than uniforms from that time period.
Desiree thought of how Yuri loved to rip her clothes off her body. This was the third uniform he had ruined of hers. The first was from their initial encounter, about three months ago - her yellow Lolita sissy outfit where only the corset had survived. Then there was her faux fur animal hide dress for Tarzan and the Jungle theme that was utterly destroyed, and now this one as well.
Desire had usually managed to strip out of her uniform in time to save it from Yuri's ravages. She was often successful, but this time she was too slow in stripping for him.
Yuri liked to take matters into his own hands.
The worst part was that the cost of replacement clothes had to be paid out of Desiree's own pocket.
That was typical of Yuri and she now found how much she despised the man.
He was completely uncaring of the impact his actions had on anyone else, as long as he got what he wanted. He worked hard to come across as a strong or formidable man, a man to be respected. He was more of a weasel; a cruel weasel but one with a great deal of power. Desiree had learned a much about the Organization from the scant pillow talk that Yuri engaged in during his weaker moments. She knew that he answered only to Ivan Ivanovich, the mysterious man at the head of the entire Russian mob.
Desiree remembered briefly meeting Ivan at Smith Financial; though it seemed like a different lifetime, it was only a little over a year ago. She remembered what a powerful and enigmatic figure he was. Now that she had a better appreciation of who he really was, she was amazed that she had been in his presence, so unaware.
And what a physical specimen he was, as well!
She remembered she only saw him seated, but he looked to be very tall, and even in his custom-tailored suite, she had noticed the toned physique. And that aura he had about him... like a jungle cat ready to pounce.
Her memories of Ivan were starting to warm her up, but then she looked at Yuri lying next to her, and came crashing back down to reality. Despite his handsome features and close cropped hair he suddenly even looked like a weasel.
Desiree almost giggled to herself - if the players at Dustin's old community theater troupe could see the acting job she was doing now, pretending to be turned on by Yuri and enduring his sexual mauling, they would be very impressed!
As the weeks had progressed, Desiree had slowly built up what was almost a good working relationship with Yuri. She had proven her competence, and he was no longer quite as insulting or demeaning as when she had been in her "trial" period. Desiree now could access all the books for his entire operations. Unfortunately for Yuri, he couldn't imagine that she was also siphoning off all his data and making copies on her secure encrypted server on the dark web.
But, Yuri's grudging respect for Desiree ended the minute the workday was over. Then he was Yuri, the head of the Organization, and don't you forget it!
And although Yuri was unnecessarily rough and a horribly selfish lover, Desiree had managed to find a way to satisfy herself when he fucked her.
As Yuri began to pound away at her she would push back to mitigate the amplitude of his thrust...she pushed back so as to give him less room. His cock was nice. A good solid 8 inches and he liked to use all 8 of them. When Desiree rocked back to meet him he was not able to bring the full force of his hips to bear.
Desiree knew it frustrated him when she did this. He would spank her ass and spank it hard to try and make her stop. Desiree would then bear down on his cock, squeezing it with her sphincter muscle. She could feel him tense up in pleasure when she did this.
The final step was to rotate her hips up and down to force his cock to stimulate her prostate.
The net effect was that it became a contest between the two of them on who was in control of their fucking. Yuri would not concede to Desiree, but Desiree only had to manipulate the situation long enough to make herself cum.
As Desiree orgasmed and spewed her tiny load of semen onto the sheets of the bed, Yuri growled in anger before shoving her flat onto her belly, pushing her down into her puddle of cum and smearing her cum onto her tummy before taking out his frustration on her.
It was twisted.
It was animalistic.
It was sex between two adversaries, constantly fighting each other.
Desiree had to admit, there was something about it that she also found fantastic! Perhaps it was the challenge of it, the struggle to get what she wanted. She mentally shrugged; she was learning to stop trying to analyze why she enjoyed so many different types of sex, with all manner of different kind of people so very much. She was learning to just enjoy it, and not question!
**
Afternoon sunlight streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the elegantly appointed office on the 48th floor of the Piedmont building. Yuri sat in an overstuffed leather armchair facing a massive mahogany desk, waiting for his boss, Ivan. This was their usual quarterly business review of the Organization, so Yuri was experiencing only the usual mild nervousness and acid indigestion that came with meeting with Ivan.
An antique grandfather clock in the corner behind the desk ticked off the seconds loudly as Yuri fidgeted slightly. Across the desk was a large, elaborate executive chair made out of a metal so black it seemed to swallow light, with black leather cushions. Ivan had a penchant for chairs that looked more like thrones.
The office was spartan, decorated in a minimalist style with a great deal of black and chrome metals. There was one sculpture on a dais in the center of the office behind Yuri, an authentic, life-sized Greek statue of a goddess that Ivan had "appropriated" from its museum in Russia sometime in the past.
Two large oil paintings faced each other on the walls to Yuri's left and right. He was not knowledgeable in the art world, so he did not know the artists. But he had no doubt they were priceless. One was of a young girl looking back over her shoulder at the viewer, with some sort of cloth covering on her head. The other was also of a woman, but looked to Yuri like a bizarre, angular jumble of mismatched shapes and styles. He shook his head, not understanding the appeal.
The only other adornments were the swords. Horizontally mounted evenly on the walls about chest-high around the spacious office were all manner of the bladed weapons, most of them hundreds of years old. All five kinds of Samurai blades were represented, the most impressive being a beautifully restored Nodachi. There was a saber from the American calvary of the 1800s, two curved scimitars from the ancient Middle East, and a few medieval European specimens. The one exception to the rule of horizontal mounting was the enormous Germanic broadsword that hung, point down, on the wall immediately behind Ivan's throne.
Perhaps Ivan was trying to send a message to visitors. Or, perhaps he just liked swords, a weapon with which he was quite proficient. In either case, the effect was the same - the office reflected its owner, a man of violence, strength, and action.
Yuri heard the door behind him open and close, and footsteps as Ivan approached. He rose, and gave a nod to his employer.
"Good day, Yuri, I trust that you have been well," Ivan rumbled as he walked behind his desk and settled in his great chair.
"Quite well, thank you, Ivan."
"I saw you in Moscow last month! One of my aides saw you at the airport, but you got into a taxi and drove off. What were you doing there, visiting family?" Ivan casually inquired.
Yuri stiffened, and his mind raced. Ivan had seen him in Moscow? He had taken every precaution to cover his tracks on that trip, and he was undone by a stupid coincidence? Yuri had checked Ivan's schedule before going; Ivan was supposed to be in Amsterdam that week. Was Ivan toying with him? Somehow he knew Yuri had gone, and was trying to trip him up?
Yuri quickly did the mental math to calculate his next steps. Every countermeasure he had deployed created an alibi that he had been in Atlantic City, reviewing the Organization's operations there.
Fake receipts, airline and hotel bookings, even a body double.
If he contradicted that now, and said he was in Moscow on some personal trip, he would be easily found out. On the other hand, he didn't know what evidence Ivan had that he had been in Moscow. He decided to go with the more certain bet.
"Moscow? No, Ivan, I was here last month, except for the week I spent reviewing our operations in Atlantic City. Are you quite certain it was me you saw?"
Ivan leaned forward a bit, looking like a wolf approaching a young deer. "Atlantic City, you say? Ah yes, he must have been mistaken. It was dark and raining. But the man did look remarkably like you."
Yuri breathed an internal sigh of relief. He had no doubt Ivan would have people checking into his Atlantic City alibi immediately after this meeting. But he was confident that his countermeasures would withstand their scrutiny. The unknown variable was what evidence did Ivan have that Yuri had been in Moscow?
Yuri would deploy his own investigations into that after the meeting as well. Ivan would not take kindly to the fact that Yuri had been in Moscow meeting with Ivan's rivals. He had been carefully planning for the past couple years how he could remove Ivan from the picture and assume leadership of the Enterprise. Yuri was a cunning, ambitious man, and he did not plan to work for Ivan forever.
"Yes, well, I have a common face!" Yuri joked, and then tried to pivot to the subject of the meeting. "I trust you will be pleased with this quarter's report," Yuri responded as he unfolded his tablet and started up his presentation.
"I'm sure, Yuri. But first, there is a matter I would like to discuss."
"Oh?"
"The Red Sparrow you are training, who is also managing your finances. The one we retrieved from Adam Smith. Give me an update on her progress."
Yuri blinked. "Desiree Gagnon?"
"Da."
"Well, Anastasya tells me her comportment lessons and other education is nearly complete. She has done well. And, she has truly mastered the arts of providing sexual pleasure, and she has been earning well for the club, we are certain that the compliance training broke her resistance, and she is completely loyal. She should be able to join the ranks of the Red Sparrows soon."
"And her financial and risk management skills? Are they as strong as we had thought?"
Yuri snorted derisively. "She does an adequate job. She is possibly some kind of an 'idiot savant.' She is an airheaded fool, but when given proper guidance on a finance or business task, she is able to complete it satisfactorily."
Ivan noticed the odd reaction in Yuri, showing on his face and in his tone. He was growing agitated. It seems that this little Sparrow had gotten to Yuri in some way. He maintained his silence and let Yuri continue.
"To be quite honest, I spend far too much of my time having to manage and tutor her. She needs even the simplest concepts explained more than once, constant oversight, and double-checking of her work." Yuri was on a roll now.
"Interesting," Ivan thought.
"Free labor is always good, but to be honest, Ivan, I have been contemplating hiring a professional. The overhead of managing this silly tranny is starting to outweigh the benefits."
"But your business has been growing, and the financial management has been excellent?" Ivan probed.
"Because I have to practically redo everything!" Yuri exclaimed, the color rising in his face. "I am working overtime to compensate for her incompetence!"
"Yes," Ivan thought, "this little Desiree has clearly unsettled Yuri." Ivan had never seen Yuri lose his control like this.
"So, you are thinking to replace her?" Ivan asked.
"Yes, I believe I am!" Yuri responded heatedly.
"Good."
"Er... good?" The color that had recently risen in Yuri's face disappeared, and his jaw dropped slightly.
"Da, good. I claim Desiree Gagnon. It should not pose any problem to your Organization, given you planned to replace her. Of course, it would not matter whether it impacts you or not. I claim her."
Yuri's mouth opened a few more millimeters, and his eyes registered his surprise. Ivan was intrigued. Yuri was not at the top of his game anymore, letting this much emotion show. What had this little Sparrow done to him?
"But... er, Ivan. Ah, of course. It is always your right to do so. But, ah, she is free labor, in spite of the, ah, additional management required." Yuri's mind was racing. He had fallen into a trap, and was searching for a way to climb out.
"And I plan to put her financial and business skills to good use in the Enterprise."
"But you normally claim polished Red Sparrows, who have experience performing at the highest levels of society. Desiree has not yet started her Sparrow career. I would feel dishonored if she did not live up to your expectations."
Ivan waved his hand dismissively. "Of course, I understand this. Her additional skillset makes her somewhat unique, and will compensate for her lack of experience as a Sparrow."
"But Ivan, she is just a whore!"
Ivan's face hardened, and he raised his eyes to lock onto Yuri's. The entire room seemed to cool by several degrees. Yuri felt his balls shrivel and try to pull back into his body.
"You have a problem with my decision?" Ivan's tone was even, but deadly.
Yuri swallowed hard; there was no saliva in his mouth, and his tongue felt like sandpaper. He suddenly realized how thin the ice was under his feet.
"Of course not, sir. Very good. I will make all the necessary arrangements."
"My secretary will give you the details of where she will move." Ivan's face relaxed, and the tension eased. "And you will arrange for her to be present for a dinner meeting in my residence once I am back from my next trip."
"Yes, sir."
"Good! Now that is settled, get on with your presentation," Ivan said, as he settled back in his massive chair, and Yuri's presentation formed in the air between them above his tablet.
**
Yuri and Anastasya sat together in his private dining room adjoining his offices, enjoying their lunches in the comfortable silence that siblings know. Yuri was studying news clippings on his tablet, and Anastasya was reviewing the staffing line up for the club that evening.



"I have news regarding two of your girls, Ana." Yuri broke the silence.
Anastasya looked up and raised her eyebrows.
"The whore, Trixie, I've decided to accept the client's offer to buy out her contract."
"Ah, that is good, Yuri. She is a good earner, da, but she has been with us for some time and I have two younger girls with similar features to replace her. Will you offer the customary gift?"
Yuri grimaced, "I do not believe that finances at this time would allow..."
"Oh come now, Yuri," Anastasya cut him off. "Trixie has earned us a great deal of money, and customs are customs. You must honor them."
Yuri sighed. "Alright, find out what gift she wants."
Anastasya smiled, satisfied. "And the second girl?"
Yuri's face darkened somewhat. "Ivan has claimed the whore, Desiree, as his own. He wants a meeting, and then she will leave COBALT." Yuri clearly was not happy with the decision.
Anastaya's face fell. "Ah, that is unfortunate. She was really coming into her prime as an earner. And I must admit, I enjoy having her around."
Yuri shifted in his chair. "Well think about me for a moment!" he said petulantly. Even though she is a barely competent idiot, she is now managing all accounting tasks for the Organization. I have to find a replacement at short notice. I might even have to pay someone!"
Anastasya stiffened. "You say Desiree is managing... all of the Organization's finances? I thought you were just going to have her do isolated, low-level tasks?"
Yuri looked furtively at Anastasya, but could not hold her gaze. "She proved adequate to the task, so I directed her to take on more work. What of it! You stick to your whores, and I will worry about the Organization!"
"Of course, Yuri," Anastasya soothed. She was somewhat surprised that Yuri had given that level of trust to Desiree. He certainly hadn't done so before, to Anastasya's knowledge. But then, Desiree could be trusted. She had been broken...hadn't she?
**
Desiree sat at her computer in her cramped office, finalizing her most recent report of the Atlantic City operations for Yuri. Her fingers with their steel-blue, manicured nails danced in the air above the keyboard sensors. She was dressed in a smart black business suit today, with tight pants that accentuated her ass and a form-fitting satin blouse. Her D-cup chest jutted out over her computer, and she found that she had to adjust how she sat these days to properly manipulate its controls and not let her boobs get in the way. Her body had grown and changed rapidly, and she was constantly having to adjust!
She finished, and sent the report to Yuri's account. She turned off the computer, stood and put on her jacket. As she walked out of her office, thinking about what she would have for lunch, she bumped - boobs first - into Yuri
Oops.
"Oh, hello Yuri!" Desiree immediately shifted into acting mode, and smiled at him coquettishly.
Yuri pulled back, visibly annoyed. "Do you have the Atlantic City report finished yet?" he snapped.
"I just sent it to you."
"Fine." Yuri looked as if he wanted to berate her, but could not find a reason to do so. "I have news for you."
"Oh?"
"You are no longer in my employ. You have been barely competent, and I am finding a replacement. Clean out your things from your office, I do not want to see you on this floor again after today. You will also no longer work at COBALT. Anastasya will give you the details of that."
Yuri glared at Desiree for another second or two and then continued.
"In recognition for your efforts for the Organization, as clumsy as they have been, you will be allowed to go on a shopping trip with your friend, Trixie, tomorrow. The Organization will provide you with a small allowance for your purchases."
Desiree was confused and speechless.
Yuri sneered at Desiree, and said, "Your life is about to change, but who you are - that will not change." He then turned on his heel and stalked off.
Desiree was stunned. What the hell had happened? Yuri couldn't have found out that she was stealing the data, he would have her severely disciplined or even killed for that. She knew that in spite of his petulant insults, her work was excellent. So she was confident that this firing wasn't due to a mistake on her part.
And how will this affect her efforts to help Leo build a case to bring down Yuri? Would she still have access to the Organization's network?
Finally, what was that about a shopping spree with Trixie? With an allowance? Yuri NEVER paid for anything for the girls of COBALT, it went against his whole strategy for keeping them indebted to him. Desiree decided to search out Anastasya and get some answers.
Desiree found her in the kitchens, discussing preparations for the evening with the head chef. Anastasya cut off her conversation with the chef when she saw Desiree and walked over to her, and took her hand.
"Desiree, I imagine you have some questions, da? Let us have a quiet lunch and we can talk."
They settled at a table on the upper level of the deserted restaurant, overlooking the street. A waiter brought a Cosmopolitan for Anastasya and Long Island Ice Tea for Desiree, took their orders, and left them in peace.
They took a sip of their drinks, and Desiree started, "Ana, what is going on? Why have I been fired? What have I done?" In spite of herself, Desiree was growing upset and her eyes started to water.
"Is that what Yuri told you?" Anastasya shook her head. "Ah, Yuri, sometimes he does not handle things well."
"So I'm not fired?"
Ana gave a wry smile. "Not exactly. Your life is about to change."
"That's what Yuri said."
"My dear, Ivan has claimed you."
"What? Ivan, Yuri's boss?"
"Yes, that Ivan. He is the head of the Russian mob, what he calls the Enterprise. We all serve at his pleasure." Anastasya put her drink down and leaned towards Desiree, holding her free hand. "Desiree, I am not entirely sure if this change is for the better or not, you will be the judge of that."
Desiree stared blankly at Anastasya over her drink. "I'm not really sure what that means, Ana."
Anastasya sighed slightly. "It means, milaya, that you will join his stable of concubines, to be at his beck and call, and service him when he wishes. You will most likely move out of COBALT, and into an apartment of his choosing. You will travel wherever he is when he desires it. True, it can be an exciting and glamorous lifestyle. But it can also be unpredictable, as you must perform whatever task or act he demands, without question."
Desiree's first thought was, "Well, my life hasn't been all that predictable here, either!" But then she thought further on it, and her brow furrowed prettily. "Does that mean I won't see you, or Trixie, or the other girls as often?"
Anastasya spread her hands. "You certainly will not live here, work here, or service any clients other than Ivan. You are definitely off the menu. Further than that, I cannot say. Your time is not really your own anymore. It will depend on Ivan's whims."
"But, I thought you were training me to be a Red Sparrow? The Organization has invested quite a lot in that?"
"Yes, and you are ready to graduate, my dear! You have done very well, and made me very proud. But the Organization is part of Ivan's empire. We do not question his orders. You will undoubtedly need your Red Sparrow training in your new role with Ivan, but you will now be Ivan's Red Sparrow, his and his alone."
"How do you Americans say it - you have 'leapfrogged' over that step."
Desiree thought for a moment. "And what if Ivan asks me to do something that I don't want to do?"
Sadness and mirth crept into Anastasya's eyes, and she said, "My dear, you truly will not have a choice."
Desiree felt a chill at that response. Anastasya downed the rest of her drink.
"So, when does this all happen? What am I supposed to do now?" Desiree asked next.
Anastasya shrugged and replied, "It really depends on Ivan's schedule and priorities, my dear. Yuri told me that he just left the country for a short business trip, but it should not be too long."
"I see." Desiree pondered this for a moment.
"So then, what is this paid shopping trip with Trixie that Yuri told me about? Why would he do that, he seemed angry at me? How does that fit into everything?"
Anastasya brightened. "Oh, that is completely unrelated, little one. But I will let Trixie explain, it is her news to share with you."
Just then the waiter arrived with their meals, and they spent the rest of their lunch discussing happier topics, and enjoying each other's company. Desiree still harbored some resentment towards Anastasya for her part in the compliance training, but she felt in her core that Anastasya actually cared for her, and frankly Desiree reciprocated the feeling. She resolved that whatever happened to Yuri, Desiree would do her best to protect Ana.
**
The next day, Desiree woke late, around 10:00. She luxuriated in the fact that she did not have to be in front of her workstation two hours earlier. She stretched languorously, enjoying the sunbeams that were filtering in through her window.
The previous evening at COBALT had been one of the most enjoyable nights since she started working there, except for the very end. Anastasya had immediately taken Desiree off of the menu once she was told of Ivan's claim. So, Desiree had spent the evening on her own schedule. She had performed three different songs, and freely flirted with various patrons.
There were many disappointed clients, though. She had seven inquiries about her availability. At first Desiree enjoyed the shift in the power dynamic; she found she liked being able to refuse a client, and play with their dejection. But, by the end of the evening she was extremely horny and sexually frustrated.
She had finally decided to take a strapping young man up to her apartment and fuck his brains out. He was tall and muscular, with sandy blonde hair, and she felt a tickle of anticipation in her anus and a warm glow in her belly as she led him by the hand to the eleavators. But, Anastasya had intercepted her, shooing away the man and admonishing Desiree.
She belonged to Ivan now - he would dictate when she could have sex, and with whom.
Desiree had gone to her apartment alone, pouting, and on a whim took out one of the vibrators from the night stand. She nearly destroyed her vibrator in her efforts to slake her sexual appetite.
The next morning Desiree rose from bed, showered, and began her morning routine. She took her time, luxuriating in applying her lotions and oils, and examining her nude form in the mirrors. True, her breasts had overshot their C-cup target, but she found she rather liked them as D's.
And her hips, ass, and thighs seemed to have filled out more in the past week. She thought of an old movie character, Jessica Rabbit. Yes, she bet she could fill out that costume now as well!
Desiree met Trixie in the COBALT restaurant for an early light lunch before heading to the shops. It was so nice to have a free weekday; Desiree was already thoroughly enjoying it. But she was intrigued as to the occasion, and couldn't wait for Trixie to explain.
"So what is the reason for this trip?" Desiree asked as she speared a leaf of her salad.
"Leo has purchased my employment contract from COBALT." Trixie answered.
"Oh...so that means..." Desiree wondered what that meant although she had a sneaking suspicion.
"He proposed! AAAAaaahhh!" Trixie squealed and flashed her hand as she showed off a large diamond solitaire engagement ring as its sole decoration.
"OH MY GOD, that's wonderful!" Desiree gave Trixie a spontaneous hug before taking her hand and pulling it closer for an inspection of the ring.
"It's beautiful!" she gushed.
"So, this is not a question, but YOU are my Maid of Honor! No discussion, no arguing, it's my wedding and I have the final say."
"Like I'd say no anyway...when did he propose? Was it romantic? Did he get down on one knee?" Desiree was thrilled for her friend and was as emotional as any girl friend would be for her best friend's wedding.
"Well, it's more like he got up on one elbow." Trixie winked.
"It was our regular rendezvous, so nothing especially romantic, just our usual small talk..."
Desiree knew that meant Trixie was being de-briefed on current events at COBALT for the agency.
"After that of course he made love to me until I was completely exhausted. I mean I haven't been so completely fucked like that in a long time. As I lay there recovering, he got up on one elbow and held out something and when I was able to focus I saw it was this ring."
"Wow." Desiree smirked.
"Oh shut up! It was unexpected and I loved it."
"And then he pledged his love and fidelity and asked you to be his wife." Desiree waxed poetic.
"Hardly, I said yes before he could even ask the question."
They finished their lunches, and Trixie ordered an auto-taxi on her phone. They walked out to the busy city street, and the autonomous cab silently glided up to the curbside. They settled themselves inside, and were soon zipping through the midday Manhattan streets.
Desiree saw they were approaching an all-in-one bridal boutique.
"So will it be a white wedding?" Desiree fluttered her eyelashes in coquettish innocence at her friend.
"Yes, so shut up and act the part...slut." Trixie teased.
Desiree couldn't call her a whore as she had just stepped inside the store.
"Do you have any idea what type of dress you would want?" Desiree asked as they walked through the grand entrance of the store front.
"No idea. It's not something I've ever considered before today." Trixie smiled and blushed crimson.
"But this store has a huge selection, and we have an appointment for 3 hours so..."
Three hours? That's got to be way more time than we need for a dress.
As it turns out, it wasn't.
Immediately upon entering the store they were nearly overwhelmed by the width and breadth of the store and the selection of dresses and gowns available.
Their attendant appeared almost immediately.
"Are you Theresa Ward? I'm Francesca and I will be here to help you find your dress." The beautiful Spanish looking woman smiled at her. "And who is this?"
"Yes, I'm Theresa, and this is my best friend, Desiree Gagnon." Trixie answered.
"Will you be part of the wedding party?" Francesca asked.
"YES! Desiree," she looked at Desiree with an expression of delight "is my maid of honor."
"Oh how wonderful. We have a fantastic selection of bridesmaid dresses as well to choose from. Shall we get started?"
Theresa gave Desiree a look of delighted annoyance.
"Yes, please lead the way." Theresa answered smugly.
Trixie really was pulling out all the stops. The first thing she did was request bra fittings for Desiree and herself.
Desiree leaned close to Trixie's ear and whispered, "Trixie, I hope you are not paying for all of this, I'm happy to chip in!"
Trixie's smile widened and she replied, "No, and you're not going to believe this. Yuri is paying! For your dress, too!"
Now Desiree understood the allowance. "Yuri is actually going to pay for something...For both of us...How did you get him to do that?"
"It is actually because of Ana, and she made it club policy - if a client buys out a girl's contract, the club will offer a gift in goodwill. In this case, since we're getting married, Leo and I asked for the wedding dress and shopping experience. Amazing, isn't it!"
"I can't believe it!"
"I almost feel bad about eventually putting the bastard in jail!" Trixie whispered and winked before she caught up with Francesca by the bra counter.
Trixie was a perfect C cup and her fitting went easily.
It came as a surprise to Desiree that when the sales clerk performed the bra fitting she was now slightly above a D cup. Desiree was confused; Dr. Al had assured her that her breasts would stop growing at D.
She frowned and bit her lip.
"You seem concerned?" Trixie noted.
"Yes. I don't know why my chest is continuing to grow. The doctor confessed when I went back to confront him that there is a slight chance in some women of growth beyond the programmed target. But, he was so sure that my boobs would stop at a D-cup."
"Didn't anyone tell you?"
"Tell me what?"
"The free water Anastasya supplies at the club. It's a cocktail of estrogen and other hormones. It will suppress testosterone production as well as increase estrogen levels in your system."
"Of course I know that...now, anyway. Anastasya told me a while ago."
"But if you are taking Anastasya's cocktail, AND you have the stem cells operating in your body, then they may continue to grow beyond what you planned." Trixie announced.
She had also researched the literature about the new stem cell technology. Truthfully, she was considering them for herself to replace her silicone implants.
Desiree looked shocked. No one had ever mentioned this before. She usually drank three or four bottles a day, seeing as how staying hydrated was so important and all.
Desiree now felt betrayed and stupid.
"You need to quit that COBALT water, girl!" Trixie commanded.
"Yes! I don't know how I missed that in the stem cell literature." Desiree was annoyed with herself, but her mood quickly brightened as they started looking at dresses.
Trixie started to select several dresses that she wanted to try on with the shop assistant.
In the mean time she prompted Desiree to choose her intimate attire. It was actually a struggle for her as she had never had to think of this before. Of course, she had admired the wedding gowns and the intimates as much as anyone, but having been born as Dustin, Desiree had never considered this an option.
Trixie also recommended to Desiree a silver A-Line V-neck floor-length chiffon bridesmaid dress with ruffle beading sequins and lace that formed the shoulder straps as her maid of honor gown. The silver threading of the material positively shimmered. It was like each individual thread would sparkle as the lighting passed over them.
Desiree had butterflies in her stomach; her heart went out to her friend as she slowly got caught up in the magical moment of Trixie's wedding preparations.
Desiree finished by selecting pure white panties with a satin and lace overlay to match the white satin bra she would wear. She chose matching silver silk thigh high stockings and on impulse purchased a white garter belt. It was Trixie's wedding but there was no rule against it that she knew of for the maid of honor to be able to wear garters as well.
Trixie smiled as Desiree modeled the attire and then used her phone and made the purchase. As she looked at herself and the mirror and blushed, well...just like a blushing bride would.
By this time Trixie walked into the changing room to try on her first dress option. Desiree picked a pair of wide-heel round toe silver leather 3-inch heels as she waited for her best friend to emerge.
The store clerk brought over champagne and champagne flutes while Desiree sat back to watch Trixie...no, Theresa model the dresses.
**
Two weeks later Desiree stood happily by Theresa's side and watched as Leo and Theresa exchanged their vows.
After two and a half hours of frustration at the store at not finding a dress she really liked; Francesca had pulled through with the gown Trixie now wore.
The pure white A-line scoop sleeveless sweep brush train tulle lace dress was simply elegant. The lace details were exquisite over the body of the dress and the open back design bespoke culture and sophistication.
The scoop neck allowed for her string of pearls to rest delicately above her cleavage while the lace across the top of the dress provided enough camouflage to inspire the imagination of what lay underneath.



Desiree knew Theresa had the foresight to buy a corset with a low bust line. As maid of honor she helped her friend as she dressed for her wedding. The scoop neck would have really exposed the tops of her breasts and cleavage if not for the lace overlay. The dress had lace over her shoulder only above her arms leaving the rest of her supple clear skin breathtakingly exposed.
Desiree adored the way the A-line of the skirt flowed down from Theresa's waist to the floor with a one-foot train behind her, and the row of ivory buttons that lined up the middle of her back were...well, cute as a button.
After the "I do's" and the official pronounced them man and wife, it was time for the reception and time to party!
Desiree was naturally very popular at the reception. She idly wondered how many of Leo's friends were actual agents. She lost count of the number of handsome men she danced with, but she knew she could always count on Anastasya appearing to interfere and send the unlucky suitor on his way once things started to get steamy. Ana was watching her like a hawk, making sure Desiree did not do anything that could anger Ivan.
Desiree found the waiting for whatever was going to happen next with Ivan to be insufferable. It had been over two weeks since he claimed her and Ana had taken her off the menu at COBALT, and Desiree was somewhat surprised at how horny and frustrated she was.
She was so frustrated that she thought about sex all of the time. She fantasized about men she passed on the street, imagining what their naked bodies would feel like on top of her, their cocks probing her sphincter and filling her anus.
It was a good thing that she wasn't working for Yuri anymore; she swore she really was becoming airheaded and scatterbrained and could not hold a coherent train of thought or concentrate anymore!
The only positive outcome was that she spent hours in the gym every day - a brutal morning cardio session followed by yoga and Pilates in the afternoon. The physical exertion and the mental discipline of the yoga helped distract her from the fact she was aching to be filled by a hard cock.
So, it was probably to be expected that she snapped at Anastasya the umpteenth time that she broke up a dance that was getting far too personal at the reception.
Desiree had shared a couple of drinks with the man in question, a handsome, stocky man in his 30s whose jokes kept her in giggles. They had danced to a couple of faster songs, but the mood had shifted as the lights dimmed, a slow song came on and couples began swaying to the beat in each other's arms.
Desiree was crushing herself against him, with her arms wrapped around his neck and her nose nuzzling his neck. She could feel his hard on developing against her, and just that feeling and his scent were making her start to swoon. His hands had found their way to her ass and was slowly massaged her, adding to the heat of the moment.
Abruptly, Anastasya was there, deftly pulling Desiree away with an explanation that she'd had too much to drink. Desiree found herself on the edge of the dance floor, with an angry Ana glaring at her, and a her potential sexmate standing alone on the dance floor with a confused look on his face.
"That's it, Ana, this is bullshit!" Desiree exclaimed, folding her arms under her breasts and glaring up into Anastasya's face. "I haven't had sex in over two fucking weeks! I'm going crazy!"
Anastasya sighed, "Well, you will only have to control yourself for another day, little one," she said. "Ivan returned today, and he wants to meet you tomorrow night for dinner."
The anger abruptly left Desiree, and she was left with a feeling of nervousness.
"Why didn't you say so earlier?"
"Well frankly my dear, I didn't expect that you would behave like such a harlot. Perhaps we have done too well in our conditioning of you at COBALT, da?"
Desiree was annoyed, but also glad to hear that her enforced celibacy was near an end. Whatever would happen, it would happen tomorrow night.
"Fine!" Desiree spat. "Then I'm going home, there is no reason for me to stay here if I can't have any fun!" And with that, she stalked over to Trixie and Leo to give them a last hug and kiss, collected her things, and left for her apartment at COBALT.
**
Desiree was nervous and anxious the entire next day. Now that a meeting with Ivan was set, and happening that night, she found her mind racing as to what to expect. She still did not understand what being "claimed" really meant. Was she to continue whoring, just with Ivan as her pimp directly? Or was she only to service him? Or, were there other options involved? Could this ultimately present a path to freedom?
As had been her routine for the past few weeks, Desiree went to the gym in the morning and engaged in a grueling workout, trying to quiet her mind. She went back to COBALT for a light lunch, and then fell asleep in her apartment.
She woke to a knock at her door. Desiree rubbed sleep from her eyes, and crossed the room to open it. Anastasya was there, beaming, with shopping bags and a large garment bag.
"Hello my dear!" she said as she bustled into the room and set the bags down by Desiree's make-up table. The garment bag she hung on the door of the wardrobe.
"Are you in a better mood than last night?"
Desiree was feeling refreshed after the aggressive workout and the nap. "Yes, Ana, I am. What is all this?"
"This is your outfit for tonight, Ivan sent it over. I have an appointment in an hour at the spa for you to be prepared for your rendezvous tonight. Quickly, make yourself presentable and let's go!"
An hour later, Desiree was luxuriating in the full spa treatment. Anastasya had stayed with her to share the experience as well, and they chatted away the afternoon as attendants and technicians went about their tasks. They were waxed, massaged, exfoliated, and scrubbed till they shone. They had their nails and hair done to perfection, and eyebrows threaded.
Desiree was enthralled with the nail treatment Anastasya had ordered for her. Strong acrylics were applied, and polished with an eye-deceiving deep blue or dark gray color that shone and seemed to change, depending on the angle at which it was viewed.
Finally, makeup artists did their makeup. Desiree's eyes were done in a dramatic smoky eye fashion, with shades of black, silver, and hints of deep, metallic blue that seemed to match her nails.
After three hours of luxury, they were led in their fluffy robes to a private changing room where Desiree's outfit for the evening was waiting.
Anastasya turned to Desiree and took her hands. "Desiree, my dear, I'm not sure whether I will see you again after tonight," she began.
Desiree's eye's widened. "What? Surely this is not goodbye forever, Ana!?"
Anastasya smiled and shrugged. "Who can say? People pass in and out of our lives. I hope that we will be able to stay in touch. I know you blame me for your compliance training, and-"
"Oh, Ana, no, I..." Desiree interrupted.
Anastasya held up a hand to silence her and continued, "I will not insult you by saying I had no part. Of course I did, that is part of how we operate. But, I will say that you are special to me, and I wish you the best in your life, wherever you go."
Desiree found that tears had sprung up in her eyes. She had not expected this. "Ana, I... you are right. I resented you for some time. But, in the end, you have been like a mother to me." Here Desiree caught a flash of annoyance in Anastasya's eyes. "Or at least, a big sister!" she tried to recover.
Anastasya crushed Desiree with her hug. Then she pulled back and dabbed at her eyes. "I will leave you now. When you have dressed, there will be a car waiting outside to take you to Ivan. Fare well, milaya moya." And with that, she turned and left the dressing room.
Desiree took a few minutes to compose herself, then began to dress herself in the clothes from the shopping bags. It appeared Ivan had spared no expense.
First, the lingerie was sumptuous. The bra and panty set were a deep blue satin, with a reinforced crotch in the panties which held Desiree firmly in place after she had tucked herself back. The bra fit her chest perfectly, which she marveled at given that she was now larger than a D-cup but smaller than the next size.
She then opened a package of opaque, black thigh-high stockings. They were made of a remarkable material - it was almost slippery in her hands. She slowly pulled the stockings onto her feet and up her legs, wondering at the sensual feel of them. She extended a leg to examine herself. The stocking shimmered in the light, almost as if it had an oily surface. The tops of the stockings were reinforced and quite tight, so a garter belt was not necessary.
Desiree then walked to the closet and opened the garment bag. Inside was one of the most beautiful dresses she'd ever seen. It appeared to be made of a similar material as the stockings, though thicker. When she took it in her hands, it almost seemed to be liquid. She removed it from the bag and held it in front of her.
It was a slinky halter top, v-neck gown that extended to mid-calf. She stepped into it, pulling it up over her newly generous hips, and then up over her arms and shoulders. It fit like a glove, hugging every curve snugly. Her breasts pushed up by the bra, her cleavage featured prominently through the v-neck. The skirt of the dress was quite tight, with a slit that ended just above her left knee.
It was the same strange, deep metallic blue or grey color as her nails were painted. The light played off of the dress, making it shimmer or shine, depending on the angle. Desiree modeled it for herself in the dressing room's multiple mirrors for several minutes. She looked incredible.
Finally, she opened the shoe box to find a pair of black patents with killer 6-inch stiletto heels. She stepped into them, feeling downright dangerous. She sat down at the make up table, and saw no improvements to be made. She put on a silver chain necklace and matching bracelets that she found inside a jewelry box, and then gasped when she saw the diamond earrings.
As the clock's hands swept past 6:30, Desiree finished her preparations. She picked up a clutch purse and dropped her belongings into it. Her day clothes she left in the room, the spa would return them to COBALT. She put on a light wrap, and exited to the street.
As expected, a dark colored SUV was waiting for her at the curb. Desiree clicked across the sidewalk to the open door, got inside, and drove off to meet Ivan.
**
The SUV pulled up to a somewhat nondescript midtown tower. It had the feel of movies that Desiree had watched as a young boy with her grandmother from the 1950s. Her grandmother had loved the romance of those movies, but had chuckled a little, telling young Dustin that these movies were considered old even when she was a teenager.
The doorman, in his red livery, opened the door to the building for Desiree. He tipped his cap and said, "Welcome, Miss Gagnon."
Desiree entered the lobby, which was cold but elegant. White marble shot through with blue veins clad the walls. Rich Turkish rugs covered the marble floors. A staircase led up on the far-left corner, and there were two elevators with burnished brass doors directly in front of her. The atmosphere of the whole room had an almost blue tinge throughout. The front desk was to the right, and appeared to be black granite with silver accents. A clerk manned the desk, and he also tipped his hat to Desiree as she crossed the threshold. But he was not the only person in the lobby.
Desiree looked around, counting six large men in suits sitting in chairs around the lobby. They did not even try to hide the handguns in their shoulder holsters. One even had a shotgun leaning against the wall next to him. This was not a regular New York apartment building. This was a fortress.
The henchmen did not look up at her. They continued reading their papers or studying their phones. But she felt a charged tension in the room, and had no doubt that they were ready to react to anything.
Looking around uncertainly, Desiree took a hesitant step towards the front desk, about to ask the clerk where she should go. But at that moment, the left elevator door opened, and the clerk smiled and gestured towards it. Stepping carefully on the rugs in her heels, Desiree crossed the lobby and entered the elevator.
The elevator had no buttons, and its walls were mirrors. As the doors closed and she started to ascend, Desiree checked her makeup and the fit of her dress. The floor indicator showed 48 floors, and a penthouse. She assumed that she was headed to the penthouse, and was correct.
The doors slid open. Desiree stepped out into a dimly lit, elegant foyer. The only lighting came from bronze wall sconces that seemed to be candles or oil lamps from the way their light flickered. The walls and floor appeared to be dark slate, with thin lines of buff colored mortar in the joints between the slabs. Somewhere, she heard water trickling.
Desiree waited a moment, but no one came to greet her. She was not sure what to do. Nervously, she held her purse to her chest and crossed the foyer to the entrance of a long hallway.
The hallway was illuminated by dual lines of soft lights set into the edges of the floor. The walls themselves were slightly angled away from the floor, with sheets of water sliding down them. Where the walls met the floor were narrow gutters that collected the water, presumably to be pumped back up so that it could trickle back down the walls. Where the walls met the ceiling was a glow of recessed lights. The mood that it set was quite something.
As Desiree walked down the hallway, the click of her heels echoed and sounded incredibly loud. She was straining to hear any other sounds, but registered nothing. She became acutely aware of herself - the unique material of her dress hugged every curve, and slid sumptuously against her skin as she moved. Her hips swayed from side to side, and her chest gently bounced and jiggled. She noticed a slight increase in her heart rate and her breathing.
As she came to the end of the hallway, an immense, open-plan room opened up to her left. It must have encompassed half of the floor of the building, and the ceilings looked to be 15 feet high. Immediately to her right, and running along the length of the room, were floor-to-ceiling windows with a breathtaking view of the cityscape. Glittering lights stood out from the darkness outside. The room itself was clad in the same dark slate stone floors and walls, with some pillars evenly spaced along its length.
Artwork lined the wall to her left, and continued on the longer wall opposite the windows. Paintings and sculptures were evenly spaced in a minimalistic style. Desiree remembered the electives she had taken in art history in college, and of course Anastasya's comportment lessons had focused heavily on art appreciation.
Desiree swore she could pick out a Monet, a Schroeder, a Cézanne, a Gaugin, and even a Banksy. The Banksy wasn't mounted in an elegant frame like the other works; rather it was on a ragged chunk of concrete, as if someone had chiseled this piece of street art out of the wall it was originally painted upon. Desiree wondered at the story behind it.
Desiree entered the room, and walked past an enormous ebony dining table with places for 20 guests. She took note of an elaborate black chair at the end, which looked like it had been carved from some kind of extremely dark wood. "That's not a chair," Desiree thought. "That is a throne."
She continued on, and towards the end of the room she saw a sitting area with luxurious black leather couches and armchairs set around a large coffee table. Sitting in an armchair, with his back to her, surveying the incredible view of the city, swirling a glass of an amber liquid in his right hand, was a man.
Ivan.
Desiree stopped, and stood nervously. Desiree, who had been entertaining wealthy men for nearly two years, who knew how to disarm even the most guarded corporate titan and turn him into jelly, felt in that moment like a foolish and uncertain school girl.
She looked at his reflection in the windows. His face seemed to be chiseled from granite. He was looking down at his scotch, apparently deep in thought. High, angular cheek bones and a prominent brow framed his eyes. He had a large jaw, which was covered with a closely trimmed black beard in which some grey was starting to appear. His thick hair was immaculately trimmed into a classic cut.
Abruptly he looked up and his eyes locked onto hers in the reflection. In a smooth motion, he rose from the arm chair and turned to face her.
Ivan was one of the largest men she had seen in person, probably about 6' 6" tall. He wore a crisp white dress shirt that hugged his frame and tailored black slacks. He was clearly in excellent shape, his pectoral muscles showing prominently through his shirt. There did not appear to be an ounce of fat on his belly or sides. Desiree's breath caught in her throat.
Desiree stood as Ivan looked at her. The silence was growing uncomfortable as he simply...looked at her.
Desiree's nervousness increased. She briefly wondered if her social anxiety had returned. She found herself mentally checking her appearance. Was her makeup ok? Was there something wrong with her hair? Is her dress messed up? Oh god, why is he staring at me like that?
Just when she thought she should say something, a domestic servant came into the room from a door to the left, close to where the windows curved to meet the wall and end the room. Apparently, the kitchen was back there. The servant carried a silver tray bearing two glasses of white wine. Ivan took a glass and then the servant brought the other to Desiree, which she gladly accepted.
Finally, Ivan broke the silence.
"A toast," he said in a noticeable yet cultured Russian accent as he raised his glass to her "to new possibilities."
Desiree smiled back and raised her glass to Ivan. When he took a sip from his glass, she followed suit and took a sip from hers.
"You really are beautiful." Ivan said, as if he was confirming something that he had suspected, but was not yet certain about.
"Thank you." Desiree smiled at the praise but her nervousness was unabated.
"To what new possibilities are we toasting?" she asked.
"Yes. Good! Get to the point, 'eh." Ivan nodded as he approached closer until he was towering over so that Desiree had to tilt her head back to look up at him.
Desiree's stomach was filling with butterflies. Ivan had been increasingly on her mind as her relationship with Yuri had grown, and he had divulged more information about the Organization, and Ivan's enterprise, of which Yuri was a part. She had found herself thinking more and more about the brief encounter at Smith Financial, and even fantasizing during sex that Yuri or a client was actually Ivan.
As her curiosity grew, she began doing research into Ivan. There was very little about him on the public web, but of course Desiree was by now an expert in digging out obscure data from the dark web and other less savory sources.
She knew that the Russian oligarch didn't get rich quick by getting rich quick. He was slow and methodical in his approach to growth.
Ivan had grown up in the grim, industrial city of Norilsk. He had left school young to labor in the mines to help support his family. His size and natural aggressiveness led him to a life of petty crime.
But Ivan was intelligent, and wanted more. He found his way into competitive MMA fighting, which helped him get the hell out of Norilsk. He traveled the world, and learned a great deal. He could have continued for quite a while as he dominated in the MMA ring, but he retired early and invested his winnings into renewable energy production.



By that time, most of the world had recognized renewables were the future, but industry was still slow to convert. Ivan was perfectly positioned for the great fossil fuel crash of the early 2070's, and his small renewable energy company became the premier Russian player almost overnight.
Of course, his success led to the Russian government taking an interest in his company. And at that point it was either play ball with the government, or be run out of the industry... or worse.
Ivan had played ball, and the government removed his competition and facilitated his acquisition of their operations. Thus, Ivan had become the first Russian renewable energy czar, in the same vein as his predecessors in the now defunct oil and gas industries.
And all at the tender age of 35!
Over the past ten years, Ivan had increased the global reach of his companies, and build new enterprises - both legitimate and illegal - throughout the world.
Ivan took Desiree by the arm and escorted her to a table that was laid out for dinner. After he helped her into her seat, he sat opposite her and rang a small bell. Immediately a small cadre of 4 servants appeared from the kitchen with trays of food that they set upon the table. With organized precision they moved around each other without collision while a sommelier poured more wine into their glasses.
With practiced precision the team of servants disappeared back into the kitchen just as quickly as they appeared.
"I hope you enjoy this meal. When I am in America I prefer to eat American food. Tonight we shall dine on Prime rib, and we shall converse, and you shall tell me more about yourself."
**
Desiree did exactly that. She didn't believe for a moment that she would tell him anything he didn't already know. Maybe a few of her anecdotes of her life as Dustin were new to him, but amusing childhood stories were just that.
Ivan was not much of a talker. When Desiree tried to prompt Ivan with a question or leave him an opportunity to engage in dialog, he would simply wave away the suggestion or the question and with as few words as possible return the topic of the conversation back to where Desiree was the one speaking.
As a result, over the course of the dinner, Desiree told Ivan more about herself than she had ever told anyone. By the end of the dinner he knew everything about her while she still knew almost nothing about him beyond what she started with.
After dinner Ivan escorted her out to the penthouse balcony where more wine was served and Ivan lit a cigar. Desiree shivered in the crisp breeze, her dress doing nothing to keep her warm.
"I suppose you are wondering why I brought you here."
"Finally," Desiree thought.
Anastasya and Yuri told me that you have claimed me. I confess, I would like to know what that means." She stared into Ivan's eyes and sipped at her wine.
"Finding talent to run my organization can be difficult."
"Can it?" Desiree asked.
"Yes, it can. There is no shortage of willing people, but there is always a shortage of talent and of genius and vision." Ivan stated. It was probably the longest sentence he had spoken the entire evening.
"And have you found the talent you are looking for?" Desiree smiled flirtatiously as she said it. Nothing ventured; nothing gained, she thought.
"Perhaps so." Ivan allowed as he gave her his first smile of the night. "I find your talents compelling in two respects."
Desiree shivered at the predatory look Ivan gave her when he smiled. She couldn't be sure if she shivered due to the chill, a sudden inappropriate sexual thrill, or the fear his look inspired.
"First, your beauty has grown considerably. I remember when I first saw you, at Smith Financial. I admit, I was immediately attracted to you then. But Anastasya has made that flower bloom even more beautifully. I intend for you to be a concubine of mine, to attend to my desires and provide me pleasure whenever I please."
Desiree nodded. This is what she had expected.
"Second - your work for Yuri is impressive, and your skills with risk analysis and financial management have made him - and me - a great deal of money. I want you to come work for me directly, overseeing all of the financial interests of the Enterprise."
Desiree was dumbfounded.
"Of course, as a whore and a foreigner, you cannot have a formal role in my Enterprise. But you will enjoy special status. As long as you provide me with increased financial growth each year, you will have my personal protection. You will work under the auspices of my CFO, Sergeii Kolayov, but you will not work for him. You will work for me."
Desiree's head was spinning, but she tried to exert some measure of control. "Well Ivan," she coughed. "What kind of salary are you offering? And bonuses, equity positions? I need time to think about this, you know."
Ivan threw back his head and laughed. He put his cigar in his mouth, and pulled out a pen. On a napkin from a nearby table he scribbled something. He started to hand it to Desiree, then pulled back before she could take it. She looked at him, confused.
Ivan's smile disappeared. "You are in no position to bargain. I own you. Never forget that."
Desiree's stomach sank. She had become a fighter, in ways Dustin could never comprehend. But Ivan was... formidable. "I understand." she said softly.
Ivan's expression softened, and he handed the napkin back to Desiree and let her take it this time. "But I believe in rewarding talent, as long as you yield results."
Desiree looked at the figures on the napkin; her breath caught, and her eyes bugged out of her head. Well, she would pay off her debts pretty quickly!
"And remember that you will live in apartments I provide, and much of your living costs will be covered by the Enterprise," Ivan continued.
But then a shadow crossed his face and the air grew tense. "But his is no ordinary job, Desiree. There are no contracts; there is no 'HR department', as you Americans like so much. There is only me. And I have only two criteria you must always meet - the first is: perform. Deliver me financial growth. Or, the consequences on you will be great."
Desiree swallowed hard. "I see. And the second criterion?"
"Loyalty." Ivan coldly stated.
"And you think I won't be loyal?"
"If you are, the rewards are great. If you are not..."
Ivan abruptly grabbed Desiree by the throat, the force and strength of his grasp making her drop her wine glass as he lifted her with one hand and moved her out over the balcony railing. He stopped, with her ass resting on the railing, and the rest of her suspended over air, 48 floors above the pavement. Somehow he wasn't choking her, but his hand around her throat was the only thing stopping her from falling backwards to a certain death.
"If you are not, then it will not be a problem." Ivan said simply.
Desiree held onto Ivan's muscular forearm with both hands and felt his raw physical strength. She tried desperately not to struggle and run the risk of him dropping her.
"You have been copying the Organization's data to a private server." It was a statement, not a question. Ivan's expression and tone never changed. He sounded like he was asking a waiter what the specials of the day were.
Desiree's eyes widened in panic. How the hell did he know that?
As if he read her mind, Ivan continued, "I know everything that happens in my Enterprise. That is another thing you must not forget."
Desiree was frozen.
"One of the few reasons you are not dead is the extremely good job you did of hacking the Organization's cyber defenses and covering your tracks. You will need those skills in your new role. If you survive the next 90 seconds, that is. I will ask you some questions. If you lie, you die."
Desiree didn't think panic could hit her any stronger than it already had; but at that statement, it did.
"Why are you stealing the data? Are you trying to take me down?"
"Ngh... ngh... no, no!" Desiree managed to get out.
"Then why?"
"Yrgh... yooorgh... Yuri!"
Ivan's left eyebrow raised a millimeter. "Yuri? You are trying to take down Yuri?"
"Ysh!" Desiree nodded as carefully as she could.
Ivan looked away contemplatively. "You stand to gain nothing by Yuri's downfall; you were an Organization whore, so you could never take his place. That means you must harbor resentment towards Yuri; probably for his treatment of you. I suppose that makes sense."
"Yesh!"
"And that must be why you are feeding information about Yuri to the FBI."
"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Desiree thought, as fresh waves of panic flowed over her. "How does he know all of this?!"
Ivan's gaze returned to Desiree and locked onto her eyes. "Another reason you are not dead because I know Yuri has been undermining me, trying to grow competing businesses. Ultimately, he wants to kill me and establish himself as the head of the Russian mob. You will finish the job you started - give the FBI everything they need to arrest Yuri."
"Ungh... ok," Desiree grunted.
"And then, the third component of your new job will begin. Your contribution to Yuri's arrest will raise your credibility with the FBI. You will feed them the information I give you, in order to help weaken my rivals and strengthen my positions. Do you undertand?" Ivan's grip tightened slightly.
Desiree nodded as furiously as she could do safely.
"Good!" Ivan pulled Desiree back over the balcony and gently set her back on her heels. "I am confident you will meet my expectations in all areas."
Desiree massaged her throat; her head was spinning at the events and revelations that had just taken place. "Ivan, I will do my best," she croaked. "I'm feeling a little... light headed. Could I lie down?"
"Ha!" Ivan roared. "You will lie down later! We must celebrate our deal, and it is time for you to begin the first component of your employment!"
Flushed with residual fear, exhausted from the rushes of panic and adrenaline, Desiree could not resist as Ivan swept her off her feet and carried her effortlessly to the master bedroom and set her back down on her feet next to the bed.
With a gentleness that was unexpected, Ivan slowly slipped a finger under each shoulder strap and pushed the slinky gown off of Desiree's shoulders, allowing the dress to fall into a shiny puddle on the floor around her heels.
Desiree turned to face Ivan. She now stood before him clad in only her intimates.
Her matching, dark blue satin bra and panties, the dark oily thigh high stockings, and the sky-high fuck-me pumps.
Ivan placed his hand behind Desiree's head and his other hand behind the small of her back and drew her close into an embrace.
Desiree put her arms around Ivan's shoulders and tilted her head back to look up into his face. His rough whiskers scratched her face as he kissed her but his lips were surprisingly soft and tender. He held the kiss for many long seconds and Desiree felt herself melt into his arms.
He swept her off her feet again and placed her onto the center of the bed. Desiree propped herself up on her arms as she watched Ivan disrobe before her. Unlike the casual treatment her dress had received by being cast aside on the floor, his tailored suit pants were carefully folded and placed on a chair. His shirt went on a hangar in the wardrobe, and his shoes and socks tucked neatly under the legs of the chair.
Desire watched as Ivan slipped his boxers down, and his manhood was exposed to her view. She inhaled sharply when she saw his 10-inch cock semi-erect and jutting out before him. It was the largest cock she had ever seen. She immediately worried if she would be able to take him all.
Ivan knelt as he got onto the end of the bed by Desiree's feet and with a wave of his hand, Desiree followed his indication, got onto her hands and knees, and faced the mighty cock head before her.
With gentle kisses at first, she tried to get a feel for the size of the cock she faced. She delayed taking him into her mouth while she licked up and down his shaft. She was pleased that he was clean and fresh.
With growing resolve Desiree returned to the head of the cock and placed her lips onto the head. She flicked her tongue across his urethral hole and teased around the glans, the crown of his dick and gently pushed down, bobbing her mouth onto the corona. With an audible pop, his cock head pressed past her lips and was in her mouth.
The size of Ivan's cock filled her mouth and her lips automatically formed a tight ruby red pillowy 'O' shape around the circumference.
Desiree stuck to her training and bobbed slowly at first to drive his cock deeper into her mouth. Up...down...up...down...each head bob taking more and more of his length into her wet warm mouth over her talented twisting tongue.
Finally, she had half his cock inside her mouth and the head was near the back of her throat. She closed her eyes in concentration as she pushed his immense cock head past the back of her throat. Swallowing hard she pushed her head forward and allowed the largest cock head ever to enter her mouth to slip into the back of her throat.
Breathing became more difficult as she worked the cock further down her throat. She opened her eyes and looked up at Ivan and saw him smile slightly at her while she sucked.
Desiree appreciated that Ivan had kept his hands on his hips and away from her head while she worked on swallowing his sword. She didn't know what she would have done if Ivan had grabbed her head and forced her down faster than she was ready to go. Choking on the chicken was not a metaphor she wanted to invent.
But firm resolve and determined resolution Desiree made one slow steady push and worked her mouth down Ivan's cock until she had taken him to his hilt inside her mouth. Desiree felt great pride in her achievement. She had never taken a cock this large before in her life.
As she began to slowly and with careful controlled movements bob up and down on Ivan's cock, deeply buried in her throat, she felt his hands start to caress her shoulders and back. It felt nice, almost like a massage. When she bobbed down, he leaned forward slightly, driving his cock in a bit faster than she wanted.
SLAP!
Desiree squealed...as much as one can squeal with a mouth full of cock, at the sensation of Ivan's hand spanking her ass. That explained why he leaned forward, to reach it. All men liked her ass, it was so full and round and perfect.
As he spanked her again, she moaned involuntarily. She heard Ivan gasp in pleasure when she moaned.
The next time he spanked her she moaned voluntarily. Ivan moaned again and Desiree decided to moan more often. The moaning must stimulate his cock and give him pleasure she thought.
Sure enough, each time he swatted her ass, she moaned, then he sighed or gasped in pleasure. In a few more minutes it was enough.
Desiree's throated stretched outward even more as Ivan's ten inch cock pulsed inside her and he shot stream after stream of cum down her throat. Desiree leaned down onto his cock to make sure all his meat stayed in her throat while he came. His visceral growl announcing the fulfillment of his orgasm
Ivan took control now and pushed her head back off his cock.
Desiree fell onto the bed as Ivan pushed her onto her back and aligned his cock with her ass.
Ivan literally tore off her satin and lace panties and tossed them to the side. Then Ivan's massive pole gently but irresistibly pushed past her anal ring defenses and into her colon. Desiree moaned in a curious mixture of pain and pleasure as the agony of initial penetration gave way to the satisfaction of submissive fullness.
Desiree felt like a butterfly pinned to a display, unable to move as she was unavoidably impaled onto Ivan's girth and length. He never stopped, thrusting in smoothly yet slowly as Desiree moaned with every exhale of her breath.
Finally, after an eternity, Desiree felt Ivan's stomach touch her tiny scrotum. Her testicles had descended from her inguinal canal when Ivan pulled off her panties. Her tiny penis was erect and pointing straight up in excitement.
Ivan then began a slow withdrawal from her ass, and then an equally slow thrust back inside her. The speed was so slow that Desiree was slowly being driven mad with desire and wantonness.
Try as she might she could not persuade Ivan to speed up. His slow patient fucking that took her to the brink of ecstasy would not let her pleasure peak and crash down the other side. She resorted to helpless begging, begging for more, begging for release, begging for Ivan.
Finally, Ivan seemed satisfied as he suddenly increased his pace and now was pounding Desiree's tight hole with the energy of a man possessed. His massive shaft tickled every bit of her prostate and her penis shot her load of cum onto her belly. He continued to fuck her and stimulate her and her empty sack tried to shoot more cum but nothing more was to be given.
Ivan finally reached the pinnacle of his own orgasm as with one final hard and resounding thrust his cock slammed into Desiree as he unleashed another torrent of cum deep into her colon.
Desiree smiled in joy and satisfied exhaustion. The evening had been a roller coaster of emotions, culminating in sex that consumed her and left her in a warm state of bliss. As she blissed out from her orgasm, she realized that the final piece of her puzzle had fallen into place.
She would have her revenge on Yuri after all.
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******
Red Swallow Chapter 11 Monaco
The swallow bird is usually associated with love, loyalty and peace. Swallows as bird spirit animals are considered joyful, decisive and full of hope.
**
"Will you be joining us on deck today?" Desiree asked hopefully.
"Desiree, you know I love watching my swallows play, But I have the doctor to blackmail and co-opt, arrange the downfall of a rival criminal enterprise, cull the weakest parts of my New York organization and feed them to the FBI and Yuri to blame for it...I'm swamped."
"Well, try to get some rest. After all, if you haven't got your health, you haven't got anything."
Desiree woke up from her dream and found herself in a lover's embrace with Ivan. Her head was resting on his chest, and her hand rested on his abdomen. Her left leg had crossed over his left leg as well. This was actually the second wake up of the morning. Their first was an hour ago when Ivan nudged her awake from her side of the bed. She turned then to find him caressing her head, then hair, then breast. He gave her a kiss as she felt this morning wood poke her gently in the ass.
Desiree lifted her head slightly to look up and when Ivan stirred from his slumber, she gave him a quick kiss on his cheek. Ivan was a powerful Russian Oligarch, a czar of energy in his country and one of the richest men in the world. After she had satisfied his urges and took care of his sexual needs and his raging hard-on, they had dozed off again in exhaustion.
While Ivan stirred after her kiss, he wasn't yet ready to get up from bed. Desiree slipped out of bed and padded over to the private head of the guest stateroom. A glance into the mirror as she entered showed the reason for her eagerness to shower. Her tousled bed head of platinum blond hair, messy makeup from their passionate kisses and oral pleasurings, and her body covered in cum.
Desiree felt the delicious yet squishy feeling of cum still slipping between her ass cheeks as well as slowly dripping from her gaping asshole. Ivan's huge cock had given her a thorough pounding. She noticed that her penis was flaccid and her small testicles felt empty having spent their tiny load earlier.
The warm shower felt like heaven as she scrubbed away the residue of makeup, sweat and semen from her body. Cum had somehow managed to get into her hair. She smiled as she remembered giving Ivan his morning blow only to have it slip from her mouth as he came, his sperm spraying onto her face, forehead and into her hair.
Oh well, nothing that a gentle shampoo can't handle.
Luxuriating in the warm water she was surprised when Ivan didn't join her. When she finished her shower, she looked back into the stateroom and saw he had left. Disappointing but not really a surprise; he had a busy day later.
Desiree toweled off, wrapped her hair in a small towel and attended to her facial, gently exfoliating her face to remove the last of last nights cosmetics before moving on to skin care.
Lotion for her face, hands, arms and legs was liberally applied. She blow-dried her hair and styled in a loosely braided pony tail for the day. After reapplying her makeup, this time in a less glamorous manner, she went to her closet to get dressed.
She selected her clothing to account for the summer heat. Tucking back her penis she slipped on a white cotton thong, trapping her small penis and testicles in the soft fabric. A similar white lace bra enveloped her massive F-cup breasts. An off-white blouse, a khaki knee length pencil skirt, and then her black 4-inch Christian Louboutin heels completed her ensemble.
Oh, and a wide, black tooled leather belt. Desiree wrapped it around her midsection and cinched it closed tightly. She had grown to love heavy belts in more moderate outfits, and corsets when she dressed more provocatively. The stem cell implant treatment she had undergone a little over 2 years ago had dramatically reshaped her figure, from a budding but boy-like transsexual to an hourglass bombshell with 46-30-48 measurements. She kept herself in good shape with yoga and Pilates, but her cardio had diminished dramatically once her breasts passed the DD-cup threshold. As a result, her tummy was a little softer than she liked, and she welcomed the additional compression of belts, corsets, and other waist nippers.
In only an hour, after accessorizing with diamond studded earrings and a simple diamond pendant necklace, Desiree had transformed herself from a vixen into a professional - yet very sexy - business woman.
Desiree looked over her appearance in the mirror, and then summoned a steward to come and fetch her luggage. She had reserved a room at a five-star hotel in the city for the next week.
All the whores and party girls were being put ashore. Ivan made sure that none of them would be on board when his wife arrived from Moscow on her flight later that day. His private jet had brought her to Monaco as she suffered terribly from motion sickness and refused to sail with him on his mega yacht. This worked out fine for Ivan, who used his yacht almost exclusively as an interesting combination of business and pleasure, with which his wife would not be pleased.
Desiree didn't fault Ivan for being solicitous of his wife's feelings. Just like his wife; Desiree only wanted the best for him.
Ivan's mega yacht was the largest yacht in the harbor and took up the entire pier. Desiree took her time leaving. She may have to go ashore but she wasn't one of the whores and party girls. Her role in the Enterprise was as a senior-level executive, answering only to Ivan himself.
Some of the girls were given cabs to take them to their destination. Others were simply pushed ashore and told to make their own way to the hotels. Desiree had a car and driver at her disposal for the entire week.
She didn't feel sorry for the whores though. If they can't negotiate a better contract then they deserved what they got. You eat what you can catch in this world.
Desiree put on her sunglasses and then took her leave from the brow from the ship's watch and disembarked to go into Monte Carlo. She saw that her luggage was already loaded into the trunk of the car. She had a busy week of work ahead and was eager to get started and meet her deadlines.
**
Desiree read through a brief history of Monaco as her taxi took her to her hotel. Upon arriving she checked in and made sure that the hotel porter handled her luggage properly. She took the time to set up her computer and imported the raw data from her secure server back home before she let her algorithms start to churn away at the data. She then changed into better shoes for walking, grabbed her purse and room key and made ready to leave.
Desiree took the elevator and strode through the hotel lobby and back out into the street to begin a walking tour of her own design. She wanted to see several neighborhoods and get a feel for the city before she started her business calls.
**
Between the walking and the occasional limo, car or taxi ride from place to place Desiree had a full day and was soaking in her hotel bathtub. The hot water coupled with the bubbles and the champagne relaxed her sore and aching feet. Playing tourist was hard. She was thankful that she had such good shoes and that she had kept in shape.
Desiree felt the heat from the hot water penetrate her body and felt relief as her testicles descend from her inguinal canals. Tucking can be such a pain she mused. She had spent many days on the yacht in just her bikini lounging in the sun. She had a fair complexion, but the Mediterranean sun had given her a bit of color, and her bikini tan lines were sharp and well defined.
It felt good to relax and get away for awhile. She sipped her champagne and allowed the heat from the water to soothe her body and let the warmth penetrate deeply into her muscles; especially in her back. Despite the heat from the water and the cool fresh taste of the champagne she had an active mind that even these creature comforts couldn't completely silence.
In her mind she was considering the information she had found from her tours. She intended to get a good night's rest. Tomorrows business calls would make for a long day.
Despite the relaxing bath she was a bit anxious and feeling flirty. After her bath she toweled off, toweled her hair dry and put on a pair of panties and a lace baby doll nightie. The nightie had underwire bra cups for extra support.
She retrieved her phone and her toy from her luggage. She mounted her phone to the headboard and pointed the camera facing it down to the pillows of her bed. Splaying out her hair on the pillow Desiree posed for her camera.
"Camera, record video" she ordered and watched as the screen lit up and began to record the scene.
Desiree smiled for the camera. "Mmm...darling...I miss you..."
The camera frame caught her face, splayed hair, and the top half of her bosom, not quite concealed by the sheer baby doll nightie.
"I have this big bed but I am all alone." Desiree pouted and spoke in a petulant little girl voice.
"If only there was something I could do." Desiree opened her eyes wide as if she suddenly had an idea.
"OH! There is!" Desiree brought the huge vein covered dildo into the camera frame.
"Hello there." She spoke to the dildo.
"Do you remember when we made this?" Desiree asked her camera phone as she looked directly into the lens.
"I do." Desiree smiled a wicked smile of delight for the camera.
She smiled as she remembered how she had convinced Ivan to let her make a mold of his 10-inch cock using a dildo kit she purchased from an adult store.
"So that I would never have to be alone..." She sighed her words dreamily and looked away from the lens as if far away, lost in memory.
Desiree gently tapped the head of the realistic looking dildo against her lips and then gave the cock head a kiss.
"I'm such a naughty girl...should I give little Ivan what's his?" Desiree looked into the camera lens again and nodded her head yes as she spoke.
"Or should I put little Ivan away for later?" Desiree nodded her head no that time.
"I just don't know what to do?" Desiree modulated her voice back into the little confused girl voice.
"Will you tell me what I should do?" She asked as she stared wide eyed and innocent into her camera lens.
After a momentary pause she spoke again. "Camera, end recording."
Desiree reviewed her video before sending it to Ivan's phone. She went over to her PC to work on her latest risk assessment. With the last flute of champagne she quickly became engrossed in her work and she was momentarily startled as her concentration was broken when her phone sounded that she had received a text message. She glanced at the time and smirked as she had been so completely absorbed by her work that two hours had passed.
She read her text message and smiled to herself gleefully.
"I guess I do know what to do now." She thought as she walked back to the bed and taking her dildo and a bottle of lube, dimmed the lights, opened the curtains to the nighttime view, and set up her camera phone to make her next naughty movie.
She could continue working on her research later.
**
After Desiree woke, she put on her yoga pants, sports bra and a crop top and made her way to the fitness facility next door. It was one of the reasons she selected this hotel, for its access to a gym. She sighed, knowing she needed some cardio, and selected the elliptical machine.
Desiree used to run on a treadmill regularly, but even with her aggressive sports bra her F-cup breasts would jiggle and bounce far too much for that. She pretended to ignore the other male patrons, some of whom stared at her ass and boobs as she sweated off the calories. Maintaining her figure was always a top priority.
Heh...she giggled as she thought of her remarkable bosom..."top" priority...
After her workout she paused and took a selfie in front of the gym mirror. She made sure to capture as much of the fitness facility in the reflection and then in the background as possible.
She took a sip from a water bottle that she had brought with her; after all, it was important to stay hydrated. Then it was back to her room for a shower.
After her shower she took care of her hair and then applied her makeup. Lighter shades for daily wear, a simple sun block foundation that matched her skin tone, gentle brush of foundation and then some light contouring, eye-shadow, mascara and lipstick and she was good to go.
Her outfit was similarly conservative. Matching black bra and panties; a simple knee length a-line tan skirt, a diaphanous white blouse, and matching tan leather block heel knee high boots. She admired that the color of her black bra was just hinted at through her diaphanous blouse.
She grabbed her purse and keys and left. Her first stop awaited her and she didn't want to keep the doctor waiting.
**
As Desiree sat in the waiting room of the doctor's office and waited for the nurse to call her in she reviewed her dossier of the doctor she had saved on her phone.
She admired his photograph as she read through his credentials. Tall dark and handsome with sharp blue eyes; he graduated near the top of his class in medical school, a successful internship and then opened a private practice to cater to wealthy socialites and perform concierge medicine. All open, honest, and above board.
Less above board were the numerous affairs, despite his long standing marriage. Desiree was intent on adding one more affair to his resume prior to breaking him of his philandering ways. If everything went according to plan then she will have recruited a top tier physician for Ivan's organization as well as obtain the medical care she sought.
Desiree stood up as her name was called and was quietly escorted to the examination room by the pretty nurse. The woman was tiny, barely standing 5 feet tall, but she was absolutely gorgeous; auburn hair, green eyes, and a perfect figure for her tiny frame. Desiree wondered if she was naturally that beautiful or if the doctor had provided help...help in exchange for her intimate attentions.
The surveillance video of the nurse providing the doctor fellatio was an eye opener and the girl truly had potential. Desiree wondered if she would be brought into their organization as well once the doctor was firmly co-opted.
She glanced at her image in a small mirror mounted on the wall over a sink and placed her purse on the counter top. With the touch of a button on the purse and a nearly inaudible click the hidden camera sewn into the purse was now recording. Desiree made sure to place the lens side toward the examination table. The multiple cameras would capture and record everything in high def, panoramic, and two separate auto focus frameset to capture movement and on facial recognition.
Desiree admired her look one more time in the mirror before taking a seat on the end of the examination table.
Her platinum blonde hair was arranged in a loose style and hung long and healthy down her back past her shoulders. Her lighter shade and style of makeup she used help to accentuate her cheekbones as well as give her a more 'innocent' look that the doctor was known to appreciate. Her eye shadow was barely detectible natural colors with a hint of pink, while her pale pink lipstick and the slightly darker lip liner was enough to accentuate and bring attention to her full luscious lips.
Her innocent and conservative outfit was also selected precisely for this seduction. As Desiree smoothed the simple knee length a-line tan skirt beneath her as she sat down the nurse, who had waited patiently, approached her.
God, her perfume is wonderful! Desiree inhaled the lovely scent of lavender as the nurse leaned closer to record her vitals. The nurse seemed taken with Desiree's bosom. Desiree was absolutely certain of the knowing smile the nurse gave her as Desiree enjoyed the aroma of her perfume.
She was then left alone, but only for a moment, as the nurse left and then the doctor entered the room.
"Good Morning Ms...Gagnon...I understand you are here regarding breast reduction surgery?"
"Yes Doctor." Desiree smiled and ducked her head a bit to look up at him through shy eyes. The seduction had begun.
"And what is the nature of your complaint?"
Desiree noted the doctor was staring openly at her large bosom. She was used to people staring...men usual with lust, and women with envy. F cup sized breasts on anyone with her body frame would naturally draw attention.
"Lower back pain, upper back pain, shoulder pain..." Desiree pouted.
"Indeed...quite a normal occurrence. Could you remove your top, s'il vous plaît?"
Desiree slipped off her diaphanous white blouse and waited a moment to be sure he noticed her black plunge bra that couldn't quite encompass the massive globes of her breasts.
Sitting up as straight as possible she reached behind her back to undo the hooks of her bra band, her actions pushing her breasts upward and outward toward the doctor. Desiree let the bra slip around her and off her breasts fully exposing them to the doctor's view.
Her movements had the desired effect because it would seem the doctor was looking at her with more than strictly clinical or medical interest.
Desiree dropped her bra and placed her hands behind her lower back to strengthen her pose and hold her breasts up for examination.
"These are normal...eh, natural, yes? No implants?" The doctor touched her bosom and began a thorough examination. She enjoyed that his touch was soft and it was closer to a massage than checking for lumps or other problems.
Despite their massive size there was no hint of sagging. Desiree's breasts were as firm and pert as any young girl's newly developed bosom. The doctor's touch was so pleasing to her and Desiree enjoyed it so much that her nipples grew erect at his touch.
Desiree sighed slightly in pleasure and then looked directly into the doctor's eyes.
"Yes and no" she sighed breathily. "I've had the new stem cell augmentations. They are all natural, but the growth hasn't stopped. I don't know what to do."
"Ah yes, I have treated this before. Soon my clinic will also offer these procedures, but it would seem that you have been unfortunate to be among the 1 in 100,000 women who experience continuous growth. No one quite knows why this is, and there is no cure I am afraid. The only solution in the mean time is periodic breast reduction surgery."
Desiree sighed slightly again as the doctor had been gently examining her breast with his hands the entire time. His touch on her aureoles and nipples elicited another sigh of pleasure.



"Is there any other complaint that you have?"
"Yes...actually..." Desiree let out a barely perceptible low soft moan, "They also seem to be extremely sensitive." She bit her lip slightly and closed her eyes as the pleasurable feelings from the doctors examination spread outward and encompassed her entire bosom and were moving throughout her body.
"Is that so?" The doctor smiled at her and showed no sign of stopping what he was doing.
"MMmmm...Yessss..." Desiree sighed again in pleasure.
"Yes...another common occurrence. Almost all women who receive this treatment have reported increased sensitivity to stimulation. Another unforeseen side effect of the procedure; although no one has formally complained..."
Desiree realized that she really didn't need to do much to seduce the doctor. He had a reputation that he was currently living up to and was taking the lead and that could let her just lay back and enjoy the ride.
Desiree reached for the doctor's groin. He was standing so close! His cologne was strong but not overpowering. She gently stroked the bulge between his legs pressing upward from his pants. Feeling his erection she opened her eyes wide, feigning surprise.
"I am so sorry doctor; I don't know what came over me." Desiree looked deep into his eyes as she continued to stroke his erection. The doctor made no effort to stop massaging her breasts.
Desiree leaned forward, closed her eyes and slowly made to purse her lips. Either the doctor would follow his instincts, as well as his known pattern of behavior, or the seduction would fail.
Desiree squealed softly in delight when she felt the doctor's lips press against her own as they shared a sensuous kiss. Portraying a woman overcome with Desire was...well...it was easy...she was trained for this after all...enjoying what she did was just one of the perks of the job!
With practiced hands Desiree unbuttoned the doctor's trousers and freed his straining cock from the confined space. As she did so he pulled her up on her feet and into an embrace, her full tit-flesh now pressed tight against the doctor's chest and abdomen. Desiree tilted her head back to maintain the kiss and adapt to his taller height.
As she freed his cock and started to stroke it she could even tell without looking he had a nice one. Probably 8 inches and decent girth...circumcised too...
"So you think that you can help me?" Desiree asked as she interrupted the kiss to catch her breath...damn...he is a good kisser as well.
"Oui! It will be my pleasure to help you." The Doctor placed his hands on her shoulders and gently pushed down, indicating to Desiree she needed to get on her knees.
Desiree had to move slowly to not reveal her eagerness. With control she sank down to her knees onto the floor of the examination room and with a kiss...then a lick...and then a brief stroke of his cock with her hand began to orally pleasure the doctor.
Desiree had to feign reluctance for only awhile. The doctor smiled in pleasure down at her when she looked up into his eyes. She held eye contact as she kissed the head of his circumcised cock and then let it slip past her lips and into her mouth.
She held the head of his cock in her mouth and suckled for a moment, then with her tongue swirled around the head and teased the crown and then the urethral hole.
Desiree closed her eyes to concentrate. With smooth precision she ever so slowly pushed her head forward and in one slow, controlled, even motion took the doctor's eight inch cock fully into her mouth.
Desiree coated the entire shaft of his cock with her saliva and warm mouth. She absolutely loved the pleasurable sensation as the ridges and veins of his cock rubbed against her tongue and the ridges on the roof of her mouth.
She was an accomplished cock sucker and didn't even miss a beat as she easily suppressed her gag reflex when his cock slipped past the back of her mouth and into her throat.
It was only a moment before she realized she wanted something special for this moment.
This could be the last time for a couple of years she would be able to enjoy her F-cup breasts.
Desiree bobbed her head back up to the end of the doctor's cock and let it slip from her lips. She leaned forward to let his cock nestle between the massive and sensitive flesh of her breasts.
Desiree wanted the doctor to fuck her tits.
She looked up into the doctor's eyes as she pushed her massive tit flesh together around his thick meaty cock and her tongue darted out to tease the head. The doctor held onto her shoulders with one hand and placed his other hand behind her head to encourage her to continue tonguing his cock.
The doctor began to easily thrust his hips forward, then back, allowing the veiny shaft to slip between her pleasure pillows.
"Mmmm...Titty fuck me..." Desiree sighed in between strokes.
The doctors cock would disappear from the tops of her breasts as he rocked his hips backward, then suddenly appear again from between her soft boobs. At each appearance Desiree would catch the tip or the entire head of his cock in her mouth and tease it with her tongue.
Her expertise had the desired effect. The doctor's breathing grew more labored as he slowly lost control with his need for release. He doctor grabbed Desiree's hair and tried to force her head down onto his shaft, but with a slight twist of her neck she let his cock slip free from her mouth.
She was rewarded for her effort when the doctor sprayed his cum all over her face, neck, and breasts. With eager thrusts the doctor shot load after load of his creamy white cum and spread it all over Desiree's bosom and face.
Desiree was equally pleasured as well. The stem cell implants having made her whole bosom an erogenous zone, and her nipples easily twice as sensitive as her breasts that when the doctor shot his load, her own small penis, which had been straining against the fabric of her black panties finally managed to slip free of their confines. The rush of the fabric over her tiny penis and the overwhelming pleasure of the doctor's cock teasing her boobs drove Desiree to an orgasm of her own.
With a small spurt that paled in comparison to the multiple ropes of cum that the doctor ejaculated...Desiree shot her small load cum onto the inside of her skirt.
Desiree smiled as she recovered quickly from her orgasm and saw that the doctor had closed his eyes in pleasure as he was temporarily overcome by his orgasm. Within 5 minutes of her seduction Desiree found she was covered in cum from her sternum to her face.
The tops of her boobs bore the brunt of the doctor's load and creamy rivulets of cum were dripping down and over her aureoles and nipples. Desiree massaged the torrent of cum into her tit flesh. Cum was supposed to be good for the skin after all, she smirked.
The doctor opened his eyes as his orgasm subsided. He smiled widely when Desiree opened her mouth to show him the cum she had caught, and then holding eye contact slowly and seductively swallowed his cum down her throat.
Desiree gently stroked his cock from base to tip to try and milk the last of the cum from his rod. She made sure to keep his cock in view of the hidden cameras in her purse as she licked up and swallowed the last of his cum.
Now that's good video, she thought as she smiled for the doctor...and unbeknownst to him, the camera.
The doctor now pulled Desiree up onto her feet and off her knees. He gently guided her back to the examination table and assisted her up so she was seated on the end, then pushed her back into a reclined position. Next he helped her place her feet into the stirrups on either side of the exam table.
Desiree watched as the doctor seemed to take time to admire her knee high boots as he guided one foot and then another into each stirrup.
He gently caressed each of her tan leather block heel knee high boots and judging from his facial expressions seemed fascinated by them. Desiree wondered if he also had a foot fetish or a thing for women's heels.
But apparently after satisfying his curiosity his hands roamed up to her thighs and lifted her knee length A-line tan skirt up higher until her panties were exposed and left her skirt bunched around her waist.
She watched the doctor's expression as his smile widened at seeing her small penis and her cum stain that had formed from his titty fucking her. He seemed pleased that she had cum.
"You won't need these." He spoke smoothly...seductively...but his actions were clinical as he took medical shears and clipped at her panties, removing them easily.
From a small rolling table he selected some water based lubrication, squeezed out a dollop onto his long thin fingers and gently applied lubrication to Desiree's ass. She didn't really concern herself with the fact that he otherwise ignored her penis. Most of the men she was assigned to seduce were only interested in her for her mouth, tits and ass...her having a penis was a sought after taboo as a transgendered woman, yet only a few of them chose to actual let her use her penis.
Interestingly, the few genetic women who wanted the indulgence of intimacy with a trans girl seemed to split 50/50. Some wanted to make her cum from their sexual prowess while others used her for her penis as a 'she-male'.
Desiree bit her lips as she sighed in satisfaction and made a point of moaning softly in pleasure. She appreciated his concern despite that she had already lubed earlier in preparation for the seduction.
She massaged her cum covered breasts as he applied the lubrication. Sure it felt good, but what she really wanted was his cock inside her.
Desiree squirmed in pleasure as his long fingers penetrated her anus. They seemed to reach quite deeply inside her as he rotated his hand and spread the lubrication around and inside her. The doctor removed his hand, carefully wiped off the lubrication with a small towel.
"Please..." she pleaded as she now placed her hands on the globes of her ass and carefully spread her ass cheeks apart.
"You...inside me..."
The doctor didn't need any further urging. He aligned his cock with her anus and with a disciplined smooth thrust pushed the length of his 8 inch cock inside her. With slow steady thrusts, one inch at a time, he soon filled her completely.
Desiree rolled her head as she arched her back at his penetration and momentarily saw stars as her mind and body succumbed to the enjoyment she felt from being fucked.
The doctor at first held onto her skirt bunched around her waist as a means to control and keep Desiree in place. But as his vigor increased he soon grasped her by her waist, his warm strong hands pulling her down onto his thrusting cock with each thrust inside her. She felt the unique pleasure as her ass was spanked by his lap every time he bottomed out inside her.
Desiree was rapidly approaching her orgasm. The fleeting sensations of pleasure emanating from her sphincter and prostate built quickly within her. She wondered if being a doctor he had secret medical knowledge that gave him insight into the anatomy of causing pleasure.
Desiree only restrained herself from cumming until she was certain the doctor was about to cum as well. As she felt his cock expand inside her and the warm liquid sensation of cum splashing inside her she let slip her control and let her orgasm cascade through her body. Even her small testicles, despite having already shot their small load of cum earlier gave another small offering that spurt onto her belly button and now the inside hem of her skirt.
As she recovered her senses she was surprised to see that the nurse was standing beside her. The Doctor had already withdrawn his cock from her ass and was cleaning himself up.
"See my nurse after and she will schedule your appointment." He said as he pulled up his pants and exited the room.
The cute nurse meanwhile took damp cloths and carefully wiped up all the cum from Desiree's tits, tummy, and ass. Desiree enjoyed the feeling of her small soft hands as they cleaned her up, especially the extra time she had to spend on her tits.
Aha...clearing away the evidence, Desiree realized.
Soon she was completely cleaned.
"Please get dressed and come see me at the front desk." The nurse smiled shyly when she spoke.
Desiree smiled and nodded her head in acknowledgement. Her mission for Ivan was a success!
**
Desiree was at it again the next day, this time on the stair climbing machine. She liked the climber that was like an escalator. She liked that the machine was tall and she had a commanding view of the fitness facility. She made a point of wearing just her sports bra and foregoing her usual loose v-neck crop top today. She was easy to spot from her elevated position.
The same men where here again, watching her, she noted. Yesterday's selfie had captured two of them in the background. Desiree spent 30 minutes building up a sweat, keeping her heart rate up.
When she stepped off the machine, she made a show of bending at the waist flaunting her round firm backside to her followers and to retrieve a towel from her gym bag on the floor, and then gave them another show as she wiped away the sweat from her cleavage with the towel. Desiree drank some water; purchased from a vending machine...no COBALT bottled water for her thank you very much.
She retrieved her phone again and made a show of taking another workout selfie, smiling in the mirror, then another selfie with the step machine behind her, then yet another selfie with her arm up in the air and the camera looking down upon her. Eash time she pursed her lips for a 'duck face' universal when making a selfie.
She gave no indication she had captured the two men in the photos. She knew they were watching her as she exited the fitness facility to cross the street and return to her hotel room to shower. Riding the elevator up to her floor she sent the pictures of the men to a contact on her phone. It was time to find out who her stalkers really were.
After her shower she took a nap. She was going out late tonight.
**
Desiree sat in her private booth at the opera and studied her reports on her phone. She made small talk with her fellow Red Swallow while their dates, two of Ivan's henchmen sat beside them.
Desiree loved dressing up for the opera. Her blue floor length gown was flattering to her figure and designed to attract attention. Sarah, the other swallow, wore a fascinating off white body con dress that hugged her perfect figure. Both of the henchmen looked quite dapper and handsome in their tuxedos.
Their purpose was to see and be seen by the leading citizens of Monaco and the rich and famous in attendance.
Desiree enjoyed talking with Sarah as she described her seduction of the doctor. Sarah was keen to hear details and offer helpful advice on seduction techniques. It was amusing to both of them when they noticed their 'escorts' sporting what looked like uncomfortable erections from overhearing their conversation. Sarah started to tease them as for Ivan's staff; concerning the red swallows, it was look but don't touch.
Desiree also read over public records of police reports, crime summary statistics, and current public attitudes to vice crimes in Monaco. She eyed the chief of police over in his box as they waited for the opening act. His record was unimpeachable and Ivan would not be able to bribe or blackmail him. She had already identified a number of middle ranking officials who were susceptible and would propose plans to coopt them for Ivan.
But time for that later, the opera was finally starting. Desiree loved Gilbert and Sullivan, and the Pirates of Penzance was tonight's performance.
"I am the very model of a modern major general." Desiree hummed softly
**
The next day Desiree dressed up and fixed her makeup for her visit to the casino. Earlier she had visited incognito to get a feel for the place. Tonight she would be touring with the casino manager and having dinner with him.
Ivan's business holdings were far flung and substantial. Desiree was impressed after visiting Amsterdam where his organization pretty much dominated the entire criminal enterprises of the city.
Coming to Monaco was actually a bit of a relief as the smaller fragments of his empire were often overlooked. A keen eye was needed to periodically impress upon the local syndicate members the importance of their allegiance to their boss.
Fortunately, that wasn't Desiree's job tonight. She was simply there to audit their books and represent Ivan. She thought that her outfit would do well for this. Her formal white bolero jacket and pencil dress were the height of fashion this year, and the pearl necklace, bracelet, brooch, and ear-rings would complement the ensemble perfectly. Her white heels and sheer white pantyhose to showcase her legs completed her look.
Desiree admired herself in the mirror. With her platinum blonde hair pulled back into a tight bun and held by a mother of pearl comb she was sexy as well as professional.
She had also done her research. Ivan usually sent one of his goons with some weaselly back office bookie to do the audits. She was confident that her sexuality and femininity was sure to bowl over the stuffy and staid managers of Ivan's casino.
She thought about seducing the handsome one, who kept eying her breasts when he thought she wasn't looking. Unfortunately, Ivan had not given her permission nor ordered her to sleep with him. She would have to simply review the books and find the information Ivan was looking for.
Her target was tricky, but Desiree knew her target's methods and sure enough she soon found the data she needed and that Ivan wanted.
Desiree finished her tasking and gave a sultry air kiss to the handsome one before departing. She wondered if he would go down when Ivan made his move.
As Desiree walked away she glanced over her shoulder and saw him admire her legs and ass. She idly wondered how big his cock was.
**
As Desiree sat at the coffee shop as she sipped her latte and reviewed the profile summary before her. She was very happy with her visit to the doctor's office. His equipment was state of the art and he was unfailingly professional, if also a bit of a flirt. That was one of the things she had come to confirm as aside from her initial visit and checkup she had made her real appointment for that Thursday.
The doctor had a reputation as a ladies' man and enjoyed the company of beautiful women. His infidelities were completely unknown to his wife however. Desiree flipped back to the information on his financial status and was also pleased at what she saw. The good doctor was spending too much money on his proclivities.
His losses to the casinos were impressive, as well as the amount of money he spent on visits to certain discreet gentlemen's clubs. She noted that his wife was actually the heiress to a substantial fortune and the good doctor was slowly frittering the money away, without her knowledge.
Desiree checked on her phone to confirm her dinner reservation while unobtrusively taking the photo of a man who was trying not to be seen watching her.
**
Desiree had a fondness for emeralds. She loved them. She loved to accessorize with them. With her platinum hair and her silvery grey eyes, she found that emeralds were the perfect accent color for her features and skin tone as well.
Desiree spent the day visiting multiple jewelry stores and gauging the quality of each one. All of them were extremely high end with excellent inventory. She made sure to make a purchase at each store; always spending about 10 or 20 thousand dollars each time, nothing too outrageous of course. She calculated that she had only purchased about $100,000-worth in total.
Desiree made sure to have a few of these shipped to Iowa. Her grandmother would love them as well. She remembered then to check her phone and verify that her grandmother's accounts were full and her bills were paid. The senior care home was paid promptly at the first of the month.



Her grandmother had been very accepting of Desiree's transformation from Dustin, when Desiree finally went back to visit her after Ivan had freed her from COBALT and given her this new life. Throughout Desiree's time at COBALT and her transformation, she had avoided going back home, choosing to correspond with her grandmother via email and continuing the charade of being Dustin.
But, after Ivan had claimed Desiree and told her that she would be leaving the country with him in a month, she realized she needed to set things right with her only living relative.
Desiree had carefully crafted an email to explain her transformation to her grandmother. She poured out her story and her heart, explaining the positive mental effects becoming Desiree had had on her.
Of course, she left out all of the more salacious and traumatic details. She said that she wanted to come back home and spend a week with her grandmother, if she was comfortable with that. She hit send with a great deal of nervousness and anxiety, the likes of which she hadn't felt since she was Dustin, gripped by his social anxiety issues.
Her grandmother had responded within an hour. Her note was simple, "Oh, my dear, I've always known. All that I care about is that you are happy. Of course, you are welcome here anytime, and I so look forward to seeing you again. Come quickly! I love you."
Desiree had been on a flight the next day, and spent a wonderful week becoming re-acquainted with her dear grandmother.
Desiree smiled at the memory, and the thrill she imagined her grandmother would get when she received her gifts. She made a mental note to go visit her again once she returned to the United States this summer. It had been awhile after all. Work had a way of keeping her busy.
**
Desiree Gagnon walked into the hotel and made her way upstairs to the 6th floor. She found Boris there and was pleased to learn that all the girls from the yacht had made their way to the hotel as expected.
Boris was the "Entertainment Director" who traveled with Ivan's yacht, whose primary task was managing the whores and setting up entertainment events. But Desiree had to admit, he was little more than a glorified pimp.
Nonetheless the soirees he arranged were always impeccably executed, and required complex planning, coordination, and surveillance.
One of Ivan's means of controlling business associates and people he needed to influence was to invite them out for pleasure cruises on his enormous yacht, the Krasnaya Lastochka. The basic idea was to engage in several nights of hedonism and orgies, discreetly recording his target individuals' depraved activities, and then, if necessary, using the evidence for blackmail.
Desiree was amazed, when she first learned about the practice, that many of the participants - after the initial shock of being put in such a compromising position - became comfortable with the arrangement and were "repeat offenders" at Ivan's parties. And these were not low-level middle managers. No, these were titans - men and women who moved the wheels of government and industry!
One night on the yacht during pillow talk, Desiree had asked Ivan why the system seemed to be self-perpetuating and why such important people would acquiesce to it, and even come back for more.
Ivan had chuckled in his way, and explained that these people knew that the scandalous evidence would never, ever leak. That Ivan controlled the Enterprise with an iron fist. As long as they played ball with Ivan, the information about them would never see the light of day.
"You see, little one," Ivan had said. "People with this much power are always watching out for who will betray them next. They are relieved if they can ever find someone they can trust, with whom they are safe. Ironically, they learn that as long as they align with my interests, I am the most trustworthy person in their lives. I have no reason to betray them unless they work against me. Thus, their deepest, darkest secrets are completely safe with me."
"As long as they do as you say," Desiree had added.
Ivan had given a short bark of laughter. "Of course!"
She snapped back to the present, analyzing Boris's arrangements. Desiree knew that Boris had reserved two whole floors of the hotel; the 6th was for the streetwalkers who would form impromptu red-light districts around Monaco during the Grand Prix, and now they had rooms to bring their johns if their johns didn't have accommodations of heir own.
The 9th floor had larger suites with balconies for the high-end escorts and call girls. Discreet clientele would arrive for their romantic rendezvous and the girls would be able to spend more time with each one, for the appropriate fee of course.
The piece de resistance was the penthouse, where Ivan had invested his best, most skilled and most beautiful women to attend to the crème de la crème of society - his Red Swallows. The very best of society often liked to dabble in the forbidden fruits sometimes, and paid handsomely for the discretion that was provided.
Desiree needed to see the operation in practice to determine if the risk of their enterprise was worth the reward. Monaco had outlawed brothels. Prostitution was legal in Monaco but was only between a consenting individual and their client. Setting up a brothel carried great risk, and it remained to be seen if the profits from this venture justified the risk.
It was simple, pimps were prosecuted, and whores were set free.
Boris's new business model was to offer "hosting" services, similar to what Yuri and Anastasya had accomplished in New York. The Enterprise could set up a legitimate website and hosting company that would rent the rooms, provide protection for the girls, and receive a percentage of their earnings.
And it could all be set up in advance with business licenses and tax statements and everything.
And once the hosting services were in place, the conduit for Ivan's drug trade would follow. Desiree was busy monitoring and conducting research to assess all of the risks. If it did work, then this experience paved the way to open up other markets that were previously closed to them.
Desiree watched the girls via the cameras for a bit before she had gathered enough data for her report. She gave Boris a kiss on each cheek, Russian style, before making her exit.
As she was leaving, she noticed that one of her stalkers was there inside the lobby. She spotted the other one watching from down the street when she went out the front door.
She hoped her contact would be able to identify them soon. She didn't want to take unnecessary risks and ruin Ivan's schemes.
**
The next afternoon, Desiree walked into the lobby of a mid-range hotel on the Boulevard Princesse Charlotte. She unconsciously wrinkled her nose a bit at the décor. A man was seated on a low couch to her left, reading a paper. She made a beeline for him.
The man rose as Desiree approached, and opened his arms in greeting. They traded kisses on both cheeks.
"Desiree, you look amazing!" Leo exclaimed.
"Why thank you, Leo, it is good to see you too," Desiree purred. "Are you sure this place is safe? It's so...public."
Leo wasn't kidding. He hadn't seen Desiree in over six months, and he couldn't believe her hourglass figure could become any more... hourglass-y
His eyes drank her in.
Her platinum hair was straightened and was a silver curtain framing her face.
She was wearing a clinging, light mauve top that bared her toned arms and revealed her enormous cleavage. Those boobs definitely had not been that big the last time he saw her!
The white pencil skirt hugged every curve of her dramatic hips and ass, leaving nothing to the imagination. She had a wide, tasteful belt around her midsection, and stood elegantly atop 5-inch designer heels. Her perfume was intoxicating, and Leo could feel his cock stirring.
"Ah, ahem, right! Yes, we've sanitized the hotel and verified it's secure...shall we go upstairs to talk then?" Leo quickly regained his composure. He was a professional after all.
Desiree grinned mischievously, and winked at him. "That would probably be best." They walked to the elevator together.
She was a little dismayed by the room. It was clean, but not the standard to which she had grown accustomed. Leo noticed, and chuckled. "I know it isn't what you're used to, but well, the Bureau won't spring for the Hotel de Paris, you know!"
Desiree felt a little ashamed of herself, and joked, "I just thought James Bond always stayed in the phattest hotels?"
"Ha, I wish! I would love an Aston Martin with rocket launchers, too!" Leo exclaimed.
Desiree laughed, and pulled her tablet out of her purse. As she was setting it up to project on the wall, she asked, "How are you and Trixie doing?"
"Oh, she is great. You know she started studying pre-law at NYU? She is really something." Desiree could tell, Leo was in love with her closest friend.
"Yes, she told me that she started studying there. She will make one hell of a lawyer one day!" Desiree finished setting up, and her tablet began projecting her report on the wall.
"She has a special present for you, by the way," Leo said slyly, as he ran his hand over Desiree's firm ass.
"I'm sure!" Desiree cooed back, slapping his hand. "But that will have to wait!"
"Alright, alright! Hey, I have to ask you," Leo abruptly looked somewhat bashful. "Ah, erm - are you really going to go through with the... er... reduction?"
"Yes, you douche!" Desiree playfully punched Leo in his muscular arm. "You have NO idea the back pains I have to endure with these...beauties!" Desiree cupped her massive breasts in her hands. "But you don't need to worry; I will still be dead sexy with C-cups again."
"Of course, yeah, of course! I know, you need to be comfortable in your skin. But just the same, those are... ah... just... wow!"
Desiree put her hand on a cocked hip, which caused her formidable chest to jiggle and further fluster Leo. "Are we going to discuss the finer aspects of my anatomy or can we start debriefing...Leo?" Desiree was amused by his boyish grin at the prospect of 'debriefing'.
"Ha, ok, ok. Please continue, Miss Gagnon," Leo conceded. He settled down into a chair to focus on Desiree's presentation.
"Right. I've compiled a report of Ivan's recent moves into the Monaco region," Desiree began. "The most significant development is his acquisition of an entire division of the local crime syndicate's Monte Carlo operations."
"I wondered if he would take that approach," mused Leo. "Organized crime in this region is somewhat loosely affiliated without strong leadership."
"Indeed. He rapidly consolidated control of this group and they are already earning for him. I have been able to pull a great deal of incriminating information about that division."
Leo intently scanned the data on the wall for several minutes, leaning forward in his chair with his face in his hands and his elbows on his knees. Then, he gave a low whistle as his comprehension developed. "Desiree, what you've got here... we will be able to take down this whole damn division!"
"That is the idea!" Desiree said, pleased with herself.
"But wait - can this be traced to you?" Leo frowned. He always had to protect his intelligence assets, but in this case, he also genuinely cared for Desiree.
"I have left electronic counter-measures in my trail, so it will point to incompetence on the part of the rival's cyber protections. So I'm safe, Leo."
"Dammit, girl. You're good."
Desiree switched off her tablet and batted her eyelashes at Leo. "Why yes, Leo. I know."
Leo rose from his chair and crossed the room to turn on a small camera he had adhered to the wall, with a view of the bed. He then walked over to take Desiree in his arms. "Trixie was very explicit, about the present that I must give you, and she expects to see that you enjoyed it," he breathed into her ear as he felt his desire rising rapidly.
Desiree responded, melting into his embrace, and turned to look into the camera. "Why Mrs. Theresa, you are so very considerate! Thank you for this gift, and Leo will have to take my passion back to you, until I can see you again myself!"
**
Desiree sat at the desk chair at the desk of the hotel room while Leo slept. She had placed a towel under her bottom to soak up the cum that still leaked from her ass. As Leo gently snored Desiree worked to edit the digital media movie she and Leo had filmed for Trixie.
Desiree shifted slightly in her seat as she worked and was momentarily overwhelmed with the intense combination of agony and pleasure from her stretched and ruined ass.
Like Ivan, Leo was an alpha. He took what he wanted.
But just like Ivan, Leo was...talented. He derived a great deal of pleasure from slowly and irrevocably driving his sexual partners to orgasm after orgasm after orgasm...
Even after Desiree had been reduced to mewling and begging for him to stop he had pounded her and drove her from one pinnacle of pleasure to the next, never letting her come back down to earth.
Not until, at long last, he had achieved his orgasm.
When Leo finally did cum inside her he filled her past the capacity of her ass to hold.
Rivers of his cum would erupt from his cock and the sheer volume would leak out past the tight seal of her ass clenched around the shaft of his cock.
The overflowing mixture of cum and lube would stream past her anal barrier and down and over her inner thighs and testicles.
Desiree whimpered softly in ecstasy and agony as she settled into a new position. She completed the editing and was ready to view to finished product. She adjusted the volume of her headphones, as the movie unfolded before her.
**
Desiree reached for Leo's cock and pulled it free from his boxer briefs. She slid her hand up and down his shaft and watched entranced as it grew...and grew...and grew...quickly getting longer...thicker...and harder...in her hand.
Soon Desiree held the full 9 inch long, 4 inch thick cock in her hand.
Trixie was such a lucky girl to have a man wielding this type of equipment in her life.
Desiree remembered that only her former coworker David Humm back at Smith Financial had a cock as big.
Still, she smirked, almost but not quite as big as Ivan, although maybe Leo had more girth? She couldn't tell without actually measuring. Maybe next time...guys like it when a girl measures their cock to find out exactly how big they are...bragging rights or something...
Desiree watched as the scene continued to unfold. Leo stood with the hotel bed behind him while Desiree stood facing him.
"Oh my." Her image said as she admired the cock in her hands. She knelt down before Leo.
"Yeah." Leo replied.
Truly Oscar worthy dialog, Desiree smirked.
Desiree watched the film as she began her oral assault on Leo's weapon. She felt herself getting slightly aroused. Desiree really enjoyed giving head and it showed up well on film. She could even see her nipples popping up as her excitement grew.
As she watched the image of her lick up and down Leo's long shaft before she tried to take it all in her mouth she noticed that there was visible strain on her jaw as she stretched her mouth over the head of his cock.
She didn't remember feeling any strain per se, but the look...the image...was quite erotic! Guys, if they could see it, must love it, she thought.
Trixie will love it too!
Acknowledging that her friend would let her fuck her husband and be fucked in return was such an amazing privilege.
It was good to have friends like them.
Desiree critiqued the way she had to bob her head up and down to gently stretch her throat; small steps at a time, in order to take his entire tool in her mouth and down the back of her throat. Her conditioning at COBALT and her Red Swallow training clearly paid dividends.
Big cocks needed greater skill. She watched with a self-satisfied grin as her image on the screen was finally able to take it all in, her nose now pressed tight into Leo's lower abdomen. She smirked again as she was able to clearly see her self satisfied expression on screen...despite the apparent strain of her lips as they formed a tight "O" around Leo's shaft.
God that's hot...she shifted in her seat as her small penis stirred as she watched the imagery...and winced again slightly as her ruined ass still reminded her of her recent sodomy.
Desiree watched as she slowly increased the pace of her head bobs up and down Leo's shaft. She had started out slowly at first, but then as his cock became slickened with her spit and her throat adapted to the intrusion of his shaft, she was able to increase her speed with each subsequent downward bob.
She idly wondered if calling it a 'bob' was appropriate for a cock that long. It's more of a 'Robert", she giggled...Each downward swallow looked like it took quite a bit of time, despite the increasing pace of each repetition.
Desiree wasn't sure if she was imagining things when she thought she could see her neck expand outward each time Leo's cock head slipped down her throat. She rewound the move and reduced speed to watch again.
WOW! Her throat really did expand outward slightly each time his shaft plunged down.
Impressive! And so hot!
Leo tapped her shoulder to indicate she should stop. On screen Desiree stood up before him while Desiree seated and watching shifted in her seat again in anticipation of the next scene.
Leo caught her completely by surprise as she was suddenly lifted up by her waist, practically tossed in the air, and spun around in mid air so she was facing away from Leo.
Desiree on screen yipped in surprise, fear, and excitement!
Holding her waist, he somehow managed to precisely and gently SLAM her down onto her hands and knees', landing her on all fours onto the bed that just a second before was behind Leo.
Desiree's expression of surprise and astonishment were easily seen on her image. She particularly liked the way that her long platinum blond hair had flown when she was mid air and spinning around. She noticed that she barely missed hitting her head on the ceiling.
As she was "slammed down" onto the mattress her hair fortunately fell to the side away from the camera and her surprised and excited expression was obvious.
Leo now stood directly behind her. Desire's feet hung off the edge of the bed and Leo took his saliva slickened cock and aligned it against the star of Desiree's ass.
Desiree watched as with gentle yet insistent pressure Leo pressed his cock head against her sphincter. The resolution of the camera was so good she had edited the movie to zoom in and capture the exact moment her ass opened and Leo's cock penetrated into her.
On the audio she could hear Leo sigh contentedly as he entered her and she heard her own voice in the background gasp with pleasure. There was even a barely audible 'pop' as the head slipped into her.
Leo liked to exert control and take his time.
Desiree watched as the camera view expanded back to bring them both into the screen view.
Desiree admired her full ass, high and tight, her long legs, and the curve of her back angling down to her shoulders. She liked the tight tiny curve of her waist...so small yet perfectly proportioned to her hips and ass.
Her huge F-cup breasts were pressed against the comforter covering the hotel bed.
Who had time to wait for turn down service when there were such huge cocks to take? She giggled again at that thought.
Desiree watched and listened as her breathing became soft panting breaths synchronized in time with each thrust of Leo's hips. Each thrust going slightly deeper while each withdrawal was performed at an intensely pleasurable yet frustratingly slow pace.
Leo liked to drive Trixie mad with desire by his slow, controlled, and dominant drilling of her ass...and now he was using the same technique and slowly frustrating Desiree and driving her wild with desire.



In his own good time Leo finally bottomed out his cock in Desiree's ass.
Buried to the hilt, Desiree remembered that exact moment. She could see on screen that her lips were quivering with frustration. She was nearly reduced to begging him to pound her ass.
Just before she caved in and would have started begging Leo rapidly withdrew his cock.
The sudden empty feeling after being so painfully, happily, pleasantly filled was a shock and Desiree inhaled sharply. Her breath left her with a whoosh a mere second after Leo plunged his massive nine-inch long five inch thick tool fully into her ass.
The amplitude of each stroke left her unable to catch her breath in time.
Each plunge inside her caused her to exhale sharply, while each time he withdrew she inhaled just as fully.
Desiree was completely unable to control her breathing. She grew lightheaded with pleasure as her body could not catch up...she could only react to each thrust after the fact!
And try as she might, Leo's ability to increase his pace; to control his stride, prevented Desiree from ever gaining any measure of control over her own breathing or her own body.
She was completely at the mercy of his pleasure!
Desiree could clearly see on the screen as her toes were curling. The muscles of her calves, thighs, and even her back and arms all began to quiver as if she was shivering!
She remembered how it seemed as if all nine inches of his tool would stimulate her prostate, and the ring of her sphincter, both as he entered her, and every time he pulled back.
And dat ass!! Desiree slowed down the recording to watch closely. Years of squats, leg curls, leg extensions and calf presses had given her firm and toned legs and ass, but the stem cells had put a perfect layer of fat over her muscles. Everything was perfectly proportioned and despite the layer of softness she could still make out her muscles as Leo fucked her.
Shea watched as each time Leo's long cock plunged into her ass she could see the sympathetic ripple of her muscles and her butt under the soft curviness over them. The resounding 'slap' each time he bottomed out inside her bottom as his lap spanked her butt...
Desiree slipped her had into her panties as she continued to watch the scene unfold on screen. She gently touched her small penis. It felt good even though she was completely spent from Leo's pounding of her earlier. Her cock could only get semi-erect. She moved her hands to her breasts and nipples...now that felt amazing as well!
Her eyes glued to the screen she saw her image shiver and shake in orgasmic rapture. Her cry of pleasure was so intense she momentarily wondered if Leo would be able to hear it and wake up from his nap, despite the fact she was using headphones.
And despite the intensity of her orgasm, Leo only paused fucking her for a moment.
Desiree saw that while she was blissed out and unaware of her surroundings that Leo simply stood behind her, his cock fully impaled and buried in her ass as he waited for her orgasm to subside.
Desiree resumed watching the video recording at normal speed.
The camera resolution was so good she could see her image on screen as the long seconds ticked by before she once again, slowly, became self aware. Her sigh of pleasure turning into a gasp of surprise as Leo resumed the intense and patient sodomy.
The inescapable sensation of her prostate being stimulated and her ass being stretched.
Desiree listened with growing arousal as her image on screen cried out.
"No...no...again?..ahh...mmm...MmmHmm...Aaahhh...oh...oh...oh!..OH!.."
More minutes passed by as Leo masterfully dominated her. This time instead of just holding onto her hips he leaned over her and reached forward to hold onto her breasts.
Desiree watched as her image on screen once again was driven against her will and control to another mind shattering orgasm. Leo pleasantly fondling her breasts, mauling her tits, teasing her nipples...
Desiree squirmed in her seat as she watch Leo watch her orgasm again, and then patiently wait for her to recover from her euphoria. It took a bit longer this time for Desiree to recover as her sexual exhaustion at being so thoroughly ravished took its toll.
She watched as the scene once again unfolded with her barely recovered from her second orgasm as Leo this time thrust into her hard and fast.
"no...I can't...too much...ah...ah...god...ah..."
This time it was for him. Desiree watched her image on screen cry out in the unique blend of pleasure and pain that only an aficionado and practitioner of anal sex could appreciate.
Leo fucked her now and fucked her hard! Desiree could see the expression on his face had morphed from one of patient and absolute control to one of total domination.
When he came, he actually growled low and menacingly!
Desiree had thought she had imagined that part.
His growl was the final straw that pushed her over the edge and into her third orgasm of the night.
It was exhilarating!
Desiree let the movie play out to where Leo lifted her up and placed her on the bed, gently resting her head on a pillow.
He crawled into bed behind her, spooning her, one hand draped around and holding onto her firm, full, and large boob.
Only Ivan had ever fucked her so well!
Desiree wondered if she was now a size queen.
Big cocks were definitely the best!
She idly wondered how the act of surrender...and submission...could make her feel so...so...POWERFUL! The act of being dominated by an alpha male and used would actually instill in her feelings of EMPOWERMENT.
And how afterwards her thoughts and ideas themselves would come with greater speed and clarity. Do orgasms improve mental cognition she wondered?
Desiree watched as the movie image of her...her sated smile as she remembered there was a camera recording their rendezvous for Trixie.
Desiree could hear Leo has he snored, falling quickly asleep from his efforts.
Desiree on screen looked at the camera and smiled.
"Thank you, Theresa,...You are the Best Friend Ever!"
"I love you."
**
Desiree walked into her doctor's appointment that Thursday ready for her surgery. It was long overdue. She had been putting it off for as long as possible, but it really was time. Her back and shoulders were killing her these days no matter how much she exercised to strengthen those muscles.
It would appear that she was one of the 1 in 100,000 people who would suffer from continuous breast growth from her stem cell breast augmentation for the rest of her life.
It had taken two years to grow from a perfectly shaped C-cup into her current F-cup size. She remembered when she had hoped and prayed that her implants would have stopped growing when they turned to D's and then double D's, as that would mean she was only part of the 1 in 1000 women who suffered the side effects of partial growth. It would seem that Dr. Al's assurances that the growth would stop were complete and utter bullshit!
The surgery suite was ready however and with the advances in micro-liposuction and microscopic cellular surgery she would walk out of the clinic today as a C cup once again.
A fortunate effect of the stem cell treatment, she would not suffer long from loose skin, just as she had never had a single stretch mark. The stem cells in her body did an amazing job of reconstruction and repair. In fact, she had cut her hand severely a few months after the treatment, slicing fruit for her lunch. She had wrapped it in a dishrag, but thought that she might need to go into the hospital for stitches. By that evening, though, the wound was nearly healed, and by the next morning there was no trace of it at all.
Her augmentations would just keep growing and she would likely have to return every two years for another reduction. But for now, Desiree was really looking forward to seeing her feet again.
Desiree couldn't wait to try on clothes that she had bought two years ago and had barely worn before her augmentations started growing. It would be nice to be a C cup again, at least for awhile. She thought of the cute thrift store dress she had waiting in her stateroom. The first dress she had ever purchased. Despite the many designer dresses and fashions that she could now afford and routinely wore, that dress still held a dear place in her heart. She looked forward to trying it on again.
**
Her time in Monaco was finally coming to an end. Her report was ready and with the Grand Prix over it was time to move on to the next port...the next set of problems. Desiree became introspective on her ride from her hotel back to the yacht.
Desiree had no illusions about Ivan. He knew he would never leave his wife and would not marry her, a transgendered whore, foreigner, and employee. But she was comfortable with that arrangement. She certainly loved Ivan in a way, but was not in love with him. She was intensely loyal, and willing to give him what he wanted because of the quality of life she gained in return.
Dustin had not started down this path intending to become a transgender whore. He had simply found his true self, Desiree, which made him feel happy and confident and as though he finally fit in the world, even though he resisted the change for quite some time. But his journey to becoming Desiree had not always been easy, or what he would have wished for.
But the situation Desiree now found herself in was quite satisfactory, and she was truly enjoying life. She found fulfillment in her primary role - overseeing the financial management and risk analysis of Ivan's global Enterprise. The same three strikes against her - she was a foreigner, a whore, and transgendered - meant she could never formally be the CFO.
As enlightened the world had become, and as accepting as even Russian mob-types were with trans-women for sex and casual relationships, Desiree taking a formal leadership role in the Enterprise was still a barrier even Ivan did not wish to cross. But Desiree was the de-facto CFO for the Enterprise, even if she was not the public face. And she thrilled at how damn good she was at the job.
Desiree also excelled and took great pleasure in the secondary aspect of her job. She had been trained by the Russian mob in the US to be a Red Swallow - the pinnacle of prostitutes, highly trained and expertly skilled in pleasuring their clients (men and women). They were also highly educated and cultured, and were often seen in public, high-society events.
Desiree had never actually begun her career as a Red Swallow, Ivan had claimed her as she finished her training and put her in her current role. But he still put her training to good use. Ivan frequently leveraged Desiree's sex appeal and skill in the bedroom to influence, seduce, and blackmail key targets. She was a fixture in the orgies he had on his yacht. And, of course, she was one of his favorite concubines; the heights of sexual rapture to which they would bring each other were never achieved with their other partners.
The net effect for Desiree was that she didn't actually know whether she was a whore or not anymore.
Her salary and benefits from the Enterprise were more than enough to give her an extremely luxurious lifestyle, and she never actually received compensation for any sexual endeavors. But she happily seduced and fucked anyone that was required to achieve her - and Ivan's - goals.
Desiree didn't think too hard about this existential question. It was enough that she loved every minute of what she did. She had become a multi-orgasmic nymphomaniac during her conditioning at COBALT, and so the sexual element of her job was truly icing on the cake.
But as comfortable and happy as Desiree was, she knew that she was not truly free. At times she wondered whether anyone really was free - even people at the pinnacle of power have expectations on them and can feel trapped. But, in practical terms, Desiree knew she was subject to Ivan's whims, as much as she adored him. And that is why she had been nurturing her pet concept for the past several months - Project Svoboda - a path to true independence.
Ivan himself was a brilliant man with mercurial moods. Desiree compared him to being the sun, shining brightly and capturing into his orbit many comets. Some will burn brightly while others just burn out. But none will ever escape his pull. He was a brilliant man, able to speak French, in Russian. It was said that the weight of his words would break a lesser man's jaw.
These musings evaporated as Desiree's limo arrived at the yacht. She had received the all-clear that Ivan's wife had left to fly home to Moscow that morning and the yacht was being made ready to sail. As she boarded, she made her way to Ivan's office. The stwards would see to her luggage and personal effects. Her first duty was to give him her detailed report on the risk and financial analyses concerning his scheme to expand into Monaco.
As she made her way down the expansive passageways to Ivan's private office and before entering the door, she shed all her clothes except her heels, thigh highs, panties and bra. It was expected of her that she strip down before she entered his office.
Truly Desiree liked this part, although Ivan didn't like to see her cock. After all, he wasn't gay, making her report wearing nothing but lingerie was...empowering.
Desiree knew that she was beautiful, and that Ivan wanted to admire her beauty. To him she was a trap, and could pass in public but he was first and foremost her boss so she happily did what she was told.
As she entered, she was pleased to see that he was already waiting for her. She wouldn't have to kneel in the center of the room and wait. She watched his eyes as they flitted over new newly restored pert C-cup breasts. As always, his expression was inscrutable.
Desiree strode over and knelt before him. After just a moment's pause she reached into his lap and proceeded to take his ten inch cock out of his pants. She kissed the head and shaft and began to provide the oral pleasure of her cock worship that he demanded, and that his wife refused to provide. It was beneath her, she was reported to have said.
So sad, Desiree thought, that he was in a marriage of convenience to a political adversary to cement a relationship that ultimately forwarded his own agendas...
In between sucking and licking his cock Desiree delivered her risk assessment of his scheme for expansion of his criminal enterprise in Monaco.
"Report!" Ivan commanded.
Desiree pondered Ivan's question as she idly tapped his penis against her lips, and thought. She could feel his blood pulse through his hardened cock as she gave it a kiss. She was rewarded immediately as somehow it impossibly seemed to get even harder...and fuller...in her hand.
She bobbed up and down on his shaft to make it slick with her saliva.
"I've composed a list of public officials that I think are susceptible to bribery, blackmail, or extortion. To make your scheme viable we would have to have the right politicians, judges, and police officials outlined in my report made loyal to you. I've identified the benefits they can provide, the ease they could be compromised, and which methods are most likely to be effective."
Desiree was stroking his cock while she spoke. She took his cock and sucked and slurped to make it wet again before she made her next statement.
"The hosting services scheme will allow you to penetrate the market and ultimately provide the conduit for your drug trade. Our presence in the casinos and hotels will also facilitate this, and can be a conduit to the prostitutes who can traffic the drugs."
Desiree bobbed and slurped and deep throated to re-lubricate Ivan's cock with her saliva. Such a shame that saliva dries so quickly from a hand job, she mused. She tickled his frenulum with her tongue and was rewarded again as precum began to dribble from the tip of his cock. She savored the taste of his pre-cum for a moment before resuming.
"You were right about the doctor," she continued "he will provide adequate medical care for the girls and your men when they need it. My blackmail video you wanted will be sufficient leverage to ensure cooperation."
Desiree bobbed up and down with her mouth on Ivan's cock, and thought of the video of the doctor fucking her (formerly) enormous tits; his illicit behavior with her would ensure his cooperation. He couldn't stand to be embarrassed by his wife finding out about his affairs if the video was released. If she were to divorce him he would lose his standing in society as well as access to her wealth.
"The rival organized crime outfit will have to be dealt with. I was shadowed by at least one of their men the entire time I was there. They know you are coming and their history indicates a take over may be violently resisted. Now is not the right time to expand until they can be dealt, with and that must wait until police pressure is reduced or withdrawn. I've given the FBI the information you wanted them to have. After the combined task force with Interpol takes them out I recommend you wait at least 6 months or more to implement your takeover plans of the surviving elements until after you have the government officials under your control."
Desiree bobbed down clear to the base of Ivan's shaft. She held herself there a long time and applied the maximum amount of suction she could generate as she tickled his balls. Coming back up his shaft slowly, she finished her report.
"The public is not concerned about vice in the city as long as it is hidden and does not have a visible impact in the public sphere. There is unlikely to be any notice or public outcry if you use the most covert means available to infiltrate and take over."
"And you are sure of the FBI, that they will act as we expect?"
"I saw Leo and delivered the report we prepared for him - it incriminates a large division of the rival organization, indicating that they have switched to your side and work for you now. Leo will work with Interpol to round them up, and they will think they are dealing you a devastating blow."
Desiree expertly deep throated Ivan's cock and buried her nose into Ivan's belly. She sucked hard at his shaft and enjoyed the thrilling sensation of his massive rod as it twitched with pleasure inside her mouth, on her tongue, and down her throat.
Coming up for air she stroked his cock with one hand, massaged his balls with her other hand, and continued speaking.
"Oh, on a side note, in New York, your underperforming assets can be trimmed and the regional organization streamlined; made leaner and more profitable and effective. By feeding those underperforming assets to law enforcement you let them believe that they're being effective in their fight against organized crime when in reality they are doing you a favor by ridding you of this unwanted baggage."
Desiree carefully tongued and licked up Ivan's precum that had coated the crown of his cock.
"Now, speaking of blow..." She said as she felt the gentle heave of her bosom as she felt her arousal grow with each excited breath.
Desiree smiled when Ivan nodded to her as she concluded her report. Now to conclude this blow job, she thought, licking and sucking along the entire length of Ivan's cock's shaft, Desiree savored the moment before resuming in earnest.
Ten minutes later she was rewarded when Ivan blew his load of cum down her throat and into her belly.
Mmmmm...tasty, tasty cum. This job, she mused...so rewarding!
When she finished Ivan dismissed her. Desiree saw that the one of the crew, probably a steward, had already picked up and taken her clothing. The skirt, blouse, and blazer would be washed, pressed, and returned to her eventually. She walked back to her stateroom in just her heels, thigh highs, bra and panties.



Best meeting format ever!
**
After the blow job and her risk assessment presentation, she returned to her personal stateroom on the mega yacht. She brushed her teeth and gargled with mouthwash. If Ivan wanted her it would be in her stateroom, never his master stateroom; Ivan's wife turned a blind eye to many of his indiscretions (though she only knew the tip of the iceberg), but she would be furious if Ivan took his other interests into their marital bed.
But it was still too early for that. Desiree doffed her heels and intimates and changed into her bikini. Making sure her penis and testicles were still securely tucked she donned the tiny white bikini, slipped on her espadrilles, grabbed her tablet, sunglasses, a towel and sun block and made her way to the outside deck.
Desiree was reclining on a chaise lounge, tanning, while reviewing some data she was incorporating into her business case for Project Svoboda. The few other girls that were present were frolicking in the pool and playing with each other in the water or by the bar. A few others were also tanning in the pleasant Mediterranean sun. Desiree recognized most of them as Red Swallows.
Desiree saw two who were trained bodyguards cavorting by the bar. Another two who were playing in the pool were actually trained assassins; and what looked like playfulness bordering on the lewd and seductive were actually close-combat moves used to restrain and overwhelm an opponent, without the need for strength. Desiree watched for awhile but they were so evenly matched that their 'snuggle struggle' was likely to continue for a while.
She noticed Sarah, who had joined her at the opera and was playing bartender next to the actual bartender, and distracting him mercilessly. Sarah was gorgeous and a trained seductress. Soon the bartender became flustered and dropped and broke a glass, to the cheers and laughter of the Swallows who were watching.
One of the assassins in the pool was a gorgeous genetic girl named Armelle. Originally from Cameroon, she had been giving Desiree hand-to-hand combat lessons for the last four months, after Desiree had first noticed that rival crime organizations were tailing her. Armelle had actually been with her at the time, and pointed it out.
They had been docked in Singapore for a few weeks, where Ivan was conducting business. Desiree and Armelle had been at lunch on the quays one day, when Armelle asked casually Desiree if she knew she had a tail - a man sitting a few tables away.
Armelle said he had been following the women all morning as they shopped. Desiree had been completely surprised by the question, oblivious to anyone following her. Armelle had nodded knowingly, and volunteered to Desiree that she would train her to be able to take care of herself if trouble ever arose.
Armelle had then excused herself to go to the bathroom, giving a seductive smile and wink to the tail as she walked past him. Thirty minutes later, the two ladies were leaving the restaurant as an ambulance arrived. Apparently, a male patron had somehow impaled himself on a shard of glass from the mirror in the ladies' bathroom, and was quite dead.
Such a mystery.
There were a remaining four Swallows on the yacht's deck who were intellectuals, like Desiree, valued for their intellect in finance as well as their proficiency in the more erotic and seductive tasks they undertook for the Enterprise. Ivan's investment portfolios were multinational and no one person could oversee all of them. Desiree was always reviewing their work and providing advice. Her role as their risk management expert giving her the access, she needed to comprehend all of Ivan's empire. Those four were dancing sensually to the soft music emanating from the hidden speakers.
Desiree turned her attention back to her tablet.
Project Svoboda - her baby. It was nearly ready to be presented to Ivan. Desiree had hatched the idea after about a year of managing the Enterprise's finances. A significant aspect of her job was investing large sums of illicit Enterprise money in legitimate vehicles and realizing consistent gains.
Essentially, money laundering and investment management on a grand scale.
Ivan had been very pleased with the results, and gratified with his decision to place her in her role.
But Desiree began to realize that she could set up an independent concern that performed this service for Ivan, as well as taking on other clients. She began to dream and plan.
With an ambitious and entrepreneurial drive that Dustin could never conceive, she had begun to sketch out Project Svoboda - an independent business (that she wanted to name Aria) that would be a safe haven of professional management for mega-wealthy individuals and organizations that wished to maintain utter discretion and privacy in their transactions.
Her pitch to Ivan was comprised of three elements. First, release her from her obligations as an employee to the Enterprise. This would of course be tricky, as people typically only left Ivan's employ one way; and Desiree definitely did not want to leave in that manner! Second, she would need Ivan to be her seed customer, to allow her to establish herself and build a team. She would have to ask him to place a huge portion of the Enterprise's holdings under her management. And third, she would need Ivan's help in attracting other clients - essentially, his competition. Desiree deemed that the heads of competing global crime syndicates were her target clientele.
An ambitious goal, indeed! But Desiree knew in her heart that she could make it a success. She continued to refine the pitch on her tablet, preparing it for an eventual presentation to Ivan.
Desiree's attention was captured by the Red Swallows. Their playful eroticism and dancing were exciting to watch and she was starting to get horny. Realizing she would not be able to concentrate on her project now, she folded up the tablet. She had worked enough for one day. There was a banquet tonight, but surely there was no harm in a snack now?
Desiree walked seductively to the dancing girls and joined in and soon small warm hands embraced her waist and pulled her close, she was enveloped in the soft and scented warmth of their flesh as she pressed herself into their bodies and they into hers.
Desiree slowly and sensually reciprocated the kiss from the Swallow she was facing as they danced, their bodies pressed tightly together.
Desiree caressed the girl's breast as someone slowly caressed her buttocks and pressed in behind her. She was now the center of a girl on girl on girl sandwich as they danced, kissed, and caressed each other.
As she danced on the stern deck of Ivan's mega-yacht, with the other girls she felt eager hands slip into her bikini bottom and try to free her trapped penis she had tucked back earlier.
It would seem that although bikinis were the preferred attire for the women when on board that the party was taking a decidedly turn for the naughty as the other girls who were also sun tanning, or playing in the pool, or having drinks, or dancing had spontaneously decided to turn the party into an impromptu orgy.
Desiree admired the parade of flesh that was on display before her. Kisses given and kisses taken and kisses reciprocated.
The Mediterranean sun fought to tan her smooth healthy skin against the protective sun screen she wore. Her bikini, now removed and tossed aside onto the deck had given her sharp tan lines just the way Ivan liked. She tanned this way for his viewing pleasure.
As she was forced onto her back she found herself in a 69 position. She eagerly began to use her talented tongue on the pussy of the girl on top of her. The girl reciprocated her attention as she sucked on Desiree's girl cock. Two talented tongues and mouths enable them to each reach orgasm easily.
As the girl rolled off Desiree, she watched the coast line recede in the distance, her work done, she reminisced about the wonderfully productive trip to Monaco.
As she came down from her orgasm, she thought about the final shopping spree earlier that day, and buying all the new intimate wear to fit her new, temporarily reduced bust line.
She thought about how she had to co-opt the doctor into Ivan's local criminal enterprise to provide medical care to his goons. The seduction had gone perfectly. Ivan would pay the doctor for his silence and his labor with prostitute visits, but ban him from gambling and keep his secret from his wife as long as the doctor cooperated.
She thought of the stalkers who followed her. Stalker number one was a police detective, who was investigating mob and vice crimes in Monaco. He would probably be neutralized by his superiors, who, bribed by Ivan's organization, would withhold vital information, resources, and expect to reassign him in 6 months time to another position.
Stalker number two was a known member of the local rival mob who was shadowing Desiree to gather intel on Ivan and his organization. She had no doubt Ivan would eliminate him if he didn't come over to Ivan's organization.
Desiree pushed thoughts of work aside and she shivered a bit in anticipation of her upcoming evening with Ivan. She adored being ravaged by her Russian, and loved the orgies that took place in the opulent rooms - and halls, and kitchens, and bathrooms - of the Krasnaya Lastochka.
Desiree felt wonderful and warm with her current situation, but she also hungered for more, for true independence. Project Svoboda crept back into her mind, and the opportunity it offered.
She thought again of Ivan's huge cock and her life of luxury.
She couldn't imagine her life ever turning out so well.
Desiree rolled over as another girl equipped with a strap on approached her...and she smiled.
She couldn't imagine her life any other way.
**
Rome.
Desiree was glued to her computer screen as the reports were coming in quickly now.
Ah, Yuri. It had not been difficult at all to engineer his arrest. Desiree carefully followed the news reports and compared them to the public records as well as the New York Police department's internal communications. Updates were popping up minute by minute.
The malware that she had implanted in the files she passed to Leo had successfully embedded themselves into the department servers and network. Now Desiree...and Ivan's Enterprise, could read in real time what the police were doing. Events were unfolding rapidly now...
**
A few days after her first meeting with Ivan, where her entire life had changed so dramatically, Desiree had a regular liaison with Leo. It was to be a brief meeting over drinks in a hip new bar that had opened up in mid-town. Desiree walked in, and moved to a table in the back of the bar where they could talk unnoticed.
Desiree felt a bit surreal. Ivan had known everything that she had been doing - stealing the Organization's data, securing it on her own server on the dark web, and feeding incriminating evidence about Yuri to Leo and the FBI. And his explicit instructions were to continue to provide the Bureau with data; data that Ivan himself would provide to Desiree. She wondered whether this now made her a double-agent.
Desiree found an empty table at the rear of the bar and slid into the seat with her back against the wall. She smoothed her skirt and unconsciously adjusted her stockings. She nervously scanned the crowd, to see if anyone was taking notice of her. Of course, several men kept glancing her way. Was it because she was attractive? Were they Ivan's men? Or were they agents providing cover to Leo?
She didn't need to wait long. Leo appeared from the crowd, and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. Part of that was true affection, and part was playing the role of a couple meeting for an afternoon drink. He sat opposite of her and smiled, taking her hand.
"Hello dear, I don't have much time today, do you have any news for me?" Leo's smile was charming as ever.
"Oh, that is too bad," Desiree flirted. "I was hoping we had time for some 'afternoon delight' today!" She batted her eyes at him.
Leo chuckled ruefully, "I wish!"
The waiter arrived with a Long Island Ice Tea for Desiree and an Old Fashioned for Leo. "I hope you don't mind, I took the liberty of ordering," Desiree said.
"Not at all, you know what I like," Leo smiled mischievously.
Desiree turned her hand which Leo was holding and surreptitiously slipped him a micro-drive. "This should give you everything you need," she murmured.
Leo's eyes widened. "Is that so? I expected this op to last for at least another 18 months."
"It probably will. There's a lot of data here to review. I found some new databases, and I really think I hit the mother lode. This is an archived file that was on an unsecure server."
Leo stretched and subtly pocketed the micro-drive. He winked at her, and they finished their drinks chatting amiably. When they finished, Leo left first and rushed to his field office to get his team onto the data analysis.
Desiree waited a few minutes, checked her makeup in her compact mirror, and then casually rose and exited the bar. She smiled to herself. The data that Ivan had given her was extensive, complete, and damning of Yuri. The Feds now had nearly everything they needed to take him down.
Given that the original goal of the Agency was to try and take down Ivan and the whole enterprise Ivan had decided to make them an offer too good to pass up. Sacrificing his organization in New York would allow him to rebuild a leaner and more efficient organization. He had already placed key elements to resume business as soon as the original arrests were made.
**
After Desiree provided the final pieces of the puzzle in Monte Carlo the International Joint Task Force on Organized Crime finally swung into action. Major arrests in cities throughout Europe and America were all coordinated simultaneously.
By allowing his bribed officials to make arrests in his European theater of operations as well he could implicate his rivals as part of his enterprise, making Interpol and the local constabulary do his work for him.
And strategically, disrupt the original goal of the agency to decapitate his enterprise. Ivan would not be implicated in any of these arrests.
**
As Yuri he was leaving his apartment building on the upper west side, he was abruptly surrounded by 20 agents in tactical gear with weapons trained on him and his bodyguard. Leo's original plan had been to arrest Yuri at COBALT, but had been convinced by Desiree's and Trixie's pleas not to do so.
They were intent that no harm should come to Anastasya. Desiree had omitted any data related to the club in what she had fed to the FBI. She and Trixie wanted to keep the club, and Anastasya, out of trouble, and Leo was fine with that.
Despite being a front for their New York organization it was comparatively small fish - it was the rest of the Organization, the money laundering and drug trafficking, including the Florida and Carolinas operations that Leo wanted. Leo also thought that this was a stepping stone to Ivan, but of course Desiree was not going to let that happen.
As he was cuffed and put into the back of an FBI SUV, Yuri never let any emotion show, or changed the neutral expression on his face. But he was seething internally. He knew someone had betrayed him. When he found out who it was he would personally remove their liver and show it to them. He checked his watch; the Organization's legal team would probably have him back out on the street by the evening.
Yuri could not have known that it was Ivan himself who had orchestrated this event, and that he knew about Yuri's plans to usurp him.
Yuri was very surprised when the Organization lawyers did not arrive, and did not answer his one phone call those bastards allowed him to make. As he shuffled into court in handcuffs, shackles, and a prison jumpsuit he was astonished to find a public defender representing him as he was arraigned that afternoon. He was denied bail as he was considered a flight risk.
For the first time in a long time Yuri was at a loss for what to do. Using his public defender he scrambled to find a new lawyer that had the experience to represent him.
Yuri had to use his own personal funds that he had hidden away, so his legal team was not bad, but they were counseling him to cooperate. The evidence and the case against him was just too strong.
It took several weeks of sitting in his jail cell, but the authorities eventually flipped Yuri, and he agreed to build a case against Ivan. In spite of his plans to betray Ivan, have him killed, and take over his Enterprise, Yuri had a curious sense of honor. He felt that cooperating with the American authorities would be dishonorable.
However, given the fact that none of Ivan's organization had stepped forward to help him he realized that he had been blacklisted, completely cutoff from the Organization, and the Enterprise as well.
Yuri suspected that Desiree had set him up and was behind it. The evidence consisted of the information he himself had delegated to her to work on. It was a mystery as to why Ivan did not come to his aid and bring the resources of the Organization to bear.
He knew that if he went to prison general population after a conviction, he would not live long. The fellow Russian mob inside prison refused to protect him or associate with him. Seeing no other options, Yuri resigned to cooperating and entered the witness protection program.
This was just what Ivan had expected and was waiting for. One morning shortly after Yuri had agreed to cooperate, a guard at Riker's Island found Yuri hanging by the neck in his cell. No one questioned too closely where Yuri had found the piano wire that he used to commit suicide, or why there were ligature marks on his wrists.
Of course, the DA was upset, and there was talk of an investigation. But the right people were "influenced" and the investigation was nipped in the bud. Yuri's brief suicide note explained it all, they ultimately decided - he was consumed by remorse for his life of crime, and could not go on.
**
New York.
Shortly after Yuri's "suicide", Ivan's yacht had docked at their latest port of call in Odessa. Despite her desire to see the city on her first visit to the Ukraine, Desiree convinced Ivan to let her fly back to New York for a few days. She needed to see Anastasya, to clear the air with her, and determine whether she would continue to be a friend, or an enemy. Ivan had appreciated Desiree's offer to address this loose end, and readily agreed for her to make the trip.
Desiree had flown back to New York, and the next afternoon she walked into COBALT.
She had dressed for her mood. A tight black leather skirt hugged the curves of her shapely ass and hips, ending mid-way down her thighs. A black satin corset cinched her tummy and displayed her firm C-cups to good effect.
Over the corset she had a snug, tailored leather business suit jacket that ended at her waist. Her thick platinum hair was pulled up into an up-do, and she had vintage black sunglasses on. Her legs were encased in black stockings with an elaborate lace print, and she stood tall in 5-inch stiletto heels.
She found Anastasya at the bar, going over invoices and slowly nursing her usual Cosmo. Desiree strode over to her, and spoke, "Hello, Ana."
Anastasya looked up, and her eyes widened. But she didn't smile. "Desiree, I did not expect you back. You look... well, like you have, ah..."
Desiree smirked. "Yes, I've had a reduction; the first of many, no doubt. It would appear that the good Dr. Al either did not know, or did not tell, that I'm part of the small percentage of patients for whom the stem cells don't stop producing tissue in certain areas. But I've learned to live with it; even, enjoy it."



"Well, I am glad. Is Ivan back in New York as well? I wasn't notified."
Desiree moved to the bar chair next to Anastasya and smoothly seated herself, crossing her legs and setting her sunglasses on the bar. "No, he is still travelling. I flew in last night to come see you and to talk to you."
"Oh? A special trip to see me? I am flattered."
"Well, given the recent developments with Yuri, I felt it was necessary. I am sorry you have lost your brother, Ana."
Anastasya's face tightened. Desiree looked closer, and saw the weariness and sorrow in her eyes. Anastasya looked as though she had not been sleeping well. She also saw anger.
"Yes, it has been very hard," was all Anastasya offered.
Desiree took a breath and steeled herself.
"Ana, I came here to tell you that I still care very much for you. But I hated Yuri for his treatment of me. And I was responsible for his arrest."
Anastasya's expression barely changed. She continued to stare into Desiree's eyes.
"Yes, I assumed you had a hand in it, given the access Yuri had given you to the Organization's data. I told him that was unwise. I suppose we did not break you as completely as we had thought." Anastasya's eyes hardened. "Why are you telling me this, little one? This can be a dangerous place for you now..."
"Ana, no place under Ivan's purview is dangerous for me. I am telling you this because, first, I wanted you to hear it from me, not deal with rumors and uncertainty. And second, what happens next is important ... for you. You know my position in the Enterprise. Ivan has always been pleased with how you manage COBALT and the girls, and he is content for that arrangement to continue...as long as you remain loyal."
Anastasya's face darkened and she said through clenched teeth, "Ivan thinks I would be disloyal? Why does he think this? What cause have I given him?"
Desiree leaned closer. "Because, Ana, Yuri was planning to betray Ivan. I could never have taken down Yuri on my own. Ivan would not have allowed it. Ivan enabled me to incriminate Yuri, and orchestrate his arrest. Ivan directed what happened next. And you are Yuri's sister."
At first, there was no reaction. Desiree leaned back in her chair and folder her arms under her breasts. Then Anastasya's eyes began to water, and her lip quivered. Finally, it was too much, and she burst into tears, burying her face in her hands.
"Oh, Yuri, you fool!" Anastasya sobbed. "You were too arrogant, too stupid in your ambitions! How could you do this, how? Why?"
Desiree let Anastasya cry for a few minutes. Then she took a handkerchief from her purse, and extended it to her, putting a kind hand on her shoulder.
"Ana, I am not sorry for Yuri's downfall, but as I said, I am sorry you have lost a brother. I am here with Ivan's knowledge, to let you know you still have his confidence. But that can change. You will be watched."
Desiree stood, and placed her hand underneath Anastasya's chin to raise her face. Anastasya's makeup was running, tears streaking her cheeks.
"Ana, I need to know, do we have a problem?"
Anastasya wiped her eyes, and sat up with her usual posture. She composed herself and said, "No...no, we do not have a problem. Please pass my best regards to Ivan, and let him know I welcome his additional interest in COBALT and my activities."
Desiree left New York the next day to rejoin Ivan. This part of her life is finally behind her.
**
Rio De Janeiro.
Desiree was working on her tablet when abruptly a shadow fell across her, and she looked up to see Vasily scowling down at her. With a casual swipe the screen on her tablet changed to something innocuous.
"Hello Vasily, can I help you with something? Looking for your mop, perhaps?" Desiree inquired with a wry smile.
Vasily stiffened, insulted. He was an arrogant and conceited young man, but also cunning and ambitious. He reminded Desiree quite a bit of his uncle, Yuri.
Vasily was being tapped to run the Atlantic City branch of the Organization following Yuri's suicide six months ago. Ivan was keeping Vasily on a short leash, taking him everywhere he went. Ivan was watching him like a hawk, evaluating him.
Desiree detested him and the feeling was obviously reciprocated. She couldn't be sure due to her exhaustion and constantly blacking out from her orgasmic bliss but she had a sneaking suspicion that he was one of the henchmen 'bouncers' she had been forced to service during her compliance training gang bang.
Somehow he must have been out of New York at the time of the raids by the Agency and was one of the few to survive and report back to Ivan.
"No!" Vasily shot back. "Boris sent word that there is a party tonight, at short notice. You will be ready in the main lounge at 8:00. Do not be late!"
Desiree smirked. Vasily had become very drunk at an important party a couple weeks earlier where he had lurched uninvited into a room on the yacht where a small orgy was underway. An orgy where Desiree had been in the process of fellating a senior official from the European Union.
Vasily had lost his balance, and fallen into a table of refreshments, spilling the contents all over the floor.
When Ivan found out, he was very angry. He had had the custodial service present Vasily with his own mop, with his name engraved on it, and forced him to work with the cleaning crews for a day.
"So from custodial services, you've made your way back up to messenger boy?" Desiree taunted. "Well done!"
Fury twisted Vasily's face. Ah, there is the difference, Desiree thought. Yuri had always exercised much better control over his emotions than this pup, and never would have fallen for such easy bait.
"A dirty tranny whore should know her place, or bad things could happen to her!" Vasily hissed through clenched teeth.
Desiree slowly lowered her oversized sunglasses so that her silver-grey eyes just peeked over the top and locked onto Vasily's with a steely gaze. "And nephews of disgraced traitors should really remember who they are talking to."
Fear warred with anger on Vasily's face, and he suddenly took interest in two stewards who were comparing maintenance notes on their tablets on the other end of the deck. He stalked over to berate them for some imagined slight.
Desiree sighed. She would have to keep an eye on Vasily. She hadn't known that he existed before he appeared on Ivan's yacht. So, she didn't know what - if anything - Yuri had ever told his firebrand nephew about her. But he had taken an instant disliking to Desiree, so she suspected that at least Yuri had shared his disdain of her and all tranny whores with Vasily; and at worst, he suspected her involvement in Yuri's downfall.
Yes, she would definitely have to keep an eye on him.
** Epilogue **
Desiree finished her presentation, and fell silent. This was a critical moment. She had planned for months for this moment, but still had no idea what reaction she would get from Ivan. She hoped for acceptance of course, but on the other end of the spectrum was a rejection that could be more... final.
Ivan didn't move. He reclined in his enormous chair - another throne, Desiree thought, suppressing a mad giggle - with his fingers steepled in front of his chin. The seconds ticked by. The seconds turned into minutes. Desiree resisted the urge to blurt something further into that pregnant silence.
Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Ivan spoke, "So, I understand that you want me to release you from my employ, help you set up your investment company, place a significant portion of my money under your management, and then advocate for your business to my competition?"
Desiree's throat felt swollen and dry. She tried to swallow, and replied, "Ye... uh yes. That is it, in summary. I feel that my track record proves I will deliver the returns you require."
"And that is all you ask? Nothing more? You don't request the blood from my body, or the heart from my chest?" Ivan's voice had risen somewhat, which was a very bad sign. Desiree had witnessed him deciding a man's death with the same level of emotion of another man ordering dinner.
Shit.
Desiree mustered all the strength she had. There was no turning back now. She may have fucked herself with this proposition to Ivan, but one thing she was certain of - if she showed weakness now, she would be done in his eyes.
"Ivan, this is the best course of action for you. I am the best financial manager you have ever come across. My projections are real. This plan will greatly increase your wealth, and in the most private and secure way possible in the world. I combine unparalleled financial skills with the utmost cyber capabilities. You know this is true."
Desiree felt her own heat rising, and she stood, her eyes flashing. Fuck it, if this was her last day on earth, she was going to go down swinging.
Ivan's eyes locked onto hers and did not waver. He held her gaze until she finally started to feel her resolve soften. And then he said, "Thirty".
Desiree was confused. "What?"
"I take thirty percent of your business. Forever. And I agree to all your terms, and provide you with protection."
Desiree's knees felt like they were about to collapse and she had to sit. But she maintained her posture and eye contact with Ivan.
"Done," she replied.
Ivan looked at her with that face of stone for another heartbeat, and then he smiled and clapped his hands. "Well done, my little one!" he roared. "I have to say, you make me proud with your strength. Now we must celebrate our new business venture!"
Desiree wanted nothing more than to go to her stateroom and pass out, but she accepted the drink Ivan poured for her and smiled. Her baby was a reality - Aria Investments was born, and Desiree now had the opportunity to secure and realize true freedom.
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Cunt slowly ground down and back against Owner's cock. Bearing down as much as she could she then relaxed her sphincter muscle as she slowly rocked back and forth massaging Owner's cock with her ass.
Cunt was on all fours, kneeling in the center of the area rug placed in the exact center of her room. Owner was on his knees behind her, his deep chocolate skin in sharp contrast to Cunt's alabaster skin tone.
Cunt was wearing the outfit that Owner preferred for her. He had selected it himself and presented it to Cunt earlier. Cunt dressed herself in a neon pink padded bra, white garter belt, neon pink thong panties, and white stockings. Her feet were covered by her 5 inch high neon pink heels with a 1 inch platform toe.
Owner had commanded Cunt to fuck herself on Owner's cock. Owner was motionless behind her as Cunt did all the work; exerting herself in her efforts to make Owner cum.
She had pulled aside the strap of her thong from her bottom to allow Owner's cock access to her ass, her ass-pussy as Owner called it, while still keeping her own penis and testicles trapped in front by the wispy material of her thong.
Owner for his part seemed to be in no hurry as she could hear him tapping on his smart phone while she rocked back and forth and alternately bore down and relaxed her ass as she worked to make Owner happy.
It wasn't always like this. Cunt could barely remember the day she had been rescued at the side of the road; having slipped and twisted her ankle while out for a jog. Cunt remembered that day most of all. It was also the last time she saw the outside world.
Cunt settled into a rhythm as she fucked herself on Owners 8 inch long, 2 inch thick, 6 inch circumference, big black cock. She knew these dimensions intimately. She had been made to measure them after all and commit them to memory. Owner was proud of his size; length and girth and Cunt made sure to recite them and praise them on command.
Sliding her ass up and down Owners pole she knew exactly how far to go without letting Owner's cock to slip from her ass. That would make Owner angry. She didn't want to make Owner angry.
Cunt glanced around her room as she worked Owner's cock. The room was bland and depressing; only the brightly colored oriental style area rug in the exact center of he room and the Chinese style folding screen that partitioned her bed and her make-up mirror from the remaining space provided any color or life to the room. A toilet, sink, and old fashioned claw-foot tub occupied the opposite corner.
Grey cinder block walls comprised the boundary of her world since her rescue by Owner. One wall had a solid steel door set in the center. Cunt didn't know what was beyond that door. She had never left her room since her rescue. Her entire world since then was in this room.
This room was not her refuge though; it was her prison, and her torture chamber. It had its own set of horrors placed randomly about her. Placed at the whim of Owner who would use them on her or not as his mood struck.
The stocks, the rack, the St. Andrews Cross; various restraints and disciplinary tools that were too numerous to mention, everything was custom built. None of these items had the traditional medieval look of their progenitors; rather everything was made of metal with a minimalist modern appearance.
Cunt had learned that Owner had made each and every one of these items. Owner had decorated this room and outfitted it with every item inside, and had done it all with someone just like her in mind.
Cunt was the last piece of the puzzle, the last bit of property that owner had installed in his dungeon. And Cunt was never allowed to leave.
"MMmmm..."
Cunt listened to her Owner as he started to feel the pleasure from her anal expertise. Cunt increased her speed as she humped Owner's cock faster and harder, bearing down with greater pressure each stroke. She drove herself back so that her ass cheeks would slap hard against Owner's lap.
SLAP...SLAP...SLAP... with soft echoes from the walls reverberating back to her.
"Ahh...ahhh...ahhh..." Cunt began to vocalize as she sought to encourage Owner to cum. She was getting tired, her legs were starting to burn and she wanted to rest.
"Squish...squish...squish..." the rhythmic tempo as Owner's huge piston slammed into the lubricated cylinder that was her ass.
Cunt smiled as Owner put down his smart phone on the small of her back and grabbed her hips. Owner was now setting the pace...no...Owner was increasing the pace...He was going to come soon.
Cunt began to vocalize louder now as the tempo of her fucking sped up.
Faster and faster, owner fucked her.
Owner was grunting slightly.
Cunt recognized that Owner was getting closer and closer to cumming.
Cunt started to roll her hips from side to side in a simple figure 8 pattern. Cunt had to be careful not to allow Owner's cell phone to fall from her back. Owner would not like that. Owner would punish her if she allowed it to fall off. Cunt was gland that her exertions had made her slightly sweaty and that the sweat of her back was helping to adhere the smart phone in place.
"Aww...Aww...Oww...Ow..." Owner had sped up again.
He was fucking Cunt so hard it was hurting.
Owner was driving in too deep...too hard...too fast...
Just when Cunt felt she couldn't take it anymore Owner pulled his cock out from her ass. The sudden and unexpected withdrawal leaving her ass gaped and open as Owner spent his seed onto Cunt's body.
Cunt felt the warmth of Owner's semen as ropes of cum splashed against her gaping asshole, splashed against the insides of her bottom, splashed into her gaped ass, and splashed upon her lower back.
Owner pulled cunt back against him as the last of his issue spurted upon the alabaster skin of her lower back. Owner's balls were nestled up against her gaping asshole.
SLAP! Cunt flinched as Owner's meaty hand spanked her ass.
"BITCH! You got cum on my cell phone!"
"I'm sorry Owner, I didn't mean to..."
SLAP! Cunt flinched again as Owner's other meaty hand spanked her on the other ass cheek.
"Girl, sorry don't make it right."
Owner grabbed Cunt by her hair and painfully pulled her head back.
"See this bitch?"
Cunt could see the cum that Owner had sprayed onto the face of the smart phone as Owner held it in front of her face.
"Yes Owner."
Owner rubbed the cum from the smart phone onto Cunt's face and lips as he spoke.
"How am I supposed to use this, huh? How am I supposed to use this now, dumb bitch!"
"I'm sorry owner." Cunt knew her apology was meaningless but she had to apologize anyway. It would be worse if she didn't.
"Open yo mouth bitch!" Owner commanded.
Cunt opened wide as Owner shoved the cum covered smart phone into her mouth.
"Suck it clean!"
Cunt awkwardly sucked on the smart phone as she tried to remove and swallow all the cum off of the phone.
"Don't get that phone too wet bitch, I need it later."
"MMMM...MMMM..." Cunt tried to indicate she was done cleaning the phone.
"You done bitch? Give me that, let me see." Owner took the phone from Cunt's mouth, wiping the drool that strung from her mouth to the phone across her neon pink padded bra before checking on his phone.
"Good. Still works. No cum. You did good Latrina."
Latrina; Owner's name for her.
Cunt was never allowed to say the name owner had given her unless asked but she always had to respond to it when called. Cunt didn't know if the name was Hispanic in origin or African-American. It sounded ethnic either way.
Owner stood up in front of Cunt.
"Bitch, I got work to do, people to meet. Clean this up!" Owner indicated the cum across his meaty 8 inch chocolate colored cock and his large and heavy ball sack.
Cunt crawled forward a step and immediately took Owners massive member into her mouth and started to suck and lick it clean.
"So eager for the BBC, aintcha cunt?"
"MmmHmm..." Cunt answered immediately and as Owner expected, with a long and sinful hum of pleasure as she sucked the cum from Owners cock, and then licked and sucked on his balls, swallowing all the cum she could find.
"Good Girl. Now lay back while I lock you up."
Cunt lay back down on the area rug as commanded. She felt the squishy sensation as Owner's cum slipped around in her ass and butt cheeks. Her cock and balls were awash in cum as it seeped out from her gaped and open asshole, ruined from the pounding Owner's cock had inflicted upon it. She hoped that her thong would be able to absorb all the cum that was leaking out.
Owner placed her foot into a shackle attached to a long chain and locked it.
"Get up."
Cunt rolled over and rose into a kneeling position before owner.
"Ima gone be out all day on business. You clean yoself up and make yoself pretty again."
"Yes Owner."
"Oh...and clean that up." Owner pointed to a large cum stain on the area rug carpet where Cunt had just been laying. Cunt could feel more cum dripping down onto her ankles from her ass and knew there was probably another cum spot on the carpet right where she was kneeling.
Before owner had even turned to leave Cunt bent low and started to suck out the cum stain from the area rug. Owner wanted this carpet always kept clean. Cunt heard the door slam shut and lock behind her. She didn't stop though, in fact she couldn't stop. Owner would be furious if she did and if the carpet wasn't completely cum free before his return.
Cunt knew that in her obedience there was survival.
Obedience was life.
**
Owner drove slowly to town to the rendezvous point. He had a delivery to make and it was never wise to keep those cartel types waiting. The cash he had to deliver was hidden in the floorboard of the van under the mattress in back. It took a trick magnet to lift open the hidden compartment. The presence of his pistol in his jacket pocket was also comforting. It always paid to be cautious.
It was a good day so far. Owner got his rocks off with Latrina, her ass and mouth were always so good. Soon he would deliver the cash and make the exchange for more product. And then maybe go back to Latrina for some deep throat fucking after.
Owner smiled as an idea formed. Pulling out his phone he hit the number on speed dial.
**
Owner's voice boomed out from the hidden overhead speakers.
"Bitch, go to the throat trainer and practice until I get there."
Cunt flinched as she was startled by the command. She had only just finished cleaning up the room and was ready to hand wash all her intimates in the bathtub prior to taking a bath herself.
"Yes Owner." She answered automatically.
Cunt knew she had to perform the task as ordered. Owner had hidden cameras and would review the footage when he returned. If she disobeyed or didn't perform her throat training at an acceptable level of enthusiasm she would be punished.
Cunt placed a pillow under her knees as she knelt in front of a pole mounted to the floor. Mounted at the top of the pole sticking out at 90 degrees from the pole was an enormous black dildo, even larger than owner's huge cock.
Cunt put her arms up and hands behind her head. She interlaced her fingers behind her long curly hair and opened her mouth and began the long process of swallowing the synthetic cock.
Cunt had to kneel but she also had to lift up through her upper body as much as possible to reach the cock with her mouth. Her padded bra would jut out obscenely as she bobbed back and forth, her padded breasts occasionally bumping against the pole.
Cunt worked her mouth to produce as much saliva as she could to lubricate the dildo and make it easier to swallow. Cunt knew owner had a camera that was watching her and she knew she had to do the best she could.
She worked her way slowly and steadily down the length of the cock, each head bob bringing another ¼ inch of shaft into her mouth. As she reached a point about 4 inches on she bobbed back to spit out the plastic member. She worked up as much saliva as possible and licked the dildo's shaft, coating it's entirety in spit.
Bobbing back down on the head and swallowing as much as possible she went down to her previous point. She needed to move quickly before the saliva on the lower shaft dried.
Because of all the practice she had with Owner's cock she was reasonably good at performing deep throat and opening her mouth and throat for owner's deep throat fucking. The mammoth dildo before her was even bigger though. Forcing such a large intruding member past her gag reflex had thus far been impossible for her, she had never succeeded before.
Cunt swallowed as hard as she could to ease the passage of the dildo back past her tonsils and into her widening throat but it was too much...gagging and gasping, and nearly throwing up Cunt backed away and spat out the dildo.
Taking only a moment to catch her breath, cunt was about to begin again when she noticed the cum stain from her panties on the pillow under her knees.
Damn it! Now I'll have to clean that up too. She wished she had been faster in her chores because she would have had a bath by then and had washed all of Owner's cum off her body. Her penis and testicles were still sticky with Owner's sperm and her gaped asshole was obviously still leaking cum.
Cunt leaned forward, put her hands back behind her head, chest out, and bobbed down again onto the throat training dildo.
Hopefully she would be ordered to stop soon or Owner would return to end the session.
**
Detectives Shaw and Hunt pulled up to the crime scene in their unmarked police car. The flashing lights of almost a dozen patrol cars and an ambulance illuminated a grisly scene.
Exiting their vehicle they approached the patrolman in charge at the scene and flashed their badges. After only a cursory glance the patrolman started to brief the two detectives.
"What's going on here officer?"
"Detectives, it looks like a drug deal gone bad and possible a gang hit."
The officer walked the detectives through the crime scene as he gave his initial report.
"It looks like it started over here by the van. The driver was exchanging cash for what looks like a mixed selection of cocaine, meth, and pills."
Small stacks of cash were littered on the warehouse floor with ziplock bags of the various drugs. Curiously there was also a sack of sub sandwiches and cardboard drink holder with sodas.
"It seems in the middle of the exchange another group approached and confronted these men here. A gun fight broke out."
The detectives looked upon 6 bodies, only half of which had been covered with sheets so far.
"It's difficult to make out who was who but it seems that these 3 men over here were attacking these 3 men over there, and everyone but the van driver was killed in the shoot out."
Fallen weapons and spent shell casings littered the ground and hundreds of yellow markers stood next to each one. A police photographer was moving delicately among the carnage as his camera flashed with picture after picture, documenting the crime scene.
"Some of them had some pretty substantial weapons; An AK over there, this one here is an Uzi...the rest appear to be 9 mil pistols..."
Seriously? An Uzi? Who even uses Uzi's these days?
"...and that guy over there in the ambulance had this 44 mag revolver, guess he thought he was dirty Harry or something."
"So the survivor over there is the van driver?" Detective Hunt asked.
"Yeah, we think he's the driver of this van. Tough SOB too. When the first patrol car rolled up he was beating this guy over here with the butt of his pistol, smashed his head completely in, and that's after he'd been shot several times. He collapsed when the officer approached. Driver's license is in here."
Detective Shaw took the evidence bag and read the license through the plastic.
"Looks like we need to find out everything we can about Darnell Demetrius Tonga."
**
Apparently, not much.
Detectives Mike Hunt and Rik Shaw were surprised that Mr. Darnell Demetrius Tonga, 6'2, 220lbs, African American, Black Hair, Brown eyes, with an address here in the city was a fabricator at a local factory in the industrial sector of the city, was a registered voter, paid his taxes, and had no criminal record whatsoever, not even a parking ticket.
"It's highly unusual Lieutenant," Detective Shaw spoke as he briefed his superior officer "I've never seen someone without a criminal history involved in a probable gang warfare mass shooting before."
"Me either, we need more information. I want you to go and search the suspect's home. I'll call Judge Malarkey and have a search warrant for you within the hour."
**
"Are you sure this is it?" Detective Shaw looked to his partner with doubt.
"Yes, this is it." Detective Hunt answered.
They stood before the building that was Mr. Tonga's address. The 3 story abandoned brick building looked like it was formerly a small manufacturing facility. A faded and peeling sign on one corner identified its former life as 'King Manufacturing and Machining"
"Got the warrant?"
"Yep."
"Let's go."
What they found next was quite a surprise. Gaining entry to the first floor wasn't easy. The steel security door was strong, and the roll-up doors by the loading dock were secured from the inside. The detectives were careful when they broke open the door. The security camera would no doubt capture everything they did and even with a warrant restraint was called for. No officer ever wanted a case thrown out on a technicality.
The first floor of the building was clearly where the machines used to be. Over half the floor was open space but a few machines still occupied spots here and there. Small stocks of metal materials were arranged neatly in racks and in bins. It was obvious that Demetrius Tonga used the first floor as a shop of some sort.



The real eye opener was the 2nd floor. The entire floor was made over into a studio apartment. Hardwood flooring spanned the entire open floor plan. A kitchen and dining area occupied one corner, while an open bedroom area occupied another. A third corner was filled with free weights and exercise equipment that any commercial gym would have been proud to have. Tasteful artwork of apparent African origin was on display.
The final corner was the bathroom. Although only the toilet was actually enclosed in its own alcove, the shower, huge soaker tub, and dual vanity were separated from the rest of the room by opaque glass panels.
The mix of wood and metal expertly gave the impression of modernism and warmth.
"Not at all what I was expecting."
"Yeah...I can't say I've seen many drug dealers in this neighborhood living like this."
"Suspected drug dealers." His partner corrected.
"Yeah, whatever."
The detectives spent over an hour searching the studio apartment before reluctantly concluding that there was nothing there to be found. If Demetrius Tonga was running drugs he wasn't doing it from his home.
"Something's missing here."
"What do you mean?"
"Remember the security cameras outside?"
"Yeah, so...if there are cameras, where is the monitor?"
The detectives went back down stairs to the machine shop. They looked again over the juxtaposition of a modern CAD machine and CAD controlled cutting and milling machines with the older 1940s area metal lathes and welding machines.
A frame of unknown purpose stood partly completed in a central area of the floor.
Not finding any drugs or drug related paraphernalia per their warrant the detectives were considering that it was time to leave when Detective Hunt spotted a door partly obscured by an old machine near the corner.
"This place has a basement."
**
Detectives Shaw and Hunt forced open the locked door and descended a flight of stairs to what was a rather dingy basement where water and sewer pipes ran overhead in seemingly chaotic directions. A cursory inspection may have suggested there was nothing special about this room. Only a newer AC system mounted in the overhead outside wall stood out from the general dreariness of the room.
The detectives searched the room and then looked at each other and were about to leave when Rik Shaw pointed out the supply and return lines from the AC unit simply disappeared into the adjacent wall. After a few more minutes the nearly invisible lines indicating a false wall door were found. It was only a few minutes after that when the detectives figured out the unlocking mechanism and opened the false door. Opening that door led to yet another room.
The contrast with the dingy basement mechanical room could not have been greater. An air conditioned and carpeted room with soundproofing and acoustic tiles; clean white paint on the cinderblock walls and shelves of old fashioned DVDs and 8mm video tapes filled one wall.
A high end dual monitor PC sat atop an apparently custom made workstation table on the opposite wall. On screen the detectives could see in 4K high definition almost a dozen street views of the outside of the building and front door as well as 4 views of the machine shop on the first floor.
They almost overlooked the one screen in the lower corner of the multi-panel view. A woman, clad in lingerie, kneeling and sucking on a huge dildo mounted to a pole in some sort of dungeon setting.
"Guess we know what kind of porn he likes."
The woman on screen hesitated for a moment, appeared to waver, and then fell over onto her side with a soft thudding sound.
Detectives Shaw and Hunt looked at another door set in the middle of the wall from where the sound had originated. They looked back at the PC and noticed the speakers were off.
With a nod they drew their weapons and moved toward the third door.
**
Cunt was exhausted. She couldn't continue any longer. Owner had never left her alone like this for so long without further instructions. She had no clock and no real concept of how much time had passed since his last command to practice on the throat training dildo but it had to have been hours.
Cunt's jaw was sore; she couldn't even fully close her mouth when her mouth slipped off the end of the dildo. She tried to continue but her knees were in agony from kneeling for so long. Her back hurt, her arms were burning from holding them up behind her head. Her fingers had gone numb from being interlaced behind her head for so long.
Cunt paused and swayed slightly as dizziness and exhaustion took their toll on her. She was so drained of energy she fell over prostrate onto the floor. Owner will be so angry, she thought as she lay there. She knew she would be punished for her disobedience.
Fear gripped her heart as the door to her room finally opened. Fear gripped her mind as Owner...and someone else?.. entered the room.
"City Police, Freeze!"
Police, Cunt thought; confusedly; why are they here?
Cunt passed out from exhaustion.
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"City Police, Freeze!"
Police, Cunt thought; confusedly; why are they here?
Cunt passed out from exhaustion.
**
Detective Shaw approached the woman collapsed on the floor while Detective Hunt swept the room for threats.
"Clear." Hunt announced loudly.
"Eww...gross..." Shaw had placed his fingers on the subject's neck to check her pulse.
"What?"
"She's got...fluid...on her neck."
"Looks like she's got it on more that just her neck; that's why you're supposed to wear your latex gloves...call an ambulance?"
"Yes," indicating the chain and shackle on her ankle "call it in."
**
Cunt woke up; confused as she saw the fluorescent lights passing by overhead, heard the sounds of people talking and machines beeping.
A voice "She's awake"
The...gurney (?) She was on stopped; and Cunt saw she was being wheeled into what appeared to be a hospital emergency room.
"Hello there, don't be frightened, you're safe now, and you're in a hospital. I'm Nurse Sung, you can call me Samantha, or Sam if you like...can you tell me your name dear?"
"My name?" Cunt was confused.
"Yes dear, your name, what is your name?"
"My name...is..." Cunt rubbed her head with her hand...panic building inside her...She couldn't think of her name.
"Latrina." The name Owner gave her escaped from her lips.
"Latrina, that's a lovely name...do you have a last name?"
Cunt became more confused and more worried...Last name?
"No?" She answered, worriedly.
Nurse Sung evaluated her patient. Mental confusion and lethargy, possible signs of drug use.
"No worries Latrina, you are safe now. We are going to take care of you. Dr. Bien will be here shortly, can you tell me what happened to you?"
"Happened?"
"Yes, what happened to you?"
Cunt was confused. She didn't know what had happened or what to say. Who were these people? Owner wasn't going to like this.
"Ok, no worries then...You're safe and we think that you may have been assaulted. We are going to take care of you. I am going to need to take your clothing and examine you, is that ok?"
"Yes?" Obedience was life, Cunt remembered.
"Good, ok then, if you feel able I need you to give me your...uh...clothes..." Nurse Sung saw that Latrina only wore lingerie and intimate wear "and we can bag them up. I'm afraid that we have to keep them as evidence and you won't get them back later."
"Ok." Cunt relaxed as the nurse removed her neon pink padded bra, white garter belt, neon pink thong panties, and white thigh high stockings and placed them into the bag the orderly was holding. Her 5 inch high neon pink heels with a 1 inch platform toe were placed in a separate bag.
Nurse Sung had the rape kit ready for the doctor's examination. She noticed that the bra had been so tight on Latrina's body the shoulder straps and band had left deep red marks on her sides and back. Nurse Sung's professionalism was tested to its limit though and only her professional demeanor allowed her to control her expression of surprise when Latrina's panties were removed and her penis and testicles were exposed.
Not a woman after all, Nurse Sung noticed...this day just keeps getting better and better she thought with sarcastic resignation.
**
Detectives Hunt and Shaw approached the ER doctor hoping she had some answers to their questions.
Introductions were quickly made.
"Detective Rik Shaw and Detective Mike Hunt, City PD."
"Dr. Bien, please call me Liz."
"Doctor we need to know what you found out about our victim. Is she strong enough for us to interview her now?"
"First of all our patient is a male, looks to be about 30-35 years of age. The patient is confused. His reactions are slow. We have conducted a routine rape examination and it would appear that there is significant injury to his anus as well as semen found in his anus, mouth and on his body and clothing. There did appear to be older injuries to his head, arms and ribs and I am sending him for an MRI for further evaluation."
Detectives Shaw and Hunt barely reacted to the news. Perhaps they were too jaded but learning that what they thought was a female victim was in fact a male was hardly surprising.
"What is his name?"
"He appeared unsure when he answered but eventually did say his name was 'Latrina'."
"So she...uh...he...is strong enough for an interview then?"
"Yes, he is stable and you can interview him after the MRI."
"Thank you Doctor."
**
The detectives waited outside in the hallway while "Latrina" was in the MRI machine.
"So, how do you want to play this?" Rik asked.
"When she...er, he comes out I'll lead, you follow my lead."
"Ok, so...good cop bad cop?"
"Nah, you know that never works. We just treat him as a victim unless the evidence suggest otherwise."
The detectives stood up as the door to the MRI room opened and the victim, "Latrina" was wheeled out by an orderly. They followed politely at a discreet distance as the victim was wheeled to a recovery room and helped into the hospital bed.
Both detectives noticed that now that the victim was without the lingerie and with his hair brushed and having had all the fluids on his body washed away, the victim still presented as feminine with androgynous features; the victim being slight of build with long curling hair and smooth rounded facial features.
Once the victim was settled the detectives began their questioning.
"I'm Detective Hunt and this is detective Shaw, can you please tell me your name?"
"I'm...umm...Latrina?"
"You're not sure of your own name?"
Latrina scratched her head and then shook her head in confusion.
"Tell me please, how do you know Darnell?"
"Who?"
"Darnell Tonga; How do you know him?"
The detectives noticed that the victim looked confused and...worried?
"I...don't...know?" He finally answered.
"You don't know how you know him or you don't know him?"
The victim seemed to become upset and on the verge of tears.
"I don't know...is that Owner?"
"Owner?"
"Yes, Owner is the man who...rescued me?"
"Rescued you? How?"
"He...found me...after I tripped. He took me in..."
"Tripped? How did you trip?"
"I was...jogging...I was running...and I slipped...and fell. Owner found me and took me in."
"When did this happen?"
"I...don't...know..."
"You must remember when you tripped and fell; do you remember what day it was?"
"It was...January?"
Something in the back of Rik Shaw's mind was bothering him...there were a LOT of videos on those shelves. It was only June now.
Detective Shaw interrupted Detective Hunt, "So do you remember what year it was when you fell?"
"Oh..." A memory came welling up inside Latrina's mind "It's 2007." She was pleased to finally know an answer.
The detectives looked at each other in surprise.
"Could you please excuse us for a moment." As they got up and stepped out into the hallway.
Detective Shaw shut the door behind him and turned to his partner.
"Holy shit...2007?"
"Let's not get ahead of ourselves. The victim is obviously still confused." Mike Hunt was always the more stable and objective of the two.
"But if he is right that means..."
"I know what it means! Let's hope he isn't right!"
Because if he was right, that meant the victim had been in captivity for 13 years!
"This is like those girls who were kidnapped in Cleveland."
"I know."
And held captive for 10 years until one escaped and the rest were rescued; and all because an alert neighbor had heard their cries for help.
"There's also that name. Latrina can't be his real name. Technically we have a John Doe on our hands."
"I'll check missing person's reports and see if he turns up. We need to establish his identity."
The detectives were interrupted by the arrival of Dr. Liz Bien and another woman.
"Detectives, I'm afraid I have to stop your interview for the time being."
"We are in the middle of a multiple murder investigation and possible kidnapping doctor."
"And I have the legal authority to protect my patient. According to this MRI the patient has severe traumatic brain injury and may not be in any condition to give an interview. I believe you know Dr. Nisenvi?"
Dr. Bien indicated to the woman by her side.
"Dr. Priya Nisenvi, Psychiatrist. I am going to evaluate the patient and his mental state."
"And I have also contacted our neurology department to come and perform more tests to determine the extent of our patient's injuries. Until we can ascertain his cognitive status we cannot legally or ethically allow your interview to proceed." Dr. Bien added.
Both detectives bridled at the interruption. They both knew Dr. Priya Nisenvi as she often consulted for the police and as a court appointed psychiatrist.
"Very well then, we can have the district attorneys office notified. In the meantime we need to know as soon as possible the status of our victim; he may be considered a material witness."
Dr. P. Nisenvi nodded politely to the detectives as she opened the door and entered the room to visit the patient.
"In the meantime, your other suspect, Mr. Tonga is in intensive care. He survived surgery. Hospital security is with him right now but..."
"We will place a patrolman on him right away." Detective Hunt added in a huff.
Detectives Hunt and Shaw waited until a police officer arrived to stand guard over the room of the suspect.
"We need to get back to that basement and look at those videos. How long was our victim actually down there?"
**
Back at the basement of the residence of Darnell Tonga
Detectives Shaw and Hunt returned to the residence of Darnell Tonga and found the forensic investigators were working the crime scene. Technicians were swabbing spots on the floor, photographing objects and cataloging evidence.
"Detectives, how may I help you?" one of the crime scene technicians politely asked.
"We need to know how many videos there are and the range of dates. When was the first video recorded?"
The technician reviewed her inventory list and found the information.
"The first video is an 8mm video tape and is labeled with a date of February 7, 2007."
The forensic technician retrieved the tape from a box and handed it to Detective Shaw.
"There is a tape player connected to a monitor over there you can use."
Detective Shaw placed the tape in the tape player while detective Hunt and the forensic technician stood next to him to watch.
"I'm a cunt Sir,"
"Whose cunt are you bitch?"
"I am your cunt,"
The detectives noted that the victim was suspended from the ceiling with her hands extended over her head by handcuffs. A rope from the handcuffs looped through a steel circle, looped over a pole and was tied to a davit mounted on the wall.
The victim was wearing a dark red halter dress tied at the neck, and a gold collar.
The victim appeared to be wearing pink thigh high stockings connected to black garter belt(?) straps. The right ankle was wrapped with a bandage. Black five inch high heel shoes completed the outfit. The victim appeared to sway from her suspension with her feet barely grazing the basement floor.
The victim was androgynous yet it was clear upon close inspection of the video that the male victim had been made up to appear female with make-up and styled hair although the victim's lipstick appeared to be smeared across her face.
"And, what does a cunt do?"
"Anything her Owner wants,"
"Anything, right, anything,"
"Please let me go,"
The forensic investigator watching the video flinched as the black male in the video landed an open handed slap across the victim's face. The sound of the slap resounded in loudly from the speakers.
"Yes owner, anything you want,"
"So bitch, if I wanted to throat fuck you, you'd be obliging,"
"What is a throat fuck Owner?"
The black male slapped the victim across the other cheek. The forensic investigator flinched again at the violent scene.
"You damn well know what a throat fuck is and you'd better do it right the first time. You're going to give me a blow job and when I get hard I'm going to push my cock past your tonsils and into your throat. Then I'm going to pump your throat like the vagina it is. When I cum it'll be with my cock buried deep in your throat and my balls resting on your chin,"
The man identified as Owner rolled over what appeared to be a custom made stock made of metal and then snapped a leash to the collar.
"Now my little slut, I'm going to lower you down. Make sure your pussy throat fits right where you know it should. If at anytime you hesitate or vacillate you'll get fifty new smacks on your ass. Do you understand girl?
"Yes Owner," The victim replied.
The video played out and showed the man called "Owner" as he lowered the victim from her suspension and then placed the victim into the stock, head in the center with both arms locked out to the side.
'Owner' then removed the victims gold collar.
"Now my little throat fucker I'm going to lower you down and I want you to lay your head in the fur lined collar, Oh and just try to object, The fight is as much fun for me as the submission girl."
Just as 'Owner' started to lower the victim, he stopped and said, "I've got a much better idea for your 'throat fuck' cunt."
The suspect retrieved a padded board and then the victim was released from the 'stock', rolled over onto her back and then restrained again in the stock.
"Now that is just perfect for a 'throat fuck' don't you think girl? Yes, I am pretty sure your pretty throat will now properly accommodate my long, thick dick."
The victim was at an incline with her head dangling lower than her body.
"Hmmm,"
The suspect then turned a crank which lowered the victim's head and her angle of repose. Her face was now even with the suspects belt buckle.
"What the fuck are you thinking about? A cute cunt like you should be thinking about 'how do I swallow his cock into my throat?'"
"Owner, I don't know how, please tell me how"
"Well Latrina you just need a lot of spit and to try to swallow my cock as it starts pushing over your throw up zone, if you just swallow when you think you are going to throw up you'll be fine. But I don't really give a shit if you are fine because my cock is going to be down your throat no matter what."
The suspect unbuttoned the top of his jeans, and then, the sound of his zipper. His pants fell to the floor exposing his black cock to the victim.
"Girl open that wet pussy and let your Owner's cock warm and harden,"
The victim opened her mouth and the suspect then placed the head of his cock inside her mouth.
"Ah, there is nothing like the warm mouth of a pussy,"
The suspect's hands covered the victim's throat and then reached down to reach under the victim's bra.
The suspect, who a moment before had been flaccid was now sliding his hardening cock into and out of the victims mouth.
"Now, cunt,"
"Girl, ah?..I hope you are getting a good amount of spit ready so my prick can slide right down your throat,"
"I'm going to push it down your throat just before I'm going to shoot my cum into your tummy. You'll love the warm feeling of spunk entering your femme womb."
The suspect moaned.
"Yeah, that's it girl."
"Open your mouth girl,"
"Now that should help. Keep it back in your mouth; get ready to swallow because now it's time for your 'throat fuck."
The suspect had his hand on the victim's throat and appeared to be massaging the victims throat. Then he put both hands around the victim's neck and started pumping. It was if the victim's throat had made his cock the thickness of a neck and he was hand jerking himself off.
"Real soon now cunt," the suspect said.
The suspect continued to thrust his cock back and forth into the victim's mouth and throat. The motion increased in speed and his hands gripped the victims' neck tightly.
"AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH," The suspect cried out as he apparently was ejaculating down the victim's throat.
"Fuck you girl. Fuck you girl. Yes, I'm fucking your throat and am going to cum in your pussy. Yes?Ahhhhh?..fuck?.fuck?.fu??," the suspect screamed
Detectives Shaw and Hunt watched as the video played. The forensic technician appeared pale and quietly turned away.
After the suspect was through with his 'throat fucking' of the victim about ten minutes of inactivity passed, then suspect walked over to the chest of drawers and retrieved a black circular ring and ordered the victim to open his mouth.
The victim acquiesced and the suspect inserted the ring into the victim's mouth. The ring was apparently a ring gag which held the victim's mouth open.
The suspect then propped the victim's head up with another piece that connected to the 'stock' and formed a cushioned rest holding the victim's head horizontally.
"Well girl that was a good beginning to a long relationship," he said. "There is so much more fun I intend and this will help you begin to realize your fate."
The suspect apparently was done as he turned and walked off camera.
Moment's later the video recording stopped.
**
Detective Hunt stopped the video play. The forensic investigator was visibly upset.
"First time seeing a rape?"
She nodded her head and moved to dry her eyes.
"I think we've seen enough for now. Let's move on..."
"What is the status of this room anyway?" Detective Shaw followed his partner's lead and changed the subject.
"The basement's 'dungeon' for lack of a better word is scrupulously clean. Luminol spray does show there was trace amounts of blood or semen almost everywhere in the room, other than that it's not even dusty."
"And what is that over there?"
"Those appear to be the clothes the victim wears. The majority of clothes are thigh highs, garter belts, panties, padded bras, and high heels in a variety of colors. Two pair of thigh high boots, one black, one red, and 5 corsets also in differing colors."
"There are also a few fetish outfits; a couple of school girl, a naughty nurse, a devil, an angel, a leather studded bra and skirt set, and a handful of short dresses"
"So, no normal clothes of any kind?"
"Well...it depends on what you define of as normal, but; no, just what I've already mentioned and inventoried."
"You may find this interesting though. It appears to be some form of slave contract. The contract isn't that unusual for a fetish document, but look closely at the signature."
"Is this...signed in blood?"
"We will know for sure when we test it back in the lab but, it sure looks like it."
Damn, thought Detective Hunt, what kind of freaks are we dealing with?
**
Doctors report for the prosecuting attorney.
Patient is a 35-40 year old male who identifies as female. Female pronouns will be used out of respect for patient rights.
Patient height is 5'7" and weight is 125 lbs. Patient is thin and underweight for his height and suffers from slight malnourishment.
Results from MRI and EEG indicate patient suffers from Traumatic Brain Injury. Imaging suggests that TBI appears to be the result of blunt force trauma which developed into contusions; symptoms of concussion also prevalent. Diffuse Axonal Injury (DAI) and shearing and tearing of nerve cells. Patient symptoms are memory loss, fatigue, Headaches from bright lights, confusion and disorientation, and sleep disturbances.
Patient is recovering from apparent sexual abuse as indicated by distortion and tearing of her rectum. Scarring indicates that there may be repetitive injuries from previous sexual activity.
Patient has many and various fractures on forearms, hands and shins that appear to be defensive wounds as indicated by MRI and from radiography (xrays) but these injuries are old and have healed. (See attached.)
Patient is very pale and suffering from severe vitamin D deficiency due to lake of sunlight. Patient expressed concern was fearful and suffered an anxiety attack when prescribed vitamin D supplements.



When asked the patient admitted that her captor often gave her vitamin D, referring to his "Dick" as a slang term for his penis and his semen, whereupon he coerced the victim to receive her "vitamin D."
Patient relaxed significantly upon realizing that the vitamins in question were actual vitamins in pill form.
Patient has also been prescribed medication for her anxiety.
Patient also had hormonal imbalance. Lab reports indicate patient was given low doses of estrogen as well as testosterone blockers. Modest breast tissue growth supports this evidence. Possible reproductive issues may result from prolonged use.
Patient further has a pronounce hourglass figure and internal organs show evidence of internal shift and rearrangement as if due to long term and consistently applied external pressure. Questioning of the patient revealed patient has undergone corseting and "waist training" at the hands of her captor.
**
Detectives Rik Shaw and Mike Hunt, Dr. P. Nisenvi, Dr. Liz Bien and prosecuting Attorney I.R. Hotte gathered to discuss John Doe, a.k.a. Latrina's immediate future.
"The Patient is healthy enough to be released from the hospital. There is no pressing medical reason she needs to stay here and I am afraid that we need the bed for new patients." Dr. Bien stated factually.
"So the question is where will she go? She has no name, no family she remembers, and has suffered from an unusually long kidnapping and repeated rape. Mentally she has a long way to go before she is ready to reintegrate into society." Dr. Nisenvi added.
"She is homeless with no ID, but she is genetically male and the women's shelter I volunteer at won't let her stay there either." Nurse Sung stated apologetically. "I also work as an advocate for victims and can take her to their offices and find local support charities that assist victims of crimes but housing is the only issue they don't handle right now. Is there anything you can do for her?"
Assistant prosecuting attorney Irma Ryley Hotte stood next to the doctors and the nurse at the nurse's station as they discussed their patient. Had Jane Doe Latrina been genetically female more services would have been available. As it was there were limited options.
"I can have her named as a material witness and get her sequestered. In the short term between now and the conclusion of the trial at least; however after that the support would end and she would be liable to care for herself."
Nurse Sung seemed pleased at this news.
"Well at least that's a start. Some of the charities I can recommend will provide a small amount of money for food and clothing, so at least we can start helping her back onto her own two feet."
"In the mean time we still need to interview the suspect, is he still unconscious?" Detective Shaw asked.
"Yes, Mr. Tonga he has been unconscious since arrival but his vital signs are good and we expect that he should recover and wake up anytime now."
"Look. It's getting late and we all need to rest and recover. You should go home and sleep. We can call you when he wakes up."
Detective Hunt smiled at the suggestion.
"Yes, it has been a long day all right. You have my card. Please have the duty nurse call me the minute he wakes up."
**
"Ok, can you tell me how you ended up in that room?
It was such a simple question that opened up a lot more questions.
Dr. Priya Nisenvi typed up two reports; one for the prosecuting attorney and one for the medical records. The District Attorney had named John Doe, aka "Latrina" as a material witness in a homicide, rape, torture and kidnapping investigation.
Priya was wearing a burgundy pencil skirt with a faux belt that fell to just above her knee, a matching red open front quarter sleeve jacket, a white blouse, and her 4 inch black Christian Louboutin heels bespoke the professionalism she exuded.
Originally hailing from New Delhi, India; she was blessed with beauty; her healthy caramel color skin was positively glowing, her posture and her walk indicated the confidence with which she carried herself. One that also indicated the hours she would spend at her local gym maintaining her figure. At 5'8 and 130 lbs and a perfect 36-24-36 figure, Priya was often the object of lust from men and envy from women. Her straight medium length black hair hung to her shoulders and was parted so as to perfectly frame her heart shaped face.
The patient was her polar opposite. Sitting in a reclined position in her bed in her hospital room the patient was wearing a simple hospital gown as her clothing had been confiscated as evidence. The patient looked scared and nervous as if afraid of her own shadow.
At only 5'7" and 125 lbs the victim's alabaster skin looked healthy but she could've used more sunlight. Interestingly her figure wasn't too bad. She was best described as a waif; a bit flat chested for a woman, yet full busted for a man, perhaps approaching a B cup n bra size and her ribs were barely showing but it also looked as if she may have a bit of muscle in her abdomen. Her waist was smaller than expected and she had a definite hourglass figure.
Her hair had been styled at one point although the events of her rescue and hospitalization had taken their toll. The curly bob hairstyle once had volume, but was now flat and in need of a curling iron. Her hair looked healthy and strong otherwise. What had once probably been lustrous was now merely unkempt and was drooping down towards her shoulders.
Dr. Nisenvi had spent the better part of an hour interviewing and examining John Doe/Latrina and was now in her office writing up her report from the notes she had taken. It was always better to write them right away when memories were still vivid and current.
I have deliberately recorded this report, she began, using feminine pronouns as the patient and victim now identify as female and feminine in her appearance and outlook. Patient became extremely agitated when it was suggested that she be referred to as male or with masculine pronouns. The patient admitted that she was previously male but insists that is no longer the case. It became apparent during the interview hat her identity and condition changed at the behest of her captor.
The patient was reluctant to talk about her captor. Her general demeanor is one of confusion and fear. During the course of our conversation and my evaluation the patient admitted she was afraid of the man she calls her "Owner". Patient would occasionally begin to cry and suffered mood swings from calm to crying to fearful. The patient would also seem overly concerned with what her captor would think of her and with staying in her captor's good graces, pleasing him, as she herself stated.
The patient described the condition of her captivity and this matches the description of the room in which she was kept provided to me by the police report. (See attached)
When asked about her clothing in which she was found the patient described her attire as her "Uniform of the day": mandated by her owner, which universally consisted of thigh highs, garter belt, panty, padded bra, and high heels.
Various other outfits were occasionally worn when directed by her captor for fetish and role-playing amusements. The patient stated that she preferred her uniform to some of the more extreme fetish outfits that her captor provided her but that ultimately what she wore was his decision.
Patient vividly described the sexual nature of their relationship stating the suspect preferred for her to be submissive and he to dominate her. Patient stated that she had learned to not struggle as punishment would result if she was not obedient.
Suspect was described as inflicting corporal punishment, physical abuse, restraints and severe physical discomfort (torture) to ensure patient's cooperation. The patient stated that the suspect was also fond of Urolgnia/Urophilia and would often urinate onto her body or into her mouth. Patient expressed that this was the most disgusting act she was made to perform and would when given a choice choose torture over "watersports" or "golden showers".
Patient exhibits symptoms of memory loss, loss of focus, and confusion. These symptoms are consistent with Traumatic Brain Injury (See attached MRI Report from Dr. Liz Bien).
Patient expressed feeling symptoms of flashbacks, nightmares, severe anxiety, and uncontrollable thoughts about the events of her captivity.
The patient also described her feelings of reluctance to speak out against her captor and many of her phrases and mannerism indicate discomfort at the idea. The patient further suffered an anxiety attack when pressed with the possibility of testifying against her captor.
Patient indicated that she may have developed positive feelings for her captor for rescuing her and protecting her.
The patient did become more engaged and happy when the discussion turned to how she lived from day to day. The patient was able to intelligently discuss many matters of beauty, hair-care, skin care, and other matters viewed as feminine or womanly. Patient admitted that she was expected to become expert in "women's things" at the behest of her captor who would threaten or administer punishment if she failed to perform to his expectations of her femininity.
The patient indicates that prior to her captivity there was no prior relationship with her captor. Patient has expressed reluctance to cooperate with police (possibly out of fear of reprisal from her captor). Patient expressed her belief in the humanity of her captor as evidenced by his rescuing her when she was injured and sheltering her.
Patient believes that her abuse at the hands of her captor was her own fault for not appreciating his efforts in saving her.
Early indications and diagnosis suggest that the patient suffers from Post Traumatic Stress Disorder and Stockholm syndrome.
Recommend further routine therapeutic counseling.
**
Latrina woke up rested and her thoughts immediately turned to what chores she needed to do. She needed to make sure the toilet was cleaned and scrubbed, take a quick shower, verify her outfit was dry from washing last night, put on a clean uniform of the day and then make her bed. Owner would expect all these things done and that she be kneeling in the center of the room with her leg shackle locked and her head bowed in submission to his dominance.
Latrina noticed that her bed felt funny...different...and the sounds of the room were busier somehow...She opened her eyes and remembered. She was taken from her room. She was in a hospital. She had spoken to nurses and doctors and the police.
Owner would not be happy about this.
Latrina glanced out the window of her room. An actual window, with glass, and blinds, and...glass...and saw that the sun was almost completely gone and nighttime was falling.
She didn't stop to consider that her internal clock was opposite from what a regular day and night schedule would be. She had been conditioned to be awake when owner came for her and to stay awake to serve his needs. She was used by Owner at night.
Latrina lay in her hospital bed for quite awhile watching the night get darker until restlessness and boredom overcame her. She remembered that the kind nurse had said that she was going to be released later today. Will they come for her soon?
She really should be serving owner, she thought as anxiety and worry over came her. With nothing to do but think and ponder she was becoming anxious. Latrina decided maybe she could take a walk through the hospital. Maybe the nice nurse and doctors wouldn't be mad at her.
Wearing her hospital gown Latrina slipped out of her bed and put on some slippers that were sitting on a table. She hoped that no one would be mad at her for taking them. Maybe they were there for her anyway?
Latrina walked to the door as her anxiety began to spike. If she left her room, owner would be furious. Would the nice nurse be mad at her if she left her room? She went back to her bed and sat on the edge and looked out the window again.
Ten minutes later she was standing in front of her door, looking out into the dim light of the corridor. Did they dim the lights for night time, she wondered. Her anxiety was still affecting her. She went back to the bed and looked out the window again.
Five minutes later she was standing in front of her door again. With trepidation, Latrina finally stepped through.
**
Latrina wandered the hospital and at first was content to look at so many wonderful and confusing things. In the back of her mind she remembered seeing things like this before but after all that time in her basement room she was amazed anyway. Her desire to remain hidden and anonymous led her to try and hide or blend into the shadows when she saw or heard someone. Owner expected her to be quiet and speak only when spoken to. Years of conditioning were at play. She unconsciously tried to not draw attention to herself and risk owner's ire.
Shortly however she discovered something else; hospitals are confusing. After she thought she had turned around to make her way back to her room, she soon found that each corridor looked like the other and she really had no idea where she was.
Latrina's anxiety started to build again. She hoped the nice hospital people don't get mad at her for getting lost.
She saw that the lights were brighter up ahead so she slowly made her way towards them. Maybe there would be some nice people who could tell her where her room was and how to get back there.
Latrina just wished that someone would tell her what she needed to do. She was lost, confused, and needed an order. Owner was always giving her orders and making sure she was busy. Latrina needed an order almost like an addict needed their fix.
Latrina stood at the doorway to the brightly lit area she had just discovered. The ICU was staffed by busy looking and intense people. Latrina didn't know if it was a good idea if she asked them a question. They looked like they didn't need to be bothered and might not react kindly to her intrusion.
Not knowing which way to go she decided to at least look around. Maybe she could find someone who would help her. Latrina worked her way around the outside of the busy area and noticed that there was a police officer over at a coffee vending machine. Maybe he could give her directions back to her room.
Maybe not? Owner might not like it if she spoke to the police again. She found herself wishing Owner was there to tell her what she had to do.
The nurses clustered at the nurses station seemed to be busy with their files and computers and monitors; it was probably best not to bother them. Owner never liked it when she interrupted him when he spoke or was busy. Silence was golden!
As she circumnavigated the room she heard a voice call out from one of the rooms that she reasoned was where patients were staying.
"Latrina?"
**
Darnell Demetrius Tonga woke up in a hospital room only to find himself restrained to the hospital bed. An IV dripped into his arm and a cardiac monitor beeped softly in time to his heart rate.
Darnell knew he should be furious as his memories returned as to why he was there. He had just finished the transfer, drugs for cash when all hell broke loose. The cartel gentlemen that he was doing business with started dropping as shots rang out and an all out war erupted.
Darnell had already taken two shots before he could even pull out is 44 magnum and return fire. Fucking bastards from a rival cartel trying to make a quick score; Darnell doubted they knew the trouble they were starting over this incident.
Darnell usually closed his eyes whenever the nurse came in to check on him. They must've been giving him some good medication because he was feeling no pain. He noted the police officer standing outside as well, coming and going occasionally. His thoughts had begun to turn to how he was going to get out of this mess when he saw a figure standing by his door.
"Latrina?"
The figure by the door froze.
It was her.
"Latrina, come here."
Darnell saw Latrina take a step inside the room before she hesitated and froze in place again. Even in his drugged up state Darnell appreciated the look of fear upon her face when she saw him.
"Now!" He growled softly as Latrina obediently and slowly moved toward him as he summoned her over.
Latrina was too scared to disobey. Her owner was here...in the hospital...and he gave her an order. An order Latrina was conditioned to obey. In many ways, despite her fear, Latrina was happy to finally have been given an order. She hoped Owner wasn't mad at her.
"Owner, I'm sorry," Latrina wasn't sure why she should be sorry or for what "I hope you are not mad at me."
Darnell quickly deduced what must've happened. After he was shot and had passed out from his wounds the police must have arrived. It was obvious that they would have searched his home and somehow found the hidden rooms in the basement; finding Latrina.
Darnell felt the cuffs at his wrists that shackled him to the hospital bed. Latrina would likely be useless for an escape; There would probably be a police officer posted outside his room in the corridor. Darnell reasoned that they rescued her and planned to use her as a witness in court.
Darnell smiled as he realized what he could do to thwart their plans. It would be the ultimate test of his conditioning of Latrina, but if it worked...
"It's good you came to me Cunt. I was so looking forward to seeing you after work. Did you finish your throat exercises like I ordered?"
Latrina nodded her head affirmatively.
"Yes Owner, I kept going and going and going until I collapsed from exhaustion."
"Good Girl!" Darnell praised.
Latrina felt happy that Owner was happy. If he was happy he wouldn't punish her too severely.
"Let's put that training to the test now. Take my cock out and suck it."
Latrina listened as Owner gave her a command. In this confusing place it felt good to be given a command and know what to do.
"Yes Owner." She responded obediently as she dutifully fished Owner's cock out from beneath the hospital blankets. Removing the blankets she saw Owner was completely naked and had been shot at least 6 times.
Her training took over and she automatically admired his large muscular body, his rock hard abs, and his huge cock. Like Pavlov's dog she started to salivate upon seeing his currently flaccid member.
Darnell looked at Latrina as she responded as she he had trained her to. She looked like shit however, her hairstyle was a mess, her hospital gown was boring, and she had no make-up on to speak of. Still, he had a plan and knew to follow through.
"You like my hard dick, dontcha Latrina...what are the names you came up with for it again?"
It was a trick question, Owner had made her come up with so many different names, and each one she had to remember and repeat when asked.
"Kong!" She answered. It was the first name she had thought of the first time she saw his huge cock, before she was made to worship it a long, long time ago."
"What else?"
Latrina began to stroke Owner's cock as she recited more pet names.
"Dark Chocolate," She continued as his dick became hard in her hand.
"What else?"
"Latrina's popsicle." She answered again as she bent over owner's bed and took his 8 inch long, 2 inch thick, and 6 inch around, rock hard cock into her mouth.
Darnell watched as Latrina bobbed up and down on his cock like a woman possessed. He had trained her so well. He admired the contrast of her porcelain skin tone as compared to his dark chocolate colored cock. She swallowed his rod and bobbed up and down with practiced ease. He felt the cum in his balls start to boil as her oral skills brought him closer and closer to orgasm.
Normally Darnell would exercise a great deal of self restraint and make Latrina work for his load, but as he made a quick glance through the doorway and glass wall of his hospital room he noticed that there was a police officer approaching. Darnell knew his own triggers well enough to get off quickly when he wanted to. After only a moment more he was ready and he pushed the nurses call button.



**
The ICU nurse noticed the increased heart rate on the monitor of her central station as was about to alert her supervisor when the call button from that same room sounded it's alert.
She made her way to the room and nodded at the police officer as he let her pass.
Someone was hovering over the patient.
"Hey!" The nurse shouted and the officer next to her dropped his cup of coffee and dashed into the room behind her.
Both the police officer and the duty nurse were stunned to see a woman leaning over their patient and crime suspect apparently fellating him!
"I'm coming!" Darnell announced loudly.
Latrina had heard the footsteps approach behind her but at Owner's announcement she had one goal now. Latrina Must Finish!
Latrina sucked and stroked Owner's cock with all her skills and as she was being pulled away by the police officer her last desperate strokes allowed her owner to shoot his load.
Latrina felt a few ropes of cum splash onto her face as she was forecefully pulled away.
Darnell smiled to himself as the last spurts of his cum sprayed onto his belly. Damn, she sucked so hard she almost ripped my dick off! Too bad I can't have her lick this cum off my belly. He always made Latrina savor the treats he provided.
**
Detective Hunt was annoyed to receive a midnight call. He had just got to sleep an hour ago. Years of training and conditioning now allowed him to go from asleep to completely awake in a moment's notice but that didn't mean he liked it.
The report he received was brief but confusing. Why would their victim be caught in the room of her kidnapper and torturer giving him head?
"I'll be right there." He finally acknowledged and hung up.
I'm getting too old for this shit.
**
Detective Shaw rubbed the sleep out of his eyes as he clutched the coffee he had picked up along the way. It wasn't an emergency so he stopped at an all night coffee stand on the way. It was important to know ones priorities and coffee was his.
Damn, we just left here, he thought as he walked up to the ICU.
He saw that his partner Detective Hunt was already there and pleasantly surprised to see Dr. Priya Nisenvi and the prosecuting attorney as he approached the group and joined the report being given by the police guard.
Latrina was cuffed and sitting on a bench in the corridor.
Dr. Nisenvi and Detective Shaw interviewed Jane Doe Latrina as the other's watched.
After that interview their discussion then shifted to whether or not Jane Doe/Latrina had the capacity to understand her actions.
"Seriously? She did it because he ordered her to?" Detective hunt was incredulous.
"I believe my diagnosis of PTSD and Stockholm syndrome are entirely accurate. Jane Doe is conditioned to obey Darnell. I believe her that she stumbled across his room accidentally. She is conditioned to tell the truth as well or otherwise face severe discipline and corporal punishment at the hands of her captor."
"Dr. Nisenvi, can we declare her non-compos mentis?" The prosecuting attorney asked.
"That is your decision of course, however Jane Doe does know right from wrong but her conditioning prevents her from doing anything other than obey the orders she is given. Jane Doe, or Latrina, has ingrained behavioral patterns. It's as if she is institutionalized and unable to fully function outside the parameters she has been living in these past 13 years."
Latrina was just close enough to the group to be able to overhear parts of their conversation. She wasn't sure why she was in trouble; she was just following orders after all. But she sat up and took notice when she overheard that she had been captive for 13 years.
That had to be untrue. 13 years was such a long time she couldn't understand the significance of that information. That meant she was now...43 years old!
In a spark of inspiration a question formed inside her mind. Was the freedom that she once dreamed of now such a foreign concept? Was obedience really life?
**
The prosecuting attorney couldn't believe the shit show that she had just been handed.
Jury's don't like complex. They like simple. And relying on complex medical and psychological explanations was asking for trouble.
Normally poised, elegant, and unflappable Ms. Hotte listened more than she spoke. It was a skill she had developed that caused others to speak more to fill the silence. Often suspects would give up information as easily as if she asked a probing question or had caught them in a lie.
Miss Irma Ryley Hotte, assistant prosecuting attorney, at age 30 was bent on making her position as prosecutor a stepping stone to higher political office. Beautiful, intelligent, and effective, she had a 91% conviction rate, the highest in the city and her office.
And now her superiors had just handed her what looked like a slam dunk case only to discover it was a pile of dog...
"I'm 43." Latrina spoke up to the group.
Everyone stopped and looked at her.
"You just said I was...down there...for 13 years? I was 30 when I was found and...rescued...I'm 43 now...I guess."
Detective Shaw was the first to respond.
"Do you remember anything else?"
Latrina's face scrunched up as she thought hard.
"I was supposed to start a new job. I had just moved here. I had a new apartment. I went for a jog, and then I fell, and then..." she trailed off at the obvious conclusion to her story. Darnell had found her and kidnapped her.
"Ok, that's good. More details like this will help us. Do you remember your name now?"
Latrina shook her head sadly.
"Detectives, Doctor," Irma Hotte lead the small group further away to avoid eavesdropping.
"So let me get this straight, we don't know the ID of our victim, Jane Doe..."
"Shouldn't it be John Doe?" Detective Hunt interrupted.
"It's Jane Doe as her preferred presentation is a protected class by law," I.R. Hotte resumed control of the discussion, "we don't have her history beyond when she was kidnapped, she may not be mentally competent to testify as a witness in this case, and she was caught consorting with the accused suspect just one day after her rescue. Am I reading this right?"
The detectives and the psychiatrist were both nodding their heads in the affirmative.
"I have to prosecute. I have no choice. This DA has a zero tolerance policy for sexually based offenses and considers them especially heinous."
Everyone jumped startled as a cart just down the hallway was accidently knocked over with a resounding "DONK DONK" sound, shattering the peace and quiet of the night. They waited for the clamor to die down before resuming their conversation.
"We have to go and interview our suspect. Let's just hope that Darnell Demetrius Tonga is as dumb as a post because his attorney is going to have a field day with this."
**
Apparently, nope, not dumb at all.
After checking with the doctors the detectives and the prosecuting attorney entered the hospital room of Darnell Demetrius Tonga.
"Darnell, can you tell us how you came to be present at a gang shootout?"
"Wow! A gang shootout? Really? Sure, I was just delivering some sandwiches."
"Sandwiches?" The investigators briefly shared a look with each other.
"Yeah, got a call for a delivery, made the sandwiches, was delivering them, then all hell broke loose. Man, I'm lucky to be alive aren't I?"
"You work at a sandwich shop?"
"Dude, I own a sandwich shop. Actually I own 4 in the greater tri-city area."
"And you, the owner, actually make and deliver them? While carrying a 44 magnum?"
"People can be real serious about their sandwiches. What's this all about anyway?"
"So you are unaware that there was a drug deal going down and you were just there to deliver...sandwiches."
"Like I said."
"I thought you were a fabricator?" Hunt asked.
"Nah brah, I was. I just fabricate art now. Real money is my shops."
"Then please explain the captive in your basement!" Detective Shaw asked with barely controlled fury.
"Captive? Latrina? Aww hell naw man, Latrina's my girl. She even came here to see me."
"A man who is dressed as a girl and chained to the wall of your basement until police found her is...your girl?" Detective Hunt asked disbelievingly.
"Yep."
"Then explain the rape video's." Irma Hotte asked.
"Rape? There ain't no rape. We just playin' is all. What? You never get down and get freaky?"
"We have evidence to convict you of kidnapping, rape, torture, and drug trafficking. Maybe you should rethink your alibi and start to cooperate."
"Look man, I told you what's what. I ain't likin yo attitude and I ain't talking anymore without my lawyer here. So you can all just go!"
**
"Well that was interesting," Irma Hotte declared "Any thoughts Dr. Nisenvi?"
"Based on my observation it would appear that Darnell may suffer from narcissistic personality disorder and possible psychopathy."
"So he is a psychopath?" Detective Shaw asked?
"He does have several of the traits. Just in that short time observing him he evinced a personality disorder characterized by persistent antisocial behavior, impaired empathy and remorse, and bold, disinhibited, and egotistical traits."
"Charming." Ms. Hotte acknowledged. "Gentlemen, I'm heading to my office to up the charges. You two need to find out all that you can about our victim. Hopefully the new information will prove useful."
Detective Shaw looked at Detective Hunt.
"It seems we have our work cut out for us."
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Hunt and Shaw were going over their evidence. They had their main clues posted on a large bulletin board. They both looked up as a large fit bodybuilder in a tailored fitting suit entered the squad room and made his way over to them.
"Detective's Shaw and Hunt? I am Agent Albi Bock, DEA."
Detective Shaw was struck by the agent's appearance. Coupled with his Austrian accent Agent Bock vaguely reminded him of some action movie star from the 80's and 90's. Mike Hunt inspected Agent Bock's ID, taking note of the cleared visitor's badge he wore before inviting him to sit down.
"How can we help you agent Bock?"
"Detectives, we think Darnell Demetrius Tonga may be the break we need in the case against the cartel here in the city. Up until now we haven't been able to find how the cartel is distributing their drugs to their sellers on the streets. It's been my biggest headache, figuring this out."
"Maybe it's a tumor." Rik Shaw joked.
"It's not a tumor." Albi Bock responded irritably.
"So you think Mr. Tonga is transporting the drugs for the cartel?" Detective Hunt prompted.
"And picking up the cash, yes; the missing clue was the paper sandwich wrappers at some of the crime scenes."
"Pretty thin evidence to go on...until he got shot that is." Mike Hunt mused.
"Exactly; a few bits of trash from those shops at some crime scenes were nothing until DDT himself was placed at the scene. It actually makes a lot of sense." Agent Bock informed. "City Police Vice Squad forwarded this information to our joint task force and these sandwich shops may be the missing key for how drugs enter the city and the cash gets out."
"Is there anything else?" Rik Shaw wondered.
"Well, we also noted there were some torture devices found in some cartel hideouts that show high end fabrication techniques. Custom builds. This DDT may be a trafficker as well as a provider of custom made torture equipment."
"Now all we need is the identity of our kidnap victim and to be sure she isn't anything other than what she seems." Detective Shaw
"Well, your kidnap victim is not really in my purview but the evidence suggests she may be the perfect kidnap victim." Agent Albi Bock mused as he looked over their evidence board.
"How so?"
"The only clues are he was 30 at age of captivity, he had a new apartment, was new to the city, and was about to start a new job."
"He was a runner for exercise but not a competitive runner so no database searches would identify him."
"So no close family, no girlfriend, no employer or close neighbor to report him as missing either."
"And according to your own doctors his Traumatic Brain Injury may mean he is unlikely to ever recover his memories."
"You're looking for a needle in a haystack detective."
**
The prosecuting attorney was not happy. Neither was she sad. It seemed that Darnell Demetrius Tonga was a mixed blessing.
What made her happy was that DDT as members of the press were calling him was electing to represent himself at trial.
Dr. P. Nisenvy had assured her that this was another symptom of his psychosis and affirmed her diagnosis of psychopathy.
But Irma Ryley Hotte's biggest headache was that he did not waive his right to speedy trial.
"A demand for speedy trial shall be considered a pleading that the accused is available for trial, has diligently investigated the case, and is prepared or will be prepared for trial within 5 days."
Darnell Demetrius Tonga stood before a judge as he read directly from his notes.
"Yes," Judge Malarkey responded "You can demand a trial within 60 days of your arrest by filing a "Demand for Speedy Trial." Once you file your demand, no later than 5 days later, the court must place the case on the calendar and will set the trial date to begin no less than 5 days or more than 45 days from that date. So, the earliest you could have a trial from the date you file a "Demand for Speedy Trial" is in 10 days. If you have not been brought to trial within 50 days of the filing of the demand, the case would be dismissed."
"So I have read your honor." DDT replied. "I am ready for trial right now. If you will see the attached form, I filed the demand yesterday with the clerk."
"The state requests a trial in 45 days time your honor. The defense is choosing to represent himself. The prosecution does not want to see a mistrial occur due to the defense claim of lack of preparation." I.R. Hotte said.
"I request a trial in 10 days time your honor. Every day this continues is a travesty of justice and an infringement upon my freedoms. I wish to hit these charges head on." Darnell responded.
"Despite that you are still recovering from your wounds at the crime scene?" Judge Malarkey asked.
"Yes your honor."
"Very well; trial shall be set for 10 days from today."
Irma Ryley Hotte was astonished. They were still cataloging and reviewing all the videos made by the accused.
"The prosecution requests 30 days time your honor. There are still a huge number of evidentiary items to review before trial should start."
"The accused has his rights Madam Prosecutor and he his invoking them. 10 days." Judge Malarkey banged his gavel. "Now is there anything else before we decide bail?"
"No your honor, based on the serious nature of the crimes the prosecution requests bail set in the amount of $250,000."
"Your honor, I have no criminal record, and such a large amount is outrageous. I am a small business owner and have my business to look after. I request to be released on my own recognizance." Darnell argued.
"O.R. is outrageous given the serious nature of these charges your honor." I.R. Hotte argued back.
"I am aware of the charges just as I am aware of the rights of the accused and his lack of prior criminal activity. Bail is set at $100,000. And unless there is anything else..."
"No your Honor." Irma Hotte tersely answered.
"No Judge." Darnell Tonga stated with equaniminty.
"In that case, court is adjourned."
Judge Malarkey banged his gavel, rose and walked out the courtroom.
"About time, I gotta use the Latrine." Darnell mumbled aloud.
Irma Ryley Hotte was struck by that comment and a thought dropped into her head. Latrina sounds like latrine. With Darnell's known fetish for Urophilia she wondered if that was how he selected Latrina's name for her. She decided to ask Dr P. Nisenvy about it later.
**
"You're upset." Priya Nisenvy looked on as Irma Hotte paced back and forth in frustration at the defense success and the judge's rulings.
"Why shouldn't I be upset? 10 days until trial and we've barely scratched the surface of all those videos, catalogued all the torture and bondage equipment, had forensics finish their lab tests..."
"Why do you think that DDT would not waive time?"
"Oh, it's fairly obvious, though risky; very rarely will the State not be able to begin a trial within the allowable time frame; but now we will have to scramble to be prepared for the trial."
"This fits his profile though; some defendants believe that they can do better than an attorney." Priya allowed.
"Also if he represents himself he is not bound by lawyers' ethical codes. This means that a defendant who represents himself can delay proceedings and sometimes wreak havoc on an already overloaded system by repeatedly filing motions." Irma shook her head in frustration.
"What does the District Attorney think about this?"
"He thinks that any defendant who represents himself has a fool for a client. And he's usually not wrong but..."
"But Darnell doesn't seem to be a fool, does he?"
"No."
"So what did you think of my idea about Jane Doe's name?"
"Latrina and Latrine? It's possible...logical even given what we know, but without Darnell saying that's what he named her for; we can never be sure."
Irma Ryley Hotte continued to pace in frustration as she thought about her case. It was a disturbing thought, shocking really, to consider Jane Doe Latrina might literally be named for a military toilet. If only there was a way to get Darnell to admit it in court.
Priya stood up from her seat on the couch. Irma's apartment was well appointed and spacious and above all else, private. Priya decided it was time to calm her friend down.
Stepping in front of her pacing she reached up behind Irma's head, caught her by her bun, and released the cascade of scarlet red hair from its taught immaculate confines.
Standing toe to toe, Priya in her Jimmy Choo heels and Irma in her Christian Louboutin's, they found each other gazing adoringly eye to eye.
Once a casual observer looked past their contrasting skin tones and complexions, Priya with her smooth soft caramel colored skin and Irma with her clear porcelain tone; Priya with her luxurious black hair cascading down her shoulders to her upper back, and Irma with her fiery red locks the differences nearly ended.
The casual observer would have thought they could have been body doubles with each other, both tall at 5'8" (without heels) and with long legs, firm tummy's, and firm B cup breasts. Both blessed with near identical 36/24/36 measurements as well. Indeed, the women often borrowed clothes from each others closets.
Priya inhaled the soft scent of Lavender and vanilla from Irma's perfume while Irma savored the delicate scent of sandalwood and sweet lotus from Priya.
Priya leaned in and found Irma's lips, lightly caressing them with her kiss. Within a heartbeat Irma felt herself respond to her lover's attention and let the tension from the day float away.
Irma found that she was being led by Priya into her bedroom. She allowed herself to be turned so her back was to the bed as Priya unbuttoned her blouse and pushed it off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Priya then unzipped the side sipper from her pencil skirt and with another gentle push off her hips the skirt joined the blouse on the floor at her feet.
Standing before Priya, Irma felt deliciously exposed as the cool air wafted across her porcelain skin. Now wearing only her matching blue lace demi-bra and panties, and with her heels still on she watched as Priya stripped for her.
Priya took a step back to admire Irma in her lace intimates as she removed her outfit. Priya's cream colored blouse and ankle length A-line skirt dropped to the floor just as quickly and Priya allowed Irma to admire her as well.
Priya's cream colored bra and panty set were deliberately chosen to contrast with her smooth and flawless caramel skin. Her silk stockings attached to her garter belt were chosen just for Irma to admire as well. Priya loved wearing these styles of intimates for her lover.
Stripping Irma Ryley out of her bra and panties was the final step before pushing her gently back onto her bed. As Irma moved back to give Priya room, Priya crawled up the bed and over Irma.
First she began with a kiss, tender, and then allowed her kisses to trail lower onto her cheek, her chin, and her neck...a trail of soft wet kisses leading to Irma's erect and excited nipples.
Priya loved Irma's breasts. Her nipples were just so firm when excited and her aureoles were larger than Priya's. Her breasts were so soft and pillowy!
Priya lingered for some moments at Irma Ryley's breasts but her ultimate goal lay just a bit lower, and she resumed her trail of kisses over Irma's taught tummy down to the warm fragrant V between her legs.
Priya felt her lover relax and open her legs wider to give Priya access. With soft kisses and now gentle licks, Priya used her tongue to part Irma's labial folds giving her access to the sweet taste nestled within.
After minutes of teasing and tasting Irma finally sighed in pleasure and Priya knew what she wanted to do next. Taking her index and middle finger, Priya swallowed them in her mouth to lubricate them with her saliva before placing them at the entry to Irma's vagina.
With smooth strokes Priya began to finger Irma deeply. With more of her soft kisses and licks Priya teased from hiding Irma's clitoris from the clitoral hood; her tongue darting and tasting and pleasuring Irma.
Priya watched as Irma's hands gripped the bed sheets tightly, struggling to embrace the inevitable orgasm. With soft sighs transforming into harsh moans and cries, Irma finally succumbed to the insurmountable pleasure that built inside her.
Priya savored the warmth of Irma and her flood of girl cum. Irma had gripped Priyas hair and was holding her head and face tight against her convulsing pussy. Irma's thighs shivered and her whole body shook in gentle waves of ecstasy.
Priya disentangle herself from between Irma's legs and went back to kissing Irma, letting her enjoy the taste of her pussy juices coating Priya's face.
Priya held on to Irma as she recovered from her orgasm and her breathing returned to normal.
"Was it good for you babe?"
"MMM...now it's your turn..."
Irma pushed Priya onto her back. Turnabout is fair play after all. Taking the time to strip Priya of her panties, Irma left her wearing her demi bra and garter and stockings and heels. There was just something about viewing her lover in her intimate attire that Irma found irresistible. That Priya always insisted on and enjoyed wearing them was just the icing on the cake.
And as careful and tender as Irma liked it when Priya satisfied her, Irma knew to be way more direct and forceful for Priya.
Irma retrieved Priya's favorite pink toy from her nightstand and a small bottle of lube. She placed a small dollop onto the toy and smoothly spread the lube until the dildo was evenly coated.
From the appearance of wetness between Priya's thighs it was probably not a requirement.
As gentle as Priya had been, Irma moved with authority. She slapped Priya's thighs and was satisfied to see Priya open her legs wide for Irma and her toy.
No foreplay, no teasing. Irma knew what Priya really wanted and without gentleness plunged the 7 inch toy deep into Priya's warm soaking wet pussy.
Priya gasped in shock, pleasure, and surprise as she submitted to her lover's assault. Irma plunged the toy into Priya with gleeful force. Priya liked it rough and when Irma saw her lover responding and was nearly ready, she turned on the vibe.
The magic bullet inside the dildo was the final straw, and the oscillations of the vibrator coupled with the rhythm of Irma's thrusting hand drove Priya to her first orgasm of the night. Irma slowly decreased the intensity of vibe, the frequency of her thrusting dildo as she let Priya's orgasm slowly ramp down.
Their passion spent, since they were at Irma's apartment Priya found herself cuddling as the small spoon. Irma had left the now dormant dildo buried in Priya's pussy. They both needed a rest before they could go again.
"Someday we need to make this a more permanent arrangement." Irma Ryley Hotte whispered to Priya's Nisenvy's ear.
Priya smiled as it was a lie they told each other each time they made love and knew they had no intention of keeping.
With Irma Hotte vying for public office in a conservative district and with Priya's traditional Indian parents still trying to set up the right man for her marriage both lovers were content to leave their relationship right where it was...private and perfect.
**
Latrina sat in a slightly dilapidated chair near the window of her motel room. The policeman who escorted her here was kind and helpful, but sitting alone in a small room at a no-tell motel, paid for by the city as Latrina was named as both a victim and as a material witness in a kidnapping and rape case was a lot less exciting that she would have thought.
Strike that...sitting alone in a motel room was exactly as boring as she would have thought. Told to hide out and stay indoors, the officer left. There wasn't even any guard or escort for her. No need, she was told; no money in the budget for it anyway. There was virtually zero risk of danger to her as long as she remained quiet and stayed put.
Latrina didn't know if this was right or wrong but it seemed wrong to her. They had given her a number to call in case of emergency. At least if she had someone to talk to then she wouldn't be so bored.
Latrina glanced over to the small closet that now housed a tiny selection of clothes from a nearby thrift store. Shopping for clothes at the thrift store had been fun. Samantha Sung had taken her to a charity that granted her a small amount of money and the store had allowed her to stretch her meager budget for half a dozen outfits.
Sam was such a killjoy though. She chose to steer her away from certain more daring styles to more modest clothing selections as well as select an outfit she could wear to trial if necessary.
None of these would have met Owner's standards and expectations...they were way too...modest.
Samantha's attempt to encourage Latrina into buying male clothing failed as Jane Doe Latrina had quite an anxiety attack at the thought of wearing male clothing. Her meltdown in the middle of the store was memorable and embarrassing.
More therapy is needed, Sam Sung had told her.
**
By the second day Latrina was completely bored and feeling a bit stir crazy. She had already made her bed, and tidied up the room, wiped down the bathroom and the tiny corner kitchenette. The TV only had 10 channels and despite having not seen TV in 13 years Latrina had decided that TV had not improved any in the intervening time.
Bored stiff sitting in her room she was surprised when there was a knock on her door. After a quick peek through the curtains of the window Latrina saw that it was someone from the hotel housekeeping.
As the maid took a key and began to unlock the door Latrina opened it for her instead.
"Oh...sorry, you surprised me. I can come back later."
"No, that's ok, please come in. Hi, I'm Latrina Jane Doe."
"Oh...uh...hello, I'm Linda Lace, housekeeping. Do you want me to clean your room or do you just need towels?"
"Um...towels please, unless I can borrow your vacuum for a bit. These carpets need cleaning." Latrina smiled at the beautiful woman with chocolate skin and braided hair.
"You don't have to clean your own room, that's what they pay me for after all."
"Oh it's ok, I don't mind, after all my Owner always made me keep a clean room."
"Owner? Right..." Linda felt she should have been surprised but this hotel attracted all sorts of weirdo's. "Well, you vacuum and I'll replace the towels then."
Linda watched as Latrina practically jumped with glee and took the vacuum. While Linda replaced the towels Latrina was vacuuming quickly and expertly over the stained threadbare carpet. Linda noticed that the bathroom had the appearance of already being cleaned and that the bed was already made. It only took a few minutes before Latrina Jane Doe finished the vacuuming as well.
"Thank you." Latrina smiled as she returned the vacuum to the hotel maid. "I've always wanted to use a vacuum."
"You're welcome. You did say you cleaned all this up yourself?" Linda asked wondering; if not a vacuum then what else would you use to clean a carpet?
"Yes."
"Ok...wow...thanks then..." Linda smiled.
"See you tomorrow." Latrina smiled back.
**
The next day Latrina was ready again. As Linda arrived at her door with her cleaning cart Latrina had already opened the door and was waiting.
"Vacuum and Towels again?"
"Yes please." Latrina smiled.
"Would you like clean sheets for the bed?'
"Oh...yes...that would be lovely."
Handing over the requested items Linda watched as Latrina busied herself with a room that was already surprisingly clean...even higher than the standards of the current hotel owner.
"I don't suppose you have anything I can use to scrub out those reflector bowls for the stove top burners do you?"
"No. Once they get that dirty we just replace them. They're cheap. We buy them from that appliance store next to the thrift store."



"Oh...wow...ok, thank you."
"You're welcome" Linda said as she took back her vacuum and tossed the dirty towels and sheets into the hamper.
**
The next day Linda saw Latrina was waiting at the door again.
"Anything you want today dear?"
"Towels, Vacuum, and garbage today." Latrina smiled.
Linda took the trash bag from Latrina and noticed the filthy burner reflectors were inside the bag. When Latrina walked to the bathroom to exchange the towels Linda walked into the room and noticed the new reflectors and that the two burner stove top had been scrubbed clean.
As she looked around she realized this was probably now the cleanest room in the hotel.
"You don't get out much, do you?" Linda asked.
"No. I've been told to wait here and stay put." Latrina answered seriously.
'I can tell. You know, you are so pale, you must've avoided the sun completely."
Latrina's smile faded slightly.
"Yes, something like that."
**
Linda met Latrina again the next day, right at her door. If truth be told she like the quiet woman who was a bit of a neat nut. That day she even asked if she could help her clean.
"You want to help me clean hotel rooms? Seriously?"
"Well, it's really boring in here. You are the only one who stops by and talks to me."
"Well, come on then." Linda said after only a moments hesitation. She could use the help after all.
Linda looked askance at the strange young looking woman. She was so pale with her alabaster skin that she wasn't sure how old she really was. It could be anywhere from 25-30 she thought, about the same as her own age.
Her clothing over the last few days was not helpful either. Today she wore hot pants and a halter top. The other days she had worn midi skirts and cami's. Her clothing seemed old-ish but in good condition.
Linda actually enjoyed having help. Again, Latrina was a bit weird, but she was a nice kind of weird; and absolutely worked hard cleaning the rooms. She helped clean her own room and two others while talking.
The day after that she helped clean all of the rooms Linda was responsible for on the entire floor.
"Look, you're good at this. If I asked the boss, he'll probably hire you."
"You want to hire me as a hotel maid?"
"We're called housekeeping, and yes, if you want to."
"Yes please." Latrina chirped happily.
"Well, let's walk down to meet manager, after we're done here."
**
Latrina loved her new job. It was so easy to keep rooms clean. She was grateful to Linda for letting her help out and then putting in a good word for her with the manager. And the manager just paid her in cash on a daily basis. She was even able to pick up extra money by working the midnight shift at the front desk. It seems the hotel was struggling and was pretty desperate for help.
Latrina was happy to be busy and useful and thankful for Linda who rescued her from boredom.
**
"Where are you from Latrina?" Linda asked while watching Latrina as she scrubbed out a particularly filthy clogged toilet. The smell made Linda queasy but Latrina didn't seem to mind.
Today Latrina wore a skirt and blouse ensemble that was close to the skirt and pants ensemble that Linda wore. She was emulating Linda's style somewhat for her work clothes.
"I'm from here...the city. Where are you from?" The question made Latrina uncomfortable as her memories of a time before owner had largely vanished.
"Oh, I'm from New Jersey originally. Moved here with a boyfriend, then one day he up and left and I've been here ever since."
"Wow. I once slept with a girl from New Jersey." Latrina thought as she was suddenly struck by the memory of being balls deep in some twat from New Jersey just a day or two before going for a run and being rescued by Owner.
"Oh, so you are a lesbian?" Linda was taken slightly aback by the indiscreet remark.
"Oh no, not at all." Latrina answered. She blushed as she realized she must have spoken her thoughts out loud. How embarrassing!
"Wait...What...You're trans?" Linda asked in surprise and confusion.
"Uhm...maybe?"
Linda looked carefully at Latrina. Her small bosom and narrow waist with a flaring bottom that was a bit small was still undoubtedly feminine. She was basically waif-ish but seeing her now was impossible for her to imagine that all that time she was actually talking to a guy.
"Lord in Heaven, I thought you were just a weird little white girl, but you're really a man?"
"Yes...no?" Latrina was suddenly worried and a bit upset at Linda's reaction. She was a guy...once...before owner rescued her.
"But who's this Owner guy you mentioned?"
"Owner is my owner. He calls me his girl." Latrina answered truthfully. She didn't know how to answer otherwise. Lying meant punishment.
"Ok, so...wait just a minute. This isn't making sense. You better tell me everything."
Latrina did just that. It sounded almost like an order so she knew she should obey. Latrina told Linda everything she knew that she could remember since going for a run 13 years ago and being rescued by Owner.
"Wow!" Linda said when Latrina concluded her story.
"Yeah..." Latrina wondered how Linda would react to her now.
"That's a lot to take in."
"Yeah."
"So what happens now?" Linda asked.
"Well, the trial is only 3 days away. If they call me I have to testify, and then I guess I'm on my own after that."
"Oh, so you're one of those witness protection type people. Wait...I remember seeing this in he news. You're the Dungeon Girl!" Linda exclaimed in excitement.
"Yes." Latrina had seen the news as well and what the media were calling her.
Dungeon Girl.
"So are you nervous? About testifying in court and all that?"
"Yes."
"Latrina, you're alright! I can see you are scared so you know what, it's the weekend. Why don't you come with me and we will hit the clubs and have some fun. You've been through a lot, it sounds like. What you look like you need is to cut loose and live a little!"
Linda had Trans friends before. They were usually a lot of fun to be around. This scared little white girl was different and she looked like she needed a friend. Her behavior over the past few days was so obvious now.
The invitation sounded a lot like an order to Latrina.
"Yes. I'd like that" She smiled
"But first, let's finish this toilet."
"Yes ma'am."
**
Latrina couldn't believe her good fortune and good luck at meeting Linda; going from bored out of her mind, to having a job, to being invited on a girl's night out.
After work, with equal parts panic and excitement, Latrina took a shopping trip to the thrift store. She found exactly what she wanted in a red tartan pleated mini-skirt and a black front tie crop top that would emphasize her modest bust. Red slingback heels and opaque black pantyhose completed her ensemble.
The scariest part was getting a make-over at a salon. Owner had trained Latrina to do all her cosmetics but Linda said a girl's night out clubbing was special. Besides, her hair was in some serious need of attention and care and Latrina decided she WANTED to spend some money on herself!
Coming back to her hotel after a day of pampering was heavenly. She freshened up with a quick shower taking care to avoid wetting her face and hair.
As she dressed, she admired the scarlet color of her finger nails from her professional manicure. Finally, she spritzed a cloud of perfume into the air and walked through the settling mist. Allure, by Channel, Owner's favorite perfume for her, she remembered.
Finishing in time Latrina heard the knock on her door, and answered the door as Linda Lace arrived to pick her up.
"Wow, you clean up nice girlfriend." Linda flirted.
"You look amazing." Latrina answered truthfully.
Linda was dressed in a tight gold bodycon dress with a hem barely below her ass. Her long smooth chocolate colored legs seemed to go on forever down to her gold high heels. She had taken gold threads and woven them into her hair and accessorized with gold bracelets and necklace.
"Aww thanks, you look good yourself. I'm sure we'll have guys buying us drinks in no time."
Linda evaluated Latina's outfit. "Don't you have any Jewelry?"
Damn it! Latrina suddenly felt stupid for her oversight. She forgot to accessorize.
"Oh...no, I don't..., I didn't think about it."
"Don't worry; you can have some of mine." Linda removed one of her bracelets from her wrist and placed it onto Jewels. "We can grab a necklace at the store on our way out."
"So who is this friend you said you were inviting?" Linda asked.
"Her name is Samantha Sung. She's a nurse, and we can pick her up at this address."
"Well ok then, let's go."
**
Latrina couldn't ever remember clubbing before. Fuzzy feelings and vague memories of standing out on the street in line only to be denied entry disappeared when Linda led Latrina and Samantha straight to the head of the line only to have all three waived right in by the bouncer.
And why wouldn't they? Linda, an African beauty in her gold body-con dress, Latrina with her alabaster skin in her pleated tartan skirt and front tie crop top, and Samantha with her exotic Asian heritage in a red mandarin style figure hugging mini-dress, the three of them together could...and did...literally stop traffic.
Latrina was also pleased with the cheap gold necklace they had picked up. The faux crystal pendant that dangled between her small breasts further enhanced the impression of having more cleavage than she really did.
And the club and bar scene was equally amazing; Samantha, Linda, and Latrina found a table but were soon never short of attention. It seemed as if every man in the club had their eyes on them and were eager to try their chances.
Latrina had thought that she would hold back awhile a try to enjoy the new experience, but almost immediately she was whisked away by a handsome stranger onto the dance floor. Such a shame she had no dance skills whatsoever.
"You're not a good dancer, are you?" One guy even asked her as she tried to follow her partner's lead.
"No...but I make up for it with enthusiasm." She smiled coyly at her dance partner, then turned around and started to grind her buttocks into her dance partners lap, just the way owner would have liked...
"Yeah baby, that's what I'm talking about."
Another guy who approached her asked if she was a goth.
"What do you mean?"
"Well your skin is so pale, and the blood red mini skirt and all, I was just wondering, I've always wanted a goth girl-friend."
"I...I don't even know what that is." Latrina said truthfully.
He just looked at her as if she was stupid or something. Latrina decided she didn't like his stupid looking face and walked off the dance floor.
It seemed like it had been hours but somehow they all got back together again at their table for drinks at the same time.
"So how did you become a nurse anyway?" Linda asked Sam.
"The usual way," She said "Asian parents and their high expectations."
"So how did you become a maid?" Latrina asked Linda.
"I got lost on my way to college." Linda smirked. "But seriously, I should have stayed in school, but gave it up for what I thought was love. I let a man ruin my life."
"I know how that is. I loved school." Latrina volunteered.
"Do you remember your school? High school? College?" Samantha asked.
"No, just that I liked it." Latrina suddenly felt an overwhelming sense of sadness overcome her. She felt as if she were about to cry and struggled to control her emotions. She didn't want to ruin this night. "Will I ever get my memory back?" her voiced quavered.
Samantha was struggling with her answer when another suitor walked up and placed a drink in front of Latrina.
"Here you go love, No need to look so sad. Whatever it is can be better if you let it."
"Thanks. Who are you?"
"Someone who would like to have a dance with you later." He said, with a wink as he departed.
"That was nice."
"He was cute too."
"Don't drink that."
"Why?" Latrina asked innocently.
"Date rape drugs; for all we know he could have spiked your drink."
"Oh. Shame that there's no way to tell."
"There was. One of my friends from college developed a straw that can detect GHB in a drink and change color to indicate the presence of the date rape drug. Shortly afterwards California banned the use of straws. Coincidence? I think not!"
The three girls all laughed at the irony.
"Latrina Jane Doe, don't you dare drink that." Samantha warned.
"If anything happens you will see and can rescue me." She said as she sipped it anyway. "What is this drink anyway? Is this a Manhattan? I think this is a Manhattan."
Mysteriously the guy who bought her the drink returned and escorted Latrina out onto dance floor as two more men persuaded Linda and Samantha to dance as well.
Latrina let herself go and fell into rhythm with the throbbing baseline and the high energy pulse of the dance music. Her dance partner was certainly handsome, she thought. She must be getting tired though; everything seemed to be getting hazy. Her vision was getting a bit blurry and she was suddenly feeling sleepy.
Latrina was grateful that her dancer partner wanted to take her out into the alley for some fresh air, so thoughtful...
Latrina didn't struggle at all as her dance partner became very handsy, groping her, and she didn't resist as he turned her around to lift up her skirt and pull down her panty and pantyhose. She would never resist her owner after all. Obedience is life.
Owner must be very eager, she thought as she let out a sharp hiss of pain as he entered her ass without using lube. Latrina had trained herself not to cry out as owner would cue her in if he wanted her to scream or vocalize.
Latrina was relieved somewhat and confused a bit because the cock now thrusting into her ass didn't hurt as much as it should be.
It felt different somehow.
Smaller.
Wait a minute...despite her stupor, she was suddenly aware that the man fucking her wasn't owner...this isn't owner, it can't be, she realized as the strange man was railing her ass, pressing her body up against a filthy dumpster, holding her in place.
Latrina thought to struggle against the stranger when after one more deep thrust he ground down hard on her bottom. She heard the stranger gasp in pleasure and felt the warm wet impact of his cum as it spurt and splat deep inside of her ass.
"Damn girl, your ass was fine but it's time to fuck that pussy now." The stranger said.
When he spun her around Latrina saw the face of the nice man who bought her the drink and had danced with her. Strangely his face contorted into one of shock and disgust as he glanced down to her waist and legs.
"You have a cock? You're a tranny? You Fucking bitch!"
Latrina never saw the blow that hit her coming. Knocked back against the dumpster she tried to take a step but fell over as her panties and panty hose had been pushed down to her knees when the handsome stranger fucked her ass. Her legs were restrained by them, preventing Latrina from maintaining her balance.
Almost immediately Latrina felt the surge of adrenaline and she momentarily snapped out of her drug induced stupor.
Latrina laughed out loud as she struggled to pull up her panties and panty hose, covering her small penis and coincidentally trapping the strangers cum now leaking from her ruined asshole.
"That's pathetic. My Owner hit's way harder than that." Latrina broke into hysterical giggles "You hit like a girl!"
Apparently that was the wrong thing to say as the man got angrier. He pulled back his fist and was about to hit her again when...
Things seem to shift in to slow motion as Latrina looked past the handsome stranger. From out of the shadows and darkness she saw Linda swung a bottle, breaking it against the man's head, knocking him out.
"Call the police"
Latrina spontaneously decided to search his pockets and took out a wallet and a couple vials of some liquid. This must be that GHB stuff Samantha mentioned, she mused.
"You shouldn't drug and rape girls." she said to the handsome unconscious stranger.
**
Not surprisingly, as Linda spoke to the police, Samantha followed Latrina to the Emergency Room. For the second time since her rescue Latrina lost her clothing as evidence of suspected rape and had to endure the probing and swabbing of the nurse with the rape kit.
Latrina wasn't very upset about the GHB, or about being hit. But those clothes had cost her almost 30 dollars. After taxes that was 3 hours of work! And the tartan mini-skirt was so old it was a vintage classic. It actually had a Made in the USA label.
She was angry at the man who deceived her. Bought her a drink and seemed all nice only to use her the way he did. He wasn't Owner, who does he think he is?
And in that moment Latrina finally had an epiphany.
Owner shouldn't have hurt her either.
Realization dawned in Latrina's conscious mind that Owner was not a rescuer after all.
And for the first time in nearly 13 years emotions of anger, despair, sadness, and joy overwhelmed her carefully constructed fortitude. As her mental walls came down and Latrina, bawling like a baby, burst out into tears, and somehow knew what she needed to do. She had to make it right.
**
The Trial.
Prosecuting Attorney Irma Ryley Hotte had laid out her case that Jane Doe/Latrina was kidnapped, raped, and tortured and that Darnell Demetrius Tonga was the perpetrator of these crimes.
Despite being rushed by the limited preparation time she knew she had a strong case and despite not enough time to review all the evidence the evidence she did present was compelling.
After opening statements, where Darnel Demetrius Tonga waived his right to make an opening statement, Irma led with the Original Rape video.
The defense objected over showing the videos as inflammatory and prejudicial, but the judge ruled against him.
Irma showed other videos of corporal punishment and torture. The defense didn't challenge any of them.
Irma showed the jury the white van with the mattress in the back.
She had experts testify on the Criminal definitions for Kidnapping, rape, and torture.
She had Dr. Nisenvy testify on her diagnosis of Stockholm syndrome and PTSD and had her explain her diagnosis of the accused as having psychopathic traits and antisocial personality disorder.
Irma only felt uneasy about not calling Jane Doe Latrina to the stand. She believed her testimony would not be compelling and was compromised due to her condition. Despite learning about Latrina's epiphany, a "breakthrough" as Dr. P. Nisenvy called it; she had just been raped, again, and was probably an unreliable witness. They couldn't even identify who she was prior to her kidnapping. The police had made no headway in finding her original identity.
So notwithstanding her unwillingness to have the victim testify, Irma felt like she was in a strong position with the jury when she rested her case.
**
All eyes in the court were on Darnell Demetrius Tonga as he rose to begin his defense. Acting as his own attorney for the defense he had still hired a practicing attorney as side chair for advice and counsel only.
It was a complete surprise to everyone when he called himself to the stand.
Even Judge Malarkey watched with interest as the defendant took the stand and was sworn in.
"First of all let me set the record straight. I rescued "Latrina" and these videos are actually defense exhibits." Darnell began his statement.
"Latrina was injured and confused. She had suffered a blow to the head. I offered to take her to the hospital but she didn't want to go." Darnell lied "So I took her to my place to look after her."
"During her recovery we spent a great deal of time together. It was during this time that she confessed how much she hated her old life and just wished she could get away from it all. I found her fascinating and it was during this time that our sexual relationship also began."



"What we have is definitely a kinky relationship but it is also a consensual relationship. It may be unusual, yes, but not illegal or criminal. What two consenting adults to in the privacy of their own home are not for the state to regulate."
'At this time I'd like to have my co-chair play video evidence exhibit A."
"Objection, this video has not been viewed before by the court." Irma objected.
"All these videos were seized by the prosecution. Not my fault they haven't watched it." Darnell countered.
"The objection is overruled."
Darnell's attorney produced and played the video. On screen for the entire court to see was a kinky wedding video of Latrina standing and reciting vows wearing a wedding outfit consisting entirely of white lingerie.
"Objection your honor, a video sham marriage doesn't constitute a legal marriage."
"Actually your honor, at the time this was made it did in fact constitute a common law marriage consistent with common law marriage laws per state statues. That the law was changed later doesn't change what we did back then."
"Prosecution is overruled."
"I, Latrina Gina Davis, do solemly swear, to love, honor, cherish, and obey..." The video was allowed to play to its quick conclusion.
Irma thought about it and noticed the passing resemblance to the actress in Latrina's name but still...
"In this next video you will see..." Darnell continued his defense...
The video was one where Darnell was demonstrating hairstyling techniques for Latrina by teasing and styling her hair. Latrina's appreciative comments didn't help the prosecutor's case.
"It's Lovely"
"I will teach you and you will learn to do this for yourself"
"Of course Owner, anything to make you happy."
Then the next video he produced was one where Latrina appeared thankful after Darnell had presented Latrina with new cosmetics and lingerie; given as gifts in gift wrapping no less.
"That was for Valentines day." Darnell added from the stand.
As the video progressed Darnell sounded positive as he reinforced Latrina's self image.
"I also let her out when she wanted to go out." The next video that was queued up began to play and a street scene unfolded on the television. "Latrina was not a captive at all. Here I have video of her going for a walk."
This was news to the prosecutor. Latrina Jane Doe had said that in the 13 years of captivity she never left the basement dungeon.
The video showed Latrina dressed in a micro miniskirt, tight top, thigh high stiletto heels, too much makeup and long teased hair. She was approached by strange men whom she promptly rejected.
The prosecutor was stunned that Darnell would introduce this video as evidence. Had Latrina actually been sent out to be a street walking prostitute?
"Also, we celebrated her birthday every year." The next video cut to a scene of Latrina being thankful for birthday cake and a present. Opening the present she received a new sex toy, and was seen to gush enthusiastically over it. She then started to use the toy to scoop off frosting from her cake and suck the frosting off the toy.
Judge Malarkey ordered the tape stopped before the prosecutor could object but the scene managed to stop on a still of Latrina begging for Darnell's cock for her next birthday present.
"Your honor, these videos clearly show that Jane Doe is suffering from Stockholm syndrome, not a willing partner in a twisted romantic relationship."
"That's for the jury to decide" Darnell countered back.
The judge banged his gavel "Order...there will be order in the court!"
"Your honor," The Irma Hotte began slowly "This evidence demands that we reopen our case, we wish to call Jane Doe, also known as Latrina to the stand to rebut these outlandish statements."
"Objection your honor. As a married woman, Latrina is protected from the prosecution's attempt to force her to testify against her husband. Further, given the brain damage she suffered...uh...from her fall 13 years ago, she isn't capable of coherent testimony. In fact, we have learned that while she was under the protection of the city she was in fact drugged and raped. She is hardly in any condition to appear in court."
Darnells objections were well reasoned, clear, and technically correct. Irma hadn't hated him before, but now she did. He was actually being effective at representing himself in a court of law.
It came as no surprise that the Judge ruled in favor of the Defense. Jane Doe's testimony was inadmissible due to probable married status and diagnosed mental deficiency.
Irma looked out at the jury as they were all attentive and following the proceedings eagerly. She had to admit that DDT wasn't an idiot after all and was doing well in court.
Irma regretted her decision not to call Latrina as a witness, but even with 20-20 hindsight the risk of her testimony was too great.
There was no rescue from this shit show now.
**
Despite cross examining Darnell Tonga, Irma was unable to make him retract a statement, trick him, or get him to question his own motives for rescuing Latrina.
Ultimately she had to conclude her cross examination.
The defense continued by presenting a psychiatrist with their own expert opinions to rebut Dr. Nisenvy's.
They even questioned the validity of the scientific method in Psychology arguing that it was a "soft science" and played fast and loose with the rules.
Irma knew they were only trying to create doubt in the mind of Jury.
Their expert compared Darnell's alleged list of psychopathic indicators to other lists such as to alcoholism. They argued that the existence of a list can be interpreted so many ways that anybody could be labeled as a psychopath or an alcoholic.
Their expert argued that it doesn't allow for strong willed passionate and intelligent people to overcome adversity or succeed without being labeled by those 'others'.
**
When it finally came time for closing arguments Irma Ryley Hotte summed up the prosecutors case in her own admirable way, but there was no accounting for the charisma that Darnell Demetrius Tonga brought to the courthouse floor.
He argued that the claims that alleged "abuse" of Latrina were simply Darnell and Latrina role playing and finding those limits and not exceeding them.
"Verbal abuse" was also just role-play. They both knew it and accepted and participated in it willingly.
She was kept in the basement due to her agoraphobia and fear of people, as well as for their passionate relationship. The one time she wanted to go out had ended badly with multiple men hitting on her and soliciting her for sex. She found it so uncomfortable she never wanted to go out again.
"I've told my story using the words of others and the evidence presented by the prosecution. There is no need to bore you, or keep you here in court, on jury duty, away from your families, business, and lives any longer than you already have."
"The facts speak for themselves...I rescued her...I cared for her...I loved her...This relationship may be unusual, it may be kinky, but it is not criminal. The only verdict that you can find that is supported by the evidence is not guilty."
"Thank you, the defense rests."
**
Jane Doe Latrina watched as the defense closed their case, she left quickly after both sides made their closing arguments.
Latrina realized that Owner would probably get away with it. She couldn't imagine anyone finding him guilty. Some of the jurors were actually nodding their heads along in agreement when Darnell was making his points.
She never saw Darnell out in public before so she never realized how charismatic and charming he could be in person. She only knew of the controlling and abusive Owner.
Latrina decided then and there she would have to get her revenge. If the Jury returned a verdict of not guilty, she would be ready.
Latrina went out to the mall and made a bee line straight to the Victoria's Secret store.
"I need a bra fitting please." Latrina had thought she was slightly above an A cup and was not surprised when the attendant directed her to bras with a B cup.
"Your breasts are actually larger than an A but slightly smaller than a B. These bras have a built in push up function and will do wonders for your cleavage" the attendant gushed. Latrina selected a white satin push up bra.
After that it was an easy matter to buy matching white satin panties as well.
And she purchased pink thigh high stockings and a pink garter belt to go with it.
A stop at the shoe store for new high heels; black with 5 inch stilettos that completed the look.
The final store was a fetish shop near her hotel. The BDSM section had the item she wanted; a gold collar with 'CUNT" in metal letters riveted onto it.
Latrina had purchased for herself the exact same uniform of the day that Owner had made her wear almost every day of her life for the last 13 years.
As an afterthought Latrina stopped by the thrift store and found a woman's trench coat.
Finally, she made an appointment to get her hair done, as well as a salon make-over. After all, everything had to be perfect for Owner.
**
City News Now
Darnell Tonga Found Not Guilty.
In a stunning jury decision, Darnell Demetrius Tonga was found not guilty of kidnapping, rape and torture. Prosecutors admit they were stunned by the verdict as video evidence shown to the jury was clearly evidence of the abuse suffered by the victim at the hands of the accused.
Women's groups and transgender advocates also condemned the decision.
The news camera showed Darnell Tonga on the front steps of the courthouse...large groups of protestors and counter-protesters held signs and tried to drown each other out with competing chants.
"Master's Rule/ Slaves Serve" read one sign.
"Slaves and Subs Serves Silently" was held up by a woman in a black latex catsuit. A man in a gimp suit groveled at her feet.
"Support Non-Traditional Marriage" Read another.
"Love knows Bounds" Read yet another sign held up by a woman in chains.
"Ties that Bind" and "Live, Laugh, Love" also populated the scenery.
"This is a great day for justice!" Mr. Tonga was quoted as saying as he left via the front doors to the court house. "Romantic couples who engage in erotic role play have a right to not be questioned in how they conduct their private affairs."
There was no word from the prosecuting attorney's office on whether or not Mr. Tonga, who was found injured at a mass-murder crime scene believed to be the work of cartel members would face additional charges of drug trafficking or homicide.
**
Agent Albi Bock was standing his surveillance detail of Darnell's residence and was interested when a young woman walked down the street and approached DDT's home. In the early evening light it was difficult to see who she was.
He zoomed in on her with the telephoto lens of his camera and his interest was piqued when he was able to see that Latrina Jane Doe was making her way to Darnell Demetrius Tonga's front door.
Agent Bock made sure that his cameras were recording the scene from a distance as he watched and waited. He had just learned that the jury, after only 1 day of deliberations, had come back with a verdict of not guilty earlier that morning.
**
Latrina walked confidently up to Darnell's home. She found it odd that she had never seen it before today. She had to use Google street view to find it after finding his address listed in an on line public telephone directory.
All that time she had been hidden away in his basement and he had lived right out in the open, no one ever suspecting.
She loosened the waist belt around her trench coat slightly as she approached the front door. Taking a deep breath, Latrina reached out and rang the buzzer.
"Well, if that don't beat all." Owner's voice sounded from a hidden speaker somewhere in the doorway.
Latrina looked up and around before she spotted the recessed security camera looking down on her from above.
"Owner, I have found you." She tried to make her voice sound sultry, just like owner expected.
"And you can go away. What do you think you're doing anyway?" Darnell watched Latrina on his security monitor. Although he was curious he had no intention of letting her in. Something strange must be going on.
"I've come back to you Owner." Darnell watched as the Latrina on camera took off her overcoat revealing that she wore nothing but her uniform of the day; panties and bra, stockings and garter belts, high heels and collar.
Darnell watched as Latrina folded her coat neatly and placed it on the door step before her, then gracefully knelt down onto it, bowed her head and waited.
Darnell was nonplussed. He clicked off the intercom and watched the monitor as Latrina knelt on his front door step. It would be cooling off outside now that the sun had set. Sure enough, he could see that she was shivering a little.
Why was she here? Darnell watched with interest for over an hour as Latrina stayed kneeling, even when a stranger walking his dog past the door, looked up, shook his head in dismissal, and walked away.
Darnell Demetrius Tonga smiled as the stranger with the dog walked away. All his neighbors knew to keep away from his home. He had done many things to make sure that his dwelling was safe and secure. "Reminding" those who were too curious... well... eventually word got around.
Darnell finally let his curiosity get the best of him. Rising from his seat he made his way to his front door and opened it.
Latrina did not look up when the door opened. Her training meant that she must remain motionless until Owner spoke to her first.
"What do you want?" He finally asked.
"You did say in court I was your wife." Latrina answered obediently.
"That was role play; the court misunderstood my statement, not that I'm complaining." Darnell chuckled darkly and knowingly.
Darnell looked around the empty darkened streets and after a moments hesitation finally summoned Latrina inside.
Latrina delicately picked up her jacket and held it carefully in front of her as she stood up and keeping her head respectfully bowed, walked into Owner's home.
She only had a few moments to glimpse at what appeared to be a machine shop of sorts taking up the mostly empty shop floor space as her owner took her by her elbow and directed her up a set of stairs.
Taken upstairs Latrina was astonished at the studio apartment that took up the entire second floor. Not that she had any time to look around or explore. Owner immediately made her kneel down again, and as he sat down in a leather chair gave one command.
"Explain yourself!"
Latrina did, and as she spoke she inflected as much sincerity as she could.
"Owner, the police took me from my room. They dragged me away to a hospital. They told me terrible things about you. They said you were a bad man. They said that you mistreated me. But I know my owner. Owner rescued me. Owner takes care of me. Owner loves me and keeps me safe. I owe my owner my life."
Darnell watched Latrina and surprise turned to shock and then acceptance.
Everything she just said made sense. Darnell felt the rush of power and of realization of the control he had over her. They never called her to testify because she couldn't. Darnell now knew that his conditioning of Latrina was effective and total. Her obedience at the hospital bead in intensive care was proof of that.
The rush of this realization was quite heady. He needed a test; something more to prove her obedience.
"What you say is true. Now prove what you say and kneel before me and suck my dick."
Latrina crawled forward slowly; she went down to all fours and lowered the arch of her back to cause her buttocks to rise up invitingly. She used the cat like movements Owner had trained her to use; only rising up just enough to reach Owners cock when she was between Owner's knees.
Reaching quickly to unzip owner's trousers she found his meaty cock nestled within and drew it out of his fly.
"What's its name?" Owner asked.
"Kong!" Latrina answered as she then gave his meat a long lick along the top from head to shaft to base.
"What else"
"Big Meat." Latrina answered dutifully as she stroked his thickening shaft and gave another long wet lick on the underside from his circumcision scar town to his scrotum and balls.
"Anything else?" Owner sighed slightly as he relaxed under her oral attention.
Latrina sighed in appreciation. There were so many pet names that Owner made her memorize for his 8 inch long, 2 inch thick, and 6 inch around massive penis, but with all of her practice any of them would be easy for her to recite.
"Cunt's Gagger." Latrina responded enthusiastically as she now took his semi-hard dick and opened her mouth to swallow.
"That's right Cunt. You want me to take you back?"
"MmmHmmm..." Latrina moaned loudly in the affirmative...since she couldn't speak with her mouth full of cock.
"Do you think I should take you back?" Owner asked.
Latrina detected the change in his tone. This was a trick question she realized. As she bobbed her head back up from the base of his cock to the tip she let Owner's cock slip from her mouth as she answered.
"If that's what Owner wants..." and just as quickly bobbed her open mouth back down onto Owner's now rock hard cock.
Latrina slowly increased tempo and speed on her head bobs, swirling her tongue around the tip of his cock at the top of her head bob and humming slightly each time she bobbed down to the base of his cock.
Finding a steady rhythm she then started to fondle Owners massive balls with her other hand. She had to please owner and she needed to follow her plan.
Darnell watched as Cunt arguably gave him the best blow job she had ever given him. Her enthusiasm was obvious and her talents as well. Darnell accepted that she was sincere and that he had broken and trained her so completely that she was entirely his devoted slave. She was everything he had always wanted.
That thought alone finally drove him over the edge. He shot about two weeks worth of stored cum down Cunt's filthy hot wet mouth. Darnell watched to make sure she didn't spill a drop of his precious seed. He watched as her jaw muscles flexed as she swallowed over and over, savoring every last bit of his cum.
Latrina worked hard to swallow all her Owners cum. She forced herself down as far as she could go, every bit as far as when Owner was throat fucking her so that his cum would shoot down her throat with the least amount of effort. Still, some managed to fill her mouth, especially when she had to take a breath to avoid suffocation.
But as his cum slowly tapered off and no more issued forth from his cock head, Latrina relaxed, swallowed some more, then began to lick his cock. Topside, underside, left side, then right side, and then one more quick swirl with her tongue around the mushroom head of his circumcision scar, cleaning it all from any last bit of left over cum.
Larina sat back onto her heels, kneeling before Owner and swallowed once more to make sure Owner saw her take the last of his cum down her throat.
"Stand up and turn around."
Latrina obeyed her order.
Darnell took Latrina's panties by the hem and lowered them down letting them drop to her feet. Then taking her by her hips he pulled her back and down onto his lap.
"You get my dick in your ass now."
Latrina balanced her hands on Darnell's huge thighs as he positioned his still hard dick at the entrance to her ass-pussy. Slowly lowering herself onto his throbbing cock, Latrina was grateful she had used as much saliva as she had. It wasn't the same as lube but it would still do the trick.
Darnell's cock slid easily inside her and Latrina let her body weight carry her down until his meat sword was buried to the hilt inside her ass-pussy.



"Hhnnggh..." Latrina moaned as her ass stretched to accommodate his huge intrusion.
"Now bounce girl." Darnell ordered next.
So typical, Latrina thought, to make her do all the work. Latrina obeyed the order and slowly at first, to adapt to the massive anal intrusion, and then with increasing tempo bounced higher and higher on Darnell's dick.
The sounds of sighs and gasps, slaps of skin on skin, and groans of pleasure slowly filled the room as Latrina did as Owner bade. Her tiny cock, free from her panties gathered around her ankles was hard but she was in no danger of cumming. She made sure to avoid stimulating her prostrate as she worked Owner's cock with her ass. Owner didn't like it when she came anyway. It was always all about him.
Owner had just cum in her mouth and down her throat so Latrina knew she would be in it for the long haul. Already her leg muscles were feeling the strain. Her quads, hamstrings, and gleuts were starting to burn with the build up of lactic acid. She used her arms more to balance and lift herself up to maintain her rhythm and endurance.
Latrina was just thankful that she had the foresight to give herself an enema in preparation for tonight. Using the disposable bottle from the pharmacy was new as opposed to the enema bag Owner made her keep in her dungeon. But it worked and now her clean and wet ass was being impaled by her owner's huge cock.
Just like any other day really.
Finally, after a good 15 minutes of bouncing up and down on owners cock, Owner finally erupted again inside her with a low throaty growl and the wet internal impact of cum deep inside her bowels.
Latrina waited until owner lifted her off. She made sure to lick owners cock clean again just like the last time; topside, underside, left side, then right side, and then one more swirl with her tongue around the his meaty mushroom head, cleaning it all. Finally she pulled her panties up from her ankles trapping Owner's spent residual cum.
"Good girl" Owner actually praised her.
"Thank you Owner." Latrina answered as expected.
"You seem parched. May I fetch you some water from the kitchen?"
Darnell looked at Latrina with curiosity. He had been training her to anticipate his needs for some time. It would seem that aspect of her training was still in effect as well.
"Yeah, a tall glass of water, and get my pain meds from the counter as well." He ordered.
Latrina rose smoothly from her kneeling position onto her 5 inch high stiletto heels and walked with poise toward the open concept kitchen area with the squishy feeling of cum sliding around in her ass. Fortunately the glasses were in a cabinet with glass panels and were obvious.
She found his pills by the sink and as she made to fill the glass from the tap received her first rebuke of the day.
"Not tap water," Owner growled "bottled water from the fridge."
Latrina immediately went to the refrigerator and opened it up, finding an unopened bottle of pure spring water. Taking the bottle of pills, bottle of water, and glass back to her owner, she once again knelt in front of him.
She handed him his pills, opened the bottle of water and poured out a glassful before handing him the glass and recapping the water bottle.
Darnell watched as Latrina sat obediently and waited for her next command.
"I'm gonna get some sleep. I can't have you wandering about." Darnell produced a pair of handcuffs. "Put your hands behind your back."
Latrina did as she was told and Owner cuffed her hands behind her.
"You can sleep on the floor till I figure out what I'm gonna do with you."
"Yes Owner." Latrina answered happily.
Darnell watched as Latrina lay down, using her jacket as a pillow, and curled into a little ball to make ready to sleep. The hardwood floor would hardly be considered comfortable, but Darnell didn't care. As long as Latrina obeyed was all that mattered.
Darnell went to bed, he watched Latrina as she lay there for a long time before finally falling asleep.
**
When Latrina finally heard the lights click off she opened her eyes. In the darkened room she could still make out all the details as there was enough light filtering in from the windows. Darnell had left her restrained on the floor.
Latrina waited and waited until she heard the sounds of heavy deep even breathing. Her owner was now fast asleep.
Gently pushing herself up to a kneeling position she looked around the room again. She verified that Owner was still asleep.
She reached into a hidden hole in the bottom hem of her jacket and retrieved the handcuff keys she had brought with her. She had left her jacket pockets empty in case Owner had searched them and although he hadn't she still felt pride in hiding the key.
Gently and quietly she unlocked the cuffs binding her hands behind her back. She placed the cuffs softly on the floor, and again checking that Owner was asleep, took off her high heels. Latrina needed to move silently and the heel taps on the studio apartment hard wood floors would have given her away.
Latrina then retrieved the bottle of water owner had left on the side table next to the leather chair and removed one more vial from the hidden pocket in the hem of her jacket. The vial of liquid GHB she had taken from the rapist at the dance club would be perfect for her use. Latrina took the vial of GHB and opened it up and poured the contents into the water bottle.
Walking as slowly and as silently as a ghost Latrina made her way to Owners bed. She swirled the contents of the water bottle to mix them thoroughly as she walked.
At the night stand she found the half consumed glass of water that owner had been drinking from. She saw that he took a sip whenever he stirred from his sleep. It was something that he had often done whenever he bothered to tie her up on her basement bed and spend the night with her.
After all, it is important to stay hydrated.
Latrina quietly poured the mixture of GHB and water from the water bottle into Owner's glass and gave the glass a small swirl to mix it before slowly retreating back to her spot on the floor.
Latrina lay back down on the floor and watched and waited as owner slept until almost an hour later, near midnight, when he stirred from his sleep, looked over at her to see her still at her spot on the floor, and then took a long drink from his glass.
Latrina waited another quarter hour until she was sure Owner had fallen back asleep and the drug would probably have affected him.
Latrina then stood up and went down stairs to find the basement.
**
Darnell Demetrius Tonga woke up feeling tired and stiff. He tried to stretch out the kinks of his muscles only to discover that he was restrained. Confusion flared into anger as Darnell realized that he was tied up spread eagle in his own bed.
"CUNT!" He roared "WHAT DID YOU DO?"
Latrina Jane Doe was startled at the sudden outburst. She was so startled by it that she broke the yolk of the fried egg she was making for her breakfast.
Plating the egg next to the whole wheat toast and bacon she had just cooked, she turned off the burner of the stove, took a fork, and made her way to Owner's bed.
"I wondered when you would wake up." She said.
"Cunt! Untie me now or so help me god you will never forget the pain I will rain down...AAAAAUUGH..."
"Oops. Dropped my bacon. It's still hot you know."
Latrina watched as the hot bacon grease made a minor burn on Owner's abs. She gingerly picked up the piece of bacon and set it back on her plate to cool.
"Untie me now!" Owner growled. He tensed and pulled against his restraints and although the nylon straps creaked from the strain and the bed frame itself flexed the bonds held firm.
"I see you find your self in a position that I'm far more used to than you are." Latrina took a bite of her egg, then a bite of toast, then a bite of her bacon.
Darnell pulled as hard as he could against the restraints but to no avail. Spread eagle on his master bed, with a metal frame that he himself built, all four limbs were secured to each corner of the bed frame, with a collar and lash from his neck to the headboard and another strap around his abdomen to either side of the bed. Darnell's anger reached its pinnacle as he struggled against the bonds.
"When I went down to the basement I was worried when I saw that all the stuff had been taken away. I guess it was seized as evidence. I thought I would have to tear up the sheets off my bed. But in your shop I saw these nylon tie down straps and thought that I could use them as restraints."
Latrina smiled at her resourcefulness.
"I wanted to use the leather straps on my bed from the basement and I remember I had made the bed before you ordered me to use the throat training dildo. I had tucked the straps under the mattress like usual. I guess the police found them and took them though...."
Darnell roared again and tried to break the bonds.
"Be careful, you'll give yourself ligature marks." Latrina offered helpfully as she ate another bite of egg, then toast, then bacon.
Darnell realized he was in danger. He couldn't break the straps. He decided to try and reason with Cunt.
"Why? Why this? After all I've done for you. I've rescued you, saved you, kept you and fed you and trained you and this is how you repay me?"
Latrina was thoughtful for quite some time. Darnell thought that maybe she realized how much trouble she would be in if she didn't let him go. He was astonished when she finally answered.
"Yes."
Latrina took the last bite of egg, then the last bite of toast, and then the last bit of bacon. She then took her plate and fork to the kitchen and proceeded to wash the dishes, utensils and silverware. Darnell watched as she washed the pots and pans and cleaned up the kitchen and put everything away in its proper place.
In between struggles with the tie-down straps he watched her as she took a swiffer from his cleaning closet and cleaned the hardwood floors. He watched as she took a rag and wiped down the leather chair he had fucked her on the day before. She then rinsed the rag out with soap and water in the sink. She walked over to the thermostat.
"Don't you touch my thermostat!" Darnell ordered.
Latrina hesitated only a moment. Then...she deliberately disobeyed an order.
"Ok dad." She rolled her eyes as she turned down the thermostat and wiped it clean with the rag.
Latrina smiled as she remembered the times Owner had left her tied to her bed without a blanket, shivering in the dungeon. Turnabout is fair play after all.
Darnell watched Latrina, still wearing her uniform of the day, as she walked gracefully over to the trench coat she had set on another chair, picked it up, and put it on, pocketed the rag, and then put her heels back on as well.
"You were asleep when I took a shower to wash out my ass and hand-wash my panties. There was a LOT of cum to wash out. You're shower is totally scrubbed clean by the way." Latrina announced with a smile.
"You can't leave me like this." Darnell shouted.
"Yes I can." Latrina answered softly. "You're evil."
Latrina walked toward the stairs to make her exit, the gentle tapping of her heels on the hardwood floor the only sound in the room until Owner yelled one more time.
"You better pray that I don't break free because when I find you I will kill you; you fucking deceitful ungrateful lying fucking whore!!!"
Latrina watched as Owner struggled uselessly against the bonds one more time.
"Then I'll pray you don't get free."
**
Albi Bock listened in on the conversation from the bug he had planted in the ceiling of the studio apartment and had to admit to himself that the trannie had balls.
He watched from his long lens as she exited the front door and made her way down the street disappearing around the corner; her hair and makeup still intact, the trench coat pulled tight around her narrow waist and the sway of her ass and hips betraying nothing of her true gender. She looked like just another girl making her walk of shame after a night out.
It was unfortunate that it came to this but Albi Bock decided that he had to go over to DDT's residence and do something.
Albi Bock entered through the front door; Latrina hadn't bother locking it, and rapidly made his way to the upstairs studio apartment. He walked straight over to the bed to find DDT, naked and restrained and still struggling.
Darnell's face fell as he realized who was now standing over him.
"I never thought it would be you. How did you finally get me?"
"The police think I am a DEA agent." Albi Bock answered truthfully.
Darnell laughed humorlessly. "A DEA agent? You? That's rich!"
Albi Bock nodded in agreement. Rival cartels often went to great lengths to outcompete their competition. That Darnell was on the other side compared to Albi...well, it was just business after all.
"Darnell, you remember how I always told you I'd kill you last?"
"Yeah."
Albi Bock pulled out his knife.
"I lied"
**
After being released from being a material witness Latrina was finally placed in a home specializing in care of people with TBI and memory loss issues. For most it was a lot like a minimum security prison hospital.
Amazingly, Latrina thrived after receiving a diagnosis of Gender Dysphoria and she was allowed and encouraged to dress femininely.
Latrina had even kept her job as a hotel maid and occasional front desk clerk.
The only worry was the disappearance of Darnell. Police had arrived a day later with a warrant for his arrest on drug trafficking but Darnell was nowhere to be found. Police assumed he had fled the city and had issued an All Points Bulletin and were on the lookout but...
Sitting in the small coffee shop Latrina heard the news personally from Detective Hunt. Detective Shaw thought she looked disappointed.
"Coffee for Tya...Taya...Tyla..." The barista droned trying to find the owner of the drink.
"So you need to be careful. If he's still out there he may come for you." Shaw said.
"I'll will." Latrina answered.
**
"I see you are doing very well." Dr. P. Nisenvy was wrapping up her last interview with her patient.
"Yes. And I've even decided on one other thing you asked me about."
"You've decided on a name for yourself?"
"Yes."
Dr. Nisenvy looked at her patient who appeared eager to reveal her name. Her demeanor indicated that she was anticipating this as much as a child was anticipating a Christmas present.
"And what have you chosen?"
"I've decided on Laura."
"Laura, that's a lovely name."
"Yes...Laura Jane West." Laura announced and broke into a beautiful smile.
"It suits you. I think you've chosen well." Laura really was quite lovely. She should pass as a woman in public with no difficulty; her presentation and demeanor were excellent.
Laura Jane West smiled brightly. She had a future to look forward to after all.
**
Fredrick Stone sat alone in his apartment. It was the weekend and he was watching television. His coworkers had invited him over to a game but Fred didn't want to bother buying anything to bring for the potluck tailgate they threw for each game day.
He wasn't called Fred 'Skin-Flint' Stone for nothing.
Truth be told this game today was boring and lacking in any real action. Fred decided to check his mail on the half time and was disappointed to see that the only letter was for someone else; a wrong delivery no doubt.
The address to this apartment was correct but the delivery was in some other guy's name.
Fred was bored and instead of just trashing the envelope decided to open it and read it.
It was a letter from some bank that was about to close down an inactive account due to required amount of time under law...blah blah blah...and inadequate funds left in the account....any money left will be absorbed by the bank and the state...blah blah blah...and to please contact us immediately if this letter is in error.
Fred looked at the name and address on the letter again; Lawrence James Westley.
Nope, didn't know him. Must've just been some guy who rented this place before I did, he thought.
He thought about the bank though. Fuck those guys, thinking they're so clever and better than you just taking your money like that.
Oh well, not my concern, he thought as he dropped the letter into the trash, the game was back on anyway.
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Mom? Are you there? Mom?
Oh...Hi mom...wow, I didn't know we could get cell phone reception way out here.
Sorry I'm breathing so heavily. My 36 DD bosom is heaving because I'm trying to catch my breath. When my cell phone rang I tried to find a place with a good signal to answer so the call wouldn't drop.
No. I'm not out of breath because I'm pregnant. I take precautions. I make sure to give Bigfoot a blowjob every time before we fuck and drain his dick of all his cum first.
Well, usually he grabs me by my long blond ponytail and holds onto it like a handle for my head and helps me by pushing and pulling on my hair to make his blow job the best blow job it can be.
I know right, Bigfoot is always so considerate and helpful like that. I really got lucky finding him and having him for my boyfriend.
What does Bigfoot's dick and cum taste like?
Gee mom, aren't you such a saucy little slut!
Well, it tastes a lot like daddy's dick but more musty with less old spice cologne.
Never you mind how I know what daddy's dick tastes like.
And Bigfoot's cum?
Well...cum is cum...I guess it's a little more natural though since he's a vegan mostly.
Why can't vegan cum be a thing?
If Bigfoot is a vegan then his cum is vegan. Its just science I'm sure of it.
OK, I know cum is also protein, I'm a bimbo, not stupid! It's vegan protein cum...duh!!
No mom. I'm sorry. I don't want to fight.
Actually mom, I'm really glad you called. Bigfoot and I could really use your help.
No mom. I don't mean make another porno together. Our girl on girl scene was hot but...
No I don't think you're too old. It's just...
No. Not at all, it's just that our spanking scene right before our sex scene where you put me over your knee and redden my rear with my hairbrush...
Yes, it was hot...but let me finish...mom...I just think that you really enjoyed that scene WAYYY too much.
YOU DID? Why?
Now that's just mean...I was playing a spoilt brat for that scene, not actually being one for, like, real you know.
I was not a spoilt brat growing up...ask daddy...he said I was a little princess!
OK mom, agree to disagree then. You say I was spoiled, daddy says I was perfect. I'm sure daddy is right on this one.
No mom, I'm not calling you a liar...I'd never call you a liar momma. Even all those times you lied to me I never called you a liar did I?
No I'm sorry mom. I didn't mean to be disrespectful.
Anyway mom, I could really use you help.
Humboldt County has really fallen on hard times since marijuana was made legal here in California.
Our crops are fine but distribution remains a problem and of course prices have gone way down since legalization.
B and I are having a rough time making ends meet.
You know I hate having to call you and ask for help but can you help us out?
No mom, I don't hate having to call you. I said I hate having to ask for help.
I'm 19 now and don't want to be a burden to you and daddy.
We just need a little money to tie us over until the royalties check from my latest movie "Back Country Rangers 2" comes in.
Yes...I know that the scene I described to you in the first movie where Bigfoot's dick somehow made it up my ass and through my tummy and up my throat all the way to the back of my mouth didn't really happen like that.
Yes...OK mom, I admit it. B fucked me in the ass after I blew him and then shot his load all over my face for the money shot.
Yes mom. FINE! I'll say it. You were right, it is impossible.
Lord knows we've tried often enough.
How did I make that mistake?
What can I say...cocaine is a hell of a drug!
Other than that everything here is fine.
The movie?
Oh, the second movie is just more of the same as the first one except it's totally, like, different!
We shoot it in a DIFFERENT national forest and instead of going in search of missing hikers we go in search of a missing plane only to discover it is really a UFO full of aliens!
How does the movie go?
Well Bigfoot is now hired by the national forest patrol as a ranger and I'm his partner. He has this natural ability with tracking and wilderness survival you know. We go out in search of an aircraft that was thought to have crashed in a remote wilderness area.
Naturally, we hike in and like, right away, we get naked in a pristine lake and after I suck his 18 inch cock and he blows his load in my face he grabs me around my 22 inch waist, flips me over and puts me on my back on a bed of moss and fucks my pussy hard.
After I cum he flips me onto my belly and I get on all fours and he grabs my 36 inch ass so he can fuck me there...you know, in the ass.
Yes mom...anal is still a big thing. You know this already.
Anyway, after he cums again, this time all over my back and ass we are taken by surprise and captured by the aliens.
Then what happens? Mom...no spoilers...you'll just have to watch the movie.
No...not Mexicans, aliens.
No...not illegal aliens, aliens from outer space aliens.
Well...I guess technically aliens that land in America without going through a border checkpoint and without visas are illegal aliens...you're not wrong.
No mom, I'm not saying you're wrong...I'm just saying your NOT wrong.
I dunno, it's something millennials say...you're not wrong...
It's a thing, apparently.
No, that doesn't mean you're right...it just means you're not wrong, OK...Gee Whiz mom...
Please mom...just send the money. The address is "Cave just past the big tree, after the bush and behind the large rock. National Forrest rd. Humboldt County California."
OK mom... I love you too.
Yes...FINE...I'll see if we can do another movie together...
UGH! Tomorrow OK? I'll ask the writer/producer/director/actor if he has anything for us tomorrow.
OK. Love you mom. Give daddy my love too.
No, not a blow job, that's not what I meant...I meant that...
Mom...mom?
Are you blowing him right now on the phone?
OMG MOM!
You're such a saucy little slut aren't you?
What's his dick taste like? Remind me ;)
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Dear Diary,
I've missed you.
I've really let you slide.
Being busy is no excuse. Writing is therapeutic and I intend to do it more; as often as I can.
Jewel glanced over to Donna and her perfect naked form sleeping in their marital bed. The steady thrum from the main engines was barely perceptible in the master stateroom. Jewel glanced out the massive window...porthole, she recalled, despite its size, she chided herself, and watched as the ocean slipped past.
Jewel admired how the blanket had slipped and exposed Donnas' back and her flawless skin. A sheet just clung to the curve of her body covering her full pert bottom from her waist to upper thigh. One perfect leg was exposed from thigh to foot.
Donna slept warm and would often cast off blankets and sheets in her sleep. Jewel tended to sleep cold and would cling to blankets and sheets, burrowing deep for warmth,
She glanced down to see the diamond wedding ring on her hand and smiled to herself. Since the wedding Jewel had been kept quite warm by their shared body heat and of course their shared passion for their marital bed and honeymoon.
Jewel shifted slightly in her seat as she experienced the soreness and satisfaction of their recent passion. Jewel also pondered something that was more concerning.
She couldn't understand why she had blanked out again.
She also couldn't believe that Donna had really brought a strap on for anal play for her.
She also couldn't believe that she had an orgasm from Donnas' expert use of the 6 inch dildo.
She remembered that something similar had happened with her husband and she never got around to asking her therapist what it was or why it happened. Maybe it was the smaller size of the dildo. Her dead former husband had a mammoth dick, ten inches and proportionally thick. Maybe because it was so big was the reason it always hurt her so much.
Well, as soon as they get back home after this trip she would investigate. The internet wasn't very helpful. She found a lot of misinformation before stumbling onto something about 'massaging the prostate'. She finally realized what it was her "Enemizer" was doing to her in the shower. She'd ask her therapist about it when they got back, once she found the time.
In the mean time, she returned her attention back to the diary page before her.
"So I am going to spend time during our honeymoon over the next few weeks to catch up with what has happened to me over the past year..."
**
One year ago...
Jewel awoke refreshed and rested. It was hard to imagine that her husband had been dead for less than a week.
After yesterday's funeral and reception she had climbed into bed, ready to collapse from exhaustion. Jewel glanced at the clock on the nightstand and saw she woke up just one minute prior to 7AM. Her household staff still kept to the schedule her husband had laid out and Jewel saw no reason to change it either. Daily routines made her days easier.
Jewel stretched under the covers and looked over the bed. Despite having sole occupancy of the bed since her husband's car crash, his time spent in a coma, and his death and funeral she still clung to the far edge of her side of the bed. Aside from her small corner, the rest of the king size bed looked as if it were still freshly made up.
She had another unpleasant dream.
In her dream she relived her husband's usual demand for oral relief when he awoke in the morning. Her dream was so vivid she could still remember feeling how difficult it was to take his huge ten inch cock into her warm wet mouth.
The soreness of her jaws as they stretched to accommodate his intrusion into her mouth.
The gagging sensation from his girth and length as his cock pushed past her gag reflex.
The unpleasant taste in her mouth after he shot his load of cum down her throat; and the trail of cum that formed when the residual cum would be dragged back up from her throat by the circumcision scar of his cock's mushroom head across her tongue.
In her dream she had struggled to swallow down the residue. She woke from her dream to find she was actually trying to swallow something. There was a reason fellatio was called a 'blow job'; it was a lot of work and effort.
Jewel dismissed the notion and smiled realizing that it was only a dream. Knowing it was only a dream gave her a surge of energy she hardly ever had the opportunity to feel.
Jewel kicked off all the sheets and warm blankets. Riding the surge of energy she stood up on top of the bed and kicked the sheets and blankets down to the footboard, ruining the bed's made-up un-slept-in appearance.
Precisely at 7 AM the bedroom door opened and her staff walked in.
One of the bodyguards opened the door and Muriel, Dianne, and one of her household staff, a maid, walked in.
They seemed momentarily taken aback to see Jewel standing up top center of the disheveled large king size bed instead of lying down or still asleep under the covers.
Jewel was wearing a sheer black lace nightie over similarly sheer black lace panties. Her brunette hair was tousled slightly from sleep...and from her efforts kicking off the sheets and blankets.
No doubt they wondered what she was doing up there.
"Good morning Lady Delacroix" Muriel began "I trust you slept well?" she asked with a slight hint of confusion in her question.
Jewel stepped off the edge of the mattress, bounced off her bottom from the mattress edge and landed on her feet on the bedroom floor.
"Never better!" She smiled as she answered. Jewel immediately placed her feet into her high heels she had set beside the bed the previous evening. When her husband had his accident and was in a coma she continued to wear her heels to bed as was expected of her.
After he died, she made her first act of rebellion. She slipped her heels off her feet before bed...and had a good nights sleep for the first time in...well...she really didn't know how long.
Muriel was her governess, and Jewel still didn't want to risk offending her. Not until she could fire her. Jewel had been consulting with her attorney and she was already apprised that once her husband's will was read she would likely have the authority to hire and fire her employees at her discretion.
Jewel didn't need her anymore. She didn't need her taunts or the forceful control she exercised over her on her husband's behalf. She could do her own makeup from now on.
"That's good to hear, but of course if you need anything in these sad and difficult times please let me know."
Jewel suspected that Muriel...and probably the rest of her staff...all expected her to behave as if she was mourning...grieving...as if she was actually SAD that her husband was dead. She was never so polite...usually...did she suspect Jewel was ready to fire her? She decided to say something.
"Thank you so much Muriel. Your concern means a lot to me. It has been hard...but I must grieve, and I must move on. I cannot let grief overwhelm me."
Her words appeared to have their intended effect as Muriel seemed accepting of her statement.
"We do have an easy schedule for you today My Lady" Dianne began. "Routine schedule of exercise, morning beauty, brunch, tour of the house and grounds, tea, staff interaction, diary time, and then dinner."
Jewel stood next to the serving cart and took a cup of tea as Dianne ran through a summary of Jewel's schedule for the day. Normally she would be served in bed but she was already up so...
Dianne was Jewel's social secretary and manager of her social media accounts. Jewel intended to keep her in her employ despite that she knew that her humiliation of her had been at the behest of her husband. Now Jewel would oversee everything and make sure the humiliation stopped and that Dianne acted only in Jewel's best interest.
"That's fine. Please also have the grotto cleaned and inspected. I feel like a soak before bed may do me some good." Take that Dianne; extra chores and an unplanned event.
"As you wish my lady."
"And what of tomorrow?" Jewel asked.
"By tomorrow you will have satisfied the seven days of isolation and private mourning. I have made your appointment for the day spa and they have scheduled all the treatments you requested; a full day of pampering to help you overcome your grief."
Dianne looked critically at Jewel as she spoke but gave no other indication as to what she was thinking.
"And for the rest of the week?" Jewel took another sip of tea.
"On the day after that, you're schedule is full and the appointments begin in earnest."
"At 8 AM you have your regular morning appointment with your therapist. The next day at 10 you and your attorney will meet with the executor of your husband's will. The day after that you will be meeting with your husband's financial advisors for a 12o'clock lunch appointment. The schedule is left open to be able to take care of any issues that arise from those meetings."
"Of course, for each day, if time permits, you will still be able to attend to household items as well as your daily workout after that."
Jewel crunched on her bagel with cream cheese and washed it down with the last of her tea. She ate delicately and with grace as she had been trained and which had since become natural for her.
As she finished she spoke to her staff. She noted that the maid who wheeled in her breakfast cart had averted her eyes. Jewel's sheer black nightie did next to nothing to conceal her large C cup breasts, aureoles and nipples.
The plunge cut of the nightie gave ample view of her décolletage while still designed to support her breasts, although they were so firm and pert that support wasn't necessary. Her large pink nipples poked visibly into the lace at the edges of the plunging neckline and were clearly defined by their prominence and by their contrasting pink tone against her slightly darker aureoles. The sheer fabrics of the nightie also cupped her bosom tightly against the fabric and flattered her fullness.
The cool bedroom air had caused her nipples to become erect and they formed quite an impression through the lace of the nightie. Just a bit of 'pop', Jewel noticed.
Jewel wasn't embarrassed. Her modesty was something her husband had never concerned himself with. In fact, when alone and in his company or in the privacy of their home he had actively prevented it. Her subtle exhibitionism was a source of eroticism for him and a source of gossip used to humiliate her with the staff.
Jewel had largely become oblivious and mostly unaware of the effects anymore. It was one more thing she couldn't control so it was one more thing she didn't bother to worry about. But now it was something she could address...if she even cared enough to bother.
More thoughts for the future, but not today.
"That will be fine. I shall change into my workout clothes. Also, I want to rehire my former personal trainer. Find her and see if she is interested. Please make sure that the bath is ready when I finish." She directed the maid.
"And Muriel, please lay out appropriate outfits for me for the meetings this week for my review while I do so; something office professional and modest."
There...take that! Jewel smugly thought. I'm the boss now!
"Of course My Lady."
Muriel and the Maid separated to perform their individual tasks. Jewel dismissed Dianne as well. She ate the remainder of her breakfast alone.
**
Jewel luxuriated in the gentle ministrations of the nail technicians as they tended to her fingers and toes. The warm tub of water where her feet were now soaking in gentle bath salts was amazing.
This day however was meant as a reward.
I survived Count Delacroix and my arranged marriage...and all I got was this lousy t-shirt...
Jewel giggled softly at her joke. Her good humor seemed to be returning since his death and burial just over a week ago. It seemed as if it had been years since she even felt like laughing. After seven days of required isolation for appearances of etiquette and decorum she was finally once again permitted to be seen in public.
Jewel was at least happy that going out or not was entirely on her own terms. She had booked the most expensive treatments available for a full day of pampering and was actually enjoying all of them to the fullest.
Jewel had been sent to a spa many times in her marriage. Although Leanne and later Muriel were amazingly skilled makeup artists, sending Jewel out in town on occasion was an expected part of her life as a 'married noble woman'.
Besides giving Leanne or Muriel a rest; sending Jewel out to be seen by other women and members of the general public had its own agenda. Initially, it was to humiliate her. But once Jewel was accustomed to these occasional trips, it was to acclimate to them. To get her used to the fact that she was a feminized male at her husband's insistence and that was to remain consistent and unchanged.
Jewel eventually started to enjoy the spa days. The foot bath, the seaweed wrap, the full body massage. Usually handcuffed or ankle shackled, or some other method of restraint of course; it wouldn't do to have the male bride attempt an escape again, would it?
After they broke her will Jewels enjoyment of her spa trips were tempered with the knowledge of why she was being pampered...it wasn't for her enjoyment or for her sanity, rather it was always to prepare her for her husband's enjoyment and pleasure...never her own.
Jewel emitted a soft sigh of satisfaction as she relaxed and let the staff pamper her. After years of suffering, she deserved this...she had earned this!
"This feels wonderful." Jewel praised the technician for her service and expertise. What was her name again?
"Thank you my lady, doesn't it though?"
Jewel sighed again.
"You know, I've also been serving Baroness Marcia Vargos as well. She makes a very pretty man, but she cannot pass in public as you do. She still struggles with her new life and elevated position."
Jewel stiffened slightly as the relaxed feelings evaporated a bit. How did she make me, Jewel wondered?
"I suspect she doesn't appreciate your skills." Jewel answered noncommittally.
"Well, her husband and Leanne do." The nail technician smiled proudly as she gossiped.
"Leanne?" Jewel asked, curious.
"Yes, Leanne is Lady Vargos' governess and chaperone and oversees her deportment. Do you know Leanne?"
"Yes...I do."
"Oh wow. That is so cool. This is my first time working with her but her reputation is amazing. I hear she is the only one who has helped all the arranged male brides adapt and accept their new station in life."
"I know."
"Did she help you too?"
Tatiana...the nail technician's name is Tatiana, Jewel recalled.
"Yes. She did." Jewel answered politely, her general good humor slowly evaporating. She was saved from further conversation with Tatiana when the lead esthetician approached. Jewel struggled only a bit with this ones name; Melody.
"Lady Delacroix, I have the information you requested. If it's convenient we can discuss it right now."
Jewel was grateful for the interruption. "Yes, please..."
"You do have a small number of new hair growths on your legs, back and, umm...pubic area. This is to be expected. Your original laser hair removal was more than six years ago and as a young...ahh...woman, this is new growth that can be eliminated with retreatment of the affected areas with laser again."
"If you would like I can have this added to today's service. We posses the newest and most advanced laser hair removal system available and can guarantee elimination of this unwanted problem."
"That will be fine. Will we need to reschedule the seaweed wrap?"
"No, not at all. Our system has such an advance targeting system. It only applies laser light at the individual follicles rather than over a broad area, so there is zero recovery time. You can transition directly to the skin care treatments immediately after."
"Wonderful. Please make it so."
"And we are done with your nails. The color has cured and hardened." Tatiana chimed in.
"Then if you will follow me, the laser technician is ready for you now."
Jewel followed Melody to another room and was directed to remove her salon robe and lay flat upon a table. What must be the laser light emitter was mounted to an articulated arm, much like a hospital or dentists exam light over the table. Jewel noted how heavy and robust the light looked. Jewel had been naked under her robe as was the custom for all other salon patrons as well. She doffed her robe and handed it to Melody to hang up as she lay face down upon the treatment table.
Unlike the attractive women elsewhere working in the salon the laser hair removal technician was a rather heavy set and frumpy older woman who seemed pleasant enough at first, if not as talkative as the other salon technicians. Presumably laser hair removal service didn't require much gossip and small talk.
The service started out well enough with the technician operating the laser upon Jewel's back, bottom, and legs. But her demeanor changed when she directed Jewel to roll over to treat her front side and pubic area. Jewel knew it wasn't her imagination when it seemed that the technician was scowling when she noticed Jewel's penis and testicles.
"Oh god, you're one of those." She muttered.
"Excuse me?" Jewel asked, surprised.
"Someone should have told me you are one of 'those'. How was I supposed to know? You're not wearing your collar."
Jewel was becoming annoyed. As a noble she had found out that technically she didn't need to wear one and had been enjoying the fact of not declaring it to the world.
"I am not required to wear one. As a noble I am exempt. How could you not know who I am? I'm a regular customer of this salon." Jewel snarked.
"Not in here with me." The frumpy woman grumbled. "I guess it's ok though, it's all so small that it's not an inconvenience for me I guess, hardly worth mentioning."
Jewel flared with anger. She knew her cock wasn't huge or thick, but 6&1/2 inches long was still above average in size.
"Do you comment on women's vaginas when you treat them?" she hissed.
"What? No." The technician seemed surprised by Jewel's angry tone.
"Then what makes you think that it is ok to criticize me that way?"
"I didn't mean..."
"You mean you didn't think!" Jewel interrupted angrily.
Jewel had waited a long time for the privilege of publicly chastising someone who teased her or mistreated her. She wasn't a slave to Count Delacroix anymore and she knew she had the right to stand up for herself!
"I am Lady Jewel Veronica Delacroix of the House Delacroix and I will not be treated with such...contempt from a commoner!" Jewel spat.
The technician seemed surprised at Jewel's outburst, and even a bit fearful
"I'm so sorry...milady, I didn't mean to offend. What I said was thoughtless. I'm sorry."
Jewel glared at the technician for a moment before nodding her acceptance of her apology. The technician resumed the laser treatments and finished quietly without another word. After a few minutes more the treatment was completed and the frumpy technician indicated she was done. Jewel rose from the table and put her robe back on.
She had waited for so long to be able to defend herself against this type of behavior but for some reason she still felt...wrong...for doing so.
Jewel recovered her composure quickly and other than a brief mention to the salon owner she was willing to overlook the incident and continue with her spa day.
Word got around as the rest of her appointment went easily, if with a bit less conversation than normal, her seaweed wrap and steam bath was also notably free of idle conversation.
Her treatments continued with a white wine enema, and then after a gently scrub to remove and residual oil and seaweed; Jewel made her way to her final treatments, hair styling and a simple makeover, where she promptly fell asleep in the styling chair.



The effects of the white wine enema were more pronounced on her smaller, lithe figure than when she was Jules. She was far less robust than she was 7 years ago and was quite the light-weight where alcohol was involved.
Her stylist considered waking Jewel but decided against it. It was easier to finish her make-over when she was so calm and still.
Jewel dreamed of Leanne.
"The sooner you learn to do your makeup on your own, the sooner I can leave." Leanne had said.
When Jewel woke she remembered that lie. Leanne had the authority from Jewels husband, Count Delacroix to do whatever she had to do in order to accomplish his goals of feminizing his arranged male bride. She said and did whatever it took to make Jewel cooperate.
Jewel's grudge was that it wasn't a lie. Leanne was truthful when she once told her that she wouldn't lie to her, that she had no reason to lie. And once Jewel had learned everything she was expected to know Leanne had moved on to another client.
Jewel tried to dredge up some anger now but whatever feelings of anger remained was like the barest hint of what it once was.
Her freedom had gone a long way to letting go of her anger and learning to live with her past and who she was now. Her long standing goal of escape and revenge had evaporated in the wake of the death of her husband. Upon whom was there now to seek revenge?
**
As Jewel left the spa she felt wonderful. Her hair looked amazing and the overlarge bow in the back holding her hair was absolutely adorable.
As she left the salon Jewel was surprised to find she was being challenged by a police officer.
"Excuse me Miss."
"Yes officer? Jewel responded not entirely un-flattered to be called 'miss'.
"Miss, the 'Public Eye' cameras have used facial recognition to identify you. I was notified as I was the closest. You are a publicly registered cross dresser but you are not wearing a license collar and do not appear to have a chaperone present."
The female police officer spoke equitably, but there was no disguising her readiness. Jewel noted a male police officer behind her backing her up.
Jewel considered what she knew of the "Public Eye" program. It is a huge network of public and private security cameras that used facial recognition software to scan for criminals and terrorists and persons of interest. Security cameras in traffic lights and cross walks and public mass transit stations all linked together by a network of computers to "protect" the public from criminals.
Jewel was irritated. That was way too fast for the 'public eye' to clock her and notify the police. Jewel suspected the laser hair removal technician reported her.
"I don't require a chaperone." She replied with annoyance.
"Miss, the 'Public Eye' has identified you and the record clearly states you are a cross dressed male."
"I am Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix of the House Delacroix, Noble of Allegoria and I assert my rights and privileges as a noble!" Jewel spoke forcefully. "Unless you are from the office of the Knights Marshal then I insist you stand aside."
Jewel watched as the officer blanched slightly. She glanced again at her service issued tablet and appeared to note something. Jewel imagined she saw the light go on in the officer's eyes as she confirmed her identity as a noble woman of the Allegorian Noble court.
"As you wish, My Lady" The officer's whole demeanor and attitude changed right before Jewel "my apologies for the misunderstanding." as she ducked her head in a simple bowing gesture.
Jewel felt empowered!
She had invoked her rights and privileges as a member of the Allegorian nobility. As such she knew she was not bound by common law, only royal court law. Jewel again felt happy that her husband was deceased as she was no longer bound by his desire that she observe common law practice of wearing the PCP collar. Jewel knew that unless the officer had a warrant from the House of Lords she had no authority to detain or question her.
Jewel exercised grace and patience as she allowed the police officer to demur without further embarrassment.
"Thank you for your service officer. I hope the rest of your day is more enjoyable." Jewel stepped past the officer and finished her walk to her limousine.
As she sat in the back of her limo for the ride home Jewel burst out in laughter.
It felt good to assert control over her life. She was satisfied that her lawyer had finally given her advice that she could use.
**
Dr. Patricia Agonia, MD and hypnotherapist remained calm as Lady Delacroix expressed her fury...or as close to fury as she was able...5 years of hypnotherapy and medication had forged her personality and behavior, molded it to a pinnacle of poise and self control. Lady Delacroix's perfect elocution and tense posture evincing only the cold fury a woman of her station would allow herself to express. The hypnotherapist had no doubt her fury would be much 'hotter' and more emotional if not for her conditioning.
"I feel angry." Jewel said tersely.
"Angry, how?" The hypnotherapist asked. Truthfully she only cared about Jewel's mental state if it meant that she could exert greater control over the dowager countess. She noted the disconnect between Lady Delacroix's vocal tone; quiet, calm, collected, poised, and the strength of her spoken word.
"Whenever I think about my husband, the things he did to me, the things he made me do, the changes I was forced to undergo" Jewel hesitated "I feel rage."
"Go on." Dr. Agonia encouraged. This was potentially useful information for the second half of her session when she would use hypnotherapy to modify Jewel's thoughts and feelings.
"It's like I think about him, or see something in the house where some embarrassing event happened and, BAM! Instant anger, rage, fury..."
"Uh-huh." Patricia Agonia made it look like she was taking notes. She wasn't. Besides, the software recording the session captured and transcribed everything anyway.
"It's just...I want revenge." Jewel stopped and looked to the hypnotherapist. Would she be shocked?
"Revenge is such a powerful emotion. What makes you say that?" Patricia's expression remained neutral and nonjudgmental. She wasn't surprised with the admission. It was actually quite normal and an expected reaction to Lady Delacroix's sudden freedom from her arranged marriage subservience.
"I want to lash out and get revenge on my husband and on those who wronged me...but he's dead now...I have no one upon whom to wreak my revenge." Jewel's lower lip quivered slightly.
"Wanting revenge, to strike back for perceived wrongs is a normal healthy feeling Jewel." Dr. Agonia began. "And although everything that happened to you was legal and according to custom" She watched Jewel frown "you remain unconvinced. I can imagine from your perspective the desire to right your perceived wrong."
Jewel sat quietly as if she was considering this idea.
"Not being able to enact revenge upon those you think wronged you is frustrating and unfulfilling, isn't it?"
"Yes." Jewel admitted.
"You want to set things right now, don't you?"
"Yes, I do."
"So what we need to do is to find a healthy outlet for you to release the emotional hold your dead husband has upon you."
Jewel frowned again at this statement.
"Holding on to anger will not do you or anyone else any good. Only you can let go of your hate if you want to find happiness."
"How can I do that?" Jewel asked.
"Forgiveness."
"Forgive...him?" Jewel felt her anger flaring again. Her poise and control held firm, yet her only outward expression being how her eyebrows had drawn together slightly, angrily.
"No, forgive yourself." Patricia said.
Jewel was now confused. "Myself?" She asked.
"You have never forgiven yourself for your inability to escape. Despite every obstacle that was placed in your way you still hold yourself accountable for what happened. You must learn to let go of your past and embrace your future."
"Forgiveness is just another name for freedom. It is one of the greatest gifts you can give yourself." Patricia elaborated.
"And how do I do that?" Jewel finally asked after a lengthy pause.
"They say self care is health care. What are you doing for yourself?"
"I'm in mandatory mourning for my dead bastard husband. I don't get out much." Jewel replied tersely.
"Well, you should. Get out of the house. Take a spa day, visit friends, you are allowed to do that now that he is laid to rest. Take care of yourself and enjoy your newfound freedoms. And find a way to make a difference with your life. You need to reward yourself and the friends who stood by you while you suffered."
The hypnotherapist finished her spiel and was ready to move on to the hypnosis session. She really didn't care if Lady Delacroix found a way to cope with her anger or not. She was more concerned that the 100 therapy sessions her husband had contracted were nearly complete.
Dr. Agonia intended to subliminally convince Jewel to contract for another year of therapy. She also was eager to test out if she was ready to 'reward' her friends for their friendship. She had her eye on an antique super car that was coming up for auction. It was high time her favorite patient made a token show of appreciation for her service.
"So let's sit back and relax now...get comfortable, just listen to my voice...close your eyes and follow the sound of my voice..."
After 5 years of therapy Jewel slipped easily into a hypnotically induced state. Patricia simply smiled as over the remaining half hour she led her patient through a series of reasonable conclusions to arrive at the decisions the hypnotherapist wanted her to make.
After their session Patricia escorted Lady Jewel to the door. She returned to her office to finish out the session by updating the subliminal messages in Lady Jewel Delacroix's Hypno-pillow. Patricia reviewed the latest subliminals before hitting enter.
"You must keep your staff."
"They work for you now."
"They know all your secrets."
"The abuse was from your husband, not your staff."
Dr. Agonia used these subliminal affirmations to complement her weekly therapy and hypnotherapy sessions. Patricia didn't want to lose any of her spies in Jewels manor home. Having inside assistance had been a crucial component of Jewel's conditioning.
Patricia's subliminals and hypnosis would convince Jewel to believe that if she fired them then they had no reason to keep her confidences from her peers or from the public. It was in her best interest to keep them in her employ and loyal to her now that her husband had died.
Patricia finished remotely updating the device. Other than needing the maid to charge the battery soon Patricia's control and hypnotic influence over Lady Delacroix was rock solid. She smiled in satisfaction; some things were just too easy.
**
The following day after her usual morning wakeup with Muriel and Dianne, Jewel had her workout and afterwards went to her private bathroom to clean up and prepare for her day.
Jewel stepped into her bath and luxuriated in the warmth and scented water. The tub was so large she could stretch completely under the water and not touch either end. The heat from the water was exquisite, relaxing her muscles from her yoga session. She let her testicles descend down into her scrotum from where they had been tucked earlier.
Jewel began to wash. As she came to her breasts she moved over them quickly with a minimum of attention, as she had been trained, when suddenly she caught herself.
Her hands hovered in the water over her breasts.
Jewel had never been allowed to fondle her breasts. She had almost always been watched to ensure she didn't. She had been forbidden from any action that even hinted that it might be masturbatory. She knew why too. They were given to her as punishment for attempting to escape, and for the emotional distress implanting them would cause her. Her body was for her husband's pleasure, not her own.
Jewel glanced over to the door to her private master bath. The door was open. She had rarely ever had the door shut for privacy.
When her husband was alive Muriel, and before her Leanne, and always watched to make sure she never touched herself inappropriately. She was never allowed to fondle or explore her breasts since her augmentation, and she was never allowed to fondle her penis or testicles either beyond the minimum necessary for washing and hygiene.
She glanced at the open door again to confirm she was alone, and let one hand slip down to her penis and another one up to her breast. As she stroked her penis with her fingers she noted that it felt just as good as it ever had when she had masturbated as a young man...before her enslavement as an arranged marriage male bride.
As she touched her breasts she was struck by how good it felt. She massaged the left breast first and it felt wonderful, then the right breast...no...HER right breast and enjoyed the pleasurable feelings.
Soft yet firm...jiggly...warm...sensitive...touching her breasts felt good!
When Jewel explored more and let her fingers touch her aureole and nipple she was overcome by a shockwave of pure pleasure and she gasped in surprise.
She didn't want to stop!
She let go of her penis with her other hand and massaged both her breasts and then both aureoles and nipples...
She was caught unprepared for the explosion of lustful pleasure that exploded inside her brain. She half gasped, half cried in ecstasy as a torrent of unknowable excitement and pleasure surged through her body. Tremors shook her and she let go of her breasts as sense and reason were replaced by ecstatic joy.
It took a few moments before she regained her senses. She wondered and marveled at the sensations. Was that normal? Did women actually experience this much pleasure from breast stimulation?
Jewel gently returned her hands to her breasts and continued to massage her breasts and stimulate her nipples. The pleasure from her breasts alone was greater than from fondling her penis.
It's so good...it feels...soo...good...she purred.
Another sudden jolt of pleasure caught Jewel by surprise. She was ambushed by an orgasm of unprecedented pleasure. With nary time to cry out in rapture a spike of pure joy emanating from her breasts slammed into her brain and all sense of time and place disappeared.
Jewel passed out momentarily from her self induced orgasm; the warm water of the bath and her post orgasmic bliss nearly rendering her unconscious. She was rudely woken from her tranquility when her head slipped beneath the surface of the bath water.
Startled, she was roused and she thrashed to the surface, coughing up a mouthful of bath water and sneezing water from her nostrils.
"Are you alright in there? Lady Delacroix?" Muriel knocked on the door casing before entering.
"I'm fine" Jewel lied as she blew more water from her nose.
"What happened?" Muriel looked concerned.
"I just...relaxed too much...and almost fell asleep."
"Oh...good thing you didn't drown then." Muriel quipped. "Are you done with your bath now?"
Jewel simply nodded her assent as she rose up out of the bath, allowing the warm water to cascade down her nude nubile body. Muriel averted her eyes politely as she reached for a towel and handed it to Jewel.
Jewel stepped from the tub and toweled herself dry. As she reached her breasts she slowed down. Would it happen again? As she toweled off her breasts the soft absorbent fabric of her towel seemed to want to pleasure and titillate her tit flesh and try to cause a repeat of her earlier experience. Jewel abruptly finished toweling off and slipping her feet into her fuzzy 4 inch heeled marabou slippers made her way to her vanity to continue her preparations for her day.
If women experience that much pleasure from breast stimulation then that was probably why she had been forbidden by her husband and staff from playing with them, she reasoned.
Jewel resolved to experiment more with her breasts at a later time. They were her breasts after all, forcibly augmented or not, they belonged to her and she could damn well do as she pleased!
**
Jewel walked through the doors of her lawyers offices and was greeted at the lobby by the attractive older receptionist. Dolores was a fixture at the firm and strictly professional. She had always greeted Jewel and treated her pleasantly at every visit. She politely escorted her into the largest conference room.
Jewel noticed she was probably the last one to arrive. Her tardiness was deliberate. As a countess she was not expected to wait on others...they were to wait on her.
Her presentation was flawless. She arrived wearing a black woman's pinstriped knee length pencil skirt and matching fitted black pinstriped blazer with a white blouse. The pinstripes were dark grey and so subtle one could easily miss them in the wrong lighting. Her black opaque thigh highs and black heels completed her ensemble. Not that anyone would know but she also wore black bra and panty set for intimate attire. She had dressed professionally yet still within the protocol expected for a grieving widow.
Jewel walked easily into the room and nodded politely to her attorney. As the head of his firm, Guy Manbrough would normally have delegated such a routine matter to his subordinates. But being a countess had its privileges and that included having the head of the firm attend directly to her legal affairs.
Jewel noticed once again the rows upon rows of law books along every wall. The dark cherry wood conference table that looked as large as if it were the flight deck of an aircraft carrier and the dark green leather upholstered chairs surrounding the table. She had always found the décor to be faultless, the quintessential law office.
Jules shook hands with Guy as expected. He had aged quite handsomely in the 5 years she had known him. His hair seemed even more silvery than before and his handsome features accentuated his general aura of gravitas.
Several associates were milling about on 'their' side of the table while on the opposite side of the table were her deceased husbands lawyers...and Lillian. Jewel had been informed that Jean Claude's daughter, Lillian was the executor of his will. Jewel's relationship with Lillian was virtually non-existent. Although technically by marriage Jewel was Lillian's mother in law, neither she nor Lillian ever openly acknowledged it. The fact that Lillian was nearly twice as old as Jewel's 26 years certainly didn't help things either.
Jewel had arrived only a few minutes late, as planned. She was soon seated next to Guy in the center of their side of the table as her husband's attorneys assumed their seats opposite. Having them come to her was an important power move Jewel was only too happy to play. It would send a message that she was now in charge of her affairs and someone to be reckoned with...she hoped.
Jewel took a good hard look at her husband's lead attorney opposite her. He looked like the curmudgeonliest man she had ever seen. He was balding on top with wild and unkempt grey hair encircling his head. Wild hairs grew from his ears. He had beady eyes and a cranky, stubborn disposition.
Jewel was pleased and felt smug that their ploy seemed to have put him and his associates out of sorts...unless he was always like this...
"Right...let us begin then..."
He carefully withdrew a manila envelope, and after displaying the old fashioned wax seal to Guy Manbrough, took out a silver decorative mallet and broke the seal. Next he withdrew a think sheaf of papers and loudly knocked the edges against the table to square them up. He adjusted his spectacles...seriously, was he trying to be an anachronism?...before giving a loud 'harrumph' and began to read...



"I, Jean Claude Montague Delacroix the Fourth, being of sound mind and body, do hereby declare and affirm that this is my last will and testament..."
All in all it only took about 15 minutes.
Jewel was stewing in anger. She was furious at the conditions imposed upon her.
Guy did his best to mollify her anger and explain the unique conditions she was subjected to.
"Your arranged marriage was under the aegis of the 18th century laws and customs; rights, responsibilities, customs, norms and privileges of Allegorian culture" he began.
"Under those customs and laws you should have been custodian of only 1/3 of your husband's wealth. It would be for your use to support you in your dotage. Once you died it would then revert back to his estate and his other heirs, which should have been his son, Jean Claude Delacroix the Fifth."
"But since my stepson is also dead from the same car crash that claimed my husband I now inherit it all, right?" Jewel interrupted.
"Well, yes, but there is one other condition that applies. You are what were once known as 'a woman of independent means'. That means you have custody of your husband's wealth, but as an arranged marriage bride that money would then become the property of your new husband should you ever remarry."
"I see." Jewel seethed at the thought. "And the codicil that says I must remain as a cross-dressed wife?"
"Your husband arranged it so that you would lose everything if you chose to revert to your male identity and presentation. There was no such thing as same sex marriage back when these laws and customs were more...er...commonly enforced. Therefore your husband has arranged it so that you must be his widow to qualify to receive your inheritance. He arranged it so that included your presentation and appearance."
"That bastard." Jewel mumbled under her breath.
"Sorry, didn't catch that." Guy said.
"Nothing. Nothing at all, really...I guess I have a lot to think about then. My dead husband manages to resurrect these laws for his own purpose and now I'm stuck with them. The dead hand of Count Delacroix is given precedent over the will of the living." Jewel hissed angrily.
Guy Manbrough seemed concerned. Jewel noticed this and decided to let it go for now. It wasn't Guy's fault after all.
"Thank you Mr. Manbrough, you have been of invaluable service."
"We shall endeavor to remain so, My Lady." Guy shook her hand and escorted her away.
**
Despite the previous day's troublesome news, the next morning was nearly a repeat of the previous day as Jewel again woke up with more energy than she could ever remember.
After breakfast in bed and a brief of her schedule for the day with Dianne Jewel slipped out of the sheets and dropped her nightie to the floor. Black again, like the previous day. She was irked that she would have to wear black for one full year per custom. She was irked again to realize that it actually bothered her that she cared about what color her clothes were.
She decided to take a shower instead of a bath today. She considered playing with her breasts again but decided against it. There was too much to do today. She could always play with them later, at bedtime maybe.
She entered her shower she made sure to shut the door to her bathroom this time. She balanced the hot and cold water first to get the perfect temperature before entering and then looked around one more time to be sure she was alone.
Jewel actually felt guilty about what she was going to do next.
As the warm water cascaded over her nude feminine form Jewel reached for the nozzle and probe of "The Enemizer".
Jewel was conditioned to adhere to her routines. Despite not having any reason to do so when her husband was in a coma, lingering from the injuries sustained during his crash, or now after his death, Jewel still kept her anus clean with her mandatory daily enema.
Originally during the first two years of her enslavement Leanne had made her use a traditional enema bag and nozzle, usually with warm water and a special soap to clean and evacuate her anus and colon. A bag that was still stored in a cabinet somewhere in her private bath. When Muriel took over after Jewel was recalled from boarding school a new fixture had been installed into her private bath.
"The Enemizer"; a purpose built, high end, automatic enema system.
Boasting an automatic temperature control system, water pressure sensor, water filtration, water sterilization and an adjustable probe nozzle with an automated adjustable retention ring, "The Enemizer" was the latest word in high end anal douching.
Jewel hadn't hated it any more or less than traditional enemas. That she was made to have them in order to be clean for her husband was enough to draw her ire. A few days ago as she was reaching for the nozzle she slipped and accidentally bumped the display panel. It was then she discovered that "The Enemizer" had more than one setting.
She read the display and noted that she had always used the default setting labeled "Fill and Hold" which would fill her ass with warm water and hold it there for a specified amount of time.
Her eyes read with surprise the complete list of alternate settings; "Gentle Rinse", "Gentle Flush", "Swirl", "Power Rinse, "Power Flush", "Purge" and "Blast" among them but only the one labeled "Massage" caught her attention and interest.
Jewel let her curiosity decide for her as with nervous hands she selected the "massage" setting on the touch screen.
Jewel touched the start button and made sure that the timer was still set for 5 minutes. She watched to make sure that the chrome colored nozzle self lubricated and then gently placed the tip against her anus and slowly pushed it fully into her rectum.
Jewel gasped softly as the automated retention ring at the base of the probe sensed insertion and expanded outward against the walls of her colon until they were large enough that the probe would not be accidentally expelled by her sphincter. Even after all this time the expansion of the retention ring inside her was still uncomfortable.
Jewel let go of the probe and lowered herself to her knees. She assumed the proper posture to ensure the warm enema water could reach and clean every recess inside her. She placed her hands onto the warm tile floor for balance. She arched her back downward and pushed her buttocks up as much as possible to allow the water to fill every internal recess...just as she was expected to do.
She then heard the sound of a pump start as water flowed from the wall unit through the tubing into the probe and pure filtered sterile water at precisely the right temperature filled up her colon. Jewel was a bit nervous as she wondered what the difference between the default setting and the massage setting would be. She took slow deep breaths as the filling sensation grew more and more uncomfortable before the automatic pressure sensor stopped the flow.
Jewel took one more slow deep breath...and then the massage setting began its program.
The probe began a slow oscillation to stir the water inside her for gentle cleaning. The probed then began to vibrate...slowly at first...and then with increasing frequency over time...and as the probed vibrated and oscillated it did one more thing; Jewel could feel the probe of "the Enemizer" as it gently, sensitively, massaged inside her.
Jewel stilled her thoughts, relaxed her body and let the stimulation build inside her.
With the buildup of pressure and the gentle vibrating acceleration of the probe Jewel experienced a burgeoning sense of pleasure. The noise of the rushing water from her shower drowned out the noise she was making as she gasped for air and her breathing became more labored.
Jewel shivered from the snowballing sensation of pleasure as "The Enemizer" massage program ran its course, cleaning her insides, stimulating and massaging the inside of her ass and the surging fervor and soaring excitement building to a crescendo.
Her breath now came in short sharp gasps as the pleasant sensation continued.
Jewel's penis was rock hard within the first minute and by the third minute of the cycle the pleasure had overwhelmed her. Her small six inch penis erupted and emitted her single small rope of semen, spewing her seed futilely upon the warm wet shower tile floor.
Jewel let the sense of pleasure and joy slowly slip away as the program ran its course and with a soft "ding" the enema machine indicated completion of the five minute cycle. As the probe stopped and the internal automatic retention ring contracted and narrowed to within the probe diameter, Jewel stayed on her knees, positioned herself over the large shower drain and pulled the probe from her ass.
She glanced only briefly as the mostly clear to light brown water with few solids rushed from her bowels, and incidentally washed away the last of her spent seed in the process, and flowed down the drain.
Flushed with the afterglow of orgasmic pleasure Jewel stood, rinsed the probe end clean and then selected massage setting and start once again. One more cleanse should be enough to ensure her backside was clean and ready.
She had no intention of having sex with anyone but routines are routines.
Five minutes later, flushed again with orgasmic rapture, she returned the probe to its mount and pressed the self cleaning cycle on "The Enemizer" before turning her attention to gently exfoliating her skin and then to shampoo and condition her hair.
**
"Good Evening Lady Delacroix, I am Dewayne White, Chief Financial Officer of Smith Financial; Allegorian Office. It is my pleasure to finally meet you."
Jewel shook hands politely as expected of a lady of her social class and standing. Wearing a solid black knee length pencil skirt and matching fitted solid black blazer with a pure white blouse, black opaque thigh highs again and black 4" stiletto heels she had again dressed professionally yet still within the protocol expected for a grieving widow.
She tilted her head back and gazed up at the man standing before her.
At 5 foot 9 inches... 6 foot 1 in her four inch heels, Jewel was of average height for an Allegorian noble woman. But Dewayne White stood easily at 6 foot 5 inches tall. Wearing an immaculately tailored dark blue double breasted business suit, white pinstriped button down shirt and a red patterned power tie, Dewayne exuded confidence and intelligence.
Despite his name he was actually a black man with ruggedly handsome features. Jewel noted his square jaw and forthright expression. His facial symmetry was perfect and she couldn't help but think of him as handsome. His hair was cropped short against his scalp.
She could tell from his build that he was heavily muscled. He probably weighed upwards of 240 pounds but she could also tell from his tailored suit that he probably only had a body fat percentage measured in the low teens. His biceps had bulged when he took her hand although he exerted no pressure. She assumed he was in his early forties at the most.
Dewayne gestured for her to take a seat as he sat before her on the edge of his desk. Jewel noted the large bulge from his crotch. From her seated position it was at eye level.
"Let me first express my sympathy and condolences to you upon the loss of your husband. Count Delacroix was a great man and a true patriot and noble of Allegoria. He will be missed."
"Thank you for your kind words." Jewel ended simply. She really had nothing more to say.
Dewayne seemed momentarily surprised by her brief statement but recovered quickly.
"In fact, it was you and your husband's example that inspired me to follow my own desires."
"Oh? How so?"
"Your arranged marriage was an inspiration for me. It let me realize that if there was something I wanted that I couldn't just wait for things to happen. I had to go out and make it happen."
"Oh?"
Dewayne was striving to make a personal connection. Personal connections were good for business after all.
"Yes. In fact your husband encouraged me in my efforts to obtain a male bride for myself."
"He did?" Jewel was stunned by the direction the conversation had taken.
Dewayne picked up a portrait from his desk and presented it to Jewel.
Jewel studied the wedding portrait. It showed Dewayne in a wedding suit and a young, white, beautiful bride in a white wedding gown beside him. Upon closer scrutiny she noticed the bride's smile seemed...forced. Her smile didn't reach to her eyes. She also thought she could detect a hint of confusion and...fear, in the bride's expression.
Oh dear. Jewel thought.
"What a lovely photo. An arranged marriage you say?"
Dewayne beamed and nodded affirmatively.
"A male bride you say?" Jewel ventured. It was impossible to tell from the photo.
Dewayne nodded again.
"I would love to meet her someday." Jewel said. She had never met anyone else in her situation. She suspected that her husband actively prevented it.
"I will let her know and make the arrangements. I look forward to continuing and building upon our families friendship with yours." Dewayne smiled happily. Count Delacroix had promised that he would support his bid to a baronetcy. With his death, if his wife would now continue that support...
"Of course, but perhaps for now we should return to discussing business." Jewel changed subjects. She needed to stay focused, despite her eagerness to talk to anyone else who might understand her condition.
Well, her former condition.
"Of course," Dewayne took the portrait and returned it to his desk. "To business..."
"Your husband's attorneys have informed us that with the death of his son and with his daughter happily married to another noble family you are now the sole heir to his fortune."
Jewel sat across from Dewayne as her anticipation grew. She knew her husband was rich, but she had no idea how wealthy he really was. She did her best to feign disinterest as a bored widow should but her anticipation was slowly killing her. She was glad the black veil she wore would help to conceal any emotions that managed to express themselves.
"Yes. My attorney's have also informed me as well."
"I want to extend my personal offer of assistance in managing his wealth for you. We pride ourselves of our stellar reputation of Smith Financial and our office here in Allegoria and in particular our service to the nobility from which our countries stability and prosperity flow."
"I was personally involved in managing many of Count Delacroix's personal and business accounts and am absolutely certain that I will continue to serve you in our future partnership."
"Thank you. I look forward to working with you as I assume control of my fortune." Jewel replied.
Dewayne seemed surprised again. His body language changed as he shifted slightly and leaned forward.
"You want to take control of...the accounts?"
"Yes. My husband often asked my opinions of these things during our marriage" Jewel lied, "and although I never thought that I would be in this position as widow, I need to have a more detailed understanding if I am to properly manage my financial affairs."
"What sort of information will you need?" Dewayne asked. His expression now seemed to be less consoling and more calculating.
"I shall require access to all his accounts, his books, ledgers, past transactions and future plans he discussed with you and a complete portfolio of all his investments." Jewel stated bluntly. Even her mellifluous contralto voice perfectly expressed her seriousness.
"I thought you said you were already involved in all his business affairs." Dewayne probed.
"It's a far cry from offering general advice and counsel to actually being immersed in the details my husband handled on a daily basis." Jewel allowed.
Jewel Lied. But at least she felt bad about lying. Her husband had never discussed business or investing with her but she would not allow Dewayne White to know that. She wanted details and data and she wasn't about to let anyone just 'handle' her accounts for her.
Jewel had enough of being 'handled' by Jean Claude. She was through being controlled. According to the attorneys it was her wealth now. She would make the decisions from now on.
"And now since my husband's death, I must pay attention to those details and educate myself on the minutia of my business dealings."
Dewayne actually seemed simultaneously impressed and concerned.
"Yes, It is a pity men don't share more of these details with their wives. We tend to die sooner after all and often leave our women in the lurch, so to speak, when it comes to how they are to be supported after our deaths."
"Yes, a pity." Jewel agreed.
"In that case, let me set up a series of appointments over the next few days"
Next few days? Jewel wondered. How vast was her fortune?
"By the end of the week then just maybe you may have a full enough grasp of your financial data and wealth to begin managing your accounts, with our help I hope."
"Of course Mr. White; if my husband chose Smith Financial then I have no reason to doubt his trust or your abilities." Jewel smiled sweetly.
**
Three weeks later...
Jewel set aside the documents she had been reviewing, stood up, and stretched her sore muscles. She had been reviewing documents for over an hour now. A glance at the clock was hardly necessary as she knew that her staff would have tea and biscuits delivered shortly.
Jewel had taken over her husband's private study. The office like space that sat opposite the library and down the hall from her salon was perfect for reviewing her financial data. She worked tirelessly, stopping only for meals delivered to her and for her daily workouts with her personal trainer in order to devote as much time as possible to learning everything she could about her financial empire.
Routines bring order and light out of chaos and darkness. Routines bring efficiency, routines bring...sanity...
Jewel dipped her head slightly. "Sanity?" What a weird thought. She'd have to remember to bring that up during her next appointment with her therapist.
She noted the time as the door opened and a household maid wheeled in a cart. Her tea and biscuits were delivered at 9 o'clock, precisely.
She stood up from behind her husbands...no...from behind HER desk and moved to take a seat at another table. She left all the windows open on her Holographic Analytics Lattice computer with 9000 peta-byte memory processor. Multiple windows left open as financial forms, terms and definitions, market models and predictions and other algorithms worked their way through the data.
She saw that the end was in sight. By tonight she will have finished her review of all her accounts.
Routines make her household run like clockwork.
Jewel found her mind remarkably clear and focused. It was so GOOD to be occupied with things that matter. She had seized with fascination upon the arcane world of international finance and investing. She felt so good to occupy her thoughts with something other than fashion or beauty or charity events or gossip.
Jewel's duty as mistress of the Delacroix household hadn't changed with the death of her husband, rather they increased.
As head of the household she was still expected to make her tours of the house and gardens and perform inspections of the staff and their work. The only difference was that now her decisions were final. She didn't have Muriel running everything through her husband first for his approval.
But not only was she expected to keep to the routines of her life prior to her husband's death, she was also required to attend to the details of his finances.
Her finances now...she smiled at the thought.
She directed the maid to bring the cart out to the patio overlooking the manor gardens. The weather was perfect and she could use a short break to clear her head. She would take a walk through her gardens after her tea and note the progress her gardening staff was making.



For the past three weeks she had been reviewing and studying and receiving briefs from her late husband's financial advisors as to the state of the Delacroix Family finances...now, her finances.
She had never imagined the true extent of her husband's wealth. As she sat overlooking the garden she remembered her shopping sprees she made, both on line and in real life as she sought to spend as much of his wealth as she could to hurt or annoy him.
Discovering that a forty thousand dollar shopping trip was nothing to him was quite a shock. Discovering that he had a budget of one million dollars just for her annual upkeep was another. And discovering that she had never even exceeded half that at any time during their marriage was...frustrating...and humbling!
Over the course of the week she had been awed to learn that her husband was a multi-billionaire, and in fact was on track to join the rarified stratum of the nine other known trillionaires in the world today.
Almost 100 billion in cash or cash equivalents.
Nearly 650 billion in stocks, bonds, and commodities.
And another 200 billion in "other" investments.
Jewel's mind struggled to comprehend the enormity of the wealth she now controlled.
As an arranged marriage male bride she should have been under an older law and custom that only gave her "access" to use 1/3 of the money for her upkeep. Upon her death that money would normally revert to the estate and her husband's heirs.
But because her stepson, Jean Delacroix V died in the same accident that caused her husbands and he now had no other male heirs, all the money was legally hers and under her control. Not even his daughter, Lillian could make a claim as she had married and was part of her new husband's family now.
She was what was called a "Woman of Independent Means". And she would remain so for the rest of her life.
As long as she remained a widow and continued to live as a woman.
The terms and conditions of her dead husband's will were clear and ironclad. As long as she continued to present as a woman she would keep everything. If she wanted to return to being a man, she would have to give up all of it. The house, the money, the title...
Jewel felt slightly hypocritical about all this. Despite being conflicted over her choice of freedom as her former self and freedom as a wealthy widow she truly believed and felt that after all the suffering and all the indignities forced upon her that she deserved the financial rewards that came from surviving her enslavement.
Jewel finished her tea and treats and strode away from the patio to begin a short walking tour of the gardens...her gardens.
As she walked past the beautiful scenery she admired the flowering beauty her gardens provided. The staff was doing excellent work. She was considering giving them a bonus; something her husband had never done.
As she strolled past the entrance to the grotto she once again considered destroying it. Instead, she sighed and decided not to. It was unique, historic, and it was not like she would ever be raped in there again by her husband. Destroying it was unnecessary. Besides, it was still a nice sauna and hot tub for soaking in after a stressful day.
Jewel followed the garden path and arrived at the small reservoir that provided irrigation water to her gardens. She glanced over to the overflow outflow grate that was now padlocked and alarmed. She fondly recalled her failed escape attempt through the drainage pipe that ended down at the shore line below the cliff. Her near-terror at descending the pipe to flee her enslavement and instead remembered it fondly as her most frightening nearly successful escape attempt of her marriage.
She completed her tour and circuit of her gardens and arrived back at the patio. The staff had already cleared the tea service away. She reentered her husband's library and study to...no...HER library and study and returned to her inspection of her finances.
**
Jewel decided to hire a Head of Household to free up more time. She didn't like being almost overwhelmed with overseeing all her household duties as well as taking over her husband's business and investment interests.
She again decided to hire 'in house'. She promoted the senior most domestic maid. Gabriel, a woman about 40 years of age with 20 years service to her husband.
She also made one more change. She promoted Melinda, her female bodyguard to be her chief of security. Jewel felt more comfortable with Melinda. While it was true that Melinda would usually have been the one to secure Jewel's restraints when travelling, or to 'accompany' her wherever she had been directed to go, Jewel wanted to keep her close.
Jewel felt more comfortable around women than men and her hiring reflected her disposition.
Count Delacroix had filed all the appropriate legal notices and declarations to make Jewel his arranged marriage male bride, yet although legally he was a male bride he was legally required to present as female and use female pronouns and honorifics.
Jewel's lawyers had finally received one more disturbing piece of news. The count, in his last year before his death had also had the court amend her birth certificate so that she was officially female.
Jewel didn't know why yet and her lawyers were still researching that problem. How was that even possible? She still had her penis and testicles.
But since she was legally female and required to present as female she knew that for appearances sake having a female bodyguard and a female head of household was the appropriate thing to do.
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Never run afoul of the law in Allegoria.
Randolph James Johnson tugged demurely at his skirt as he waited to be addressed by the judge. His appearance today should have been his final appearance before the court. For 6 months he had followed the guidelines and the rules of the courts sentence but now having finished his sentence and probation he was eager for it to end. But instead of finally receiving official recognition from the court of his satisfactory completion of his sentence and walking out of court a free man, his lawyer had informed him that new charges had been leveled against him that very morning.
Allegoria took sexual harassment allegations very seriously. Despite the complete lack of corroborating evidence the court had chosen to believe the testimony of his female accuser over his denials to the contrary.
Randy still wondered about the fairness. Sexual harassment allegations meant that only female judges would sit court and the prosecuting attorney assigned was almost always female as well. Randy had been required to hire a female attorney to represent him as well instead of use his usual attorney, who happened to be male.
Once the judge had determined that he was guilty he was sentenced to live for six months dressed as a woman. He was expected to learn what it was like to live, behave, and act as a woman so as to understand women better. The goal was that with his new found understanding of women's needs and issues he would no longer be inclined to harass them.
The irony was that there was a full month long 'boot camp' in prison where he was forced to learn how to dress and act as a woman before his sentence even began!
And then he was legally on probation, sent back home were he was living and working at his normal job, being seen by his employees and his friends. But six...actually seven months was enough! His sentence was complete! He had complied with all the strange and unusual demands of his sentence. It was time served and he should be allowed to resume his right to present as male!
He was a man damn-it!
Randy's lawyer nudged him as his case was being called up and it was time for him to present himself and take his place in the dock.
Randy had learned quite a lot during his sentence and he also knew that the mere act of walking up to the dock would be looked upon as a either a mitigating factor or an aggravating factor depending on his appearance and performance.
Randy took great care as he stood in his kitten heels to carefully smooth out his 1950's style dress. It was a case of everything old being new again. The dresses had undergone a revival in popularity back in the 2050s and now 50 years later they were once again considered fashionable.
The bodice and skirt of the dress fit Randy perfectly. As an importer of women's clothing he was in a unique position to understand the importance women placed on a dress that fit well.
Randy had adhered strictly to the court ordered sentencing guidelines. If the dresses he wore were ill fitting it would have been an aggravating factor. The blue floral print pattern of his dress was cute without being loud or flashy. It was also tailored to fit his court mandated enhanced figure; bra inserts to attain the appearance of having a B cup bosom, and hip and thigh padding under his pantyhose to fill out his figure. With his naturally slim waist the final overall effect was adorable and he wore it well.
Randy had also been careful that morning with his cosmetics. He had used subtle colors, pastels and nudes to feminize his appearance although with his epicene features it was hardly necessary. He would never be viewed as a bloke in drag, not would he be 'made' out in public unless the viewer scrutinized very closely, but rather as a youngish woman who took good very good care of herself.
His only concern was his blond hair. Randy had always kept his hair short, routinely cutting it down to a crew cut. The sharp appearance worked well with his epicene features. But to appear feminine the court wanted more. He had been required to wear wigs until his hair had grown long enough for a stylist to be able to fashion it and once his hair was long enough he was allowed to forgo the wigs. The stylist had styled his naturally blond hair in an adorable pixie cut complete with blonde spit curl centered on his forehead. It was fairly easy to maintain as well.
Randy knew that his walk to the dock was also being scrutinized. He made sure to use proper posture and walk with shorter steps. The heels actually helped some as when walking heel to toe his hips would sway more femininely than his previous typical masculine gait.
Randy wanted his sentencing completed and made every effort to meet the sentencing demands of the court.
As he arrived in the dock and carefully walked up the stairs to the elevated platform he now stood in the center of the courtroom where all eyes were upon him. He held up his right hand as he was sworn in. He vividly recalled how it got to be here in the first place.
**
"Look Karen, I'm not saying that it isn't a good idea. Selling more skirts is good for business and I don't care who we sell them to, but the method you suggest is ethically questionable."
"How is it unethical?" Karen bristled at being challenged.
Randy watched carefully the woman standing before him. Karen took the time for daily salon appointments to have her makeup expertly applied. Her reasoning was that if that was how the wealthy nobles and elite wives did it, hiring personal cosmeticians to attend to them daily, then she deserved it as well, damn the cost!
Despite her beauty he knew her too well. To him, she always looked like a pit viper poised to strike.
Her long luxurious red locks of hair framed her perfect heart shaped face. Her cute button nose, courtesy of the cosmetic surgery his father had provided seemed to wrinkle slightly across the bridge when she was poised to become angry.
Randy uncharitably imagined the way her hair style flared out from her ears was like how the head of a cobra would flatten out into a hood.
Her plump full lips, fuller now from a recent collagen injection treatment, were firmly pressed together from impending anger. Her thin eyebrows arched high above her eyes, but not from surprise. Her expertly applied eye makeup would have been stunning if her expression wasn't drawing them together in readiness for confrontation.
Randy sighed internally and struggled to control his ire. He steeled himself for another verbal altercation with her. In the months since his father's death she had been relentless.
And rather than dress for business Karen always liked to be the first to try on and model the new fashions that they imported. She always justified it by stating her need to be seen in current fashion as a way to promote her business.
Her fashionable figure hugging sheath dress expertly accentuated her perfect figure. Very serpentine, he imagined.
Her full 36DD breasts (breast augmentation being yet another gift from his father's money) her tight and firm 24 inch waist line (from the hours she spent at the gym or starving herself) and her full firm 36 inch hips and pert yet full round bottom (how many exercise bicycles has she gone through this year anyway?)
The hem of her dress hung even with her upper thighs so that her long legs could be displayed to full effect. An effect that was magnified by her 4 inch Christian Louboutin heels, straightening her posture, lengthening the appearance of her legs, improving her back and shoulder alignment to emphasize her DD bust...
Randy took a deep breath before continuing. It was like he was always trying to tip toe around broken glass when dealing with her. Despite his best efforts an edge was creeping into his voice.
"You want to promote skirts for men at the colleges by having them banned just so you can organize your protests and accuse the administrators of being...I dunno...sexist, or something."
"And the outrage will force them to authorize the wearing of skirts for men who choose to do so. We get free publicity and a cadre of idealistic students who will agitate for change to show how progressive they are...it's a win-win scenario." Karen sharply interrupted. She would always rather be the one speaking than the one being spoken to.
"I know you did something similar to make kilts an optional uniform item in schools and for civil service uniforms too and yes, sales of kilts did improve, but don't you think you are taking this too far?"
Randy was often frustrated by his stepmother's smug superiority complex and her third-wave feminist attitudes about men. Coupled with her wild whims and her narcissistic and belligerent attitude...any discussion devolved into an argument and somehow those arguments always became about her. How she had ever managed to win his father's heart when his mother died was beyond understanding. And now that his father had died and left the company to him she seemed to take great delight in making everything about his job more difficult and challenging than it needed to be.
For whatever reason, the business of importing fashionable women's clothing came easy for Randy. In his first year since taking over his stepmother's failing company he had turned everything around and made it profitable. After his father died and left him the company in his will he had continued to succeed and do even better. They were finally on track to have their first million dollar profit year.
Karen positively seethed with anger. She was incensed that her erstwhile stepson would challenge her decisions. Karen had worked too long and too hard to get to where she was today only for her dead husband to leave her company to his son.
After all, it was HER company. She had to do all the work of convincing her husband to fund her and provide the start up capital. And being a typical man he sure took a lot of effort and convincing. She had done everything to make him happy in order to get where she was and she put everything she had into making her business a success.
Sure, her dead husband's contacts, and business and financial acumen may have contributed...somewhat...to her import and export business, and certainly his money didn't hurt, but Karen knew that it was her ambition and drive, her willingness to do whatever it took! It was her fashion sense and her blood, her sweat and her tears that had been the real story that had made her company a success.
Karen was embittered when she found out about her husbands treachery...after everything she had done to satisfy him...and was determined that her flaming faggot of a stepson be put in his place. Sure he was good with the books and accounts, and made sure everything ran smoothly, but he didn't respect her. It was Karen's vision that was the real reason there was a company in the first place!
Karen didn't consider herself as homophobic nor did she harbor any particular hatred of gays. But she couldn't fathom how an alpha male like her dead husband could have a pansy assed bottom bitch for a son and expect him to manage something that rightfully belonged to her.
Karen's anger boiled over.
"I think our market share speaks for it self, and marketing dresses for men, to men, is a way to expand our share and our profits. As a fag it seems like something you'd be good at." Karen venomously replied.
The little twit couldn't see the big picture. First it was kilts in private schools, then as optional uniform items for civil servants. Next would be public schools and college students, and then not just kilts, but skirts, and that would lead to widespread acceptance in society, and all that would translate into sales.
Randy bristled at the insult and finally lost his cool. Randy snapped at his step-mother...it was a momentary lapse he would later immensely regret.
"Look Bitch, I've taken your crap for long enough. First off, I'm not even gay...but you...you are nothing but a gold digging whore! You may have somehow fooled my father and spread your legs to convince him to marry you but I don't have to take your crap anymore. Dad left this company to me. If it weren't for me, with your bad decisions and reckless spending, it would have gone bankrupt months ago."
Randy never noticed Karen's assistant standing in the door way behind him witnessing his harangue.
"Because of me this company is profitable and successful. Even our in house fashions are getting brand recognition. I think a little bit of appreciation for me for saving your sorry ass and turning this failure into a success isn't too much to expect and that you should listen to me when I give you advice. You just might learn something!"
Randy was breathing hard from the fiery passion of his delivery. He was completely unprepared when Karen gasped, blanched, and fled past him out the office door. She had never run away from an argument before.
Randy shook his head in exhaustion and exasperation. He wasn't a confrontational person and he regretted losing his cool. He probably went too far, and despite her misplaced homophobic rant...he decided that he would go and try to make amends...later.
Karen ran past her assistant to her office. Her assistant followed her into the room and shut the door behind her.
"Did you see that? Did you hear what he said?" Karen sobbed and looked to be on the verge of collapse.
"Yes I did. I saw everything. I heard what he said."
"How could any son talk like that to his mother?" Karen cried.
Cindy's arrival could not have been timed better. Being there to witness the end of the confrontation she had orchestrated was perfect. Karen now had to make her portrayal of the aggrieved mother and widow convincing.
Karen hugged her shoulders and seemed to collapse in upon herself. Cindy took the bait and embraced Karen. Karen gripped Cindy tightly and placed her head on Cindy's shoulder as she sobbed in feigned despair.
"What he said was intolerable and disrespectful and it has no place in a place of business." Cindy moved to take Karen's face in her hands and lifted it up to look her in the eye.
"You must take this to HR right away."
"HR? This is his company. They won't do anything." Karen whimpered theatrically. She knew Cindy was a lesbian and was interested in her. Stringing her along had been child's play; keeping her hopes alive of a potential romantic interlude while making her loyal to her.
"Well then file a report with the police. They have a department that specifically investigates crimes against women. Even white collar crimes and harassment claims. What he did was wrong."
"Do you really think we should?" Karen asked as she sniffled and dabbed at her tears. Being able to cry at will was a wonderful talent.
"I think it's for the best." Cindy affirmed. "What he said and what he did was totally inappropriate."
**
Randy awakened from his reverie and he listened in stunned silence as the new charges were being read and the prosecutor made her case.
"Your honor, the accused is a businessman; an importer of women's clothing and accessories. One week ago he traveled abroad, to Rome to meet with clothing designers and manufacturers and sign contracts for import to Allegoria."
"As you can see from the photographic evidence, when the accused was abroad he had dressed in a male dark blue business suit and tie and forgone his court ordered makeup, dresses and heels. To be perfectly clear, at the time of this business trip he was subject to court order to dress as a woman and maintain a feminine appearance as part of a plea to avoid jail time from his conviction for sexual harassment of an employee at his place of business."
"We also have signed and notarized witness statements that Ms. Johnson was wearing male clothing upon his return and did not resume his court ordered apparel until the next day."
Randy flinched internally when he was addressed using female honorifics. After six months it was still uncomfortable for him. He listened as his attorney defended him.
"Your honor, my client did indeed travel abroad and wear men's clothing for his business meetings. He did so at the behest of his company's acting CEO and court appointed probationary monitor. Would the prosecutor actually have him wear dresses and appear as a woman outside the borders of our great nation?"
"Whether he would or would not is irrelevant. The sentence clearly allows for a probationer to travel abroad for legitimate business reasons and when abroad it is understood and encouraged that a citizen represents their country and should not take actions that are dishonorable or would bring shame or embarrassment to our country."
"Our office of protocol clearly advises and encourages travelers to do their best to fit in and be polite and respectful of other countries cultures and laws when travelling. Attending a business meeting abroad being a man when dressed femininely could easily be considered impolite, improper, and disrespectful of the business associates he met. Loss of business trickles down through loss of business employment and eventual loss of tax revenue."
After the prosecutor lay out the complaint and her evidence before the judge, and his attorney argued for him the judge motioned him forward in the dock so as to allow him to speak in his own defense.
"Your honor, I was told that it was OK to wear men's clothing for the trip by my acting CEO as long as I informed the prosecutors office beforehand, which I did in an email to the prosecuting attorney handling my case. I was only gone for 5 days and I resumed my sentence mandates as soon as I returned. I followed the law as I understood it."
Randy felt weak as he threw himself upon the mercy of the court and still indignant for what he considered entrapment.
"Very well," the judge intoned. She looked at Randy as she appeared to take a moment to consider his statement. "The court will recess for lunch and return with a verdict in 30 minutes time."
**
Randy sat quietly and pondered the sequence of events that led him to his business trip. It was all Karen's fault.
Randy smoothed his dark blue knee length A-line skater skirt under him as he sat down at his desk. Despite nearly 3 months into his 6 month sentence he still marveled at the feeling of his panties when his hands slid past. Panties were confusing for him. They were actually more comfortable than the men's underwear he previously wore before his sentencing. Some days he even forgot that he was wearing them. And the cool air that caressed his legs...
Randy shook his head in annoyance at the conflicting feelings. The sooner he finished his sentence then the sooner he could leave these feelings behind him.
Randy reached down and pulled off his high heels. Those he unequivocally would not miss. They hurt his feet terribly. He took a moment to relax and slip them off and rub his aching soles through his sheer taupe nylon pantyhose when his stepmother barged right into his office.
Since his original conviction she had seemed to undergo some sort of change in her behavior. She had become much worse. Her pithy and antagonistic attitude had been replaced with one of smug condescension. She was named by the courts as custodian of his business while he was on probation. She was also court appointed as his daily monitor to verify his compliance with his probationary requirements.
Randy was now legally required to answer to Karen. She took great delight in criticizing him and his business decisions and now his feminized appearance at every opportunity, knowing full well that he couldn't argue back or risk the appearance of having broken his probation by being disrespectful to a woman.
Randy sat back as she approached and absentmindedly smoothed his cream colored blouse down over his bra and breast forms and made sure it was properly tucked into the hem of his skirt. He glanced at his polished nails and noted the time on the woman's simple gold bracelet watch around his wrist. Karen didn't have an appointment.



Karen was wearing a fitted sheath dress that expertly hugged and complimented her curves. With an asymmetrical off the shoulder cut and a parallel asymmetrical hemline that displayed her toned thighs and legs; she made a beautiful presentation. It was one of the company's in-house designs she was claiming credit for.
As always her daily salon appointment had made the most of her perfect features. Randy would have been attracted to her if he didn't know what a narcissistic cold and calculating bitch she really was.
Karen took quick note of Randy's appearance. She focused mostly on his makeup. His makeup had to be somewhat heavier due to his need for beard concealer and foundation. Otherwise his eye-shadow and mascara were satisfactory and his blush and lipstick were also satisfactorily if somewhat amateurishly applied. He had neatly trimmed and groomed his eyebrows into a feminine "M" shape.
Karen finished her perusal of Randy's appearance and was actually slightly miffed. There were no apparent transgressions today that she could report to his parole officer. Randy actually presented as a passably attractive woman.
"Our Italian suppliers are balking again at the price quotes." She began without preamble.
"What do you recommend?" Randy asked politely. Cindy, Karen's assistant, was here with Karen to take notes...and witness his behavior no doubt. Randy's boot camp had coached him on how to treat female employees respectfully but apparently all that involved was simply asking polite questions and then letting...err...encouraging them do whatever they wanted anyway. Randy was unhappy with this as the company was once again losing money under Karen's inept control.
'You need to go there and convince them to honor the original contract."
"S'yeah, right. Go there...dressed like this..." Randy regretted his comment as he noted Cindy seemed to jot it down on her note pad.
"No, of course not" Karen smugly replied "you can go to Rome, change into your usual males clothing at your hotel, and meet with them later. Your probation is almost up any way, when you come home you can change back."
Randy was surprised by this news and suspicious of Karen for suggesting it.
"Well I hate to be a pessimist, but you are the reason I am in this mess in the first place. Why would you want to help me?" Randy watched Cindy jot down another note.
Bitch.
"Look, obviously I don't like you...but I don't hate you either," Karen lied "We can at least be civil to each other at work. Your sentence is almost up and nobody is going to care."
"Helping you helps the business, right? And right now business is suffering. So go to Italy, meet the suppliers, and make the deal. You can check with your lawyer first if you really want to."
Randy paused only a moment to consider before responding. He was eager to ditch the skirts and lipstick and have a chance to dress in normal men's clothing, at least for a little while.
"Fine!"
Randy would do a quick check of his probation contract before he went just to make sure.
Karen smiled as her plan fell into place. Ordering him to go abroad since he really didn't have the right to refuse under his probation agreement, should be the final trap she needed to remove Randy from her company.
**
After only 30 minutes recess court resumed and Randy listened as the judge called the court to order and pronounced her sentence.
"In the matter of the Crown versus Randolph James Johnson this court finds the defendant guilty of the crime of violating the courts sentence and knowingly traveling abroad to avoid carrying out your sentence as specified by the prior court decision and the sentencing guidelines for crimes of sexual harassment."
The voice of the judge rose sonorously as she continued reading her opinion.
"As the court considers the aggravating factors of ignorance; ignorance of the law is no excuse, and misogyny; the documented disparaging statements made by the accused about women and to women during his probationary period, the court is compelled by sentencing guidelines under royal statute as decreed by the crown, assented to by the house of lords, and approved by the subjects via referendum and majority vote to an extension of your sentence as follows:"
"You are to be remanded to the National Social Services Administration and Maintenance Department to serve an additional sentence of empathy training for rehabilitation."
"You are to begin your sentence by serving eight hours in pillory on public display."
"Furthermore, upon completion of empathy training and pillory, this court sentences you to not less than 3 years and not more than 7 years of indentured servitude."
The judge looked up from reading her sentence and stared directly at Randy.
"Laws still apply to Allegorian Subjects wherever they are, even if abroad. Society takes a dim view on subjects who try to flout the law and this court decision shall reflect that view."
"Bailiff, take Ms. Johnson into custody."
Randy stood stunned as the bailiff cuffed his hands behinds his back and slowly walked him from the courtroom. He was being sent to the Bimbo Lottery! Photographers from the media used flash photography to capture the scene as he was walked from the courtroom. Women's rights advocates present in the gallery cheered the decision. He noticed his stepmother, Karen, in the back of the gallery, smiling at him.
Randy wondered if he was being walked slowly because of the high heels he was wearing or to extend his humiliation before the press. He couldn't help but wonder, was this an exercise in humility or an exercise in humiliation?
Right now, it seemed like an exercise in futility.
Donna Hancock also sat in the Gallery.
Donna, formerly principal and headmistress of Sacred Heart Academy, an all-girls school took notes as she watched the proceedings unfold. Since her dismissal from the Academy she found unpaid work as an intern at a local law firm.
Donna worked as a paralegal and was "reading the law" under the supervision and tutelage of a senior partner of the law firm. In a few more months she would have the experience to finally try for the Allegorian Bar exam.
Donna noted how male suspects in court seemed to fair far worse than female suspects. And the new laws regarding gender based offenses were particularly troubling. Almost every time a man went to court a conviction was the result. When a woman went to trial the conviction rate was less than 10%. These tendencies and this trend also resulted in extremely harsh sentences for relatively minor offenses.
Donna watched as the suspect...no, convict now, was escorted from the court room to the cheers of the many feminists in attendance.
As she glanced at her watch she noted the time. She had to go. She needed to get to her other job now. The pay wasn't great but it was keeping her alive and covering her expenses until she could become a lawyer and get a new start on life.
**
Back in her office, formerly Randy's, Karen sat back in the comfortable office chair and gloated over her success. She summoned her assistant via intercom to come attend her in the office.
Karen had watched with satisfaction as her stepson was led away. He really looked pretty in his floral dress and kitten heels with his hands cuffed behind his back. His expression of shock was priceless.
Cindy entered the office and Karen wordlessly hiked up the hem of her skirt as Cindy took hold of her panties and lowered them down to her ankles before she knelt down between her thighs.
Karen was ready to enact the final part of her plan upon Randy. With his second conviction and his legal debts she could now force him to sell the company. She had already set up the shell company and arranged a buyer and made sure that her share of the sale would be more than adequate to set her up for life.
Legally she couldn't avoid paying Randy his share but the trust fund she set up to manage his assets while he was in prison was in another shell company that she controlled.
Cindy placed her hands gently upon Karen's thigh high stockings and pushed slightly to open her legs wider and give greater access as she began to tentatively lick Karen's labial folds with her delicate and talented tongue.
She should have had the money already if her elderly husband hadn't had a heart attack and died before she could have him amend his will, Karen pondered. Once that was done she would have made sure he had a heart attack at the time and place of her choosing.
Karen eased down her chair a little bit and then placed her legs over Cindy's shoulders. Giving Cindy even greater access to her pussy she sighed in pleasure as her assistants' oral talents were applied to her clitoral hood. Karen had become very wet with saliva, arousal and excitement.
But instead she had to actually work and plan and scheme to force her stepson to do the right thing. And now that her scheme had been realized, she was ready to cash in and move on.
Karen sigh softly as Cindy's tongue now darted tentatively into and out of her pussy, teasing her vaginal walls. Karen's pussy juices were flowing easily with anticipation.
Tonight the attorney's will meet for the last time with Randy and they will execute the court order that will force her stepson to sign over control of his company...to protect his interests, of course...and then she can see that it gets sold while the state would ensure that her son can continue to follow the path she had laid out for him.
Karen's excitement grew stronger as Cindy now teased her clitoris directly. Karen crossed her ankles behind Cindy's back and spread her legs as wide as possible. She gripped Cindy's hair to pull her in tight against her pussy...her orgasm...she was so close now...mmmm...yes...
It was perfect! Believe the woman...it was gratifying to see that her faith in the public outcries she had orchestrated actually worked.
Karen moaned in ecstasy as her eyes rolled back in her head and her mind blanked as her orgasm crashed down upon her and overwhelmed her higher reason.
After her orgasm subsided Karen gazed happily at her Assistant.
Little Cindy...so cute...her totally submissive little pussy-licker...she was quite a find.
After the papers were signed she had a meeting with the buyer. He was handsome and well hung and there was no doubt in her mind that she was going to let him fuck her senseless.
But having Cindy take the edge off and sate her arousal would give her more stamina and let her control the pace and timing of the seduction. She didn't want to appear too eager. She wasn't a slut after all...
Karen could never bring herself to eat out another woman; the thought of her doing that actually sickened her, but the pleasure of receiving cunnilingus and oral pleasure was an entirely different matter.
Karen knew that she was effectively a lipstick lesbian and a pillow princess...willing to kiss other women to seduce them and then let those women satisfy her sexually but never reciprocate. Despite this she still had plans for Cindy.
Karen smiled at her good fortune of finding her.
Bright, with a bubbly personality and energetic, she had met her at a convention for up and coming clothing designers and manufacturers. Cindy not only had a degree in fashion and design but also minored in engineering. Her goal was to make the most comfortable and best fitting women's athletic clothing possible.
She already had trademarked a company name; "Shü", and was searching for a venture capitalist to provide the financial backing to launch her start-up.
Karen's discovery of Cindy's bisexual submissive nature was fortuitous. Karen's seduction of her had been at times playful and at other times commanding. Karen had been quick to learn all of Cindy's buttons and knew exactly how to push them.
Karen also considered Cindy's clothing designs. She was truly in near genius territory. Her designs were optimally engineered for the female form. Her understanding of materials and fabrics made her clothing line simultaneously more breathable and more hydrophobic but also more flattering and functional. Kinesthetically speaking they moved like nothing else on the market. They were absolutely certain to revolutionize and dominate the women's athletic clothing market.
Karen intended to take Cindy's clothing line and also a small shoe manufacturer she had recently discovered and acquired and merge them into one larger company...If it worked they could make a fortune. If not then the tax write off's would still be good for her bottom line.
Karen planned to bring Cindy with her to New York when she started her new life abroad as a wealthy heiress. It would be best to get out of Allegoria while she was ahead. Having a new business to run would give her something to do while she found her next aging and ailing widower to seduce. She was garnering a reputation in Allegoria and moving somewhere new would open opportunities. Bringing along a submissive slut to worship her pussy while she...hunted...for her next husband would also be a fine way to begin anew.
After all, she was a powerful, strong, and intelligent woman. Her dominance should be obvious to all. Obedience and respect were her due. It was only what she deserved.
**
The Pillory.
Randy waited, handcuffed, shackled and chained to his fellow prisoners. He had thought that at least for his public shaming sentence he would finally be out of his court ordered women's clothes and wearing the typical unisex orange jumpsuit of the Department Of Corrections.
But as he was loathe discovering; that was not to be. In Allegoria; gender based offenses are considered especially heinous, and as someone who was found guilty of a gender based offense and under legally enforced mandatory cross-dressing restrictions he was required to wear a prison issued outfit specific to his crimes, and that outfit was to his mind positively indecent.
The first problem was the orange color of his booty-short panties.
The wide waist band had "Department Of Corrections" printed in black block lettering. It encircled his hips and sat low cut so that the top cleft of his buttocks was exposed to view. Inconceivably the wide waist band made the blaze orange section of the booty short panties seem even smaller. It would have barely constrained his penis had the court appointed mistress not forcibly and with what seemed malicious delight tucked his cock and balls away between his legs.
Now anyone who looked at his crotch would only see the smooth flat front and "V" shape similar to a typical woman's anatomy.
Next was the fully formed sports bra in matching blaze orange color, the same color as his panties and as the other prisoner's uniform prison coveralls. "D.O.C." was printed in bold black lettering across his bust and "Department Of Corrections" printed in smaller lettering upon each bra strap over his otherwise bare shoulders.
That his bust had been fully padded out with silicon breast forms was yet another indignity that assaulted his senses. He had been mocked by the court appointed disciplinarian who told him gleefully that they were DD cup realistic breast forms.
They jiggled every time he moved; despite the sports bra, no matter how slight the motion. The disciplinarian who prepared him for the pillory had also used adhesive to apply them to his shaved hairless chest. It was disconcerting to him to note how their movement could be easily felt through his pectoral muscles.
Even the realistic silicon nipples stood prominently and created a noticeable impression through the fabric of the prison orange sports bra; making it look as if he had tits and his nipples were excited or aroused.
Finally, he wasn't even allowed to wear the simple orange canvas dock shoes of the other prisoners. Instead, he stood precariously atop orange peep toe pumps.
The 6 inch tall block heel would have been terrible without the two inch platform toe to lessen the strain on his calves and ankles.
Every time he considered all the things that they had done to him his mental anguish increased.
His exposed toe-nails were all painted a high visibility fluorescent orange with a high gloss shine, and his fingernails were identically painted. The acrylic nails that had been glued onto his fingers were easily over a half inch long past the end of his fingertips.
His makeover at the hands of the court appointed cosmetician was equally humiliating.
Gone were the subtle effects he had perfected over the past six months; the minimum required to satisfy his sentencing parameters. Instead he was given a far bolder makeover than he would have ever done himself.
His face was painted in a way any streetwalking whore would be proud to see. Deep blue eye shadow and dark eyeliner had been applied to give his eyes a cat's eye appearance. Heavy rouge on the apples of his cheeks and long fake eyelashes tickled the upper part of his face and eyebrows and made him blink often, which had the added effect of making viewers assume he was fluttering his eyelashes at them. His eyebrows had been plucked and shaped into gentle arches that gave him a "surprised bimbo" appearance.
The deep red lipstick that was applied to his lips was given a heavy coat of lip gloss such that the overhead lighting reflected as highlights from his full, pouting lips. The layering of his lipstick also made his lips look fuller and the make-up look 'deeper' and more luscious.
One prisoner seemed to be muttering something over and over again, shaking his head in denial.
"Allegoria, come for vacation, stay on probation." He murmured.
The other prisoners at least seemed to try to be stoically clinging to their dignity.
Randy was lead out from the holding area last in line but he was also the one who attracted the most notice. Adrenaline and nerves gave Randy a sense of hyper awareness as if he could clearly see everything that was within view.
People in the mall gallery and walkways who had seen this all before and were by and large immune to the spectacle stopped to stare and point when he was escorted towards the platform. The other prisoners in their prison issued jumpsuits were largely ignored and the brunt of the public shaming seemed to fall onto Randy.
He heard one man mutter to another "Well you don't see that everyday."
Randy could clearly overhear one mother say as she reprimanded her son "See what happens to you if you mistreat a woman?"
The son, with wide eyes looking at the spectacle, solemnly nodded in the affirmative.
One by one the other eleven prisoners were quickly affixed to their respective pillories. There seemed to be a delay when they finally reach Randy and he started to wonder what the hold up was for him when one of the bailiffs brought out some form of low round padded rail attached to a single pole.
Randy felt as if he was hyperventilating, which had the unfortunate effect of causing his bosom to visibly heave.
"Relax honey...breathe...it'll be over soon enough." One of the guards watching Randy remarked sarcastically as he tried to calm him down.
Randy watched as the pole was inserted into a recessed slot on the floor. The padded rail in front of him was now even with his hips.
The bailiff roughly pushed him over the padded pole and held him down while another bailiff affixed his ankles to the bottom of the pole with the shackles he was wearing.
Randy already knew from his earlier sentence that wearing high heels would naturally give him a straighter more perfect posture, lengthening his calves and producing a longer appearance to his legs and as he was now affixed to the pole it was impossible to bend his knees. His legs were now pressed tightly together, secured to the pole.
The humiliation continued as his head and hands were now placed into the stocks and secured. He realized that his pillory was actually slightly lower than the "Hip Pad" meaning that his ass was now elevated higher than his head.



Randy struggled with the slowly increasing level of discomfort the position caused. The only relief he felt was when he lowered the arch of his back so that the hip pad bore most of his weight. This also lifted his feet up slightly and eased the pain in his ankles from wearing heels so high. The unfortunate side effect was that he was now publicly displayed in a position that could only be described as fully submissive.
"That's right sissy, 'splay dat ass!" Someone from the upper gallery shouted to the hoots and laughter from many of the other shoppers forming the crowd.
With sudden clarity Randy realized that with his high heels and legs firmly affixed to the leg pole, with his head lower than his bottom, and with the curve of his back collapsed downward, that his panty covered ass was fully exposed and on display to the public for his public shaming!
The booty short panties were cut such that his ass appeared quite rounded and feminine and the tightness of his panties caused the bottom seam of the panty to creep deep into the cleavage of his butt cheeks. Only a thong panty could possibly have been more revealing!
One final indignity was that unlike the other prisoners, his placard publicly announcing his crime was placed behind him, on the floor by his feet instead of on the pillory below his head. For the public to know what his crime was they would first see his plump full bottom barely covered in blaze orange booty short panties.
Randy fought his emotions as hard as he could but the humiliation of presenting his ass and face in public on pillory was just too much. He was unable to stifle the sob of despair and could not prevent the tears escaping his eyes from flowing.
Publicly shamed, Randy's tears flowed freely. His tears caused his mascara and eyeliner to smudge and run down his cheeks. The bailiffs attending the prisoners and the public observing all reacted to Randy's public shaming and contrition with varying displays of scorn, ridicule, amusement or acceptance.
**
The Hypnotherapist, the Pharmacist and the Head of the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department sat comfortably around a low table as they discussed the new training techniques that were to be implemented upon the newest group of servants.
"Let's face facts," the hypnotherapist began without preamble "If you continue to use strict corporal punishment as a training method you are limiting your program and will still face unacceptable levels of noncompliance among service providers."
"And you say your techniques can reduce these rates?" Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon asked bluntly. As Head of the NSSA&M he entertained many petitioners and government contractors seeking lucrative contracts with the department. These two had managed to make it through the screening process to earn a personal meeting.
"Oi mate, I'm saying we can eliminate them completely." The pharmacist smiled at Dr. Inon. His tobacco stained and chipped teeth and rough Irish brogue lending him a disreputable air.
"We have perfected a technique that can virtually guarantee compliance with training as well as increased acceptance as a service provider", the hypnotherapist smoothly interjected.
Horace smiled politely at the beautiful hypnotherapist. She had a beautiful heart shaped face with near perfect features that she had accentuated with minimal makeup. Her cultured alto voice was soothing. Horace admired her professional appearance as well. A near perfect figure with long full styled brunette hair currently held professionally with a clasp behind her head.
Her dress emphasized her best features and also left her long nylon clad legs on display. Horace had a thing for women with nylons. One of his changes he instituted upon accepting his current position was to amend the dress code for all female service providers to always include pantyhose, tights, or stockings.
"And how can you make this claim, realistically?" Horace challenged.
"I believe you are well acquainted with Countess Jewel Delacroix?" The Hypnotherapist asked.
"Yes, I do know Lady Delacroix. Her husband was always an ardent supporter of the work we do here."
"Indeed, a good man and noble, may he rest in peace."
"Oi...car crash...terrible way to go." The pharmacist awkwardly chimed in.
"My colleague and I have perfected a technique using hypnotherapy and pharmaceuticals that have conditioned Lady Delacroix to such an extent that she has fully assumed her role as the male-bride of Count Delacroix. The control is remarkable and has extended into her life now that she is a widow."
"She intends to retain her female presentation despite her newfound freedom from the arranged marriage."
Horace took that statement with a grain of salt. He was aware of several of the codicils of the count's will and knew that Lady Delacroix's willingness to continue presenting as female may have something to do with the hundreds of billions of dollars she now inherited as long as she remained and presented as female rather than any hypnotic conditioning.
"So how do you plan, exactly, to be of service to our service providers?"
"Y'er whores, ya mean..." the pharmacist broke in "and we intend to do it with this."
The pharmacist reached into his pocket with his gnarled rough hands and pulled out a small clear vial of pink liquid and placed it into the center of the table.
"I call it 'Docility'" The pharmacist grinned again.
"And what, exactly, is it?" Horace asked, even though he had thoroughly read their written proposal and already knew.
"It's a unique chemical that acts as a sedative, a hallucinogenic, a central nervous system depressant, a testosterone inhibitor, and a custom amphetamine that can increase susceptibility to cognitive suggestion."
"Making hypnosis much more effective." The hypnotherapist chimed in.
"Collectively these drugs penetrate the blood brain barrier and sit in the brain acting like a catalyst. They speed up and facilitate a chemical reaction without being used up themselves. The compound reacts in the presence of endorphins which enhances the desired docile and submissive behavior."
"Every exposure to endorphins will compound the effect of the previous exposure, accelerating submission to the desirable behavioral traits."
"And the drugs are perfectly formulated and targeted and do not work against each other."
"So in a nutshell, the more the recruit orgasms, the more submissive and obedient he or she will become." The hypnotherapist finished.
"So...no contraindication?" Horace asked. He was impressed with their presentation and the way they were working together to make their statements. They must have rehearsed their sales pitch beforehand.
"None." The pharmacist replied proudly.
The hypnotherapist could see that Horace was interested and was ready to set the hook.
"What we propose is to train and condition the next few recruits into the department's service provider ranks. We will demonstrate that our techniques can enable your professional trainers to condition the recruits with less than.04% behavioral variance."
"I will also want to teach your in house therapists and hypnosis providers my methods that complement the susceptibility each recruit experiences when medicated."
"So this vial contains enough medication for..." Horace let the question hang.
"That vial of liquid contains one dose."
"So enough for one recruit?"
"Yes. One patient, one dose, administered intravenously; once a day for ten days and that is all the medication that is needed."
"And ten days of hypnotherapy while the recruit is fully under the influence of the medication." The hypnotherapist added. "A morning session of hypnotherapy followed by an afternoon session of sexual conditioning will accomplish in 10 days what takes the traditional training regimen 6 months.
Horace drew a sharp breath in surprise. "Sexual conditioning therapy is an advanced stage of training. Usually a recruit isn't deemed ready until after 2 months of preparatory training."
"Using my potion and her hypnosis your trainee will be ready immediately." The pharmacist affirmed.
"I take it we have your interest." the hypnotherapist declared confidently.
Horace decided to act decisively.
"We have a new recruit that may be perfect; a transferee from the Allegorian Penal System. He is slated to become a feminized service provider."
Horace noted that both the hypnotherapist and the pharmacist raised eyebrows at this information.
"It's an under-served fetish due to a shortage of acceptable service providers." Horace elaborated. "This year's national lottery only found one suitable candidate for induction."
"Therefore I propose a test case, if you can demonstrate proof of conditioning for..." Horace looked to check over a document on his computer before continuing "Randolph James Johnson, then I will be willing do discuss a long term contract. We can compare his progress against the traditional methods we use on our one other feminized recruit undergoing training, the one who won this years lottery. Then see which one is most obedient. Agreed?"
The hypnotherapist and the pharmacist glanced only once at each other before responding simultaneously.
"Agreed."
**
Randy sat in a comfortable padded chair. He gently tested the bonds that held him restrained and knew it was futile to struggle. Straps held his ankles in place. Another set of straps bond each leg at the thigh above the knee. A strap went over his lap and abdomen. Both his wrists were bound to the armrests of the chair and each of his upper arms were bound around his biceps. Another strap went under his armpits and over his chest. Another around his throat, and a final strap held his head back against the head rest.
Seriously, he knew before he even tried it would be futile. So he didn't try very hard. It seemed the best choice to make at the time.
The therapist who greeted him for his induction and indoctrination into the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department had been kind. Her voice was sweet and soothing. When the officers escorting him from prison turned him over to the service she had insisted that he be treated kindly.
But then she had orderlies immediately escort him to this room and restrain him into this chair.
She said it was for his safety.
Randy was delivered to the NSSA&M still wearing his prison issue orange sports bra, booty shorts and pumps. They had taken him here directly from pillory. His feet and ankles were in agony from standing for so long in his blaze orange 6 inch peep toe pumps with 2 inch platform lift. Sitting down was a relief.
Once secured to the chair they had his eyes blindfolded; a spandex affair that sealed out all light from reaching his eyes. He was thrust into pitch blackness. He saw the room before they covered his eyes. It was dimly lit so all he saw was the chair and what looked like some medical monitoring equipment; nothing else.
Someone, he assumed it was a woman from the perfume he could smell; spent a fair amount of time attaching leads to him; on his chest, on his fingers, on his scalp, forehead and face.
Randy wanted to ask what they were about to do.
He couldn't.
He bit down on the bridle bit gag that they had shoved in his mouth. He tried to force it out but it held snug by two straps, one over his head and one around the back of his neck.
He was embarrassed by the drool that was flowing smoothly down his chin and onto his chest. The drool was flowing slowly down the cleavage between his fake DD boobs. Prison issued breast forms for his public shaming in the pillory.
Once the technician finished attaching the leads there was a pause. Then someone pushed a needle into his arm. They left it there. He could feel tubing when they taped it in place.
Was he hooked up to an IV of some sort?
Were they giving him drugs?
Next a pair of headphones were placed over his ears; the old fashioned kind that covered the whole ear. Randy tried to shake them off but someone then strapped his head to the headrest of the chair and strapped the headphones in place.
After that it seemed he was left alone.
Randy sat and waited for something to happen.
Was the room getting warmer? Randy was a bit cold when he was delivered but now he felt warm. He was actually starting to perspire. For some reason he was very relaxed. Was it the IV in his arm? Were they giving him something?
Soft music began to play over his headphones right at the limit of his hearing. Randy strained to hear the tune. He found the more he strained and struggled to hear the harder it was...when he relaxed, the music seemed to get louder and easier to hear.
Something was happening...a voice...he could hear a voice saying something...repeating something...Randy relaxed more and the voice was easier to hear...
**
The hypnotherapist finished explaining the setup to the assembled NSSA&M training mistresses and technicians.
"As you can see our subject is in a sound proof room, completely restrained, isolated and deprived of most of his senses."
"Sensory deprivation is part of the process?" An administrator asked.
"Yes...a necessary one."
"We have raised the temperature of the isolation room to what we humorously call 'womb temperature'. This with the sedative mix that makes up an important component of the drug will help to facilitate faster submission of the test subjects psyche."
"I see that all of your instruments are here in this monitoring room. This is useful and important data that will be useful in proving the efficacy of this program."
The hypnotherapist appreciated that the NSSA&M wanted to document the experiment and that they were monitoring the subjects heart rate, respiration, skin temperature, brain waves and a whole host of other instruments they insisted on using to monitor the test subject.
"You will find the uploaded app readout on this monitor. The app interprets the subject's brain waves and senses reluctance or hesitation and follows a pre-programmed decision tree to compensate for and overcome the subject's hesitation."
The Hypnotherapist just smiled as she saw the patient was relaxing.
"The final component, indeed the most important and the only necessary equipment is this media recorder that contains subliminal hypnotic suggestions that are now being implanted into the subject's thoughts."
"As you can see the drug has been administered and entered the subjects system." She began, pointing to the monitor that kept track of blood chemistry composition.
"The second part is simple subliminal suggestion." She turned on the audio for her audience to hear.
"What you hear is this pleasant music. What Randy...er...excuse me, the subject hears on a strictly subliminal level is this..."
"You are a girl." The soothing alto voice belonged to the hypnotherapist.
"You are a pretty girl."
"You want to be a pretty girl."
"You are good."
"You obey"
"You obey your betters"
"You want to serve."
"You want to serve your superiors."
"You long to serve your superiors."
The hypnotherapist turned off the speaker.
"The more he relaxes, the more pleasant the sensations he is experiencing from the drug, and the easier it is for the suggestions to take root. It goes on like this for some time, with subliminal suggestions expanding from the simplest suggestion to slightly more complex suggestions and conditions."
"We've tried these techniques before." One of the training mistresses interrupted. "There was no evidence that they had any effect on the subservient status of our subjects than those obtained by traditional methods of positive and negative reinforcement with the use of corporal punishment as appropriate."
"Her hypnotic mental state coupled with the medication and these sequenced and organized subliminal implants will compel her obedience." The hypnotherapist responded.
"Hypnosis cannot compel anyone to do anything that they wouldn't normally want to do." Another training mistress interjected.
"And that is exactly what makes our methods different. My method will build on the simple suggestions and expand upon them into more complex and elaborate conditions that the subject will encounter. She will first be conditioned to view herself as a feminized male whore. Next she will be urged to make a choice between two options. Finally she will face a series of conditions where she MUST choose and by then will be conditioned to follow her decision. She will have convinced herself that in the given circumstances her choice was the correct one and she must follow through. She must obey."
"It still seems unlikely." A monitoring technician spoke up this time.
"As they say, the proof is in the pudding" the hypnotherapist replied "In 10 days, you will see for yourself and I am confident that you will be convinced."
**
The group reconvened later that afternoon as Randy was brought to the sexual conditioning center for his afternoon session.
The Hypnotherapist and the group had reconvened in an adjoining room and were watching the process of Randy's conditioning with interest.
Normally a recruit would not be thrust into this situation until at least two months of training had elapsed. Having he subject receive sexual conditioning training on the afternoon of his first day was unprecedented.
The technician monitored the feedback from the EEG machine and was pleased with the results. Her subject was being thoroughly railed by the training mistress. The 7 inch long 3 inch thick neon pink strap-on dildo was fully penetrating Brandi's ass and the pleasure centers of Brandi's brain were lighting up the technician's monitor.
The technician had studied the file of the subject in advance. Brandi, formerly known as Randy, had come to the Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department from the department of corrections after her court appointed sentence and reasonable punishment for gender based offenses was deemed to have been proven ineffective.
The technician's attention was momentarily captured by an alert from the sensors embedded in the training mistress's strap-on dildo. The pressure sensor was indicating that Brandi's ass had finally relaxed fully and her ass was accepting the intrusion of the prosthetic penis. The technician noticed the graph of pressure resistance to time and found it to be within the "fast" end of the bell curve. It would seem that randy Brandi was a quick learner.
A special camera that was attuned to monitor surface temperatures was being used to monitor Brandi's skin temperature and read the fluctuations caused by increased heart rate and respiration. Brandi was flush and her core temperature and skin temperature were clearly elevated from her exertions and the stimulation of her training session.
Not every male in the process of conditioning can respond to prostate stimulation so completely; or quickly, but Brandi was taking it like a champ. On all fours or on her back, in any position really, the prosthetic cock was able to easily stimulate her prostate gland with the result that the pleasure center of her mind was now being slowly flooded with endorphins.
Leads attached to sensors positioned to monitor her muscle contractions throughout her body were now indicating spasms and tremors of increasing frequency and intensity.
The technician smiled toward the training mistress and gave her a "thumbs up" signal. The subject was close to and about to orgasm from his...err, her...anal penetration.
The technician grimaced slightly, but for only a moment at her mental faux pas. Part of the sentence was that Brandi; formerly Randy was to only be addressed with female pronouns. Addressing her this way was also an important part of the conditioning process.



Deconstructing his male identity and substituting her new female identity was a delicate process. Fracture the psyche, then shatter it, then rebuild it to the needs of the service.
The technician also knew that there was more than the usual amount of interest in this subject. It was said that the training of Brandi had attracted the attention of the director himself and that a new drug was being trialed that would make conditioning, cooperation and acceptance easier.
The training mistress, for her part, at the cue from the technician's thumbs-up, increased the pace of her sodomy, wielding her long and girthy strap-on like the well trained professional that she was. Driving into Brandi and burying her tool to the hilt; within mere moments Brandi uncontrollably moaned loudly as an orgasmic rapture rocked her mind and body.
The technician smiled as all the sensor data indicated that the intensity of Brandi's latest anal orgasm was well above average compared to the information available from the statistical database.
The training mistress left her strap-on dildo buried deep in Brandi's ass and held tightly to Brandi's hips, waiting for the technician. The technician for her part continued to watch her screens and monitors as she recorded Brandi's vitals and statistical data, tracking the readings against time as Brandi slowly drifted down from her euphoric state of bliss.
It was several minutes that passed before the EEG indicated that she was once again clear of mind.
As if on cue, Brandi started to plead for her release and for her training session to end.
"Please...stop...I can't do this...I can't take this..." She begged, gasping for breath.
The technician merely smiled as she noted the brief outburst of reluctance and non-compliance. Something her superiors would argue over. Was the new therapy ineffective, or were these the new "feigned vocalizations" they said were hypnotic implants designed to elicit and increase excitement and arousal from Brandi's prospective clients?
The technician gave the go-ahead signal to the training mistress to resume her anal assault of Brandi's ass.
The training mistress let the strap on slip out of Brandi's ass and with practiced ease disconnected the phallic instrument from the harness. She selected the next larger size dildo; 7 and 1/2 inches long and 3 and 1/4 inches diameter; 1/4 inch wider and 1/2 inch longer than the previous dildo. She made sure the sensor wiring was connected to the harness before plugging the dildo into her harness.
As the training mistress positioned the tip of the new dildo upon the entrance to Brandi's ass Brandi flinched and her begging became more frantic.
"God...no...please no...not again..." Her voice was already becoming higher pitched, frantic, and...feminine.
Time to shut her up, thought the technician; as she watched the training mistress, with one long smooth stroke easily penetrate Brandi's sphincter and bury the new larger dildo fully into Brandi's ass.
Brandi moaned again, as the strap-on dildo was withdrawn slowly from her ass, only to be thrust back inside. The voice stress analyzer interpreted the data and displayed its findings. Brandi was moaning in both pleasure...and despair.
The technician and the training mistress both smiled at Brandi's outburst. They had already completed 8 training sets. There were four more sets to complete, four more orgasms to induce, before the session would end.
The training mistress and the technician shared slight satisfied smiles with each other, satisfied in the knowledge that by the end of the night, despite any new experimental techniques, the inductee would be well on her way to becoming a wanton gaped butt-slut.
The regular process never failed yet this recruit seemed to be on the fast track to full submission.
The technician made copies of the data and sent them with the data from the previous trainee. All the training staff was abuzz with excitement over the news of a new training regimen that could condition the inductee in a fraction of the time.
The technician attached the male lottery winner's results from the early morning session to the email she was drafting for Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon. She had also conveniently started her sexual conditioning the week before. The technician would download Brandi's results as soon as her full session was complete. The two inductees were being used to compare and contrast the traditional method of conditioning with the new experimental conditioning regimen and Dr. Inon expected daily updates.
The technician monitored the feedback from the sensors and smiled again. Brandi was in for a very long day.
**
Group Therapy Session.
Brandi entered the room and took her assigned seat in the circle of chairs in the open room. She was always the first to arrive. She waited silently until the others arrived as well. It was easy to tell when they were approaching as their stiletto heel taps on the hard tile floor gave adequate forewarning. As the other members of her training group entered and took their seats Brandi evaluated their outfits. Part of group was called "Constructive Criticism" and each of the girls was to offer critical advice to each other on how to improve their appearance and presentation.
Brandi looked over the members of her team...her new family. The service had assigned them to be together to help and support each other for the terms of their contracts. They explained that having family to love and support each other would help them in their duty to the state in service of the people.
Doll, Flower, Toy, Missy and Sindy entered and took their places. Brandi frowned slightly as all of them were only wearing color matching yoga shorts and sports bras. Doll in Pink, Flower in yellow, Toy in purple, Missy in pale blue and Sindy in red; their high heels color matching their workout attire. Their appearance gave nothing worthy of criticism as they probably came straight from a training session. Britney arrived, last as always, and sat down next to her.
Britney was the only other feminized male service provider in their group. Aside from Brandi all the other group participants were genetic women. Britney was well known among them as the only man to be selected during the annual bimbo lottery that the NSSA&M conducted for this fiscal year.
She was also well known as she was not adapting to her new role as well or as quickly as she was expected.
Brandi didn't know what Britney's name was before in her old life. Everyone knew that Britney was having difficulties. Everyone called her a brat and that's why she was dressed like a brat. She wore all pinks and blacks. Her pink stilettos, black mesh distressed thigh highs, pink tartan skater skirt, and a distressed pink shirt with a black lace vest that clung tightly to her tummy and bosom. Distressed white lace fingerless gloves extended to her elbows. She also had too much bling; like a child who was first learning and allowed to dress herself.
All the training mistresses had their problems with Britney and her attitude but they used her non-compliance against her by dressing her according to her attitude.
She looked exactly like a spoiled brat should.
Brandi also stood out from the genetic women as she had just arrived from her dancing class. She was dressed in a sheer mesh dress with an asymmetrical hem dipping from her left hip to her right knee that clung tightly to her surgically enhanced curves. Her black bra struggled to contain her DD cup silicon implants and her butt and thigh implants helped to showcase her black thong that rode high up over her hips. The dress fabric was shimmery in the light but did nothing to conceal her intimates. Her lustrous black panty hose and glossy black stiletto heels completed her outfit.
Brandi looked to Bratty Britney and noted her makeup and hair was in a pink punk style. Doll, Toy, Flower, Missy and Sindy each wore makeup that matched the colors of their workout attire, but in a modest and innocent presentation.
Brandi's makeup was decidedly more striking and dramatic consisting of heavy use of contour, rouge, lipstick and eye shadows in keeping with her dance diva presentation. Her long blond hair had been slicked back flat on top of her head and gathered behind her ears to hang flat and straight behind her head and neck. Gold chain earrings dangled from her pierced ears and a short gold chain necklace adorned her neck. An NSSA&M logo hung from the chain at her throat.
Brandi noticed that Britney's heels had locks on them.
"Tried to throw out your shoes again?" Brandi asked.
Britney just glared back at Brandi, and didn't respond.
Brandi was about to ignore her when she heard Britney sob.
"Hey...you ok?" Brandi asked with concern.
"NO!" Britney cried; her anger evident. "I'm not like you...I hate this place..."
Brandi had no idea what to say to cheer Britney up. Why would Brat think she liked it? Her presence here was her sentence. She just had to fulfill her sentence and get it over with.
Brandi's observations were interrupted as a training mistress entered the room. Everyone except Britney rose to greet her.
"Good afternoon Mistress." They sang in unison.
"Good afternoon ladies" the training mistress replied sweetly before noticing that Britney hadn't sung her greeting.
"No greeting from you Britney?" It was hard to detect but there was a slight edge to her voice that the girls knew all too well.
"Good afternoon mistress." Britney sang her greeting with a perceptible sarcastic lilt and rolled her eyes but still remain seated.
The training mistress seemed to take it in stride.
"Better, but always stand up when you speak to your superiors; one demerit."
Britney looked peeved but quickly covered it.
"This isn't right. You should be ashamed of what you are doing to me...to us...to all of us."
"Why is that? Why should any of us feel shame about what we do?"
"Of course you should feel shame. Men shouldn't be women."
"Wow that's a lot to unpack there. What you have just said is a remarkably archaic, chauvinistic and unenlightened attitude."
"No one should feel shame." Toy chimed in.
"Why? Shouldn't we?" Brandi asked innocently.
"A perceptive question, deserving of an honest and open answer"
"And the answer is..." The therapist paused and drew out the moment for dramatic effect.
"No."
Brandi blinked in confusion. Several of the other girls in the group also shifted in their seats.
"Whereas a traditionally raised man or woman may feel shame, here in this great country of Allegoria we have the most progressive educational system in the world. We raise our children in as gender neutral an environment as possible to harvest openness and create opportunities for individual free expression to flourish."
"Furthermore your conditioning enables each of you to rise above these anachronistic feelings. All of you have been chosen! Chosen to serve the state and help your fellow man by keeping elevated passions under control."
One of the girls raised her hand.
"Yes Doll?"
"But wasn't this originally a punishment for the rebels after the end of the second great war?"
"Yes it was, but now in our culture it is a celebration of our history and of our ideals and of equality between the sexes."
Flower raised her hand next.
"Please hold that thought flower, today instead of our scheduled constructive criticism session we have a guest speaker that might help to answer these questions you may be having. She is a member of the NSSA&M Board of Directors. Ladies, please welcome Countess Wanda Oldsworth."
Brandi and all the girls, and even Britney rose from their seats again to greet their visitor.
"Good afternoon Your Grace."
"Girls, girls, please be seated...and thank you for that lovely welcome."
Everyone sat back down primly upon their chairs and gave Countess Oldsworth their respectful attention.
"Girls, it's a pleasure to be here, and I enjoyed hearing that question as it directly relates to why I am here today."
"I suppose one way to ask it is like this; are women inferior to men?"
Sindy raised her hand as Lady Oldsworth acknowledged her and indicated she should answer.
Sindy stood up as she spoke.
"No. Under the law men and women are equal."
"Very good, that's the expected answer, but also the simple answer. Please be seated. I should also ask if that is the way it is in practice? Does it seem as if men and women are equal in day to day life?"
All the girls looked uncomfortable at the thought. Finally Brandi raised her hand and then stood up to answer when she was acknowledged.
"No. Men have more power than women" Brandi answered as she had been trained to respond from her previous probation "therefore laws exist to remedy the historical imbalance to promote equality for women."
"Not the answer I was expecting from this group." Lady Oldsworth replied, taken aback. She seemed thoughtful as she considered Brandi's answer and gestured for Brandi to retake her seat.
"Your grace," The training Mistress interrupted, "Brandi transferred to us from the penal system for her convictions of crimes against women."
Wanda Oldsworth seemed to consider this a moment with a nod of her head before resuming.
"What I want you to learn today is that women have no idea how much men value and crave their good opinion and company and that women have more power than even they know."
"Men fear rejection. They have fragile egos. As service providers your suitors and clients will pay you for the privilege of eliminating their fear of rejection. Men are apprehensive and worry about what women think of them. Your service allows for men to not have to pursue your esteem and good opinion since your company and companionship is now available as a benefit from the state."
"You must become aware that this is due to male insecurity. But make no mistake, patrons, clients or suitors seeking your services are the most insecure men of them all."
"It becomes your duty to help to build up men's self esteem so that they can learn to treat women with the respect and admiration that is their due. A man cannot learn to be a good man if he is lazy and not willing to expend the effort."
"Your true value to the state is to provide a service that will eliminate the base urges of men in a safe and healthy setting so that men will be fit to return to society as productive, and most importantly, respectful subjects of the crown."
Lady Oldsworth noticed the apparent lack of understanding among the bimbos.
"In other words, it is your duty as women to help civilize men."
Flower raised her hand and was acknowledged. She stood and asked "But why are they here?" She pointed to Brat and Brandi.
"They are here because there is a shortage of service providers for the fetish they are being trained to serve. Not all men desire women. The crown service caters equally and without judgment to all her subjects."
"But isn't this a punishment for them?"
"Oh heaven's no. It is a duty and a privilege. It was a punishment for the rebels at the end of the last Great War but today it is a tradition and a celebration of our cultural history."
"Maybe you should ask for volunteers then." Brat interrupted, and remained seated while doing so.
Lady Oldsworth turned to look directly at Brandi and Brat.
"We have many volunteers, but not many of those volunteers can meet the strict physical and aesthetic requirements demanded of the service."
"You are a reminder of the past and a symbol of hope for the future that men and women are truly equal. And it is your duty as feminized men to be a visual representative for women. To be ambassadors of beauty and femininity, and one more very important reason..."
Brandi and Brat both listened closely.
"You are feminized male service providers who will tame men by allowing them to release their pent up stress through fornication."
Brandi and Brat looked confused.
"Whores to fuck away aggression." She restated bluntly, seeing their confusion.
Lady Oldsworth pointed to a motivational poster on the wall. The poster had a picture of the back of a kneeling man wearing a suit while a naked woman on her knees was bowing even lower before him. The woman was looking up into the man's face and smiling. Her hand disappeared where it would appear she was reaching for his open fly. The woman was licking her lips as if in anticipation.
The caption of the poster read: A talented tongue can bring even the strongest man to his knees.
"A talented tongue can bring even the strongest man to his knees." Lady Oldsworth read aloud as she now spoke more generally to the group.
"Society needs more of you, to provide service that helps tame our more feral men and bring them to heel."
The training mistress took note of each of the girls' reactions as they listened to Lady Oldsworth's words.
Doll, Toy, Flower and Sindy didn't seem to show any change in expression while Brat appeared to have sunk down even lower into her chair.
Brandi however seemed to have shifted slightly in her seat and was now practically perched on the end of her chair, her expression of concentration hanging on every utterance.
The training mistress noted her rapt attention. It seemed to be consistent with the drug conditioning regimen unique to her experimental treatment. The training mistress smiled as Brandi continued to excel in all aspects of the training program.
She made a note of Bratty Britney's sulk. The latest reports from their in house psychotherapist indicated she may be close to the tipping point. The traditional conditioning methods should soon break her. If they can fracture her psyche soon, then the additional training steps would enable them to completely shatter her psyche. Finally, the training mistresses and therapists would impose the final aspect of traditional training methods that would allow them to rebuild her shattered psyche into an uninhibited and profitable fuck slut, just like Brandi and the other girls.
And once that transpires her training and new ingrained behavioral patterns would subsume her old personality completely, enabling her to fulfill her duties as an obedient and productive service provider for her term of service to the state.
"Girls, please thank Lady Oldsworth for coming here today and her wonderful motivational message."
With a tapping of heels on the floor all the girls, except Britney, stood as one, and curtsied.
"Thank you Your Grace."
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Muriel and Dianne looked in through the doorway upon Jewel as she typed away on her computer in the manor private study. The looks of annoyance were not disguised.
"This cannot continue." Diane spoke softly.
"If she wants to remain in seclusion then isn't that her choice?" Muriel replied.
"Of course, but I am concerned for her and for her social life. She does nothing except work on financial reports and read legal documents now. Yes she is in mourning for a year but it has been almost a month since her 7 days of isolation ended." Dianne lamented.
"She does go out from time to time, she still attends church services as expected to light a candle for her husband. She still visits her lawyers, her therapist, and all those visits to the house by her financial advisors." Muriel Countered.
"That is NOT a social life! Even as a mourning widow she is allowed and expected to make social calls. This is just...just...ugh..." Diane waved her hands in frustration.
Lady Jewel Delacroix, Countess of the House of Delacroix, Dowager, was acting like a recluse. Her husband was dead now! She needs to get out and live a little!
"She needs to get out more!" Dianne affirmed loudly this time.
She watched a few moments more as Jewel read something on her computer and then typed some more...read...type...read...type...the boring repetition was causing a spike in Dianne's feelings of irritation.
"I'm going in there to talk to her." Dianne announced angrily.
"Well, good luck then." Muriel chuckled at Dianne's resolve.
Seriously, she thought, the invitations Countess Delacroix was currently receiving were for small and unimportant affairs...but ANYTHING was better than NOTHING.
**
Jewel's beauty routines always consumed a good portion of her day.
The hypnotherapist used her repetition techniques while Jewel was deep under hypnosis to remind her how routines give structure to her day. How routines take large and difficult tasks and make them smaller and more manageable.
Dr. Agonia smiled with satisfaction as Jewel's subconscious mind accepted her reasoning. She needed that acceptance to keep her other tells and behavior protocols in place. Jewel would never know that some of her choices were due to the hypnotic conditioning she was implanting into her mind. Her dead husband wanted to assert his plan and his control upon Jewel even after his death and the hypnotherapist had to satisfy the executor that Jewel was still properly conditioned and known to be acting according to her conditioning.
Proof was in the pudding and so far Jewel was unknowingly, subconsciously following her script almost perfectly.
Patricia finished her repetitions and moved on to something new. Establishing the subconscious conditions that would enable the widowed Jewel to accept conscious suggestions Patricia would propose at her next therapy session.
Countess Delacroix was so compliant and easy to train after 7 years of therapy that it took hardly any effort on the part of the hypnotherapist at all.
Easy money, she thought, and to think that Lady Delacroix is now actually paying for all of it anyway.
"No doubt you maintain your hygiene and beauty rituals for your own enjoyment, as do all women, but there must also be more."
Dr. Agonia looked upon the widowed countess as confusion manifested itself upon her face.
"What do you mean?"
"You are always perfectly made-up and with flawless appearance and public presentation. Even in private you maintain your beauty rituals and standards."
"Routines give structure to the day." Jewel answered.
Patricia smiled as she wondered if Jewel would ever realize that was the answer she programmed into her.
"True, but there is possibly something more..."
"What?"
"Did you ever stop to consider that aside from the fact that you enjoy maintaining a flawless feminine appearance that you may be doing it for future reasons?"
"What do you mean by that?"
"You stated many times that you just don't feel 'right' anymore unless you are dressed appropriately and made up. That you don't even feel 'clean' unless you have given yourself your enema, and then there is your flawless presentation on days where you have meetings and public appointments."
"Have you stopped to consider that maybe you do it so that if you ever meet the right man you may be allowing for the opportunity of physical intimacy?"
Jewel's look of disapproval was answer enough.
"Unless you try, you'll never know." Patricia tut-tutted in annoyance at Jewel's reluctance. She resolved to include more subliminal encouragement during her hypnosis session.
Patricia was pleased with Jewels conduct and how docile and cooperative she is. The therapy coupled with the training Leanne had implemented early in Jewel's marriage had overcome Jules initial reluctance and compelled her to embrace the opportunities she had been afforded.
Then aggressive hypnotherapy had conditioned her to control her desires and fulfill her duties as the arranged marriage male bride of a member of the nobility.
Patricia Agonia was fully aware that Jewel has symptoms and behavior indicative of Stockholm syndrome from her long captivity as Jean Claude Delacroix's arranged marriage wife. While Jewel never loved her captor she did survive captivity by fulfilling her duties, however reluctantly.
As Dr. Agonia began hypnosis and eased Jewel into a hypnotic state she decided she would challenge and encourage Jewel to accept a date. Dr. Agonia knew that Jewel's hypnotically induced compulsion to obey and submit would also further her own interests.
**
Jewel wasn't initially looking forward to attending the pool party. Her husband had only ever taken her out when he needed her for major social events among their peer group such as the annual royal ball, or top-tier charity events where their equals and wives attended; events where her presence would be expected and commented upon if she failed to show.
Count Delacroix considered that small informal gatherings such as a pool party among nobles of her age group were unnecessary. As a result, Jewel was often the youngest noble present at the events her husband required her to attend.
But with the death of her arranged marriage husband Jewel's staff and therapist were encouraging her to "get out more". Dianne in particular was keen to see her associate more with nobles of her age group.
These nobles were the children and heirs of the peers of her deceased husband. Dianne argued that it would be unconscionable to avoid associating with them. They will eventually inherit their titles, duties, responsibilities and wealth of their parents and building relationships with them was vital to her standing in society.
Jewel let Dianne prevail and reluctantly agreed to go, after she had consulted her therapist who also endorsed her participation.
Cliques, bands, partnerships and friendships would be vital to her success and position in the noble hierarchy. Influence and power can only be given, never taken. She would need allies and advocates to survive in the cutthroat culture that was the Allegorian Nobility.
While Jewel liked to do her own makeup these days it was easier to just let Muriel do it, it saved time for more important things.
"Please put that down and stop frowning while I'm working." Muriel commanded.
Jewel reluctantly put down her tablet. She wanted to keep up on her financial studies as Muriel did her makeup. She turned her attention to the financial news on the TV.
"If you like I can put in a bit of 'wow' factor for you. Play up your beauty and attractiveness. Get all the boys excited." She prompted.
Muriel wanted to help get Jewel and new husband.
"mmm...no...Simple, clean, and innocent is fine. Not interested in boys anyway" and seeing Muriel's strange expression felt compelled to add "I'm in mourning."
"And your hair?" Muriel fussed with Jewel's long brunette hair. She had recently had it cut to length ending at her mid back.
"Keep it loose. I want to be able to dry it out if I do any swimming."
Jewel wasn't sure she wanted to remain a Noble. Legally, by law and custom she would have to remain as a cross dressed male bride widow if she wanted to keep her title. She would have to remain as his widow for life if she wanted to keep the money. If she did remarry, she would still be subject to 18th century customs and mores about her behavior and she would lose the money as it would all go to her new husband.
Jewel didn't really care about title. She did care about the inheritance.
Jewel found that as much as she enjoyed her time alone learning of and managing her financial empire that Dianne and Muriel might have a point; except about boys.
It's been said that 'Living well is the best revenge.' But Jewel didn't want revenge on anyone. With the help of her therapist she finally accepted that the one man she would like to wreak revenge was already dead. Hardly an ideal outcome but facts are facts.
Jewel felt that her fortune and property were a reward for the suffering she endured. She had earned it...through hardship and suffering, tribulation and adversity.
Jewel sat in the back of her limousine as she was driven to the party and was actually starting to look forward to it.
Her black thong style bikini bottom and daring plunge style bikini bra top were brand new and one of the most popular styles of swimwear for the current summer season. The bikini bottom was high cut to generously display Jewel's firm, pert, round bottom and draw attention to her long legs. Muriel had commented that she had a nice ass...Jewel had admired her presentation in her mirrored room as was her routine...she didn't know if she had a nice one or not, just that her ass was full, firm, and definitely womanly.
With her small waist her bikini top had a plunge design to showcase her cleavage and the endowment of her full C cup breasts which were attractively displayed by the form fitting stretch material.
Her one reason for disliking the bikini though was her lower back tattoo.
Forced upon her as punishment for her most daring escape attempt to the US Embassy; Jewel's tramp stamp consisted of the Delacroix family crest in pastel colors flanked by angel wings extending out to her sides just below her Venus holes. The pastels in the ink glistened in the right lighting of the silver and white wings always caught the light and glittered.
Her black thong bikini bottom did virtually nothing to conceal it. The lower half of her tattoo was covered by her high cut thong bikini bottom which still left most of the crest and the wings uncovered for viewing.
Jewel wore black 4 inch high espadrilles. Heels any lower would cause the muscles of her calf to ache. Thanks to her former governess, Leanne; her tendons in her ankles had contracted from the enforced wear of high heels during the early years of her marriage. Nothing other than surgery could repair that damage now, and Jewel had a healthy fear of surgery after all the feminizing procedures her husband had decreed she must undergo.
Jewel wore a black skater mini-skirt and a black and white loose Polynesian print wrap top over all. The party was actually supposed to have a Polynesian theme and brighter colors would have been more appropriate but Jewel was still in her mourning period.
Her husband had died less than two months ago and courtly manners, custom, and indeed; law in her case dictated a year long mourning period. Private pool party themes not-withstanding, Jewel knew to closely adhere to custom. She did not want to risk her inheritance.
But right now what she really didn't care for was tucking. In order to wear her bikini she was forced to tuck her penis and testicles back between her legs.
Despite all her training and all the times she was forced to do so, tucking her penis and testicles was uncomfortable. She could easily go for about 6 or 7 hours comfortably but if she needed to go longer it became a problem.
Trying to conceal her average size penis at 6 & 1/2 inches and her average sized testicles wasn't fun for her. Pressing her testicles back up into her inguinal canals accompanied by the wholly unpleasant feeling of her scrotum being empty; and since she was likely to enter water Muriel insisted on the use of medical adhesive to keep everything 'safe' and eliminate the worry of 'slippage'.
It was Muriel who made the case that all women of her age-appropriate noble peers would undoubtedly be wearing bikinis for the pool party and she needed to wear one as well to "fit in".
As they arrived, her driver pulled the car up to the front entrance. Jewel waited for her chauffer to open her door and assist her in disembarking. She carried a woven shoulder tote bag to carry her essentials, as well as an outfit to change into later if the party went long or if she actually went swimming. It was a pool party but she had been informed that swimming was optional.
Her tote matched her wide brimmed straw hat where her black mourning veil had been wrapped around the crown and draped down the back in a fashionable style. Her tote, hat, and espadrille heels all perfectly complemented each other.
Her chauffer also retrieved a gift for the hostess; an incredibly rare Polynesian flower growing in a small yet oh so expensive hand crafted culturally appropriate pot she had imported for the flower. The flower came from the Delacroix Manor Conservatory, so it was a personal gift as well...
Jewel ascended the stairs to the front entrance of the home with her chauffer and gift in tow; it was time to try and make friends.
"Welcome to Montcalm manor, name please?"
Jewel looked at the young woman wearing a light weight tan skirt suit and blue Polynesian scarf. She was holding a clipboard.
"Jewel Delacroix, Countess." She answered informally. It was a casual affair after all.
"Oh my!" The young woman exclaimed. Jewel noted her plain features, plain brown hair and deep brown eyes that now seemed wide with surprise.
"Is there a problem?" Jewel asked, confused.
"Oh no, not at all, it's just that despite your RSVP we did not really expect you to show up. The hostess of the party, Lady Elizabeth, would have been here to greet you personally."
"You know, it is quite a coup to have you here."
"Why is that?"
"Well, you are the country's most reclusive male bride and to have you accept the invitation...was unexpected...but welcome, MOST welcome."
Jewel started to understand why the attendant seemed slightly flustered if not awestruck. Previously she was only ever seen at official functions and then only in the company of her husband
"Where is she now?"
"Out seeing to her guests." The attendant answered quickly. "I'll summon her now."
"No. Don't bother. Here," Jewel handed off he potted flower "I'll just go out and find her."
Jewel strode through the house and found the exit to the back and easily found the manor home's gardens and pool. There was quite a throng of young people partying and having fun in the sun. Music played from hidden speakers enhancing the festive atmosphere.
Jewel noted that all the men were wearing brightly colored Polynesian swim shorts and shirts while the women were wearing colorful Polynesian print bikinis. It would seem that Diane and Muriel were right; thong bikinis were the preferred swim attire for women. Her all black bikini was different from the colorful prints the others wore but since all the women were wearing the same thong bikini bottom style of swimwear she didn't stand out or draw undue attention.
She went in search of a lounge chair to drop off her items and as she walked past the first group of young nobles she saw that they watched her. Some of the young men actually followed her with their eyes, probably checking her out, but it seems she went unrecognized.
As she reached the chairs near the pool she heard something.
"She just arrived. Do you see her?"
Jewel glanced over at a small gathering of 4 or 5 young women. They seemed to be centered on one as their leader.
"What does she look like?"
Jewel knew that they must be looking for her.
"She's probably the one who looks like a guy in drag." Another said snidely.
"Look for the huge bulge in front." said another with a grabbing motion in front of her bikini bottom.
Jewel turned away, stunned. She didn't have time to think or regain her composure as she had turned and now faced someone new.
"Oh, who are you?" a young man asked, taking notice of her.
"I'm," Jewel paused "Veronica," she answered using her middle name, "nice to meet you, who are they looking for again?"
"Lady Jewel Delacroix, the OG male bride. She just arrived."
"Really? What does she look like?" Jewel asked.
"Not sure." He chortled.
Jewel, in a bit of a pique now, decided to play dumb. She was enjoying playing hard to find. These kids seemed to be in a bit of a tizzy over locating the 'male-bride'.
Jewel dropped her tote, hat, and wrap onto the chair and then bent at her hips to lower her skirt and remove it. After she stood back up she quickly glanced over her shoulder; she noted that the small gaggle of women were working their way around the far end of the pool, searching for her.
Closer by a group of four young male heirs were obviously checking her out. She turned to sit on the edge of the tanning chair and remove her espadrilles, stretching out each of her long coltish legs as she did.
She stood up quickly and stretched her body up high, her arms wrapped together above her head, lifting up through her abdomen and her chest.
Jewel knew the four young men would think she was flirting despite her routine was actually a trained, practiced, rehearsed, and ingrained behavior that was expected of her. Her husband made sure her fitness instructor saw to her fitness and that included stretching before a work out. Leanne, and then later Muriel, made sure she acted with femininity to entice and please her husband.
"Well, let me know if you see her." Jewel said to the first young man. She batted her eyes and graced him with a huge smile as she stepped to the edge of the pool and dove in.
The group of four young men grinned ear to ear.
"Dude, you see that tramp stamp?"
"Nah, I was watching her boobs. Nice."
"Sexy."
"She's hot."
Jewel swam a few languorous laps in the pool. She swam with the slow and steady and even stroke that she had practiced in her endless pool every swim day for the entirety of her marriage. A stroke that let her whole body roll from side to side as her long coltish legs kicked and her arms gracefully arched forward out of the water and then back through the water to propel her forward. She was in no danger of ever winning a swim race.
Jewel enjoyed the cool of the pool. It was a hot day and the cool water was refreshing. She also wanted to playfully avoid the gaggle of young women searching for her when they came too close. She wondered how long it would take them to find her and figure out who she was.
She reached the end of the pool and seeing the coast was clear decided to climb out.
"Let me give you a hand."
Jewel looked up at the extremely handsome young man who just spoke. He extended his hand down to her to help lift her out of the pool.
"Who are you?" She asked breathlessly. She had just swum several laps after all.
"I'm Rod."
Jewel extended her hand and took his and with surprising strength she was easily whisked up to the pool deck...and directly into an embrace with her helper.
Jewel was stunned to find she was now held tight against Rod's body.
"I'm all wet." She exclaimed as Rod pulled her dripping wet body against his open shirt and board shorts.
"Yes you are." Rod spoke in a low seductive tone.
Jewel was astonished. Rod was certainly bold. It didn't seem proper to stand in an embrace with someone whom she hadn't been formerly introduced.



And certainly not one who had placed one...very muscular arm...around her back to draw her close, her breasts pressing into his lower chest. And certainly not someone who's other hand had taken a firm grip upon and was now cupping and squeezing her bottom.
"I don't think we've been introduced yet." Jewel tilted her head back to look up to his face. He was very tall, as nobles tend to be. She put her hands on Rod's...very muscular chest...and tried to push away and create some distance. Rod wasn't having any of it and held her tightly in his grip against his body.
"Hello, I'm Roderick, and you're gorgeous." He squeezed her tight and leaned in for a kiss.
Jewel recoiled as much as possible. She now felt a hard bulge pressing against her just below her belly button. Her hand slipped down past his firm abdomen to investigate and she discovered Rod's erection pushing back.
"And that's the Rod from God." Rod said, feeling her grip and squeezing harder on her ass.
OMG! Is he flirting with me? If that's flirting then...
Jewel's thoughts were interrupted as she had to turn her head to avoid another attempt at a kiss from Rod.
"No need to be shy honey, what's your name?"
"I'm...um...Veronica..." she answered flustered by his groping hands and closeness.
"MMM...Veronica...who's your daddy?" Rod flirted again.
"My daddy?" She asked in confusion. She tried to slip free out of his arms. Rod simply pulled up with the other arm and grabbed her other ass cheek with his opposite hand...and squeezed.
Was this a come on? This is a come on! Jewel hadn't EVER had anyone hit on her before. Rod was coming on to her!
Rod had a lot to drink but he finally sensed the stunning brunette's hesitation.
"Yes, what house and title will you inherit?"
"Uh...I have my title already."
Rod was intrigued. Who was this new girl that already had her title? He didn't recognize her and she definitely wasn't among their usual group of friends.
Jewel placed both her palms flat and pushed against Rod's firm chest, incidentally pressing against his pecs and again tried to create some space between them. Rod still wasn't having any of it.
"Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix, widow of the House of Delacroix." She answered irritably.
Jewel never saw anyone lose their composure so quickly.
Rod's expression changed from one of intense interest and lust to shock. His hand dropped away from squeezing her ass and his arm dropped from behind her back releasing her from his embrace. She swore she felt his dick which was pressed against her tummy soften as well before he backed a half step away.
"The male bride?"
"The arranged marriage male widow now, actually." Jewel answered with more irritation.
Rod looked momentarily lost. He looked her up and down slowly as if in disbelief. Freed from his grip Jewel stepped back and turned away from him to retrieve her towel and finally dry off.
Rod for his part watched as the stunningly beautiful brunette in the soaking wet high cut thong bikini bent over and picked up a towel. He saw her full ass, long perfect legs, her thin waist, and most of a sexy lower back tattoo.
What he didn't see was her dick. How could she possibly be a man? Where was her dick?
Rod took another step back as Jewel stood up and used her towel to dry her full 36C breasts and hair before drying the rest of her body.
Rod took another step back. Her tits were amazing and her taught tummy, and the flat V front of her thong bikini bottom...no way...there's no way this hot chick is really a guy.
And he had been hugging her.
He had pressed his hard cock against her.
He had flirted with her.
"Uh...I got to...uh...go get another drink." as he nearly stumbled over the lounge chair behind him while gracelessly making his exit.
Jewel smirked as Rod hastily beat a retreat. "Bring me one too please." She said snarkily.
You know what? This pool party really is a lot of fun!
Rod for his part retreated to the bar and the company of his friends.
"Found him." He said, grabbing a beer.
"Who?" Kyle Oldsworth asked.
"Lady Delacroix." Rod answered after a huge gulp of beer. The alcohol helped him regain his composure quickly.
"Where?"
Rod just quickly pointed as he took another swig.
"Dude...were you...you were...you were just hitting on her." Kyle teased.
"Yep." Rod admitted.
Kyle just looked in astonishment and amusement.
"Well yeah, she's hot. Besides, I was only playing around." Rod covered his embarrassment with boldness. He was already caught so he decided to just lean into it a bit.
"I think that she is more your type anyway Kyle."
"My type?"
"Well yeah. You're gay, she's gay...put two and two together..."
"Wow dude..."
"What?"
"Like, no. I like guys but not tranny guys. All my boyfriends are like you." Kyle hinted.
Kyle actually was attracted to men like Rod. If only Rod were gay instead of my straight friend, Kyle thought.
"Yeah...I'm everyone's type. Sorry...not sorry." Rod grinned. He had a level of self assurance most men would envy.
All his friends at the bar laughed at his ego and his joke.
**
After Rod outed her Jewel found that she was actually received with almost celebrity status.
After mingling and socializing Jewel eventually found herself sitting in the hot tub among a group of her peers...not quite friends yet, and listened as they gossiped among themselves.
The hot tub was a huge commercial sized affair that was larger than her endless pool. It could easily sit 20 or more and aside from the heat and the soothing temperature it also possessed lights that pulsed in time to the music playing in the background. She enjoyed the steamy hot water and swirling bubbles. It was certainly more relaxing than Delacroix Manor's sex grotto.
Jewel enjoyed the arrangement of beauty that was on display for her to admire. Any of these noble women would easily be the type of girl she would want to date. She found she was enjoying their company as they soaked and drank glasses of very expensive light and crisp chilled white wine. Rod had even brought her the glass of wine. They were very inquisitive and a round robin of questioning spontaneously took place.
"I'm so glad you came and we found you."
"Yes, the search was actually a lot of fun. Like playing hide and seek when we were kids." Another stated.
"You would have found me eventually just by the process of elimination." Jewel replied.
"We are so glad you could come, you're so inspiring."
"Uh...Inspiring? How?"
"Your husband reversed decades of government policy when he ended the prohibition on same sex marriage. Everyone credits you for...erm...convincing him to move forward on this issue."
Jewel was dumbstruck but just nodded as if in understanding.
"So how old were you when you married?"
"I had just turned 18."
"And your husband was what 50?"
"65, actually."
"OMG...wow...and you're like 22, 23 now? The same as us?"
"24."
"Wow, you don't look it. You're probably the oldest one here."
"Um...thanks?"
"And the only one of us to already possess a title." Rod chimed in.
Rod sat between two other female nobles. He had one arm draped casually around each of their shoulders. They must be more amendable to his charm Jewel thought as neither seemed annoyed by the presence of the other or to be held so tightly. Jewel idly wondered if Rod were compensating for something.
Maybe he was overcompensating for hitting on her earlier perhaps?
His friend, Kyle, sat unaccompanied. Jewel noted that Kyle, while fit and athletic was not in the same physical league as Rod.
"Yes. I've been meaning to ask you about that. How do you assume your title? Isn't it already yours?"
"Not in Allegoria. We are heirs to our fathers..."
"Or Mothers." One of the girls interrupted.
"...Or mothers titles upon their passing. Everyone here at this party is an Heir Apparent, the first in line to assume their title."
"Royal court restricts the number of nobles. There are only 47 noble houses in royal court right now." Rod informed.
"There have never been more than 52 houses at any one time." Kyle chipped in.
"And why is that? How come the number varies?"
"Nobles in this country must possess the means to power to be able to claim power." Rod answered.
"So that means..." Jewel let her question hang.
"It means if you don't have the wealth then you won't remain a noble past the death of the head of your house."
"Oh...wow." Jewel noticed that Kyle seemed to wince slightly when Rod finished his explanation.
Jewel was enjoying this pool party immensely. Not only were they all having fun, she was learning more about the dystopian society that Allegoria really was.
She also liked how open they were. The elder nobles with whom she associated when in the company of her husband had all treated information as if it were a weapon. They hoarded it, acquired it and used it sparingly and sometimes viciously.
The younger generation did not seem to have developed that sense yet. They were...less jaded.
"So why did you come anyway?" One of the young women asked.
Jewel had wondered that herself; "To make friends." She smiled and lifted her wine glass as if toasting them.
"Damn right!"
The conversation shifted away from her for awhile and Jewel continued to drink and enjoy the party.
As is often the case, after drink and relaxation the young unmarried women's conversation took a turn for the naughty. The conversation took a sudden left turn when one of them pointedly asked Jewel about anal sex.
"I mean, I don't think that I could ever do that."
"Is an anal orgasm even possible?"
"Supposedly," Jewel was too ashamed to admit to twice having been driven to orgasm by her husband and also what she was doing to herself with her enema machine "Although in five years of marriage I never have." She lied.
"Your husband never satisfied you sexually?"
"In a traditional marriage it should be a partnership among equals, but with an arranged marriage one partner is...subservient to the other. I was forcefully conditioned and trained to accept my servitude and subordinate status."
Jewel still felt distraught when contemplating the orgasms her husband had caused. She tried not to dwell on them or think about them very much.
"I don't get why he just didn't contract a concubine through National Social Services."
"That's that Bimbo Lottery thing right?" Jewel asked. She remembered meeting the administrator at her Husband's funeral.
"Don't you know? The National Social Services Maintenance and Acquisition Department was established decades ago to quell elevated passions among the commoners but for those of means, such as nobles and successful subjects, there are more discerning and talented options available."
"I could never give a blow job, so I probably would contract a concubine for my husband; if that is what he wanted." Another girl chirped.
"Yeah, fellatio and cunnilingus are demeaning and disgusting. Thank goodness we live in a civilized society where we can hire concubines to perform those acts for our loved ones instead of doing it ourselves, like an animal."
"Hey..." Jewel began, but then cut herself off, blushing furiously; but it was too late, she had just effectively admitted to giving blow jobs to her husband as well.
Everyone giggled and laughed at her discomfort.
Jewel took a breath and just laughed it off as well. She could tell they didn't mean anything by it. It was nice to relax among people her age.
**
Jewel finally arrived home and found that Diane was waiting for her with members of her household staff to greet her at the front door.
"Did you have a good time Lady Delacroix?" Diane asked.
"The best!" Jewel exclaimed loudly, swinging her arms wide in giddiness.
"That's wonderful." Diane noticed the slight slurring and unsteady walk Lady Delacroix had as she made her way inside. It seemed that someone must have been drinking.
"How did the party go?"
"Oh, it was really good. Lots of fun. Met lots of new people. Lots of fun and games until we all ended up relaxing in this huge hot tub. It was starting to get a bit wild later, some of them seemed to be pairing off...lots of wine..."Jewel giggled at her gossipy admission, "so I eventually made my excuses and left."
Muriel waved the maid ahead of her to proceed with turning down Lady Delacroix's bed covers.
"Mother always said I should leave a party when I am still having a good time so I'd have nothing but fond memories." Jewel giggled.
"Ah...Good advice."
"Yep." Jewel hiccupped and giggled again in embarrassment.
Dianne just smiled at the tipsy countess.
"Well then, let's just get you to bed then shall we?"
"Mmm...sounds heavenly."
**
"...and finally, nobility watchers went into a tizzy as these anonymously published cell phone photos found on social media appear to show that hunky heartthrob, Roderick Spark, heir to Count Rickard Spark, in an intimate embrace with dowager Countess Jewel Delacroix."
"The young count was attending a pool party among heirs to Allegoria's nobility. As the photo shows he was caught in an embrace with the arranged marriage male widow. She can be seen here in the photo wearing a sexy and revealing thong bikini to display her ample charms."
"Was the youngest dowager making a play for Allegoria's most eligible bachelor?"
"This video also found on social media is further evidence that Lady Delacroix is not averse to displaying her impressive endowments;"
The video started:
"Hey, let's play a game." Rod said
"What game?"
"It's easy, a flexibility game. Everyone just take your arms and try to touch your elbows together in front of you then behind your back. They say men can't do but that it's easy for women."
The video cut to Jewel who stood in a line with a few other noble women as they all tried to touch their elbows together in front and then behind their backs. She found she was able to do so easily.
It was really a stupid and silly game but she looked up smiling at her accomplishment. It took her a moment though to follow the gazes of all the young male nobles and realize they were directed upon the group of young female noble's breasts.
"Hey!" She shouted and laughed as all the girls made the same realization. They had been tricked into pushing up their breasts and putting their breasts on display for the amusement of the men. They screamed and giggled and staged a faux attack upon the men, chasing them around the pool deck.
The video ended and Phoebe's voiceover resumed.
"Shouldn't she be in mourning or is the young male countess a merry widow?"
"But does Roderick have what it takes to seduce Lady Delacroix? Or perhaps the arranged marriage male widow possesses something more than meets the eye. Is Roderick man enough to handle her?"
"And that's all for tonight, this is Phoebe Mills for City Nightly News Entertainment."
**
Diane downloaded the clip and saved the media file. She attached it to one of her anonymous Face-Space accounts and uploaded it.
She then sent out a "Ping" on the most popular social messaging app to promote the video.
Diane was always happy to do her real job; managing Lady Delacroix's schedule was easy but managing her social media accounts was FUN! If she was lucky she would soon have Jewel trending across Allegoria's social media platforms and info-sphere.
Romantic entanglements are always good for trending social media posts.
She sighed in satisfaction and smiled as she embarked upon her goal to make Jewel a darling of social media.
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Brandi strut her stuff up and down the street corner she had been assigned to patrol for her final exam. The successful conclusion of her practical exercise was all that she needed to graduate from the Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department's Prostitution Indoctrination and Training Course.
Brandi did her best to ignore the cold and chill of the evening as she walked short laps back and forth from the corner, to the half way point of the block near the alley entrance, and back again. She hoped she would be able to capture the eye of five customers she needed to serve tonight in order to graduate.
Brandi knew that it would take awhile. When her female classmates at 'Hooker U' as they jokingly called it, had drawn their assignments they had all received more desirable locations such as popular night clubs or high end bars where their clientele would be more upscale and sophisticated. Britney had too many demerits and had been sent to disciplinary ward for corrective training.
Meanwhile, it seemed that Brandi had drawn the short straw as she was assigned a street corner in an economically disadvantaged area of the city.
Let's not sugarcoat it; she thought...she was streetwalking in the slums.
Her chill was exacerbated by her clothing, or rather, her lack of clothing. Not that she had a say in the matter. She was wearing the apparel that was assigned to her. Brandi remembered what she looked like when she saw herself in the mirror before being driven and dropped off at her street corner. Her assigned training mistress really appreciated color coordination and it showed in the final presentation.
Her black high gloss PVC micro mini skirt was waist high, but her neon pink panties were just ever so slightly visible from the bottom hem of the skirt, particularly with the wholly unnecessary kick pleat that split the back side of the skirt. The curve of her exposed ass was clearly visible below the panty line. Her pale pink fishnet thigh high stay up stockings further accentuated the lovely curves of her long toned legs and drew attention to her perfect thigh gap.
What's more, the panties had an aggressive ruched back seam that split the cheeks of her bottom clearly defining each hemisphere, and helped to retain the anal dilator that was snugly embedded deep inside her ass. The medium sized butt plug helped accentuate the sway of her ass as she sauntered down the sidewalk.
Up top Brandi wore a panty color matching neon pink plunge bra that was clearly visible through the black mesh crop top. The mesh crop top left her taught smooth and firm tummy exposed from just above her belly button and the waist of her skirt to the under-bust of her bra. Pinned to her mesh crop top was a small neon pink heart shaped button. The button looked like a pair of red lips that encircled black lettering that proclaimed "I Swallow" to all who came close enough to read it.
Brandi stood easily atop her 5 inch fuck me heels with 1 inch platform peep toe pumps. They were knock-off Louboutin's with neon pink soles instead of the proper red color. Uncountable hours of practice had given Brandi the skills necessary to walk with practiced ease in even the highest of heels. She could even be led dancing while wearing them...if that was what the customer wanted.
Her large DD cup bosom was just barely contained within the bra cups and the deep V plunge allowed ample view of her cleavage; expansive realistic silicon and saline implants courtesy of the NSSA&M.
Her long shoulder length blond hair was tied up into loose pigtails on either side of her head with large neon pink bows.
Brandi's makeup left no doubt as to her intentions either. Her neon pink lipstick accentuated her full pouting lips. Her heavy blue eye-shadow and black winged eye-liner practically screamed "SLUT". The heavy use of blush on her cheeks at least would conceal the chilblains she was likely to suffer if she stayed out in the cold too long.
The final indignity to Brandi's mind was the neon pink "PUBLIC CROSSDRESSER PERMIT" collar affixed around her throat like a choker necklace. The bold black lettering encircling the collar let any potential customers know that she was a girl with something extra in her panties.
Not that a casual viewer could tell. Tucked and gaffed, Brandi's penis and testicles had been securely hidden between her legs so as not to compromise the allure her feminine image presented. Blessed or perhaps cursed with long toned legs and full bottom Brandi could boast a pronounced thigh gap. A gap that once viewed would naturally draw the viewer's attention up to the lower front edge of her panties and mini skirt. Her neon pink panties that would peek into view and could be glimpsed each and every time she took a short step forward.
Brandi sucked slowly on her bubble gum flavored lollipop as she waited for someone to approach her and solicit her services. She was annoyed and displeased to see that her neon pink lipstick was spreading onto the lollipop's stick as she sucked down the sugar she needed for energy. That her lipstick was not smudge resistant meant that she would likely have to refresh her lipstick after each and every client she served.
Brandi glanced up at the façade of a depressingly run down hotel that was within her assigned area. The vacancy sign fluctuated and buzzed sickly, proclaiming the availability of rooms as she slowly walked past. Thankfully the NSSA&M department had reserved a room for her at the hotel. She made sure that the room heat was on when she checked in earlier. Serving any clients she found someplace warmer than the street or alley would be wonderful.
As she turned around at the end of her assigned territory she was surprised and dismayed to see a uniformed police officer approach her.
Brandi immediately struck a provocative pose.
"Good evening officer, how may I serve you today?
"Identification." The officer demanded brusquely.
Brandi held out her thumb to the identification scanner the officer held in his hand and waited for it to call up her identification and public record. It was either that or let him scan either the QR code or the bar code printed on the back of her Public Crossdressing Permit collar. Brandi preferred thumbprint identification as having her collar scanned felt more dehumanizing.
Prostitution was actually illegal in Allegoria and an unlicensed, unregistered, and untrained prostitute could face stiff penalties including fines or even prison time.
Allegoria had solved the problem of prostitution by making prostitutes government employees known as service providers. They were trained, licensed and protected by the state, and in most instances the state scheduled their "appointments".
"Brandi Jane Swallows?" The officer asked.
The street was fairly busy and their interaction was attracting attention from passers-by. One nearby pedestrian as he was walking past them gasped in surprise upon hearing her name.
"Yes, that's me." Brandi smiled coquettishly at the officer.
The officer seemed to take notice of the button on her mesh crop top.
Geez, B.J. Swallows...the Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department naming division was really playing to their strengths.
The officer expeditiously scrolled through her public record and her employment status.
"State your business." He demanded.
"National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department Community Outreach" Brandi answered with a proud smile; just as her conditioning and training expected.
She maintained a friendly innocent smile despite feeling the small knot of shame that welled up inside the pit of her stomach. Shame that not even the hypnosis sessions from the nice therapist the department provided to treat her and help her adapt and accept her sentence had been fully able to eliminate.
Her bubbly outward persona was polar opposite from her melancholy inner voice...her internal monologue that helped keep her sane.
The officer seemed to be reading from his tablet as she answered. After only a few moments he seemed satisfied and slipped the micro-tablet back into a service pouch.
"I'm the officer on duty for this section. You are not fully licensed and are on a remit from the state. Stay within your lane and we won't have any trouble. Understand?"
"Yes Officer." Brandi nodded coyly.
"Good. Carry on now."
"Thank you officer" Brandi resumed her walk back from the alley entrance to the street corner. She knew his warning was meant to remind her that she was only allowed to provide oral services at "discreet locations" within her assigned area.
She also knew that her walking the street was unusual for a final practical exam. Most of the feminized male service providers were not allowed outside and only provided services to customers from one of the many department owned service locations... brothels.
Brandi wasn't told why her final was different. She wondered if she would ever know the reason.
As she reached the street corner at the end of her assigned area she was startled by a flash of light behind her. Brandi turned to see what was happening. She was surprised to see a man now standing directly in front of her looking at his phone.
He was holding his phone and reading the screen. Brandi concluded that he must have flashed the QR code on the back of her collar.
"Hi." He finally said.
"Umm...Hi...I'm Brandi..." Brandi added a coquettish giggle to cover up her surprise at being startled.
"Hi Brandi, I overheard what you said to the cop. Are you, uh, available now?"
"Of course," Brandi smiled, her plump neon pink lips parted showing off her clean white even teeth, even as the butterflies in her stomach seemed to be riding roller coaster.
"The National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department has assigned me to perform community outreach tonight to reach out to the people and remind them of the services that we have to offer to help satisfy and reduce elevated passions..."
"I can see that already." the man interrupted as he waved his phone screen at her. The QR code had taken him directly to the NSSA&M web page which had opened and her picture was on his screen.
"My passions are elevated," The man said as he curtailed her rehearsed speech and gestured lewdly to his crotch. "I'd like to get service right now, if I could."
Brandi smoothly segued from her prepared spiel easily just as her training allowed. She looked down to his crotch, noticing his bulge. She slowly licked her lips, wetting her neon pink lipstick and smiled, just as her training expected...after all, you never knew if a supervisor might be watching. One probably was given the unusual nature of her final.
"Of course sir, but I am only allowed to provide limited service tonight, at discreet locations. I hope that is acceptable sir."
"I don't have a lot of time anyway." The man grumbled but accepted her explanation.
"This way sir" Brandi said respectfully. She tried to take her client by the hand and lead the way to the hotel, the man removed his hand from hers choosing instead to fall in step behind her.
Since he was walking behind her Brandi made sure to emphasize the sway of her hips as she walked. The fullness of her butt plug helped to emphasize her sway. It also served as an alert to her field manager if it were to be removed. She wasn't authorized to let anyone sodomize her during this outing.
Brandi was pleased to enter the hotel lobby and feel the warmth of the room on her cool skin. She shivered slightly and ignored the lustful stares of some strangers and looks of disapproval from others as she strutted to the front desk to retrieve her room key. The clerk saw her coming and had it ready. Brandi took the key and ignored the woman's look of mild disgust and made her way to the elevator with her client right behind her.
They arrived quickly at her room, 269, and Brandi again noticed the dull furnishings. At least the room was clean and neat, if a bit lifeless. She dropped her purse onto the coffee table and turned to her client.
"What's your name sir?" She asked respectfully and politely.
"Does it matter?" The man leered at her as he loosened his belt.
"I'm sorry sir; I must log all my clients for the NSSA&M to receive credit for this assignment and this outreach program." Brandi held up a small handheld device for the client. "The NSSA&M does guarantee anonymity for all services sir. This is just for administrative purposes only."
The man seemed irritated but placed his thumb on the scanner. Once the device beeped he withdrew his hand and continued to unbuckle and remove his pants.
"Thank you sir for participating in this program," Brandi continued as trained. She dropped the device back into her purse and struck a provocative pose, with one foot forward, one hand on her hip and the other down by her upper thigh.
"Would you like to shower first? As a reminder, 'limited services' means that I am only authorized tonight to provide oral relief."
"And by that you mean what, exactly?" the man asked.
"Fellatio, sir."
"Why is that anyway?" The man said as he finally removed his trousers and stood before her. His boxer shorts were rather worn and raggedy although his average sized erection was prominently displayed as it protruded from the fly.
"Community Outreach means that I must try to reach as many people in need as I can in the allotted time. If you would like to schedule a longer session the NSSA&M's website will help you find and schedule a service provider near you."
"Nah, that's ok...maybe later. I just want to get my dick sucked by a tranny." The man gestured with one hand toward her public cross dressing permit collar "I've heard that you trannies are really good and some say even better than a real girl at giving a real man a blow job."
Brandi's training allowed her to not show any offense at receiving the insult. She didn't like being called a tranny. Heck, she didn't even want to be here, dressed as a slut and about to suck a strange man's cock. A man she just picked up off the street no less. Her whole carefully constructed, conditioned, and trained persona quavered at the thought.
The man seemed to sense her momentary hesitation.
"Hey...you gonna suck this dick or what?"
Brandi snapped back to reality as her conditioning and training took over.
"Of course sir, I was just admiring your cock. It's certainly a big one." She lied.
It was definitely average size; maybe 6 or so inches long at best and not much girth either. Certainly smaller than the dildos or the cocks of the male stud service providers she had been forced to train on.
"Hell yeah it is." The man agreed proudly.
"Would you like to shower first sir?"
"Nah I'm good." He waggled his dick before her.
"Would you like to sit on the end of the bed sir or on the couch?" Brandi asked.
"Nah, standing is fine."
"As you wish sir" Brandi acquiesced as she lowered herself to her knees in front of the stranger. She took the man's cock in one hand and gently stroked it once, feeling how hard he was and weighing the thickness. She was momentarily put off by the unpleasant aroma from his genitals and dirty boxer shorts.
Suppressing her feelings of nausea she composed herself and took his cock into her mouth. The taste was just as unpleasant as the aroma.
"Oh Yeah baby!" The man moaned in pleasure.
Brandi easily swallowed his head and shaft down to his balls. She washed it clean with her saliva and then let his cock slip from her mouth. She spit out as much of the offending flavor as she could. Next she tongued her way down the shaft of the man's cock. When she reached the base of his cock she paused momentarily to push her tongue forward and extended her tongue down over his perineum, the 'taint', forming the base of his penis. She licked and tongued her way back up the opposite side of his cock back to the crown and head. She once again spat out the offending taste before resuming her oral attention on his now licked clean cock.
Brandi bobbed up and down his shaft and easily ignored her gag reflex. Whenever she bobbed down on his cock head and it reached the back of her mouth near her throat she swallowed hard to overcome her urge to gag or vomit. She was actually grateful for being taught this technique as otherwise her ability to deep throat would be non-existent.
Brandi also used one hand to delicately play with his balls and his ball sack as she held on to his ass with her other hand. She teased his sensitive testicles and scrotum with the ends of her long neon pink fingernails, tickling them.
As she worked her oral magic on her client to encourage him to cum the stranger placed both his hands on her head, grabbed her by her loose pigtails, and took away her control.
With animalistic grunts the man pulled at her hair and forced her to go down on his shaft faster and faster. Within mere moments and a few forced strokes he was face fucking Brandi!
Brandi opened her mouth wide to accept his invasion of her mouth. She remembered her training as she maintained tongue pressure on his shaft and steeled herself to ride out his cocks' assault on her mouth and face.
It was over almost as quickly as it had begun.
With one final hard thrust forward, as his lap slapped into Brandi's face and her nose burrowed into his pubic hair, Brandi could feel his cock meat tremble and spasm and expand as he blew his load of cum into her mouth.
She tried to swallow it all but inevitably some of his cum managed to leak out past her lips and dribble down her chin. Her trainer would have been disappointed in her if she had been there to see it.
With two more last effort thrusts and face slaps to drain the last of his balls the man finally let go of Brandi's pigtails. Brandi pushed back slightly and let the cum covered cock slip from her mouth. A small final emission shot out from the cock head as pressure from the tight "O" of her lips squeezed around the head of his cock and forced his issue to spurt onto her upper lip below her nose. The glob of watery cum quickly ran down in a rivulet over her lips and down her chin to her jaw line.
She looked up to the man, with moist eyes from her face fucking, cum splattered lips and cum dribbling down her chin, and as per her conditioning and training, smiled at her client.
Her smile showed the man his cum still in her mouth, coating her tongue. She closed her mouth and swallowed his cum. She maintained eye contact as she took his cock in her mouth to suck off the residue of cum from his shaft. She licked up and then down his shaft to savor and clean off as much cum as she could find.
Once his cock was clean (except for the pink ring of lipstick residue left at the base of his cock) she swept his cum on her chin and face into her mouth with her finger, licking her finger clean each time.
"Wow..." The stranger pulled up his pants, sighed, and smiled. "You trannies really are the best cock suckers."
"Thank you sir, your compliment really means a lot" Brandi lied convincingly, "please be sure to go to the website and review our service. If you do you may qualify to receive a 10% discount on your next scheduled appointment."
The stranger laughed as he turned to leave.
"I just might do that...Brandi." He winked at her as he left, shutting the bedroom door behind him.
Brandi waited until the man had left and the door closed before she stood up from her kneeling position and walked over to the small en-suite of the hotel room.
She looked at the ruin of her makeup and the trail of seminal fluid that remained on her face despite her earlier attempt to wipe it off with her finger. She could clearly see the trail that the cum streak had left across her face and her overall freshly face-fucked appearance.



With practiced hands she washed her face of cum residue, cleaned off her ruined makeup, restored her makeup appearance and brushed out her pigtails to restore their volume from her clients manhandling. Once she had restored her presentation so that it was just as flawless as it had been before; she picked up her purse and went back out onto the street.
She still had 4 more clients to serve.
**
Brandi's second client was just as quick a shooter as the first. But he was fidgety and not willing to let her take him to her hotel room...
"Oh no you don't. Been there, done that, not gonna get mugged again toots; lost my wallet last time. Not gonna lose it again...or a kidney or something."
...instead he insisted on receiving his oral services in the alley at the end of her assigned service area. So Brandi had provided relief to a dirty, smelly, unwashed man behind a dumpster (because minimum privacy guidelines to shield 'innocent bystanders' were required) in the process soiling and fraying her pink fishnet stockings at the knees.
At least that time she was able to keep all his cum in her mouth and swallow his load. There was no need to do anything other than refresh her lipstick to restore her appearance afterwards.
As she left the alleyway after the man had departed Brandi retrieved from her small purse another of her NSSA&M provided lollipops. Part mouthwash, part candy, as Brandi sucked on the bubblegum flavored lollipop she was grateful. The NSSA&M provided them to help service providers wash away the taste of cum from their mouths and to restore a fresh and clean scent to their breath.
No sooner than she had exited the alley to resume her outreach assignment than she was approached by an older woman.
"I saw what ya did there. Bimbo Lottery whorin' for the state are ya?" The old woman asked. Her voice was harsh and raspy.
"Yes ma'am" Brandi answered professionally. The woman probably smoked too much.
The woman continued to look at her and after an awkward pause Brandi remembered to recite her community outreach spiel.
"The National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department has assigned me to perform community outreach tonight to reach out to the people and remind them of the services that we have to offer to help satisfy and reduce elevated passions within the community."
"That so?" the woman smiled.
Brandi noticed the woman was missing several teeth as well.
"Yes Ma'am. I am here to provide informational packets and brochures and service information to interested persons. That monarchy recognizes the needs and desires of the people and can..." Brandi's rehearsed monologue was once again interrupted.
"Yep. Thought so. Used to do a bit of whorin' meself back in the day."
"Is that so?" Brandi couldn't imagine the old whore with missing teeth, raspy voice and bad breath ever turning a trick.
"Yep. Was quite the looker back then, lots of regulars too...till the state took over. Made you all guv'mint employees no less 'eh?"
"Yes ma'am." Brandi was suddenly thankful for the health benefits her employer provided. She was horrified at the thought that somehow she could end up like the old whore before her....missing teeth...the dental plan that had crowned and sealed and polished her teeth suddenly seemed like less of a torture designed to condition her and enable her to smoothly perform oral services and more like a "real" benefit
"Well...yer pretty enough I guess. And since yer really a man I suppose it'll be easier for you to give me service too, 'eh?"
Brandi was momentarily taken aback...how did she know she was a man?
Oh...yeah...that damn PCP collar she was wearing.
"You would like...relief?" She asked, stunned.
"Yep. Wimmen need relief to, ya know."
Brandi hesitated. Serving dirty raggedy old women was not what she had envisioned when she had been given her assignment.
"Well, c'mon. Let's go. I ain't got all night."
Brandi's training finally kicked back in.
"Or course ma'am. If you come with me I can provide services in the privacy and comfort of my hotel room." And make sure the old woman gets a shower first.
"That's the whorin' spirit!" the old woman cackled.
As Brandi led the woman back towards her Hotel the old woman kept talking.
"So what if I can't afford ya?"
"Tonight I am community outreach so my services are provided gratis...that means free." Brandi responded.
"I know what gratis means gurl" the old woman emphasized 'gurl' instead of 'girl' "I just want to know what they's payin' whore's nowadays...may want to get back inta it."
Brandi was slightly repulsed by the thought of the old woman as a service provider and focused on answering her question.
"The service has a sliding scale tier structure to allow economically disadvantaged citizens and residents to receive necessary services to control elevated passions. Service providers receive 50% of all their proceeds upon completion of their contractual obligations. Room and board is provided until then."
The old woman looked confused by her answer.
"Poor people get to pay less than rich people for the same service because it's harder for them to afford." She translated. "Providers get half the take."
"Sounds like a good deal. My pimps always kept 90% of my take." The old whore informed.
Brandi unlocked the door to her room and let the old woman enter first.
"Yous don't mind if I take a hot shower first do ya?"
Relief filled Brandi's mind.
"Not at all. Please do...take your time and enjoy...I'll wait out here."
**
Brandi was pleased with her evening so far. Not with actually giving out her services and providing 'oral relief', but that the evening and exercise was nearing an end. She had only one more client to serve as part of her outreach assignment for the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department and she could quit for the night.
As she walked her assigned area of her street she was lulled into a feeling of satisfaction and calm as she surveyed the street and contemplated who she should approach next.
After her initial blow job of the evening things had got into a rhythm. Brandi had managed to serve two men and one woman in just under two hours and had publicized and promoted the availability of the NSSA&M's services to nearly two dozen other subjects of the crown.
After the old whore was sated she quickly found one more man to relieve. She had taken him to her room; he listened politely to her prepared spiel and had been clean and smelled nice. Now she had just one more to go.
The tap on her shoulder was a surprise...how is it they keep sneaking up on me...and a welcome relief as she turned to see who her next client might be. It took a moment for Brandi to recover her smile as she was momentarily stunned by what...errr...who it was that approached her.
"Good Evening Father." Brandi said respectfully.
The Priest was very tall and broad of shoulder. He towered over Brandi and she had to tilt her head way back to look up to him. Brandi wondered if he were of noble ancestry.
"Child, why are you out here this evening, in the cold and dark, dressed so immodestly?"
The man before her spoke solemnly and with a stern expression on his countenance. With his shock of wild silver grey hair it would be easy to imagine him as a fierce prophet straight out of the Old Testament. He was dressed in what may have been a cassock (?) and other dark priestly garments with a white collar at his throat.
Brandi simply swallowed, smiled, and prepared herself for public chastisement and began her rehearsed pitch as the man who was clearly a priest or reverend of some kind scrutinized her appearance.
"Father, the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department have assigned me to perform community outreach tonight to reach out to the people and remind them of the services that we have to offer to help satisfy and reduce elevated passions..."
The priest scowled and held up a hand directing Brandi to stop.
"You are committing sin child! You must be saved. You must be taught the error of your ways." The priest spoke in a stentorian voice. His commanding presence was attracting attention. People were stopping to stare and watch.
"Yes Father, some of us have been asked to make sacrifices in order to serve the greater good." Brandi answered with rehearsed precision.
The relationship between Allegoria's Church and State was a unique one. While theoretically there was a legal separation between them, functionally The Crown was recognized as both the head of state and the head of the church. Any serious disputes between church and state would be settled at the highest human authority in the land.
This meant that there was wide latitude in the public sphere for open discussion and debate between the position of the church on morality and the position of the state concerning necessity. And some latitude was given for 'action' in public as well.
"It is not acceptable. You must repent. You must atone for your sin. Kneel before me child and atone for your sins."
Brandi was shocked as the priest opened his robes. Completely naked underneath his robe/cassock/garment thing he was sporting a massive erection. Nestled among a nest of grey pubic hair hung a wrinkled grey scrotal sack holding two huge baseball sized testicles! His cock was easily nine or ten inches long, as long as the longest training dildo she had ever trained upon. And his girth was equally impressive. It had to be at least 4 or so inches all the way around.
Brandi gulped in surprise at how well hung the priest was. Clearly there seemed to be a correlation between his height, breadth, and endowment. Brandi noticed he had large hands and shoes as well. She immediately tried to close his robe for him and bring him to her room.
"Father, please, not here, Let me take you somewhere more...appropriate...for penance."
"Child, you have sinned in public and so too must your penance be made."
It was obvious that the priest would tolerate no dissent. He nodded his head slightly toward her and Brandi knew what she had to do next. Gently she lowered herself down to her knees before the priest.
Brandi knew from her training what she was expected to do if approached by a member of the clergy but had always been told that the odds of this happening were almost astronomical. Yet now it was happening to her literally on her first day on the job and at her final exam no less!
She reached for his cock with both her hands, placing the massive tool between her hands in a prayer shape grip and recited her lines exactly like her training mistress had coached her.
"Forgive me Father for I have sinned..." She recited; as she licked her pink lipstick coated lips with her bubble gum pink tongue and prepared to take his massive tool orally.
"No..." The priest interrupted "Begin again."
Brandi sighed...Oh, he's one of those...She slowly recited her alternative lines.
"I'm Sorry Daddy, I've been bad..."
Brandi simpered as she looked up into the angry dark brown eyes and the thick and bushy furrowed eyebrows of her intercessor.
"Then accept your penance child." The priest commanded as he grasped the back of her head. Brandi opened her mouth to accept the massive cock within her warm manual and oral embrace.
Brandi was initially worried that the priest would make her penance fully public, but as her prayer hands guided the cock head to her lips he closed the robe behind her cocooning her inside. Brandi sighed in relief as her remit from the state specified "discreet locations" only.
The priest was 'cock-cooning' her, she thought humorlessly. She could feel the fabric of the robe resting against the back of her head, brushing against her loose pigtails, covering her back, bottom and thighs. She could feel the bottom hem of the robe at the back of her knees.
This meant that any of the passers-by would see a priest standing in the middle of the sidewalk with a smaller person shaped bulge from the priest's waist down to the ground, and Brandi's pale pink fishnet thigh high stay up stockings from the knees all the way down to her knock off Louboutin 5 inch fuck me heels with 1 inch platform peep toe pump with bright neon pink soles sticking out from below the priestly robes.
They would see the rise and fall of his cassock as her head bobbed up and down on his cock.
With diligence and patience Brandi worked the massive cock into her mouth. The circumcised mushroom head barely fit past her teeth. She could feel the fabric of his robe slide across her pigtails behind her head as she bobbed slowly up and down and forced her jaw to relax enough to accommodate the intrusion. Performing three other blowjobs and licking one pussy previously that evening had not loosened her up enough for something of this size. Also, her tongue and jaw were rather tired and sore from her earlier efforts.
Brandi slurped a bit and let the cock head slip from her mouth. She gave the head a sensual kiss, and teased the urethral hole with the tip of her tongue before giving the cock a very long lick across the top side, swirling around his scrotum and testicles and then coating the underside of his cock with another long lick up from base to crown.
"Hail and Hallelujah" The priest cried out with a gasp as Brandi performed her penance.
Once again taking the priests saliva slickened cock in her prayer hands she began to bob more assertively. Brandi worked to relax her jaw open and force more and more of his massive meat down her mouth towards the back of her throat. Brandi slid her prayer hands further down, separating her hands, cupping one ball in each hand and fondling his heavy ball laden scrotum and gently massaging his testicles in order to add further stimulation. Her fingertips still met at the peak of her steeple grip and caressed the top base of his cock shaft while her thumb tips touched and massaged the underside nearest his dangling scrotum.
As the massive mushroom head neared the back of her mouth she inhaled sharply through her nose, pushed forward, and swallowed hard.
Just as trained, the enormous cock slipped past her gag reflex and entered her throat!
Brandi pushed forward until her face and nose were being tickled by the priests grey bushy pubic hair and her nose finally touched his belly.
"Lord have mercy!!!" The priest exclaimed.
She pushed back from his cock and withdrew, letting the cock slip out of her throat, dragging the mushroom head across the ridges on the roof of her mouth, until the cock head was again at the tip of her tongue.
Breathe...
Swirl the tongue on the crown and hole...
Bob down...apply tongue pressure...
Inhale sharply through her nose; swallow hard, push forward past the gag reflex, let the cock enter the throat...
Nose to belly...
Back away, drag cock head across ridges on roof of mouth...
Repeat...
Brandi found her rhythm and was slowly increasing the pace of her fellatio. As her speed increased she endeavored to bring the priest...her client...her intercessor to orgasm.
Brandi ignored the muffled voices around her who no doubt were voyeuristically fascinated by the scene presented before them. She stayed focused on the task at hand.
The priest placed his hand on the back of her head outside the cassock and started to gasp. He must be close! Brandi felt his already engorged and humongous rod pulse as she bobbed down and deep throated him. The priests cock throbbed as first one and then a second larger load of cum spewed down her throat.
"Hallelujah Lord Have Mercy!"
Though the enclosed fabric of his robe the priest pushed Brandi's head back off his cock as a third load of cum splashed into and filled her mouth with his warm and potent seed.
He pushed her head back further off his cock as a fourth load of cum erupted and splattered itself onto her face across her mouth, cheeks, and chin.
A fifth, and fortunately; final load of cum also issued forth, gushing across her forehead, eyes and nose.
Brandi waited on her knees as the Priest reached in through a hidden pocket through his robe and took his cock in hand, as Brandi milked the last of his semen from his cock with her prayer grip. As the final dribbles of cum eked out the priest used his cock like a spatula to spread the semen around Brandi's face.
Brandi was stunned for only a moment. There was now more cum on her face than from all of her other client's that evening combined!
The priest seemed to suddenly be irritated as he smacked his cock against her cum coated lips and she heard him huff in exasperation.
Brandi quickly licked up and down his shaft to suck off his cum and clean the head and shaft of his cock from any residual cum.
Brandi blinked in surprise as the priest suddenly opened his robe to release her from its private and warm enclosure. The smell of his musk and his semen was suddenly more pronounced when compared to the fresh evening air to which she was now again exposed.
As Brandi's eyes adjusted to the brightness of the streetlights that assailed her eyes the priest spoke one more time.
"Bless you child and may your sins be forgiven. Go forth and sin no more" As he turned and departed with a flourish.
Brandi saw the crowd that had formed around her. At the priests pronouncement there was an unexpected round of applause and comments.
"Look at all that cum on her face...she's totally covered."
And a few disapproving comments as well:
"Whore!"
"Slut!"
"For shame!"
"Now that's a facial" Said another as he took a photo with his phone. Brandi noted that there were a few people watching and apparently recording the scene with their phones.
Brandi stood up and was about to follow the priest.
"Wait Father," she called out "I need you to acknowledge receipt of service on the app."
The priest looked over his shoulder at her with a cold uncaring expression.
"The church appreciates your donation."
Brandi made to follow him when she was stopped. It was a cop who now stood in front of her, blocking her path; the same one she met at the beginning of the evening.
"Too bad that one doesn't count." He said.
"Wait...what...why?" Brandi sputtered. She could feel the priests warm cum on her face as it slowly cooled. Some cum strands were congealing while the thickest loads were starting to drip down from her face onto her mesh top and into the cleavage of her DD bosom.
"Separation of church and state" The cop answered simply "if he wanted to acknowledge your service, he would have."
"But that was supposed to be my last one." Brandi sputtered, as small droplets of priestly cum sprayed from her mouth. Her knees hurt from the concrete sidewalk and her fishnet stockings were dirty and now had holes torn at the knees. Her knees were also scraped red from the rough concrete of the sidewalk but at least they weren't bleeding.
Brandi considered the police officers statement and then recalled from her classroom training that clergy didn't have to acknowledge service if they didn't want to.
How long did that service take anyway? Brandi had lost track of time.
"Yeah well, those are the breaks." The cop answered unhelpfully.
Brandi sighed angrily. Now she needed to go to her hotel room, get cleaned up and still find one more client to serve.
"Community outreach sucks." Brandi muttered under her breath. It was the strongest way she could declare her annoyance without the possibility of failing her final exam.
"Literally" The cop answered with amusement. He was looking directly at Brandi and seemed to be considering something.
"Ah...what the hell...look, in a few minutes I get to take my break; go get cleaned up and meet me at the diner across the street; you can provide service to me. If you duck under the table to serve me then that will give you the legally required minimum amount of privacy."



"You'd do that for me?" Brandi asked in disbelief.
"Sure...why not."
Feelings of gratitude welled inside Brandi's bosom. She paused for only a moment before regaining her composure.
"Oh...Yes...of course...thank you...I'll, just go get cleaned up and meet you there?" Brandi looked at the cop as if he was her savior.
"Fine then, I'll see you shortly."
Brandi ducked into the hotel and went to her hotel room. This night was nearly over!
**
Mindy Tartovski was a minor nobleman's daughter. She received her position as an administrator due to sponsorship and her position in society rather than merit. Most supervisory administrators were former concubines or service providers who were promoted after their term of mandatory service with the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department was finished.
Draftees who felt that they couldn't return to their previous lives after their years of service could be rewarded with an easy desk job overseeing, training, or scheduling the latest crop of draftees.
But thanks to nepotism, for Mindy, this job was just her first step in moving up the ranks to something better. After graduating from her all girls boarding school her father made sure she received a plum assignment as a supervisor where she was currently responsible for overseeing a stable of 20 concubines and services providers, but she was already planning for her next position as division head and then eventually 'Head Mistress' of all of the concubines in Allegoria; a position that granted its office holder power, prestige, and influence.
In the mean time she was busy reviewing the service portfolios of the concubines and Sexual Service Providers assigned to her. Annual performance appraisals were such a pain, but necessary to ensure that the public received the quality of services that they needed to keep elevated passions in check and provide a healthy outlet for those passions.
Finishing her annual appraisals she now turned to a new folder of her newest subordinate. Mindy opened the service portfolio of Brandi Jane Swallows, fresh from the training department and liked what she saw.
Brandi had not been drafted during the annual "Bimbo Lottery" into service; rather she was a transferee from the Allegorian Judicial System.
Brandi had been convicted of a minor crime that she then compounded with other minor and major crimes in flagrant disrespect of the courts and the law. Eventually she was remanded to the custody of the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department for the execution of her sentence.
Brandi, as it turned out, had been volunteered for a new training regimen and had become a model public service provider. She had been broken-in during her training 'boot camp' in near record time. Her testing scores were among the best, and she had just completed her final exam, passing her practical exam with flying colors.
Her training record showed that she had undergone an 'accelerated conditioning regimen' and that she had learned all the rules of service, all the self-affirmations, could recite the codes of conduct from memory, was always ready to suck cock, lick pussy, or offer any hole at any time. She knew how to dress perfectly and appropriately for the setting, made her appearance flawless with makeup, the list went on, and all within an unbelievably short time frame.
The Bimbo Lottery had really hit the jackpot with this one.
There was only one note that Brandi was under continuous surveillance and medical monitoring for her participation in the new behavioral therapy procedure within the Department.
Mindy paged her secretary and directed her to send Brandi into her office. When she was alerted of her arrival she still made Brandi wait in the reception area for nearly 10 minutes. Small ploys like that were important to remind her subordinates of their place.
Mindy looked up from her desk as Brandi entered. She had been summoned from her yoga class yet was wearing high heeled shoes, yoga shorts and a tight fitting sports bra to show off her assets.
Her black booty short yoga shorts fully displayed her full bottom and her DD bosom was nearly spilling out the top of her bra. Her firm and narrow waist complemented them easily. Mindy remembered from Brandi's personnel file that Brandi had received silicon and saline butt, thigh and breast implants and not the newer, permanent and more expensive stem cell treatments that were slowly replacing silicon and saline as the primary means of beauty augmentation.
Although her hips and butt looked great, Brandi's boobs had that barely perceptible fake quality to them.
"Brandi Jane Swallows, please have a seat."
Mindy as Brandi took her seat on the low, unpadded stool opposite Mindy's desk reserved for trainee service providers. She sat with her ankles crossed and perfect upright posture, hands folded delicately upon her lap...just as she had been trained.
"I am pleased to inform you that you have completed your training and may now begin your term of service." Mindy began without preamble.
"You mean that the training doesn't count towards time served?" Brandi softly interrupted.
"No, it doesn't." Mindy stated firmly, annoyed by the interruption. She frowned at Brandi and Brandi wisely decided to sit still and be quiet.
Six months of training was a long time but rules were rules. Despite the accelerated conditioning program in which she was participating, the bureaucracy insisted that if she didn't need time for acceptance and cooperation conditioning then she could use the time for additional fetish skill set training.
Unknown to Brandi her progress was also being compared to inductees that were being trained and conditioned using traditional methods. She didn't know she had exceed all performance expectations compared to her peers by a wide margin.
"However, as of today you are now certified for unrestricted handing." Mindy opened a manila envelope and presented Brandi with a decorative certificate of completion, one that looked like a diploma or a college degree and could even be displayed hung from a wall if desired.
"You are the first recruit ever in the history of our program to fully complete all required and optional training during initial induction."
"Thank you." Brandi smiled shyly as she accepted the diploma from Mindy.
"So...as of today your app on your department issued phone will now have a serialized copy of your license through the state to render service as an employee of the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department."
"Thank you." Brandi replied perfunctorily.
"Now as to your sentence and term of service I must inform you that due to a shortage of male to female transgendered and cross dressed service providers that you are assigned a full term of 7 years of indentured servitude with the department starting today."
Brandi barely stifled an audible gasp of shock but could not prevent her bosom from swelling slightly at her intake of breath.
"Yes, I am sure it is a shock" Mindy noticed anyway, "but ultimately it's for the best. You now have guaranteed employment, health coverage, medical and dental and other benefits for the next seven years, and in this difficult economy, that's saying something."
"You really are one of the lucky ones."
Brandi simply stared blankly at Mindy.
"You serve the people with the knowledge that your service to the state is important and appreciated; and please remember that your term of service may be reduced if your service is deemed to be exemplary."
Mindy finished her spiel by rote by mentioning the "carrot" and not the "stick". With the shortage of male to female trannies currently in service the likelihood of a commuted or shortened sentence was virtually nonexistent.
"Now go forth and do great things!" Mindy extolled.
Brandi knew that she was being dismissed and rose from her seat with a faux smile, shook Mindy's hand politely and returned to her dormitory room; the reality of her situation weighing heavily upon her heart.
Mindy watched as Brandi left and smiled. All the male draftees who were forcibly feminized and made to serve the niche transgender and bi-curious market were known to be difficult and require consistent and vigilant guidance. But against all odds, Brandi's experimental regimen may have done exactly what it advertised.
Mindy hadn't really believed that the new mystery conditioning program would actually work that fast and had expected Brandi to be difficult to train, just like all the others, but the results spoke for themselves.
She smiled to herself. We are the lucky ones here.
**
Brandi breathed heavily from the pressure inside her. Her customer's cock was deep inside her ass and he was positively railing her. Brandi gasped for air in time with each forceful thrust of her customers cock.
Brandi's panties had been pulled down all the way to her ankles. Otherwise she was still fully dressed in the outfit her customer had selected. Her customer enjoyed seeing her this way. Her outfit that barely covered her, clung to her, and exposed her feminized form to her best effect.
Her ideal hip to waist ratio, slim flat tummy, narrow waist and full DD boobs. Her long blond hair styled to his request for their appointment. Her average sized penis and testicles shrunken to their smallest due to the room's air conditioning.
Brandi's Nipples jutted proudly for the same reason; the AC had been set low...in anticipation of the vigorous exercise they had begun.
Brandi was too far forward on the bed and she had to place her arms and hands above her to protect her head and ears from impacting the headboard of the bed each time her body was shoved forward by the cock thrusting into her ass.
Her field of vision was restricted by her long blond hair that had grown out and been groomed and styled over the last 3&1/2 years of her indentured servitude.
As a forcibly feminized prostitute for the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department Brandi was currently satisfying the elevated passions of the client kneeling on the bed between her thighs behind her.
With her arms forward to protect her head Brandi's back was precipitously arched downward and her DD bosom was pressed hard into the bed sheets, the friction of the sheet on her erect nipples building her excitement.
Her ass was pushed up and back by her long firm toned legs. Her client had a painful grip upon her, one hand on each side of her waist, his fingers digging painfully into her corset and into her pelvis as he pulled her back onto him when he thrust forward, then pushed her forward as he withdrew.
Brandi had to endure the pain as in this position she was only getting minimal stimulation to her prostate from her client's fucking of her. That in itself was an unusual situation.
Brandi tried to think about something other than the pounding her ass was taking at the hands...and cock...of her client. She calmed her mind and thought back to simpler times...her memories of the first time she was sent out in public while cross dressed came to the fore...
**
Randy looked unhappily into the mirror and hated what he saw. For six weeks he had been imprisoned at a court mandated boot-camp to teach him how to dress and behave as a girl. After "graduating" he was sent before a judge who approved of his appearance and then placed him on parole to begin his 6 months of probation.
Fresh from his mandated "boot-camp" she...and he hated that he had to use feminine pronouns...had hoped to simply live as a hermit and isolate himself at his home and work.
But Karen would not let that happen.
She had petitioned the court, ingratiated herself with the judge and volunteered with his probation officer for assignment as his court approved and court sanctioned monitor.
For the first week she made him do everything with her. He made daily salon visits to learn even more about cosmetics and make-over's than he did from his boot camp and embark upon expensive shopping trips at exclusive boutiques to help him build up his wardrobe.
And she was quick to note and document any perceived reluctance for her weekly reports to his probation officer.
Randy was slowly adapting to his enforced femininity and felt that at least as long as he wasn't being seen by any of his friends then it would somehow still be endurable. In six months he could go back to his old life and complain as loud and as long as he wanted without fear of consequence.
Karen wouldn't let that happen. Randy had season tickets for the Capital City Football Club and shared a corporate suite with a few other investors. His one recreational outlet left to him, cheering for his favorite team, was taken away from him when Karen insisted he continue to attend and that he invite his friends as well.
Karen had gone all out to select his ensemble for the event. As he stood looking at himself in the mirror he did his best to hold back tears of despair. Karen had decked him out in the team colors.
His bra had been padded out with actual mastectomy breast forms which Karen had glued to his chest. The B cup forms were adhered to his chest by a biomemetic adhesive that was hypoallergenic, pleasantly scented, facilitated sensation directly from the forms to his chest, and could not be removed at all without a special solvent, a solvent that Karen kept solely in her possession.
His red bra was clearly visible under the diaphanous white blouse that had been tied in front of his cleavage. His red and white pleated cheer skirt hung from his natural waist down to above the knee. Randy was dismayed to see that even without any padding that he had a bit of a curve from his bottom filling out the skirt. It didn't matter since Karen had insisted on Silicon butt inserts to fully pad out his derriere after declaring his natural butt curve was still too masculine.
She further insisted that his bikini cut panties also be in team colors of alternating white and red stripes. Panties she had gleefully made him purchase, out in public, at an actual brick and mortar team store from the women's section, during the busiest hour of the day.
She insisted that he also wear team red and white stay up stockings and ridiculous white block heel knee high go-go boots. Go-go boots and thigh highs just didn't go well together.
Karen made sure he completed the ensemble with a red team ribbon in his hair, with red lipstick matching the team color and with complementary red shades of eye shadow in a smoky eye technique to complete his presentation.
Randy had never felt the weight of his court ordered requirement to cross-dress as heavily as he did that day.
Randy did his best to notify all his friends of what to expect and they agreed to meet him at his home before the game. As the doorbell rang Randy took a deep breath and steeled himself, this was now the first time his friends would be seeing Randy en femme.
Randy opened the door and the boisterous chatter that had been percolating through the door died down as his friends got their first sight of him.
Randy began to fidget under the prolonged silence as his four best friends, friends who he had known since elementary school and gone through high school together, stood stunned and awestruck at his appearance.
"Duuuuudddeee..." Gil finally broke the silence.
"Holy shit...Randy...I mean..." Helen, Gil's wife also appeared shocked and surprised.
"Mother F***er..." Kevin contributed.
"Oh man...No freaking way..." Rik added to the general round of surprise.
Randy stood aside and waved all his friends inside and closed the door behind him.
"Where's Gina?" Helen asked sympathetically after noting Randy's dour expression.
An expression that was harder to read under his cosmetically feminized face.
"She left me...I think..." Randy answered glumly.
"You think?"
"Well...yeah, she said she couldn't handle her boyfriend being her girlfriend. She said to give her a call after it's over but I have a feeling it's...over."
"Well not much of a girlfriend if she can't stick by you when the chips are down bro."
"Yeah...and that does bring up one more thing..."
"What's that dude?"
"Under the sentencing guidelines I have to use feminine pronouns so you can't call me mister or bro."
"But dudes ok right."
"I suppose so. No...probably not. It's not really gender neutral."
"Look, I hate to be 'that guy'" Rik interrupted "but I admit I feel the same. I'm sorry bro but I don't want to see you dressed as a chick and acting all girly...I just can't do this. I'm sorry." Rik put down his empty beer bottle on the table and walked out.
The others tried to encourage Rik to stay while Randy just watched quietly as Rik left anyway.
"Look, it's no big deal. I can't ask you to hang out with me like this if you don't want to." Randy said as he broke the silence following Rik's abrupt departure.
"Hey, look, you're right, it's no big deal. You are our friend and this too shall pass." Helen chirped.
"Damn Right." Gil agreed.
"You're not trying to keep that big old corporate suite for yourself now are you?" Kevin quipped.
"Let's go to the match and have great time like we always do." Helen stated firmly in support.
"Then that's it, it's settled." Kevin finished.
"We want to get going if we are going to make the march into the stadium with the fans." Gil noted indicating the time.
"HELL YEAH!" Kevin shouted. "LET'S DO THIS!"
"Yeah!" Both Gil and Helen agreed, less boisterously.
Randy smiled and felt close to tears at the support he was receiving. What did he ever do to deserve such good friends as these?
**
Brandi snapped back to reality from her reminiscence as her client slammed into her with increased vigor.
The pleasure was intense. Her penis was tumescent. She was getting close. But she was experiencing a problem.
With her neck turned and bent to prevent her head from impacting with the headboard and her strict corset preventing her from breathing in enough air, Brandi was starting to suffer a severe deficit of oxygen.
She didn't know that a tight corset and a kinked neck causing restricted airflow could contribute to autoerotic asphyxiation. The dearth of air accelerated her onrushing orgasm.
As her client frenetically increased the pace of Brandi getting railed, Brandi's awareness narrowed until all she felt was his large cock finally stimulating her prostate. Feelings of pleasure were growing exponentially to the pace of her fucking. She was approaching the point where she could no longer resist the growing pleasure from her stretched ass and of her prostate stimulation. Her penis began to throb in anticipation.
Her client was reaching his orgasm and Brandi fought with every ounce of control to get enough oxygen, not pass out, and guide the feeling of ecstasy building inside her to simultaneously time her orgasm with her client.
With one intense final lunge her client's cock plunged its full length inside her. His cum spewed and coated the insides of her colon with sticky white seed.
Brandi's rapture exploded as well. She momentarily lost all awareness and blissed out. Her penis erupted as her sticky white sperm spewed forth upon her tummy, onto the inside of her skirt and onto the bed sheets; her body succumbing to unrelenting waves of pleasure.
Brandi gasped for breath as awareness slowly came back. Her delirium faded slowly. Her client had collapsed on top of her and she could no longer support his weight upon her ass and back. She shifted her knees slightly and they both fell onto their sides on the mattress. Brandi and her client ended up in a spoon position with her clients cock still buried deeply inside her.
His arm moved to drape over her and pull her closer. Their sweaty skin pressed against each other, her back to his stomach and chest. Brandi was cuddled by her sex partner. At least she had finally been able to move her head and kinked neck and breath again.



Her client finally recovered his breath and lifted up slightly onto one arm. He took her chin with the other hand and gently turned her head around to give her a soft sensitive kiss right on he lips. Brandi reciprocated.
When he broke the kiss Brandi smiled softly at her client.
"Was it good for you Senpai?" she whispered.
Gil laughed softly.
"Just the way I like it Kitten." he chuckled.
Gil let his cock slip from her ass and guided her onto her back, and down and away from the headboard. He lay down and then pulled her onto his chest. Brandi now lay mostly on top of Gil with her head resting on his chest, her cum from her tummy and corset now spreading to Gil's and her paw now caressing his abs and stroking his softening cock.
"Would you like me to lick this monster clean Senpai?" Brandi offered; brushing her paw delicately against Gil's semen slickened cock.
"No." Gill softly refused. Instead he lifted her chin slightly and pulled her into another sensitive kiss. Softly at first, then with growing passion Gill darted out his tongue to open Brandi's lips and let his tongue explore her mouth.
Brandi participated in the French kiss and when Gil withdrew his tongue from her mouth she followed it back into his mouth with her tongue. Gil would usually say no to oral cleanup of his cock as he liked to kiss Brandi and did not want to taste his own cum on her lips.
After two full minutes of kissing both Gil and Brandi stopped, gasping and had to come up for air.
Brandi laid her head back upon Gil's chest and held him close.
"Senpai?"
"MmHmm?"
"Why are you cheating on Helen like this?"
Gil seemed irritated by her suggestion.
"I'm not cheating Kitten, why would you think that?"
"It's just...well..."
"Well what?" Gil asked sternly.
"You and Helen have so much going for you and you always seem like you are so in love. Why are you here with me?"
Gil relaxed after hearing her reasoning.
"Don't you know?"
"Know what?"
"Helen's pregnancy was really difficult. It took a lot out of her. She is being treated and recovering nicely but it's a long careful road to recovery."
"You have children?" Brandi asked in complete surprise. "But you two are my age. We went to high school together. You have children already?"
"You didn't know? We sent out messages and posted it on social media and everything."
"I'm not allowed to use social media." Brandi bluntly replied.
"OH...well...When Helen and I finished college we married as planned and..."
"YOU'RE MARRIED?" Brandi Interrupted in shocked surprise.
"Yeah...we are..."
Brandi simply stared awestruck.
"Now Kitten, stop interrupting and listen...Helen and I decided that we were ready and wanted to have children right away. We wanted to have them while we were still young enough to enjoy the whole child raising experience. We opted for a multiple birth so that Helen wouldn't have to go through the pain of childbirth a second time. We gave birth to Twin boys and Twin Girls."
"Quadruplets???" Brandi was dumbfounded. There were too many unexpected revelations all at once.
"Yes...but there were unforeseen complications. It put our sex life on hold while she recovered."
"Wow!" Brandi was breathlessly stupefied.
"But fortunately loss of consortium was covered by our private insurance so your services are paid for by our insurance provider. This is why I am able to afford you for service and be one of your regulars." Gil informed proudly.
Loss of Consortium, Brandi thought; loss of sex or intimacy.
"Wow." Brandi repeated, softly.
Gil broke free from their cuddle and got up to move into the bathroom. As a regular client Brandi knew Gil would not want her to shower after sex. Like most of her clients he liked to ride her hard and put her away wet.
"Senpai, would you please pull up my panties...please?" Brandi begged.
"Of course Kitten." Brandi slipped off the side of the bed and stood up as Gil first retrieved a butt plug that had been sitting discarded on the side table. She bent at the waist as he pushed it easily into her ruined anus.
Next he took a flesh toned flat extension piece made from sort of 'super-silicon' blend that attached to the plug and adhered to her skin. It lay flat between the cleft of her buttocks just up to the lowest part of her back to her coccyx just below her sciatic area. To this piece he attached a brindle blonde bushy tail.
Brandi stood still as the three piece fetish plug was assembled. Gil verified that the adhesive properties of the extension stuck cleanly to her body, pressed a button to power on the device and then pulled up her panties.
Brandi now sported a long kitten tail that appeared to sprout from her coccyx area and that looped up in a curl behind her. If humans had tails, this would be where they would come from.
Satisfied, Gil stood, then lifted her chin up to his face and gave her another open mouth kiss. Standing in her high heels Gil only had to dip his head down slightly to kiss her.
Gil turned and headed to the shower. Brandi followed respectfully and stood outside the shower as Gil washed himself. She noticed that some lube and cum had spread to her paw when she stroked his slick cock moments earlier. Brandi tried to wipe off the lube and cum on a towel but some was still stuck between the pads of her paw.
With a sigh of resignation she lapped at the paw to clean out the lube and cum. She could get in trouble for returning them in their soiled condition. Also she didn't want the cum to spread further from accidently touching things.
When she heard Gil shut off the water she knelt down and waited. When the shower door opened Brandi was ready. Gil finally directed her to suck his clean cock clean.
Gil relaxed and gently gripped the shower doorway as Brandi practiced her oral skills. Gil had a decent sized cock, although he was uncircumcised. Brandi preferred circumcised cocks to uncircumcised although truthfully she had never pondered why she had a preference in the first place.
Since she didn't have use of her hands Brandi used only her lips to push back the foreskin and lick clean the head area gently before kissing the tip and wrapping her lips around the head. In her experience uncircumcised cocks were more sensitive to stimulation so she went slowly to draw out the experience for Gil. He was still her client after all and she was only his service provider.
With smooth warm and gently head bobs Brandi bobbed her way down past the head and down the length of his shaft. She maintained even pressure to stimulate equally all parts of his cock. Reaching the base of his cock there was enough room for her to dart out her tongue and tease his perineum. She was rewarded for her efforts with a soft sign of pleasure from Gil.
Brandi maintained smooth even strokes with her mouth and tongue. She playfully batted Gil's ball sack with her paws. Gil's stamina was high as he had just had an orgasm. Brandi worked him over with her mouth and was eventually rewarded for her efforts. She listened as his breathing became more labored and felt his penis expand inside her mouth and deliver onto her waiting tongue his cum. Gil shot only two small ropes, he ejaculated what little was left in his balls from after their sexual encounter into her warm wet waiting mouth.
Sensors in her butt plug, along the length, and at the top of the extension piece could interpret inputs from the nerve endings inside her ass and from near her coccyx at the bottom of her spine. Firmware inside the extension piece would then interpret her body's mood. As Brandi fellated Gil her fetish tail flicked back and forth. Brandi had ensured that her fetish tail had a fully charged battery at the beginning of their appointment. The battery would easily last a few days of normal use.
Brandi spit his cum out onto the shower floor since she knew that Gil didn't mind if she swallowed or not. She then gracefully rose to her feet and stood up to get out of his way. Once he was past her she followed to the vanity mirror to check on her makeup.
Brandi wore the latest line of smudge proof makeup and was glad to see that even after the tremendous exertions of their fucking and the close contact with her lips and face to his cock during her blow job her makeup was still intact.
Brandi rarely used smudge proof makeup. The service was aware how most clients liked to see the ruined makeup that a whore's face became after a face fucking. The freshly fucked look was one of the most positively reviewed items by their customers.
But not for Gil. Gil insisted her makeup always be perfect so the more expensive and difficult to apply smudge free variety was warranted. What the client wanted (and paid for) the client got.
As a feminized service provider Brandi knew to be quick and efficient when it came to getting ready so as not to delay her client's departure. He only needed to dry off and get dressed; normally she had to do all that as well as dry her hair, redo her hairstyle and restore her makeup. But thanks to good preparation, and in accordance with Gil's wishes and preferences, she was ready right away.
Gil was a regular and for the past seven months and she serviced him every other week. Gil noticed her appraising her own appearance in the mirror and grabbed her ass. Brandi felt her butt cheeks slip against each other from the residual lube and cum trapped between them. No doubt her panties were ruined by cum stains; they usually were. A slight surge of pleasure penetrated her ass from her butt plug when he grabbed her.
Gil wasted no time drying off and dressing. He moved expertly and efficiently and was ready within half an hour.
Once ready, Gil retrieved and attached a plum colored leash to the back loop of Brandi's collar and they left their hotel room for the elevator for the short ride down to the lobby.
Brandi and Gil rode down and silence. The elevator had mirrored walls so Brandi used the opportunity to once again evaluate and critique her appearance during the ride down.
Brandi was not wearing the National Social Services Administration & Maintenance's Department Public Crossdressing Permit collar as Gil was both her client and escort when they went out in public. Instead she wore a plum colored leather rhinestone studded lockable collar.
The collar had a heart shaped "pet ID tag" permanently affixed to the lockable collar and had the NSSA&M's logo and initials on the obverse side, and a serial number and a phone number on the reverse side. The fetish collar was supposed to be more subtle and discreet than the PCP, but not by much.
Brandi's outfit consisted of suede brindle blond colored high heeled ankle boots, opaque lavender thigh high stockings that gave a lustrous sheen to her legs and a lavender high-waisted skater mini-skirt that covered her purple panties down to just above mid thigh. The skirt was made of 5 tiers of sheer lace, each tier partially overlapping the one below it allowing the multiple layers to provide just enough coverage to obscure a clear view of her panties.
White suspender straps from her white garter belt peeked out below the lowest tier hem of her skirt to attach to the top of her lavender thigh high stockings. Her brindle blond bushy tail lifted the bottom tier of her skirt slightly before it looped back up into a curl behind her just above the small of her back.
Brandi got to experience the effect of her fetish neko cat tail during every session with Gil. It would flick back and forth slowly when she was calm and faster if it sensed she was excited. If it sensed she was aroused the tail would lift up higher and straighter. This had a tendency to lift the skirts she wore and depending on how excited she was and how high the tail lifted would expose the backs of her upper thighs, her thigh gap or even completely expose her panties.
Brandi could see that right now the tail had lifted the tiers of her skirt enough that her thigh gap was visible from the back. Brandi practiced some breathing exercises to calm her mood. She always tried to remain as calm as possible when in public and wearing the fetish tail.
She wore a floral white and yellow over bust corset for her top with purple strings at the back and lavender ruffles in the front that added feminine details to the sweetheart neckline. The corset was semi-sheer. In the cool air her aroused and erect nipples poked intently into the fabric.
Brandi admired her cosmetics. The smudge free makeup had withstood her appointment with her client. Her face was made up with bright, youthful, and innocent shades to allow her to present has a young coquette. Her luscious pink smudge free lipstick bore no evidence of the blow job she had performed and her eyes had been made up with cat's eye style to complement her presentation.
Even her long blond hair had withstood the vigorous activities. She had it styled in Gil's preferred 'messy braid' style that hung down her back ending to just below her shoulder blades, yet also completely covered and hid her real ears from view.
Then there were the final touches.
First was the luxury neko 'cats ears' head band. The head band was hidden under her hair but the brindle blond furry cat's ears that stuck out above her head and hair perfectly matched her blond tresses and highlights. The high end device was also battery powered and had sensors to detect her mood making her neko cat ears flick accordingly.
Second were her contact lenses that gave her iridescent green cats eye irises.
And last were the matching brindle blond 'kitten paw' mittens covering her hands that were laced and tied around her wrists, rendering her hands useless.
Brandi was dressed as Gil's anime fetish cat girl.
"You look cute as a button Kitten." Gil praised, watching her as she studied her reflection.
"Thank you Senpai." Brandi smiled in response.
She then noticed there was a small cum stain soaking through the front of her skirt. The small semen stain making a dark spot in the front center had to have been from her orgasm earlier. It must have soaked through all 5 layers to be noticeable.
Damn-it!
The elevator doors opened and with a tug of her plum colored leash Brandi followed Gil, one pace behind him and to the side; at the 'heel' position, as they walked to the front desk to check out of their room.
The tapping of her high heels upon the tile floor echoing across the spacious lobby. When at the front desk Gil handed Brandi's leash to the cute young female desk clerk as he fumbled to retrieve his phone from his pocket to confirm payment for the room from his account.
The desk clerk held the leash for a moment while looking at Brandi with amusement.
"That's a cute outfit."
"Thank you." Brandi replied politely. She was struck by how attractive and youthful the clerk was.
When the clerk went to confirm Gil's payment on her computer she tried to hand the leash to Brandi.
"I'm sorry; I'm not allowed to hold my leash." Brandi demurred, waving her paws back and forth in front of her indicating her disinclination.
"It's actually illegal for Kitten to hold it." Gil elaborated with an amused twinkle in his eye.
Brandi looked back at the desk clerk. She seemed to be struggling to withhold laughter. The desk clerk actually looks younger than I do, she thought.
Unexpectedly, despite her years of training, Brandi experienced a rush of emotion and she felt flushed as heat was rushing to her head. She felt attracted to the pretty young woman and was embarrassed by her fetish outfit and her cum stained skirt. She found the situation to be humiliating and fought to control the surge of emotion welling inside her. Her cheeks were blushing furiously.
Her tail began to twitch faster and her neko cat ears also flicked to and fro. Her tail sensed she was aroused and it started to rise up to indicate her excitement, lifting the back of her skirt.
It took her a few moments for her to concentrate, take a few deep breaths, and focus on the lessons she learned from her training. In a few moments Brandi regained her composure and her fetish tail slowed down its twitching and lowered back down and her neko ears stopped moving.
Regaining her composure was helped slightly when she saw that the desk clerk seemed to be blushing as well.
Gil finished paying and they turned to leave. Brandi fell in one step behind and to the side of Gil as trained. At the last minute she looked back to the pretty desk clerk and was disappointed to see she was already helping another customer.
As they left the hotel lobby the valet brought Gil's car around and held the rear door open. Brandi watched as Gil placed a towel down on the seat while Brandi waited patiently. No doubt to absorb cum leaking out of her ass and prevent it from staining the seats. The sodomy that she had endured had loosened her sphincter and Gil's cum was slowly dribbling out past the butt plug. Gil had well and truly wrecked her ass.
Gingerly she seated herself in the rear passenger seat, careful to avoid stimulating her butt plug or bending or twisting her bushy blond fetish tail. The tail sensed her seated position and the back rest of her car seat and took a preprogrammed safe position to avoid damage.
Gil clipped her leash to the front passenger seat headrest and then fastened her seat belt before the valet finally shut her door.
Brandi watched from the rear seat as they pulled away. He would take her back to her NSSA&M dorm now to return her.
"We have one stop to make on the way, ok Kitten?" Gill informed more than asked.
In a few miles drive Gil pulled up into a hospital parking lot. He got out and left Brandi sitting in the back seat. He even hit the remote door lock, locking her inside while he walked away.
Brandi huffed in displeasure as Gil walked away.
He was supposed to leave the window cracked if he ever left her in the car.
Brandi flexed her paws in annoyance.
She settled in and made herself comfortable. She crossed her legs, sat back and waited.
She tried to idly drum her fingers but couldn't. Stupid kitten mittens!
Brandi waited patiently. Gil was taking his time. She was quickly bored. Gil hadn't even left the radio playing. The clock on the dash ticked away until finally at length Brandi noted that Gil was returning...and Helen was with him! As the car beeped and the door unlocked Brandi watched bewildered as Gil helped Helen into a comfortable position in the front passenger seat.
"Hey Brandi." Helen finally spoke as Gil resumed driving away.
"Umm...hey Helen, it's been a long time..." Brandi began awkwardly "Uh...how are you?"
"Doing better, now" Helen laughed. "Vagina is almost fully recovered. They even fixed my hymen. Can you believe it? One more week and this guy is gonna get his world rocked! You'll be able to take my virginity again!" She pronounced indicating Gil.
Gil grinned like a fool at the news.
Brandi didn't know what to say, she just blushed in embarrassment.
She was doubly embarrassed when her tummy unexpectedly growled in hunger.
Helen looked at Brandi then turned to Gil "Didn't you take Brandi to dinner?"
"Of course I did." Gil looked put-out "Kitten and I went to a nice Japanese food restaurant."
"Yuck, what did you have?" Helen inquired. She didn't care for Japanese food.
"Well, we shared a sushi combo and then I had Yakiniku and Kitten had a glass of milk." Gil answered proudly.
"You shared the Sushi Combo? That's just an appetizer. What about a main course?"
"Uh...no...that was it. Look, it's not good to spoil her. It's unhealthy. You wouldn't want Kitten to get fat now would you?"
"How did she eat with those paws on?"
"Well I fed her of course. Kitten knows to 'miao' when she wanted a bite and I fed her sushi rolls with my chopsticks. You should have seen kitten when she drank her milk."



Gil chuckled as he was warming to his story.
"I ordered it in a wine goblet so she could drink it herself, the look of concentration on her face with her little paws on either side of the stem. Kitten was a bit sloppy though and had quite a milk mustache. No sense crying over spilt milk though."
Gil chuckled again as he punned badly.
Brandi was stewing in anger as Gil talked about her right in front of Helen as if she wasn't even there...and really WAS his pet kitten.
"Did you talk to her about our idea?" Helen asked.
"UH...no...I didn't get to that." Gil answered sheepishly.
"Seriously? What did you talk about anyway?"
"Oh...the American Soccer team that played the 'friendly' yesterday...Capitol FC's chances for the cup this year...stuff..." Gil answered lamely.
"Soccer? What are you; American now?"
"Heh...no...just that Capitol FC was playing the US Team..."
"Darn it Gil, you were supposed to talk about our future plans for her." Helen interrupted.
"I wanted you to be here for that."
Helen decided to change subjects and turned back to Brandi. She'd talk to her husband later, privately.
"Look, Brandi, Gil told me what you said earlier. I want you to know that I've known all about you and Gil. I'm totally OK with it. Gil and I had discussed this a long time ago. If anything ever happened to him he would still want me to be happy, and I wanted the same for him."
Brandi sat in stunned silence.
"In fact, I am the one who encouraged him to specifically use you and your services."
Brandi tried to speak, but no words came out. Helen was watching Brandi closely and noticed her reaction. Her neko ears flicked back and forth furiously.
"Yeah...actually we've talked about you a lot ever since that first day we saw you cross-dressed before that one football match." Gil added.
"Yeah...that was so much fun, going to the matches with you, chanting in the stands to 'Seven Nation Army", cheering our team to victory..."
Brandi remembered those days fondly. Especially dancing with Helen to 'Seven Nation Army' in the corporate suite whenever Capitol FC scored a goal...good times...
"Since you were our friend we probably never would have selected you but after reading all about you on the bimbo lottery web page...and all your customer reviews were overwhelmingly positive...You've really taken to this line of work and this lifestyle haven't you?"
"She's a natural." Gil interrupted.
"Bearing, birthing, and recovering from the quadruplets was intense. Having you available really took a lot of stress off of me. I wouldn't want my man to feel he had to cheat now would I?" She asked rhetorically.
"So it's not cheating if it's with me?" Brandi finally managed to ask.
"No. Of course not. Since you're only a feminized male whore it made it easy for me to agree and sign off on Gil's loss of consortium claim. It's not like you could ever replace me."
Brandi was crushed. She couldn't be more shocked than she was now after hearing Helen's harsh statement; her neko ears flicked in annoyance.
"But I thought we were friends?"
"Best friends!" Helen gushed, misunderstanding Brandi's tone and intent.
"And that makes it so much better. The more we thought about it the more we realized that we would much rather have someone who was a friend serve him instead of some complete stranger."
"In fact, you should know that ever since we learned this had happened to you, we agreed that if either of us needed it, that we would use you." Gil added.
Brandi was wrong...she could be more shocked, apparently.
"There's more good news." Helen continued, mistaking Brandi's expression of surprise for one of affirmation.
"More?" Brandi asked, stunned.
"Our insurance still covers your services for the next six months, although it will be monthly now rather than every other week." Helen informed.
"Aww..." Gil made a soft noise of disappointment.
"But now WE can spend time together." Helen looked over her shoulder directly at Brandi as she said it.
"WE?" Brandi paused.
"So..." Brandi struggled for words "We...you and me...want me to be...friends?"
"More than friends, actually;" Helen smiled lasciviously. "I hear from Gil you have an incredibly talented tongue." She winked.
"We're here Kitten." Gil announced as he drove up to the front door of Brandi's NSSA&M dorm.
"Look, before you go I want to thank you again for taking care of my husband. Knowing he is being taken care of by a friend..."
"Of course..." Brandi was in shock, her responds was automatic and as she was trained.
She suddenly wished she could run away.
She was forced to wait until Gil came around and opened the car door and unclasped her seat belt to let her out.
Stupid seat belt latch. Stupid child safety locks. Stupid fetish kitten mittens!!!
When Gil took her leash Brandi exited the car. The towel she was sitting on was momentarily stuck to her ass from the cum that had leaked out. Gil peeled it off her bottom. Her fetish tail sensed it was no longer constrained and once again extended itself and began to flick back and forth behind her.
Helen lowered her window. "Wait...come here for a minute." She commanded.
Brandi approached her window as Helen reached through the window and pulled Brandi's head down into a lustful kiss. As Brandi was bent over at the waist Gil stood behind her and took the opportunity to grope her ass once again.
Brandi's ass cheeks were still slippery with cum and lube and her butt plug slipped inside her ass and stimulated her slightly. She squealed softly from the firmness of Gil's grip on her ass, the stimulation of the butt plug, the gentle caress of Helen's hand on her head and pleasant softness of Helen's lips against her own.
Brandi's kitten tail now stood nearly erect and twitched so quickly it was almost vibrating from her sensed excitement. The tail lifted the lace tiers of the back of her skirt hem high and placed her cum soaked panty bottom clearly on display
Finally Helen broke the kiss and giggled softly.
"Your kiss tastes like Gil's cum."
Brandi's neko cat's ears flickered so quickly in surprise that it was like they were trying to send a semaphore message.
Gil gave Brandi's ass one more slap and then gently tugged on her leash as he led her to the front door of the dorm and the returns desk.
"Hurry up! We have to pick up the kids from my mother." Helen called out.
Brandi walked with her usual strut and sway, her bushy blond tail was swishing in synch with her hips as it slowly dropped back down. Brandi was otherwise in a complete daze.
Her mood now one of confusion and mortification as she reproached herself; she was nothing but a whore to them...a whore to be used.
Brandi's smile was empty and her expression blank and fixed in her practiced bimbo airhead expression. She felt close to tears at the support she was receiving. Where did she ever go so wrong in her life? What did he ever do to deserve friends such as these?
**
Brandi was returned to her dorm in despair and her stomach upset. Sushi, milk, and Gil's cum were not sitting well inside her.
Brandi returned all her neko fetish implements; the returns desk attendant had to unlace and remove her kitten paw mittens so Brandi could remove her animatronic ears and butt plug tail assembly and set them aside to be cleaned. Next the attendant unlocked and took her collar and her leash, so Brandi could finally step over to the laundry and drop off her clothing.
She walked naked into the adjoining communal shower room and was grateful to have the space to herself. This late in the day the whores from the brothel should all be asleep after entertaining last night's customers. Only returnees like her who had been out with clients would filter back in over the rest of the morning and early afternoon.
It was always interesting to her to hear from clients who thought the dormitory was a place of unbridled non-stop sexual activity.
While the brothel on the first 3 floors was open 24/7, the dormitory rooms above were invariably quiet. They were probably the most celibate places in all of Allegoria. The last thing any of the whores wanted to do when they returned to their rooms was engage in carnal activity.
Brandi turned the water on hot and stream on full as she washed away the sweat and cum stains from her body, from her ass and butt cheeks and the residue that spread around her penis and testicles. She tried to blast away her feelings of filth with the nearly scalding hot water. Without warning she was overcome by nausea. Her stomach churned and she collapsed onto her knees.
She vomited her lunch of sushi, milk, and cum onto the shower floor.
For the next several minutes her body shook and dry heaves wracked her abdomen.
She knew she had lost control of her bladder and bowels, but thankfully her bowels were empty due to her fastidious cleansing earlier in preparation for her appointment with Gil.
Gil. Her client. Her 'John'.
Brandi. The whore. Brandi the Whore. Brandi the Tranny Whore.
She was eventually found by one of the female whores returning from her appointment. She summoned a bathroom attendant who called for an orderly to escort Brandi to medical. Once there she was examined by the staff physician. The doctor assumed food poisoning and sent her to bed to recover in her dorm room. Brandi tossed and turned all night and when she woke up the next day she still felt sick and asked to take a sick day.
Her supervisor and the administration were upset but since she hadn't had a sick day in 3&1/2 years since her arrival they could hardly begrudge her.
The staff physician eventually arrived to check up on her and took some blood samples. It turned out that it wasn't just psychosomatic or hypochondria either. The doctor that examined her informed her that her tummy really was upset and most likely it was not the sushi...or the cum...that she had eaten but the milk that she drank.
She had probably been served bad milk. They had called her client who said he had eaten the sushi as well and he hadn't gotten sick so by connecting the dots...
Grateful for the day off despite being sick Brandi wallowed in bed. She pondered her condition in a full day of sorrow and introspection.
"I'm not depressed but I'm never happy either." She mused.
"Why am I always obedient? Why?"
She tried to think of what she was like before her sentencing...sentencing's?
Her memories were sharp. She clearly remembered she thought of herself as a man; a man who would probably not have liked this very much.
Even her friends only viewed her as a whore now.
A whore to be used.
Former friends she ruefully thought.
It wasn't always this way.
Why is it now?
What happened to me?
Why am I like this?
It occurred to her that her name was not Brandi...it was...it was...
Randy!
Brandi knew the other feminized male service providers didn't like her that much. They all think that she is lucky as she is allowed to get out of the dorm...well...Brothel, not knowing that she never really sees anything but hotel rooms and bedrooms. They used to ask her all the time why she didn't run away.
Brat.
Britney. Bratty Britney.
She ran away once. She was caught. She was punished.
Was that it? Was it fear of punishment?
Brandi never went to college. She had assumed and inherited her business right after high school. She had always done what was expected of her.
But that didn't explain it, did it? It couldn't! Because it was expected of her...just following the law?
Brandi's musings were interrupted when her supervisor paid her a visit.
Mindy Tartovski didn't like to visit the dorm rooms, but she did want to see for herself how her star service provider was faring. The doctor confirmed she really was sick after all and not faking it to avoid her duty. She timed her arrival as an orderly was bringing her some broth to eat and an electrolyte sports drink to rehydrate.
It was always important to stay hydrated.
Mindy was only slightly annoyed by this. She did have to reschedule Brandi's appointment for the day and compensate the patron for his loss and cancellation.
Providing returned fees and a discount on his next service appointment was a hassle.
"How are you feeling?" Mindy asked politely, although not truly caring.
"Um...getting better." Brandi responded from deep within her bundle of blankets. Her head was spinning slightly and she felt nausea if she moved too quickly. Her body would sometimes start to shiver uncontrollably even though she did not really feel cold.
Mindy noted how pale and sickly Brandi was and took a half step back. The doctor said it was food related and not a virus or anything but still...
"That's good. We all want you to get better soon." And make us more money, Mindy thought.
"So I know you are sick right now but that is no excuse to say the things you said."
"Excuse me?" Brandi asked; scared, sick, and confused. She stared at her broth as if unsure if she should try it. Her stomach churned momentarily so she set the broth aside.
"Your client claims you thought he was cheating."
"Oh..." softly.
"You know full well that any subject that uses a service provider is not cheating or committing adultery. The courts have long held that the service is a SERVICE available to all subjects. Legally speaking use of a service provider is not now nor has it ever been considered infidelity or grounds for divorce." Mindy spoke almost verbatim from the NSSA&M's Service Provider's Handbook.
"Yes Ma'am." Brandi swallowed in fear. If she was about to be sent to disciplinary ward...
"However, your client, 'Gil' is it?"
Brandi merely nodded.
"Since Gil didn't make it a negative comment on your service and only made it as a verbal feedback I am going to let you off with a warning."
Brandi didn't relax yet.
"Remember, subjects who use the department's services are legally not cheating. You know this from your training."
"Yes ma'am."
"So I will award you your first ever Demerit."
"Yes Ma'am." Brandi nodded. Four more and she would be sent to Disciplinary Ward.
"Now get well," Mindy forced an insincere smile to her face "And we can place you back into circulation tomorrow."
"Yes Ma'am, thank you Ma'am."
Brandi watched Mindy as she left. It occurred to her that Mindy was actually younger than she was and yet she had to defer to Mindy as her superior and call her Ma'am.
It's all so...unfair...
**
The staff physician pulled up the lab results from Brandi's blood sample. Brandi's blood samples were done weekly, not just for the normal health and welfare checks that all the whores received, but also to continue to track the markers that dealt with her infusion of DOCILITY.
The physician didn't understand the complex nature and action of the experimental drug Brandi had been administered. She didn't need too. She just performed the routine test for the experiment and forwarded the results up the chain. She merely monitored and reported.
It came as a surprise then that after 182 consecutive weekly checks that the complex chemical acting as a catalyst continually conditioning her obedience was gone.
3&1/2 years and suddenly...nothing.
Did the catalyst have an effective lifespan?
She checked the previous week's results and they matched the previous 181 before that, but now...suddenly...nothing...the markers were gone.
The doctor attached the lab results to an email, verified the correct contact list and sent her findings to the hypnotherapist and the pharmacist managing the test subject. As required she also sent a blind CC to the department head as well.
**
Mindy returned to her office after visiting Brandi and dug into her paperwork. Administrative duties waited for no woman. She was currently reviewing another negative feedback that a regular customer had left on Britney's service review page. Britney had reportedly used too much teeth when providing oral relief to a client.
Mindy sighed as she considered what punishment this infraction merited.
Mindy sent yet another email to the department head requesting that Bratty Britney be sent through the new conditioning system that had worked so well on Brandi but knew it was in vain.
Brat was being used as a benchmark for comparable behavior.
Certainly a public spanking in front of the other service providers of her group during their weekly group therapy session would be expected. Mindy eyed the paddle on the wall, but Britney had extensive experience and training with bondage and discipline as a trained submissive. Spanking discipline may not be the most effective method to punish her.
Reviewing Britney's service record she noted that she had finally, yet barely, qualified to provide service in every role except for pet play. Pet play was a new service that the department had recently begun to offer. Mindy didn't understand half of the fetishes that the department provided, she just didn't see the attraction, but finally there had been enough calls and voices of support and above all...funding, for the NSSA&M department to begin training and offering pet play service providers as yet one more means to control the elevated passions of the common folk.
Perhaps she should send Britney to obedience school for puppy training. Having her serve on all fours as a puppy pet might just be the best thing for her. The cute little puppy mask covering her face, her paws and tail accessories, leash and collar...
If nothing else the training would expand the range of services that Britney could provide and that would be a good thing for Mindy's performance review with her superiors. She was finally up for promotion to Division Head and having a current and recent demonstration of her strict control over her service providers was always a desirable performance trait on her evaluations. Heck...someday she might even become Dr. Inon's replacement as head of the department.
Idly, she turned and considered again the offer that had been tendered.
Occasionally, clients become enamored with service providers and will make an offer to buy out the remainder of a whore's contract.
This is usually a bad deal for the service as they have to make due without the whore until the next scheduled bimbo lottery recruits new providers in the numbers needed to make up the difference.
Personnel shortfalls led to increased bookings for the rest of the service providers.
And there was still the delay in training before the new whores...service providers...can be placed into service.
An offer would usually have to be extremely generous for the NSSA&M to even consider it.
And then there was 'who' made the offer. The customer in question was known for being extremely "strict" with his service providers. More than once he had been cited and his account temporarily suspended for "Taking Excessive Liberties" with the service providers.
Bureaucratic mumbo jumbo double-speak for 'abuse' and for 'abusing the whores'.
Mindy glanced at Brandi's customer service satisfaction reviews and noted that her ratings were just barely positive with her aggregate total score of the minimum acceptable 69%.
Mindy compared Britney's record to their star service provider, Brandi and her near flawless service record and aggregate customer satisfaction score of 96%.
Mindy calculated the expected earnings over the remainder of Brat's term of service plus interest, factoring in inflation, the cost of acquiring and training a replacement, and of course, a minimum surcharge of 50%.
The offer she received for Brat was on the low end of consideration and would usually lead to extended negotiations, but as Mindy turned her attention to Britney's annual evaluation she also did a few calculations and noted that Britney's average earnings were among the lowest of any of the feminized male service providers in the NSSA&M. She also had the fewest repeat customers of all the whores in the service.



Furthermore, comparing the expense of upkeep and the multiple trips she took to Training Branch for retraining and to Disciplinary Ward for discipline; Mindy now considered the potential to remove the troublesome markings from her spreadsheets and show a positive gain instead.
Mindy gloated over the fact that if the sale of the contract went through she could boast about the savings to her superiors and to the auditing branch. If she could negotiate the right amount from the buyer she would even show a profit.
Mindy looked last at the most recent photo portfolio of Britney, including her new head shot and several boudoir photos that were currently used on the NSSA&M's website for promotional marketing and service scheduling; Britney was hot!
Her appearance was flawless and she looked completely feminine; from her pretty face to her toned and tan body. Her expression was angry though...brat was living up to her nickname.
Mindy looked over the tender offer one more time. She attached the counter-offer amount to the original documents and without hesitation she signed her endorsement to the sale proposal and forwarded it to her superior. She sat back in her chair and smiled...Life was good.
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Jewel lay back flat on the reclining bed in Delacroix Manors 'sick room'. As per her doctors request she was completely nude.
Her arms lay by her side and her knees were slightly bent for comfort. Her head was supported by a small pillow. She endured patiently the tender prodding and poking of the doctor as he examined her supine form.
Once a gangly yet fit young man from Moose Lake Minnesota, her body had undergone dramatic changes at the behest of her arranged marriage husband. Her lower ribs had been removed to make her waist narrow and tapered. Her thighs, breasts, and buttocks had been implanted to attain the feminine ideal curves for a woman her height. Even her shoulder width was still ideal for an athletically fit college age woman.
Furthermore her skin was soft, smooth and clear. Thanks to the laser hair removal she was without any sign of the body hair she once possessed as Jules. Her lustrous brunette hair was healthy, strong, and long; down to the middle of her back. Her perfect teeth, thanks to advanced dentistry, was more of an afterthought, hardly requiring any 'help' as she had always had good teeth and observed proper oral hygiene.
Her facial features had been altered as well; Rhinoplasty for her nose and a slight tracheal shave for her Adams apple had been enough to convert her previous androgynous features to the epitome of feminine beauty. Again, any facial hair, whiskers, that she once had were now long gone, permanently removed via old-school electrolysis.
Jewel now looked like the twin to her younger sister Jennifer. Ironic since Jennifer was a fraternal twin to their brother, James; whose physical masculinity was never in doubt and could never be confused or disputed.
The slight chill of the temperature controlled room caused Jewels nipples to become erect and prominent above her aureoles which were also quite visibly pronounced upon her full C cup breasts. Meanwhile, the cold had shrunk her penis ever so slightly and her scrotum had pulled her testicles fully retracted against her perineum for warmth. She resisted the urge to shiver.
The room she was in had originally been remodeled for her husband. When her husband had his first stroke he sought to hide his affliction from his peers or risk being seen as an invalid and someone of whom his enemies would take advantage.
An entire bedroom had been remodeled to serve as his in-house recovery ward with all the amenities an obscenely wealthy and paranoid man could want. He ended up with something that was a blend between a fully functional hospital suite and a luxury bedroom.
While the trappings of wealth were the decorations on the surface, the custom furniture and cabinetry hid all the equipment he could want or need for anything short of major surgery. The reclining king sized bed had even been part of the master bedroom for awhile before her husband judged his recovery was sufficient to move it to a room purposely established for this purpose.
And thus another advantage now available to Jewel was concierge medicine.
Jewel's doctor would come to see her, rather than her having to go to his office and wait.
It was far more convenient and after all, it only cost money, and having all the necessary medical equipment in house facilitated diagnosis and treatment.
Jewel privately celebrated that having a doctor make a house call for her routine checkups also afforded her far more privacy. Her husband had always insisted she attend her exams at the royal teaching hospital and standing or laying nude as a resident made rounds with a gaggle of interns was one more grievance in a very long list of grievances Jewel held that her husband used to control and humiliate her.
The doctor who was examining her was not her usual practitioner. He was new and aside from a nurse assisting him he was alone. After 50 years of practice her original practitioner had passed away. Thanks to her husband's wealth and influence she had enjoyed having an actual department head as her physician. Jewel had to admit the man examining her now was much more attractive than her previous doctor.
Maximus Johnson, MD was slated to become the replacement for his predecessor and as such was expected to maintain good relations with the wealthiest and most lucrative benefactors of the hospital. His full head of grey hair was neatly combed with nary a hair out of place. His white doctor's coat was clean and pressed and indicated he had a trim a fit build. His broad face boasted regular even features and only a few wrinkles to mark his aura of maturity and authority.
Making a house call for Countess Delacroix was a necessary act to keep the countess and thus the hospital on good terms. Her husband's annual endowments funded research and treatment for several unexplained and currently incurable afflictions. Dr. Johnson intended to keep the hospital in Dowager Countess Jewel Delacroix's good graces.
This meant that the doctor now performing her physical examination was being quite thorough.
"So you are fit and healthy and have no complaints then?" Dr. Johnson asked, having completed Jewel's physical.
"There is one thing" Jewel started "I have just discovered that my husband had my governess and chaperones treat me with anti-depressants. I also believe I was...involuntarily given hormone treatments."
"Your husband did have you receive hormone treatment for a number of years." Maximus answered politely.
Dr. Johnson checked Jewel's medical records and notes. There were no notes or prescriptions for any medication currently in her file.
"There are currently no such prescriptions issued and nothing appeared on your tox screen" Dr. Johnson replied "do you have the name of the medication?"
Jewel summoned Dianne and Muriel into her sick room. They didn't seem phased at all to see her laying nude before them. Why would they? They had both seen her naked almost every day of their employment.
"Dianne, what medications am I on?"
"You are not currently on any medication your grace." Dianne answered; evasively, Jewel noted.
"Am I on any over the counter medications?" Jewel pressed.
"No My Lady."
"Any of that homeopathic stuff you like to make me take?" Jewel asked.
"Oh no my lady." Dianne answered truthfully. Jewel noted the change in her vocal tone.
"Alternative medicine doesn't work. It's strictly provides a placebo effect or palliative at best. Alternative Medicine that actually works is called medicine. If it was homeopathic then it is pure hokum." Dr. Johnson interrupted.
Dianne simply nodded; she wasn't about to get into an argument about natural medication with the doctor. Some people just had closed minds.
Jewel frowned. "What medications WAS I on." She asked, more forcefully.
Dianne hesitated. She knew she was caught. "I'm not sure of the names. There should be a note in your chart." She finally answered.
Dr. Johnson appeared to be looking though several files on the tablet holding her medical records.
"That's strange. There is still a password protected file in your records." Dr. Johnson noted.
"Dianne?" Jewel asked, her voice assuming a warning tone.
"Oh dear...well...yes...your husband...had enrolled you in an experimental drug treatment, to help you with your duties as countess." Dianne finally answered.
"What is the name of the drug?" Dr. Johnson asked.
"I believe it is called 'Docility'. Lady Delacroix's previous doctor was working in cooperation with the NSSA&M for the drug trials."
"I've never heard of it. I'll have to look into it. Do you have the bottle?" Dr. Johnson asked.
"No. It ran out just after Count Delacroix's death. We haven't had it refilled since."
"Anything else?" Jewel asked. An edge had crept into her voice; yet another surprise from her damn dead husband. Discovering he had in fact been working with the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department didn't surprise her in the least.
"I believe there was a hormone regimen as well." Dianne admitted.
"Well...I'll check into it anyway, just to be safe." The doctor stated.
After Dianne and Muriel were dismissed Jewel got dressed as the doctor typed up his notes.
"Do you have any other concerns or questions My Lady?"
"Yes. I was wondering about removing my implants. What would it take to..." Jewel paused and looked to make sure Dianne and Muriel were gone while carefully phrasing her next words "go back to being a boy?"
"Ah. That would be difficult. It is impossible to remove your implants."
"What? Why? They're only silicon."
"Well, no, they're not. You did not receive silicon implants" Dr. Johnson answered "You received high end stem cell implants to permanently feminize your form. The implants for your breasts, bottom and thighs are actual living tissue, and cannot be removed as they are engineered to re-grow."
Jewel was rarely shocked by anything anymore but this news truly shocked her. Was there really no way to go back?
"According to your chart, you were among the first to receive these new implants after their approval for human trials."
Jewel finally found her voice.
"I've never heard of these before."
"It all started with research for other uses...re-growing limbs for amputees and organs for organ replacement. Naturally the researchers started with simpler organs first, and breast augmentation was one of those. In as much as there is always demand for beauty augmentation it also had the added benefit of being able to financially sustain itself as well as generate revenue to support other ongoing research."
"But they can grow larger?" Jewel was concerned. If she couldn't have them removed then she definitely didn't want to have even larger breasts than she already did.
"Some recipients have experienced unexpected growth. About 1 in 1000 will exceed their preprogrammed cup size and 1 in 100,000 experience continuous growth for the rest of their lives. You appear to have reached your intended goal and plateaud exactly as specified."
"No one is sure why but current investigation believes that it may be that in the rush to corner the market for beauty augmentation that some corners were cut. The stem cell implants developed here in Allegoria show no sign of excessive growth. It's mostly in the knock off Russian and Chinese variants."
"It may also be some factor unique to breast tissue growth and development. This issue is still being studied, but you can relax as you are unaffected. Your C cups are perfect and will only regrow if you suffer an accident or try to have them surgically removed. Your body is programmed to have breasts now. Most women also report increased sensitivity to stimulation from soft contact."
Jewel almost missed the last statement. Once she caught his meaning she nearly gasped in surprise. That would explain the intensely pleasurable feelings when she touched them!
"In fact," Dr Johnson offered helpfully, now warming up to the subject "if you ever decide to have children, you could have your breasts medicinally stimulated in such a way as you could lactate and breast feed your infant if you so desire."
Jewel let her shock and concern fade slowly. Having boobs was definitely a mixed blessing. Being told she was stuck with them for the rest of her life was dismaying, but being told she could lactate and produce milk was...appalling to her...there was no situation she could conceive of where she would voluntarily choose to breast feed a child.
**
The money he had earned was dwindling. If he couldn't find a new client as lucrative as Jean Claude Delacroix's or his son then soon he would run out of money. Clients like Jean Claude Delacroix the Fifth just don't come around every day.
James McLeod, Younger Brother to Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix sat in his apartment and brooded.
It had all been hilarious, James reminisced. Not his fathers arrest of course. Being accused of stealing money actually increased the respect he had felt for his dad, not that he ever told anyone.
Rather, the absolute comedic gold that was his older brother's marriage was a constant source of mirth and amusement.
James had initially been bitterly jealous when his brother was made to be the hero for saving their father from prison, accepting a plea deal that freed their dad in exchange for agreeing to an arranged marriage.
James had grown angry and sullen at the thought of his brother finding wealth in the arms of a noble woman. It just wasn't fair.
Until suddenly it was!
In an unbelievable twist of fate Jules was actually arranged and entered into a same sex marriage. And then it got even better! Jules was to be a feminized little bitch boy for a wealthy noble pervert.
James exulted in the absurdity of the universe that would let him see every bad thing he could never have even dreamed of happening to his older brother. James had been irritable all day on the day of Jules wedding, until being escorted to see him on the wedding day...his initial confusion as they were escorted into the 'brides' chambers only to see Jules wearing an actual honest to goodness wedding dress.
James stood still, perplexed at first, seeing his brother in makeup that made him look like Jennifer, James' fraternal twin sister. With cosmetics Jules looked exactly like he was Jennifer's identical twin sister.
James confusion evaporated and he exulted in being witness to everything that had happened; it was glorious!
Watching the wedding ceremony, the unveiling of the bride for the first kiss, watching as Jules had dance with his husband at the reception. It was all too good!
No hard feelings though bro...after all, those are the breaks.
James found work quickly in Allegoria. He found it easy to socialize and network. He quickly made a name for himself as someone without scruples who could get things done.
He left his family just a few days after the wedding to make his own way in the world. And he had been successful at it to! James liked being a go to guy for shady work for the nobility. It was a lucrative business.
James scoffed at that word...'nobility'. Not much noble about any of them that James noticed. More like a bunch of cutthroat bastards and bitches holding all the power and lording it over everyone they can. And the way they did it so no one who was not a noble would ever see how evil and corrupt they were.
The commoners only cared that taxes were low, the economy was good, and the social justice issues of the day could be protested...or counter-protested...as their whims dictated. The nobles so completely controlled information and misled the common subjects that they were actually loved by and large by the majority of the population as effective, wise and just leaders.
James stifled a bitter laugh at that. If only they knew all the dirty deals he had carried through for Jean Claude Delacroix the fifth...and the fourth...James wasn't above playing sides after all...they'd change their tune.
In the meantime, James had only one sponsor left. Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon had shared some of his plan with him. What he was needed for and what his sponsor wanted him to do didn't trouble James in the slightest.
He needed the money, and let's face it, he deserved it too!
James brooded over how to initiate his part of the plan.
**
Jewel sat before her diary as she organized her thoughts.
In her marriage her diary time had given her a small amount of latitude and freedom. In a day spent mostly being made up to be pretty for others to see, her diary was a small island of comfort in a life that was forced upon her. To be a plaything for a rich and powerful sadist had been a bleak and gloomy existence.
Now that she was free, finding 'free' time for her diary was difficult. Between her responsibilities for her finances, the manor home, and her social endeavors she had very little free time left. But the peace of mind and clarity it helped give her was worth the effort.
Dear Diary,
My first speech went off about as well as I could have expected. I certainly could have hoped for a more rousing response but I suppose I was just fooling myself. Despite the lukewarm response I feel that it is a good start to ending one form of injustice in the world.
**
Jewel glanced over her speech one last time as she stood behind the lectern. She needn't have bothered. She knew the contents of her speech by heart now. She only hoped this would be the first speech of many that the ladies charity group would hear and it would encourage them to take up her call.
Jewel's speech was handwritten in cursive on heavy vanilla scented paper with floral watermark patterns. Her penmanship was immaculate and the script was large and flowing. A ladies penmanship should be a work of artistic perfection. That was one of many lessons she had drilled into her during her years of training and conditioning by Leanne at the behest of her first husband; Jean Claude Delacroix IV.
It was the handwriting she had been forced to develop for all her personal correspondence as well as for her "diary time'
Jewel took a moment to gather up her thoughts and feelings before she began.
As she stood and surveyed the group she automatically assumed a pose and expression that was somehow simultaneously warm and friendly yet also one of cold and aloof detachment.
Her posture was also a product of years of training. Her pose and poise projected her right to stand before her peers and speak to them.
Like the way she unconsciously held her elbows in next to her sides.
And how she demurely held her notes, clasped lightly in her hands, directly in front of her
Even her clothing was carefully selected to convey a message of power, confidence, and resoluteness...and enhance her femininity.
The dress was a simple black shift dress. Black of course as she was officially still in mourning for her dead husband...may he burn in hell...her matte black pumps with 4 inch heels elevated her from her normal height of 5'9" to 6'1". Jewel liked that in a room full of female nobles who were all supermodel tall that she could see eye to eye with them.
Her black fascinator had her required black lace mourning veil attached at the front that covered her eyes with the decorum expected of a widow still in mourning.
Jewel also wore a black bra and panty set as well as black garter belt with black opaque thigh high stockings. Her only complaint was that to wear this particular dress she had to be tucked. Her testicles were pushed up into her inguinal canal and her panty trapped her penis back between her legs and buttocks.
If she hadn't tucked her penis bulge would have been visible. The shift dress didn't have a cut of style capable of concealing her in an untucked state.
Jewel was using all her skills as a forcibly feminized male bride to influence her peers. This was a speech to make a point, Jewel hoped to provide her peers of the realm a reason to accept and endorse her proposal. Wearing current popular fashion trends was one more tool in her arsenal to facilitate their cooperation and their acceptance.
The meeting was being held in the gardens at the residence of Countess Wanda Oldsworth.
Lady Oldsworth was known for her conservative views and would not likely endorse her proposition but there were over 40 more of her noble peers, countesses, baronesses, and dames who would hear her today.
She only hoped her speech would be persuasive.
Speech for the Abolition of Arranged Marriages.
By Lady Jewel Veronica Delacroix, Countess.
Jewel began slowly, allowing her mellifluous contralto voice to slowly build and carry into the garden space to capture the attention of her audience.
"The definition of Allegory is; a visual representation of an ideal." She began.



"Our country was named for the ideals upon which our founders sought to create a perfect blend of monarchy and a parliamentary republic."
"Nobles and commoners working together for the greater good, each within their respective spheres of ability and influence."
"Instead, in one clear and obvious tradition, it is an Allegory of Hypocrisy."
Jewel heard the soft sounds of surprise and shock from the assembled ladies. She had just clued them in that her topic would be controversial.
"Is it irony or hypocrisy that we have charitable events to benefit women when human trafficking is a portion of our husband's income and trade?"
"Legalized prostitution and the Bimbo Lottery where draftees are selected to fill the ranks of 'service providers' that demean the unfortunate victims of this draft and line our pockets and fill our treasury."
"Or that on average there is one arranged marriage every two years and that there are now nearly 30 people, subjects of the crown, who are kept in bondage under the law and under ancient custom."
"And it gets worse; should any unfortunate victim of these atrocities try to recapture their freedom and escape their unfortunate state of affairs, the Runaway Bride laws compel private citizens and Allegorian subjects to participate in the capture of escaped brides. No other property law exists similar to this. No law compels private citizens and Allegorian subjects to participate in the capture of escaped prisoners or form a posse to hunt fugitives. No laws compel servitude to recover stolen cars. Why is this situation a special case?"
"We ignore, overlook, and forget the historical facts of this land as one that traded in slaves, and yet now proclaims all subjects of the crown are 'free under the law'."
"Under the law is the catch. The law allows whatever we nobles agree to as reasonable and just when it is often what is only in our self interest, be it financial, mercantile, trade, religious, governmental; or any other number of concerns."
"The fact that international charities and interest groups have identified Allegoria is a way-point for kidnapped persons and human trafficking victims speaks to the disassociation between our stated ideals and our baser self interests."
"Slavery is ostensibly outlawed, but arranged marriages without the consent of one spouse are sanctioned. They excuse their behavior and inconsistencies by claiming it is in the best interest of the arranged spouse but ignore any attempts by that spouse to divorce or reclaim their freedom. Their right to self determination is suspended not due to incompetence or mental defect but often due to financial interest of the arranging party."
"Property laws that are now considered as demeaning and inhumane are now reenacted and imposed on the arranged spouse with the excuse of historical precedent, and respect for ancient custom."
"There were reasons why these customs were abolished; the fundamental right to self determination!"
"I know many here consider me an outsider for although I was born in Allegoria I was raised in America. No doubt my time spent abroad has affected my world view...and I say for the better."
"I want to be a force for good and for the betterment of our society and our country."
"Please consider this speech as a wake up call. May this be a metaphorical 'slap in the face' we need to end these obsolete traditions!"
"We can not claim lack of awareness to the suffering of men and women who are drafted into prostitution or who are seized with legally dubious arguments of cultural respect and ancient customs. That ship has sailed."
"Sadly, some here still do not see or claim to not know of the suffering that occurs right before their very eyes. They are so wrapped up in their small affairs they ignore the larger injustice."
"It now falls to us to right these wrongs. It is we, the women of Allegoria who must lead the fight in ending affairs that subjugate and enslave so many."
Jewel finished her speech and looked out over the silent assembly.
"Thank you."
**
Lady Emilia Winthrop listened carefully and noted the reaction of her peers to Lady Delacroix's speech. Many of the wives in attendance today were doing so out of curiosity. Jewel was still an enigma to most of them. A call to arms was not quite what they were expecting.
During tea and socializing after her speech Lady Emilia made certain to approach Jewel and voice her concerns.
"What do you mean?" Jewel asked, indignantly. "I think I made the topic clear in the charities monthly circular."
"Many of these women don't see that there is a problem with having arranged marriage male brides. Some of them feel it is a good thing since previously only women had this worry...would they be married off against their will?"
"Revenge isn't a good reason to perpetuate an injustice."
"They don't think of it as revenge...rather as a reckoning, or even simply a balancing of the scales."
"Also, many noble women want the NSSA&M to provide the service providers to do those things that they don't want to do themselves. They feel that some things are demeaning and beneath their dignity."
"The bimbo lottery has nothing to do with me...or arranged marriages." Jewel noted.
"If a few men want a male bride to do those things that we women don't want to do then what's the harm?"
"I would think taking someone and making them a sex slave would be obvious enough."
"It's not slavery if they still have rights and privileges of society...as you do now."
Jewel couldn't muster the energy to be furious. Emilia was speaking of Rights and Privileges that Jewel's husband had the right and privilege to withhold from her.
"Besides, what noble woman wants to demean herself in such a way?"
"A talented tongue can bring even the strongest man to his knees." Jewel quipped, masking her ire.
Lady Emilia chuckled at her statement.
"So they didn't really hear what I had to say?" Jewel asked after the moment passed.
"Oh, they heard. Although some will be in quite a tizzy, especial those who believe in the defense of the sanctity of marriage and that includes arranged marriages as a rare yet vital custom."
"Still," Emilia continued "most of these women are here simply to see you. Your husband kept you largely squired away and out of the pubic eye. You made only the mandatory and socially expected and appropriate appearances in court with your husband. You are a bit of a mystery and that makes you interesting."
"Surely there was enough from the society papers and the gossip columns recently to satisfy their curiosity."
"Oh no! The new male bride, Marcia Vargos, is receiving so much scandalous press that many of your peers want to know if you and she are alike."
"How so?"
"They want to know if you are also a cross-dressing masochistic nymphomaniac."
"Most of these women do know me. We socialized at all the major court functions. The Masquerade ball, the annual royal charity fox hunt, the annual charity auto race and rally..."
Lady Emilia interrupted her "That is all true, but those events are so stuffy and formal. None of us really know you outside court or for casual events. As I said, you are still a mystery to most of us."
"You know my husband kept me..." Jewel struggled for words "basically locked away right?"
"I do. You've told me. But most of the women here just think that you are a recluse."
Lady Emilia gave Jewel a wry smile. "You really need to get out more."
Jewel giggled at the suggestion. For years so much of her time was spent in captivity and her thoughts and efforts devoted to finding a way to escape. To have a peer ask her to get out and socialize more was unexpected, and welcome.
Jewel was stuck by the thought that it seemed many arranged marriage male brides were giving the arranged marriage male bride racket a sense of legitimacy. By remaining as an arranged marriage male bride and trying to use the system to end the practice she might actually be helping to make the institution more acceptable.
It would seem that her noble status, her access to noble society, her perfect feminine presentation, and her willingness to work within the system to change the system may actually be helping to perpetuate it.
The irony of the situation just didn't seem funny to her.
**
Jewel was actually excited. At long last she was finally able to meet another arranged male bride. Sitting in the spacious and comfortable 16th floor condominium of Dewayne White, Chief Financial Officer of Smith Financial; Allegorian Office, she was impressed by the rich tapestries and African aesthetic the home evoked. The condo was clearly decorated with a masculine style in mind. Most of the furniture appeared to be overlarge sizes as well, no doubt chosen with the owner's height in mind.
She wasn't sure what to make of her arranged marriage peer.
Tawny White was one of the most petite male brides that Jewel had ever met. At only 19 years old and currently the youngest arranged marriage male bride, Jewel knew she had been married for just over two years.
Accustomed to associating with noble peers and other notable ladies of the realm who averaged Jewel's own height of 5'9" supermodel tall, Tawny couldn't have been more than 5 feet at the most. Only her heels were responsible for pushing her over that diminutive height.
Under the watchful eye of her chaperone and governess Tawny sat before her on a larger than normal sized modern chair that evoked traditional African designs. Were it not for her white almond toe 6 inch Mary Jane heels with 2 inch platform toe Jewel noted that her feet would not have reached the floor. She wore a white and pink leopard print pinafore and a pale pink top with keyhole neckline; the cleavage from her small breasts was just visible within.
Her pale white skin and outfit contrasted with the darker tones used to decorate the home. Her light blond hair was arranged with a braid around her head that met with a braid that hung behind her down the middle to her upper back.
Tawny had smooth regular youthful features. Her makeup was done in lighter tones to emphasize her youthfulness. Pale pink lipstick coated her full lips, pink eye shadow blended expertly emphasized her pale blue eyes easily, and just a hint of pink blush on her cheeks, with only her dark eyeliner providing any contrast. Her eyes had been done with black eyeliner and barely blue highlights to appear Egyptian in origin.
Pale pink tights covered her legs down to her white almond toe heels. Her pinafore hung to her mid thigh so if she wore tights or thigh highs Jewel couldn't tell.
"Daddy likes to dress me in animal prints." She volunteered answering Jewel's unspoken question. She apparently felt uncomfortable under Lady Delacroix's piercing evaluation.
Jewel had dressed casually for this meeting, as expected of someone of her station when socializing with a member of the subject class. She wore a black pleated A-line skirt, white top under a black fitted blazer, her usual black fascinator and mourning veil, and typical opaque black thigh highs and black 4 inch high heels.
"You call your husband Daddy?" Jewel asked.
Tawny nodded her head in affirmation.
"Uh-huh!" She chirruped, like a bird, her voice rather high pitched and youthful sounding.
"Have you heard of me before?" Jewel asked.
"Oh yes! Daddy told me all about you. He said you and Count Delacroix inspired Daddy to pursue his dreams and ambitions and that motivated him to acquire me."
"Acquire you?" Jewel frowned. She didn't like the way that sounded.
"Uh-huh!" she chirruped again "Daddy likes to use financial terms all the time. Daddy loves finance and investing and money. Daddy said he considers me his greatest acquisition."
Tawny tried to answer with a hint of pride but Jewel wasn't fooled.
"If you know all about me then I'd love to know more about you. Would you tell me your story of how you came to be in an arranged marriage?"
"Oh...of course my lady..." Tawny nodded and began her story.
"Tawny" was a surprise to her parents. She was a menopause baby. Born as Thomas and called Tommy...she was the youngest by far of her siblings, the next youngest of whom had just graduated high school and was entering college.
She had a lonely childhood as her parents didn't seem to make much time for her. Lots of alone time with imaginary friends and imaginary play.
She was also the smallest. As she got older she spent her summers working at her family's company. She was an unpaid "gofer" and was often treated like the company mascot or good luck charm.
Tawny never knew what exactly it was that caused her parents to enter her into an arranged marriage. She only suspected that there was some trouble with their company and she was instrumental in saving it. Her marriage brought them the money they needed to solve whatever problem they had.
What hurt the most though was that she later found out that she routed her own arranged marriage contract through the company to her parents and each of her siblings who never told her what they were signing. She didn't have a need to know, she was only the unpaid gofer and messenger, even lower ranked than the summer interns.
She only knew that whatever she was routing was important and had to be routed and signed that day. Both parents and all four siblings signed; two brothers and two sisters. The last one to sign was her youngest sister, 18 years older than she was and at the time Tommy had just turned 18. Her sister finally gave her a hint as to what it was when she asked. She said she couldn't tell her but that it was their "insurance policy" to prevent a hostile takeover from a wealthy shipping magnate who was pressuring them to sell their company to him.
Her father and mother even stood together at her wedding reception and told her "We never expected you to amount to anything and we never thought we'd ever find or have a use for you but look at how important to us you finally became."
Jewel was mortified by Tawny's story and couldn't believe what she was hearing.
"Wait, you took them the documents that they needed to sign to force you to become a male-bride?"
"Yes. Mother and Father told me that it was an insurance policy, and that in order for my family to receive the benefits that I needed all four of my brothers and sisters to sign it."
"I wonder if this was their sick joke on me. I was not allowed to look at the document. Just carry it to each of them to sign."
"Do you hate them for what they did to you?" Jewel was saddened by Tawny's tale. At least in Jewels case her family had been deceived. Tawny's family knew what they were doing to her and did it anyway.
"Sometimes..." Tawny paused as if in deep contemplation "my parents had a family run business and they were in danger of losing it. Someone wanted to take it away from them. I was told that the insurance policy would guarantee that the company and my family would remain safe and be inviolate."
"It was so simple a task too. I worked there. I was learning the family business and at the time I was working the mail room. When I was tasked with routing a confidential document...well...I just did as I was told."
"And as it turns out I was routing the Betrothal Contract that they needed to sign giving their approval for my arranged marriage. A stipulation of the contract protected the company and their interests."
"They gave me away to save their company and themselves."
Jewel felt close to tears.
"Are you happy in your marriage to another man? Forced to dress as a woman and be seen in public as a woman?"
Tawny shrugged her shoulders.
"I guess I'm used to it now. I don't like the sex, it hurts, and I don't like all the legal restrictions. Those Public Crossdressing Permit collars are embarrassing. You know, I think they did that just to discourage men from cross dressing, and not for any other reason." Tawny added.
Jewel touched the small silver NSSA&M charm that hung from her black choker necklace. To a casual observer it was just another choker necklace...unless one looked closely. The skin tight black band that encircled her neck had no obvious clasp, and the dark grey letters proclaiming "PUBLIC CROSSDRESSER PERMIT" and bar code were barely visible. A charm with her license number and the NSSA&M logo hung attractively from her neck.
As a noble Jewel was not required to wear a PCP collar, but as she was moving around unescorted it was just easier. Getting stopped and detained by the police was frustrating and took time. For Tawny as a commoner it was legally required; thanks to Jewel's husband the precedent had already been established.
Jewel had tried to implement the less obvious 'charm' style of collar as opposed to the bold neon pink collar with bold black lettering that was standard issue. Her efforts to substitute a less obvious version by using her position as countess to 'bring pressure and influence to bear' upon certain bureaucrats and government program managers had only mixed success. The charm style license became an alternative for the glaringly obvious collar...but only for those who applied for it.
She had been annoyed with herself for having to do that, exercise power as a noble, and at the same time didn't feel guilty at all. The thought that she might wield power and influence meant she could use if for good.
"I wouldn't be surprised." Jewel agreed despite knowing otherwise. It wasn't about discouraging behavior, it was about control.
Jewel recalled how she had dozens of staff that monitored her every move to keep her from escaping.
"Do you live here with just your husband" Jewel asked.
"Yes My Lady; just Daddy and Sybil." Tawny indicated her guardian and chaperone.
"And she watches you?" Jewel tried to inflect as much meaning as she could into the question. She noted Tawny seemed to understand.
"Oh, well, yes. But when Sybil has her day off she takes me to a petticoating salon for daycare. 'The Reluctant Princess', have you heard of it?"
"I believe you know the owner. Her name is Leanne. She said to me she knew you and trained you as well for your role and duty."
Jewel nodded her head yes, she had. She remembered that Leanne, her former governess and chaperone had said she was part owner of the salon.
"Also when daddy is on a business trip or when Sybil has a vacation I am sent to petticoating summer camp."
Jewel had no idea that such a thing even existed.
"Is it nice?" Jewel asked lamely.
"Yes, I suppose so." Tawny answered but she almost imperceptibly shook her head no as she did.
"If I could change the law and make these marriages illegal. Would you want to be able to leave your husband and marriage?"
Tawny nodded her head yes. Jewel noted how Tawny's chaperone noticed this and shifted in her seat but otherwise stayed silent after seeing the admission.
"But I don't think it will happen."
"Why's that?"
"I just read in the gossip columns and saw on The Phoebe Mills Show...Say, do you know her?"
Jewel nodded her head. "Yes. She helped me ghost write a book I tried to publish."
"Wow, that's awesome!"
"But you were saying?" Jewel prompted.
"Oh, yes, just that a seventh arranged marriage male bride happened. I think it's too late to stop it. It's considered normal now."
**
Tawny cowered at the feet of her husband. Dewayne stood naked above her as she groveled at his feet.
Tawny had done everything she could think of to prevent this. She made sure her husband's dinner was ready when he got home from work. She had greeted him with his cocktail at the front door and embraced and kissed him to welcome him home.
She had taken his shoes and brought him his slippers so that he could relax in his favorite chair and watch the financial news as he liked to do as soon as he returned home.



The dinner she prepared met all his requirements. It was nutritious, portioned perfectly, and artfully presented. She cleared the table, washed the dishes and cleaned the kitchen and the dining room before joining her husband in his private gym.
She watched intently as her nearly nude husband lifted weights. It was arms day today. He pressed the bench and did the curl thing with dumbbells, and something called a military press and then another thing called shrugs. She didn't allow herself the luxury of becoming bored or daydreaming. He would know if she didn't give him her full attention and punish her accordingly.
After his workout, but before his shower she took his cock from his workout shorts and pleasured him. She tried to just give him a hand job with lube but he grunted once, and she sighed, and instead gave his sweaty cock and balls a blow job.
Tiny Tawny, just 5 feet tall, petite and feminized, placed her full pink lipstick coated lips around the massive 9 inch uncircumcised cock her husband wielded between his legs and orally worshiped him.
It hadn't been enough. Her chaperone had told daddy about her answer and showed the video of her head nodding yes.
"Say it isn't so."
"Say what d-daddy?" Tawny gasped in fear.
"You damn well know what." Dewayne loudly commanded.
"I'm sorry d-d-daddy, I don't know what..."
THWAP!
Tawny cried in pain as the flogger struck her upper back. Her leopard print pinafore hung loosely and her pale pink top had been torn away at the keyhole neckline revealing her small "A" cup breasts. Dewayne's cum coated her lips and tits.
"Aahhhh..." Tawny cried in pain as Dewayne towered over her.
"Please daddy...please don't hurt me..." Tawny sobbed.
Dewayne considered his wife as she lay before him. He could not believe her impudence and her disrespect. He had allowed his arranged marriage male bride, his sissy, to meet someone of importance who could sponsor his petition for a baronetcy, and she hadn't even brought it up.
"Why Tawny?"
"Why what d-daddy?" Tawny sniffled as the pain from the blow slowly receded.
"Why didn't you ask her if she would support my petition as her husband intended?"
"Because she wants to end all arranged marriages daddy. She told me so herself. I tried to tell you but you didn't give me the chance..."
Tawny flinched and cowered even lower to the floor as Dewayne raised his arm to strike her again. He stopped himself.
That was disappointing. Without a noble sponsor for his petition he would not be able to obtain what he truly wanted. What he had worked for all these years. What he truly deserved to have!
Becoming a member of the ruling elite of Allegoria.
Full political enfranchisement.
Literally above the law!
"I see." Dewayne growled low and menacingly.
Tawny sobbed pitifully.
Dewayne stood still and brooded for nearly a full minute before he spoke again.
"You know I love you babygirl."
"I know daddy. I love you too!" Tawny wailed.
"And you know what would happen to your family and their company if you ever left me."
"Yes daddy, I know." Tawny sobbed desperately.
"You'd never leave me would you babygirl?" Dewayne asked but with conviction.
"No daddy...Never." Tawny whined plaintively.
"That's good babygirl...very, very good."
Tawny sniffled and wiped her runny nose with the back of her hand.
"Go to the bedroom babygirl. Strip down. Lay on the bed...I have frustrations to work out."
Tawny gulped. "Y-yes d-daddy." She stuttered.
The look of fear on her face was priceless. Dewayne felt his boner surge back to hardness as Tawny turned and crawled away on her hands and knees to his master bedroom. He saw her small cock and balls and pert bottom as her pinafore had ridden up behind her from how small she had tried to become. He had ordered her not to wear panties today.
"And no LUBE!" He shouted as she crawled away.
Yes indeed...he had some frustration to expunge. Who the hell was Lady Fucking Delacroix to try and thwart his plans? Fucking his wife hard and maybe imagining it was Lady Jewel Delacroix would be just the thing to work off that frustration.
**
Jewel sat at her writing table in her salon and held her pen poised over her diary. She wanted to take a moment to organize her thoughts.
Instead she glanced over her writing table, her fountain pen, her salon...
She reminisced about all the hours of penmanship practice and writing exercises she was given by the tutor Leanne had hired. Jewel's handwriting was visually quite feminine. Large looping letters, easily flowing cursive handwriting, smooth with the perfect tilt to the right...
The table she sat before was antique. It had been in the mansion for decades and was centuries old. Louis the Fifteenth style furniture dominated her salon. Jewel thought about the reason her husband had her salon decorated in this style.
Louis the fifteenth style was designed for the comfort and glorification of beautiful women and it had a sensuous and feminine look and rejected all that was masculine.
It was a flowing abstraction of unbroken curves that featured rounded edges, cabriole legs and ornate carved and gilded features. The whole salon featured curves. The corners of the room were rounded; the ceiling had a large oval recessed focus point featuring a painting of a nude Greek goddess, her figure draped by sheer white cloth that did nothing for her modesty pouring out wine from an amphora in a pastoral setting.
Incongruously with the furniture were the pastel colors chosen to feminize the room. Jewel wasn't sure if pastels were a thing back during Louis the 15th's reign. She now understood Lady Valery's disgust at the color scheme. It did clash rather badly with the antique furniture.
Her husband must have chosen the colors. Jewel could not imagine any room decorator worth her reputation would have chosen this particular color palette.
Jewel had tried writing at her husband's desk in his study and library. The large masculine square wooden desk was a perfect place to work and review the unending amount of financial data she spent her days studying.
But when it came time to write in her Diary she could not find the focus and clarity she needed there. So it was back to her salon and its feminine trappings where she could find the calm meditative state of mind she desired to write down her thoughts and document her feelings.
Now, finally feeling centered, her thoughts came through clearly as she set words to paper...
Dear Diary, after meeting with another arranged marriage male bride I began having nightmares, so I met again with my therapist and described my most recent troubling dream. As always she was incredibly helpful and I no longer felt the anxiety I was feeling from my dream after my session. She is so kind and good to me and such a good doctor...
**
"And what would you like to discuss today?" Dr Agonia inquired.
"Bad dreams." Jewel replied.
"We all have bad dreams. Dreams are how our minds process information. Tell me about your dream."
Jewel launched in to her narrative.
She was wearing an ultra-feminine outfit in pastels that had a pale yellow bodice like a corset with an attached skirt that resemble a series of flower petals in a bold pink color. She wore matching pink panties and soft yellow-green thigh high stockings of the style Jean Claude liked and insisted she always wear, and off course four inch stiletto high heel shoes that were also in a matching pale yellow-green color.
Ivory opera gloves covered her arms and she had been accessorized with floral style dangling silver earrings, chocker necklace that looked like ivy wrought in silver.
Her hair had been done in an up-do and her makeup was all in pastels. Lipstick, rouge, and eye-shadow all complementing her floral appearance.
The overall effect was that she was decorated to look like a flower.
She was attending a garden party and knew she had been made up specifically to satisfy her husband's desire for her appearance.
In her dream she feels as if she is just an accessory, merely a decoration, arm candy for her husband and not even considered as a real woman with thoughts and feelings.
Standing beside her husband, holding onto his arm as she is trained and required to do she looks up toward his face and sees his look of self satisfaction and smugness.
Then the tone of the dream changed. Now she was in an auditorium. Her clothing was gone. When she noticed she had lost her top, she clutched at her chest to cover up but then she noticed that her breasts were gone, her long hair was cut short. Her mini-dress, high heels, thigh highs and lastly even her panties fade away.
She finds that she is now naked and there is mockery and taunting and laughter from a faceless crowd barely visible in the shadowy periphery of her dream.
The audience is laughing at her humiliation and her loss of dignity.
She is a man again. She doesn't belong here. She doesn't belong anywhere.
Jewel described her feelings of inadequacy, of feeling inauthentic, of insurmountable difficulties.
Jewel's tone changed as she then described how with Donna she feels she is reconciling, integrating, included, and balanced.
Dr. Patricia Agonia placed several upticks next to her notes as the therapy session continued. After years of consistent and persistent therapy to achieve the desired results and she wasn't about to let a little thing like Jewel's husband's death ruin her progress, her achievement.
Besides, she was making good progress in the process of implanting gift ideas into Lady Delacroix's subconscious. Patricia was tired of just working for a living and relying on her practice to support her. She wanted patronage, and implanting the idea of patronage into lady Delacroix and having Jewel shower her with gifts was an appealing prospect.
Dr. Agonia reminded Jewel of her self worth and encouraged her to continue to explore her feelings. Once that was done she then continued with their routine hypnosis session beginning with Jewel's self affirmations that helped to reinforce the hypnotic suggestions and conditioning that were implanted into her subconscious. She took care to enhance her feelings of inadequacy and lack of authenticity when presenting as male.
Dr. Agonia, at the request of her original client, Count Jean Claude Delacroix, had developed a persona for Jewel based on what gave her the most psychological comfort within the parameters of Jean Claude's needs.
Patricia intended to honor her commitments to her original client and solidifying and strengthening Jewel's feminine identity was integral to those commitments.
This also reminded Patricia that the media audio files that played subliminally from her pillow speakers that spoke to her sub conscious mind while sleeping and added additional weight to her conditioning needed updating. Maintaining Jewel's routine affirmations would bolster Jewel's feminine persona and satisfy Dr. Agonia's legal requirements with Jean Claude's executors.
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A few months ago...
Count Jean Claude Delacroix the Fourth relaxed into the seat of his limousine as he was being driven to the race track for the annual royal charity auto race. He looked down briefly upon the head of his wife, Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix as she slowly bobbed up and down on his meaty ten inch cock. She was kneeling between his legs and had placed her hands and arms between his thighs to steady herself against the motion of the car.
Jean Claude's cock was hard as a rock but it would still be awhile before he gave his seed to his wife. Sex was great and having the indulgence of a feminized arranged marriage male bride service his lust was his due as a great man of Allegoria.
If you invest in beauty, it will remain with you all the days of your life, he recalled. An indeed, by his will alone his bride had truly been transformed. She was as beautiful if not more beautiful than any other woman of Allegoria.
Jean Claude's thoughts were troubled however. His sponsorship of the Hypnotherapist and the Pharmacist to medicinally and hypnotically condition his feminized male bride had not met his goals.
His wife was subservient and submissive. She obeyed him...as she should...but her conditioning had not made her into the perfect adoring wife he desired.
She didn't love him.
Jean Claude considered the additional test subject. An Allegorian feminized male whore in the service of the state. The National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department had done a wonderful job of conditioning the whore with the improved techniques and drugs learned and developed from Jewel's testing but the message he just received from the Director was troubling.
Apparently, after about 3 years of service, it seemed that the drug cocktail had worn off. The single massive dose at the beginning of the whore's term of service that should have lasted a lifetime...didn't. They couldn't just administer another dose yet as the test protocol needed to evaluate the subject for the remainder of her...his...term of service to the state to see if the hypnotic conditioning would hold as well.
Jean Claude looked down again at his wife...her head bobbing up and down the entire length of his ten inch cock. Her tongue pressure was perfect and her salivary output kept his cock slick. Her lips were stretched ever so slightly into a perfect "O" around the circumference of his head and shaft. He could feel the constriction on his cock when the head slipped past the back of her mouth into her throat as she expertly deep throated him on every downward bob.
Jewel had received very low doses of the drug over the entirety of her arranged marriage to Jean Claude. Her obedience and devotion reflected that in her behavior. Perhaps her occasional failed escape attempts were a result of the lower dosage not giving adequate behavioral control. Jean Claude found this frustrating; that there were still so many unknowns with the chemical and hypnotic conditioning protocol.
Jean Claude sighed as Jewel bobbed down on his cock. He was getting close to cumming. He shifted his thoughts to the two other things that truly got him off...money and power!
His sponsorship of the conditioning programs was part of a larger goal; to seize control of the government and assume the crown and throne! He had hoped that the medical and hypnotic conditioning the pharmacist and hypnotherapist had developed would do the trick.
But they were not perfect and therefore they were unreliable. They did not provide the absolute control that he wanted...nay...deserved.
Jean Claude however was a smart man. He never put all his eggs in one basket. His discovery of a young college programming genius years ago had borne unexpected fruit. The programmer had originally designed and developed software programs that had given him unfettered access to the banking and financial information of anyone he cared to investigate. His position as Chancellor of the Exchequer had facilitated and provided the needed justification to fund the programmer and the startup company.
But when the programmer had taken over a medical nanobot company and reprogrammed the nanobots to enslave women and create his own harem, Jean Claude took notice.
The medical nanobots were designed to cure Alzheimer's and Epilepsy and a host of other cerebral and mental conditions. When the graduate student used them to subjugate his opposition Jean Claude was impressed.
What the young man had done to his subjects only took two to four weeks and apparently had a permanent effect upon those implanted. The methods of the Hypnotherapist and Pharmacist took about the same time, but were no where near as potent or efficient. The drug "Docility" had an effective lifespan and that would apparently let the conditioning fade and his test subjects would likely reassume their previous mind-states.
Unfortunately the young programmer had not been subtle. His efforts were about to be uncovered forcing Jean Claude to intervene. Jean Claude had dispatched Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon, the Director of the NSSA&M to purchase control of the company and bring it back to Allegoria.
Jean Claude would have to assume direct control and having Dr. Horace Inon and the NSSA&M run it for him would be perfect cover.
Jean Claude exulted in the feeling of power and his cock grew even harder. That power would give him power to eliminate his rivals and opposition and obtain control of Allegoria and that would bring him even more wealth that before.
Money and Power!
Jean Claude gasped his pleasure as his Jewel sucked his cock and felt the rush as his balls spasmed, his cock swelled, and his seed spewed forth from the head of his dick down his wife's throat!
In paroxysms of ecstasy he was still able to watch his arranged marriage feminized male bride swallow furiously to keep his cum in her mouth. Three times his cock pulsed and sent three voluminous loads of cum into her warm, wet, waiting throat. She then showed him his load of cum pasting the insides of her mouth and coating her pink tongue with white jizz, before swallowing his seed.
Jean Claude felt more relaxed now that his impending dominance was soon to be realized. He watched as Jewel licked his cock clean and placed it back in his drawers and then pulled his pants back up and zipped them before moving back into her seat beside him.
Jean Claude noted that they were now arriving at the racecourse. His wife had once again performed admirably and as trained and expected. She had worshipped his cock for the entire trip from home and had finished him off just in time. He was eager to try the new nanobot protocol on her once he had it in his possession. But first, he had a race to win.
**
Today...
Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon was a man of ambition.
He had been a willing, loyal, and enthusiastic follower and supporter of Count Delacroix's leadership in his plan to overthrow the Allegorian Nobility. It was due to Count Delacroix's support that he had been confirmed as Head of the Allegorian National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department.
And over the years their goal to undermine the Nobility and seize power slowly but steadily progressed.
But as their preparations were being finalized and the time for action was drawing near Count Delacroix had to go and get killed in a stupid auto race; and a meaningless charity race at that.
But Horace was a man of ambition. The counts death would not be the end; instead it would only be a setback and a minor one at that. Now instead of helping and supporting the Count, Horace would help himself to the spoils of their efforts.
But first, he needed one more thing...Money.
Without Count Delacroix's financial support Horace's attempt was stopped before it could start. He needed access to the Count's wealth.
And to do that, he reasoned, he needed access to the countess.
Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix had inherited the entire estate and financial empire of the late count and in Horace's estimation she had no idea what to do with it.
Nor any right to it to by his estimation. The twenty-something male bride certainly didn't earn hundreds of billions of dollars by just laying back and spreading his legs. Horace needed that money to see Count Delacroix's vision to completion. Horace had to bring Countess Jewel Delacroix under his control and the medicinal and hypnotic conditioning just wasn't good enough.
Horace pondered his course of action. He only had a few more doses of nanobots left. Without money to operate they couldn't make more. Without funding the company would fold and his plot would fail.
Getting to the countess was his one overriding concern. If he could enslave her and obtain access to her wealth, then his problems were solved and his pathway to greatness was assured.
Horace was a man of ambition. He had no desire to remain as an anonymous cog in a government machine. He could do better than the current leaders and he knew it!
Count Delacroix would have been shocked and dismayed by what Horace was considering. Count Delacroix was many things, and an Allegorian Nationalist was one of them. For Horace to consider using funding from outside the country would have been seen as scandalous bordering on treason to the count.
But the count was dead and Horace needed...wanted, the money to advance his plans. Making a deal with the devil would be a small price to pay to achieve his dreams and obtain power.
It was time to meet with the Russian.
**
Dr. Johnson met with Jewel at her manor and discussed the information he discovered. The two of them sat in comfortable chairs in a sitting room near the front of the house. Jewel had tea and refreshments served and waited for her staff to leave before letting the doctor begin.
"We were finally able to access the password protected file in your medical records." He began. "The file was a link to access another file on the National Social Services Administration and Maintenance Department's Medical bureau servers."
"Please brace yourself, what I have to say may be concerning."
Jewel tried her best to remain relaxed and calm.
"You're husband had you slated to partake in the human trials for an experimental retrovirus." The Dr. Johnson paused to let the news sink in.
"Go on." Jewel steeled herself for the bad news.
"The retrovirus was engineered to genetically re-sequence your DNA in order to cause permanent and irreversible feminization."
"A retrovirus...to change my DNA?" Jewel asked "How?"
"Let me explain; every organ in your body renews itself over a specific time period. The whole body is largely a completely different body every 7 years. For example, the skeleton takes the longest. Typically taking 12 years before all the bone cells in the body have been replaced with new cells. On average you have a new skeleton every 12 years."
"OK."
"This retrovirus would slowly rewrite your DNA...from male...to female."
Jewel gasped and the doctor paused as he watched the countess struggle with the news.
"Males have XY chromosomes, Females have XX chromosomes. The medical science is quite technical and complex but in layman's terms the retrovirus disentangles the 'bottom leg' of the Y chromosome, reconfiguring it to an X, thus making you genetically female. As the natural process of aging causes new cells to replace old cells, your male cells would be replaced by female."
"It would seem that you were slated to be the first patient to undergo this process and would have become the test case."
"My husband was going to do this to me?"
"Yes. He was."
"What happens now?"
"When your husband passed away he obviously was not able to given final consent for the process. It would seem that you are free and clear and have no expectation of participation in this experimental program. You will want to verify with your attorney that you have no legal obligations as well."
Jewel sat silently for several long seconds as she absorbed the new information. Ultimately she had only one question to ask.
"Do you know why my husband considered this...experiment...for me?" Jewel asked.
"Naturally I don't know what specific conversations your husband had with my predecessor so I could only speculate based on the notes in your medical record that he wanted you to be completely female."
"So that he could impregnate me?" Jewel's voice quavered as the unease grew to fear. The evidence appeared overwhelming.
The doctor could sense Lady Delacroix's distress and worked to calm her.
"No, that's not possible yet. Testicles that have been transformed into ovaries are not able to produce eggs. That part of the process hasn't quite been solved by medical science. However your new uterus would have been perfectly able to host a baby by in-vitro fertilization with a donor egg of your choice."
"For example, prior to your marriage you provided a sperm sample. That sample still exists in secure storage. If you were to ever choose to undergo this process voluntarily, there would be no reason not to use that sample to fertilize a donor egg."
Overcome by shock, for the first time in her life, Jewel feinted.
**
Jewel consulted her lawyers.
"Yes, one of the duties of a noble wife is to produce an heir. As the arranged male bride you were also forbidden from having a surrogate bear the child."
"How could my husband do this?" Jewel asked.
"Your former husband made many legal declarations founded upon the historic and traditional rights and privileges of the nobility."
"His Last Will and Testament contained several secret codicils and one of those also declares that if you have a child not of his line that child is illegitimate and cannot inherit the wealth and title of the House of Delacroix."
"Why wasn't I informed of this before?" Jewel asked angrily.
"Because it was a secret codicil" her lawyer answered simply, "you didn't have a need to know at that time. Allegorian law allows for these for the nobility, to ensure stability and continuity of the noble houses."
Jewel seethed internally. She had recently discovered papers back at the mansion that indicated her husband, Jean Claude the IV had wanted her to have a baby as a means to pressure his son, Jean Claude V, into marrying and producing an heir of his line.
"However, Lady Delacroix, if you were to conceive and carry a baby with a donor egg, and your deceased husband's preserved sperm sample, that child would become heir to the title and amassed fortune."
"The birth must be witnessed and genetic tests must be performed due to the unique nature of his conception, but once those conditions are satisfied then the son will be the legal heir."
"And if I don't have an heir?"
"Then upon your death the title, estate, and accumulated wealth revert to the crown."
**
Lady Wanda Oldsworth
Kyle Oldsworth casually related his encounter with Lady Jewel Delacroix at Lady Montcalm's pool party to his mother over breakfast. He remembered to relate the funny joke Roderick made that he should marry her as she must obviously be gay as a cross dressing male bride.
"Can you imagine that?" Kyle asked with a small shudder. Feminized men were so gross.
Wanda Oldsworth had only been listening politely but that last bit of gossip got her full attention. After a momentary pause, she spoke.
"Well, Why not?" She asked her son.
"Eww...mom...gross..."
"You would not be the first person to enter into a marriage of convenience." Wanda advised sipping her coffee.
"Mom! If I ever marry, it will be to a manly man. Not a tranny. Seriously!" He snapped, hoping to end the conversation.
Wanda wasn't ready to let this idea go.
"Kyle," She spoke firmly, with a motherly tone he knew all too well, immediately getting his full attention "our fortune is shrinking. The family fortune will soon fall below one billion. We will only be mere millionaires Kyle...MILLIONAIRES." She spat the word as if it were poison.
"Now mother, my investments should..." Kyle began.
"NO!" Wanda interrupted. Kyle's investments were already underperforming and showed no sign of the recovery he had expected.
"If we don't reverse our fortunes and soon our house will no longer be counted amongst the nobility!"
Kyle made to reply but Wanda shushed him.
"Let me think."
Perhaps there really is a way to kill two birds with one stone.
Lady Delacroix is a successfully conditioned male-bride. Her behavior, beauty and elegance have gained her grudging acceptance among the most exclusive elements of Allegorian Society.
It would be an easy matter to have her son seduce Lady Delacroix and take her as his wife.
He would be able to satisfy his orientation by being married to a genetic male while society, and more important, her family, would have the Husband and Wife relationship they rightfully expect from their noble peers.
The Oldsworth family honor and social standing was on the line after all.
Wanda took several moments to consider what she knew of Lady Delacroix.
If news reports and gossip columns are even partly accurate then Lady Delacroix is still a young and naïve male-bride, and should be easily distracted with the prospect of a return to a happy and subservient position in a society marriage.
She has flawlessly mastered her presentation as female. She is a countess of the house of Delacroix and has a noble heritage based on merit from her Great Grand-Uncle Ulrich.
And most importantly, she is rich.
No...not just rich, wealthy almost beyond measure. Of all the various nobles in Allegorian court lady Oldsworth could only imagine the family of Baron Vargos and the royal family as having comparable wealth.
And if her son does his part and seduces the male-countess as he should, then her family fortunes and family status would increase tremendously.
Countess Jewel Delacroix was currently in her year long mourning period for her deceased husband which made it imperative that she position her son as Fiancé to the young attractive and wealthy countess as soon as courtly manners made permissible.
Kyle picked at his breakfast silently as Wanda contemplated.
"Yes. It's a brilliant idea. You will approach Lady Delacroix and become her protector. She needs an escort to go out in public without her PCP collar, and if you become that she would be grateful. This also gives you an opportunity to romance her. If she is amenable you shall be seen as her protector and suitor by members of the nobility."
Kyle hung his head in despondency upon hearing his mother's demands. He didn't want to accept it but he knew better than to argue against her.
"Meanwhile I will also research a way to compel a marriage if Jewel does not accept your proposal."
"Wait? Proposal? She is still in mourning. It would be social suicide to propose during her mourning period."
"Not marriage you idiot! Not yet anyway. Propose friendship. Let me worry about the details. You just get close to her and become indispensible." Wanda ordered coldly.
**
Jewel had been working continuously in her study on her finances for three hours now. When a servant entered with news that there was a caller at the door, Jewel gratefully took the opportunity for a break. Normal protocol and etiquette demanded that when someone was calling upon he that they would be escorted to meet Jewel wherever she chose to greet them. But Jewel needed to stretch her legs and move a bit. She'd find that missing 2 billion after greeting her caller.
As she reached the foyer she was confused by who she saw.
Lady Wanda Oldsworth, one of her primary opponents, stood regally at the entry way.
Jewel's etiquette training kicked in automatically.
"Lady Oldsworth, how good of you to call upon me. And so unexpected, to what do I owe the pleasure?"



"Lady Delacroix, it has been too long and I must apologize for neglecting to visit you more often. I fear it is never clear how to find the right balance of companionship with friends against the need for solitude as you are still mourning your husband."
Jewel clasped Wanda's hand in polite greeting as she invited her in for refreshments.
Friends? Wanda and Jewel could hardly be considered friends.
"I'm so sorry, but I really can't stay. But I have come to personally invite you to a private formal dinner at our manor this Friday. I hope the invitation isn't on too short of a notice."
Jewel was confused by the invitation. Wanda was her most vocal critic concerning her new political action committee for the abolition of arranged marriages.
"It would be my honor, Lady Oldsworth." Jewel politely accepted. Dianne was always trying to get her to go out more anyway. She didn't really think much about it; a boring dinner among peers, but she needed to be seen and this was just one more way to maintain her standing and status among her peers.
"Indeed, I look forward to hearing more from you about your PAC. I'd like to discuss this with you in detail in a more leisurely setting."
Sudden enthusiasm for the invitation blossomed inside her. To have someone as respected as Lady Oldsworth endorse her cause would be a huge boost for her charity.
That Lady Oldsworth even wanted to discuss Jewel's new campaign to abolish arranged marriages assured her attendance.
Jewel had been repeatedly disappointed that of the many women's charities funded, sponsored or organized by noble women, none of them wanted to coordinate with her to achieve similar goals.
Even the many women's rights groups subtly shunned her political action committee. The very same groups that tried to abolish arranged marriages for women didn't want to suffer from "mission creep" and take on more than they were already handling.
Trying to frame arranged marriage as not just a women's rights issue but as a human rights issue was seen by her peers as diluting their focus and the possibility of their own success.
Lady Oldsworth made it clear that she was ready to leave so Jewel escorted her happily back through the front door of her mansion. A few more polite yet meaningless words were shared before Wanda departed in her car.
Jewel smiled happily. Now that's how things get done, with the personal connections that the nobles keep and maintain with each other. Convincing Wanda, however, would be difficult. Jewel hoped she would be equal to the task as an advocate of abolition.
**
Countess Oldsworth paid close attention to the preparations for dinner. Countess Delacroix had accepted her invitation for a private dinner under the guise of furthering discussion of her abolitionist ideas.
However, the most important aspect of Wanda's preparations was to make absolutely certain that her son behaved and fulfilled his duty to the family as her heir. He must be made resplendent in his formal attire.
Wanda smiled at her ploy. If all went well, in less than a year she could petition the crown to force a marriage in the best interest of Jewel. It was brilliant!
When Jewel arrived she was momentarily surprised when she learned that her dinner with Wanda was exactly that; just Jewel, and Wanda, with no other persons in attendance.
Jewel decided to be grateful. A private dinner would give her the opportunity to focus her arguments and tailor them for Wanda. She only hoped she would be persuasive enough to receive Lady Oldsworth's endorsement.
After only a brief period of small talk and socializing they sat down to a full formal 7 course meal. The dinner was amazing and Lady Oldsworth let Lady Delacroix hold sway over the conversation as she advocated for her platform and sought to convince Wanda to endorse her position.
Favors, Jewel thought. She knew enough from her years of marriage that trading favors was how the real business of Allegorian government and business got done. Jewel was concise yet passionate as she spoke. She needed this win.
Wanda for her part mostly tuned out Jewel's advocacy. She easily feigned all the polite responses to keep Jewel talking but she had made up her mind awhile ago and saw no reason to change it. The sanctity of tradition should not be changed upon the whims of a few disgruntled people. There were so many directions and factions that struggle for control over which way their country is heading, all of it meaningless noise by Wanda's estimation.
With so many competing factions no clear dominant player has yet emerged. The Elite Queens Guard is busy protecting Allegoria's current ruler. The Elite Kings Guard has remained conspicuously above ground and loyal to the current ruler despite the suspicious circumstances and timing of the King's death.
Various special interest groups continued to vie for public attention and support and now Countess Delacroix was embarking on her own crusade.
The abolition of arranged marriages?
Absurd!
Poppycock!
Meanwhile Countess Wanda Oldsworth's preferred choice, the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy (SRM) was at least steadily gaining ground in recruiting and infiltrating more of societies leading organizations and government departments and bureaus.
She had just discovered that their most promising member in the NSSA&M, Mindi Tartovski, was up for promotion. Lady Oldsworth had influence with the board of the NSSA&M and intended to make sure she got it.
The patriarchy must be defeated and their defeat must be total! And patient persistent penetration of the halls of power by the matriarchy's members and allies was the only way to succeed.
Her former arch rival Jean Claude Delacroix was cunning, deceitful, and ingenious in his methods to thwart her actions. Not from any sense of nobility or genuine interest in progress but because somehow they simply interfered with his own.
Wanda saw his resurrection of ancient 18th century laws as obviously being a part of his larger struggle against the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy.
In Lady Oldsworth's opinion, and hers was the only opinion that mattered; women like Jewel weakened the SRM's claims. They were obviously a way for Count Delacroix to insult the matriarchy and force them to accept feminized male brides as women or be viewed as bigots or hypocrites.
Wanda suspected that the male brides were secretly a means for Jean Claude to infiltrate her organization with obedient submissive male sluts who would betray her and all women just to indulge their sick fetish.
Now all of society, both common and noble was forced to maintain appearances and make public declarations about respect for individual choice as well as respect for cultural appreciation. He masterfully prevented everyone from defying him.
"May I join your women's group or do my cock and balls disqualify me?" Wanda imagined these trannies asking.
But with Count Delacroix dead there was no one left to thwart the SRM's progress and prevent the society from reaching their goals. She need only have the patience and drive to see her dreams realized.
But in the mean time, patience is not a virtue in regards to Kyle Oldsworth. Wanda envisioned that there just might be a way of finding a wife for her gay son. After all, family honor and heritage is a much more important and time critical concern right now than such mundane matters as her son's sexual orientation or preference in a partner.
Wanda sipped the very rare and expensive Bordeaux and listened as Lady Delacroix babbled on about rights and demeaning human dignity and other such silly things.
She was beautiful, I'll give her that. She meets all the expectations of a noble countess of the realm. She is also possibly the wealthiest she-male in the country and in only 8 more months she would be the most eligible single noble on the market.
When Jewel finally reached the end of her argument Wanda was glad. It was becoming tedious, and she was ready to move on to more important matters.
"Well, this is all fascinating and so much to take in. I will have to think critically about all that you have said before I can endorse such a novel position as abolishing arranged marriages."
"Novel position?" Jewel asked. Hadn't she been listening?
"Yes. You have made many valid and compelling arguments, but there is also cultural norms and respect for traditions that must be considered. But rest assured I shall give this my full consideration."
Jewel allowed her self to be mollified by the statement as the server removed her plate. The final course, dessert, was up next.
Jewel seemed pensive after Wanda didn't agree to endorse her charity and political action committee.
"But in the mean time let us move on to less controversial endeavors. I believe you know my son Kyle."
Jewel looked up as an attractive young man of perhaps 20 entered the room. He was dressed in a classically cut immaculate business suit and tie, white shirt and highly polished leather shoes. A crisp neatly folded pocket square was in his breast pocket and Jewel noted his jeweled cufflinks as he adjusted them when he approached her.
"Kyle Oldsworth, Count heir apparent." Wanda's introduced her son, "Kyle, Lady Jewel Delacroix; Countess."
Jewel was suddenly aware that she already knew him.
"Yes, Lady Delacroix, I believe we have met already." Kyle shook Jewel's hand politely.
It took her only a moment to remember that she met Kyle at Lady Montcalm's pool party.
"Yes, so nice to meet you again."
"You've missed dinner my son." Wanda chided gently.
"Yes mother. Work again I'm afraid." Kyle played his part well.
"Well, you arrived in time for dessert. Why don't you and Lady Delacroix take desert and coffee out on the veranda?" Wanda proposed.
"You won't be joining us?" Jewel asked in bewilderment.
"Oh no, no sweets for me I fear. But there is no reason you two can't indulge."
**
Lillian Delacroix smiled pleasantly as her mentor approached. Wanda Oldsworth was equally convivial in her greetings. As co-conspirators for the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy this weekly tête-à-tête was important for maintaining the forward momentum of the society's progressive goals.
And that Lillian was the daughter of Jean Claude Delacroix IV and was poised to become the new Chancellor of the Exchequer was certainly an event worthy of their time.
"Congratulations are in order; upon your confirmation as Chancellor of the Exchequer; I know you shall fulfill this role and your duties as well as you father did" Wanda praised.
"I am my father's daughter. Of course I shall." Lillian spoke with resolve.
"I suppose then that there is only the matter of Lady Jewel Delacroix to resolve." Lady Oldsworth stated.
"I had the opportunity to see her at the reception following my father's funeral" Lillian said. "She said she was sorry for the difficulties that her escape attempts may have caused. She said that she never wanted to cause anyone any harm."
Lillian had watched as Jewel received the folded flag from Jean Claude's coffin during his funeral. As a ranking state official he was entitled to burial with honors. That flag should have been mine, Lillian thought, resenting Jewel.
"I think that Jewel was searching for a way to make a connection with me. Technically, I am her step-daughter." Lillian's expression conveyed the annoyance most feel when facing the reality of a step-parent younger than them.
"And what did you say to her" Wanda asked, curiosity getting the better of her.
"Her attempts to run away were an insult to our culture and our history." Lillian charged.
"How so?" Wanda agreed, but needed to hear Lillian say why.
"It was her duty in an arranged marriage to serve her husband. It was her destiny, her fate."
"And did she agree?"
"No. She argued. She asked 'how can I say that? Am I not allowed to choose my own destiny, my own path in life?'"
"I tried to set her straight. I told her No, your destiny was chosen for you and delivered to you. Your duty was to fulfill your role and bring honor to your husband and our noble institutions. Instead you dishonor our history and my family. Father, may he rest in peace, gave you every advantage and every luxury. Your duty to serve him would allow him to then focus on his service to the people, to bring honor to our institutions. Instead you brought disrespect and shame."
"I take it she didn't like that."
"No. She seemed stunned and still she tried to make peace."
"How so?"
"She said that she was born here but not raised here. She lacks the knowledge and information about our unique culture that we possess, naturally. She said it seemed to her 'you expect me to sacrifice my dreams, goals and aspirations, and even my dignity to serve as a slave someone I never knew and something I didn't understand. Why should I sacrifice everything for that?'" Lillian's voice was raised slightly in anger.
"And what did you say." Wanda prompted, enjoying the gossipy moment immensely.
"Sometimes, sacrifices must be made for the greater good." Lillian answered evenly.
Wanda nodded approvingly.
"I only wish there was something that I can do. She now has all of father's wealth and none of his ambition."
"I'm sure it will please you to know that I am working on that problem as we speak." Wanda revealed.
Lillian raised an eyebrow in inquiry.
"Do you know a Dr. Patricia Agonia?"
"No, I don't think so...wait...isn't she my step-moth...Jewel's therapist?"
"Indeed she is. She is one of my agents inside the NSSA&M. Listen closely and let me tell you what I have planned and what I need you to do."
**
Lillian carefully considered what Lady Oldsworth had told her. And while she agreed with her reasoning she didn't agree that Lady Jewel would fall into her plans so easily.
Lillian truly believed in the goals that the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy worked toward. She knew from personal experience and observation that men are dangerous and must be controlled.
Lillian thought about her mother. Lillian grew up mostly alone due to the parental indifference and arrogance of her father. He had routinely gas lighted her mother to cover up his numerous indiscretions, eventually it drove her mad and to an early grave.
Lillian wasn't disappointed or saddened by his death. She was angered that Lady Jewel Veronica Delacroix was the sole beneficiary of his estate as his wife. Why her father had held onto her and kept her close for so long was a mystery.
As an arranged marriage male bride she would have thought her father would have cast her off as soon as he was finished destroying and humiliating John McLeod.
But if wishes were fishes...
Lillian hoped Wanda's plan for Jewel would work. The society could really use the wealth that Jean Claude had acquired over his lifetime. Lillian guestimated that he should have been almost a trillionaire by now given his legal and extra-legal investments.
But if Wanda's plan doesn't work Lillian had a plan of her own. She would seek to find the means to dis-enoble her step mother and take Jewel's inheritance for her own.
**
Lillian greeted her visitor privately in her home, away from prying eyes.
"I suppose you are wondering why I have invited you here."
"I can only assume that it is of a personal nature since I do believe all my tax receipts are in order." The hypnotherapist smiled pleasantly facing the Chancellor of the Exchequer.
Lillian didn't laugh or even smile. That joke was as old as dirt.
"Dr. Patricia Alexis Agonia, Medical Doctor and Hypnotherapist. Specializing in cutting edge hypnotherapy techniques used in the rehabilitation and conditioning of criminals and...others..." Lillian trailed off leveling a penetrating gaze and Dr. Agonia.
Dr. Agonia didn't rise to the provocation, instead choosing to sit silently and quietly, all the while holding Lillian's gaze with her own. Patricia now knew who she was dealing with. It wasn't Lillian as Chancellor; it was Lillian as Daughter of Count Delacroix.
"As executor of my father's estate I have come across some troubling information." Lillian announced.
Patricia still remained silent.
"Perhaps you want to tell me exactly what it is you have been doing with my step-mother?"
**
Patricia Agonia smiled as she left her meeting with Lillian Delacroix. By remaining calm and professional she had managed to control the direction of the conversation with the Chancellor and was very pleased with the result of their meeting.
Dr. Patricia Agonia had the skills and experience to do what was wanted and the wisdom to know that they (the nobles) needed her, she didn't need them.
Being asked to do something improper wasn't a new experience for Patricia. Nobles approached her weekly with one scheme or another. Most thought that they could simply intimidate her into agreeing to whatever it was they wanted.
Patricia decided she like Lillian. Her goals appealed to Patricia's sense of justice and her plan was simple and direct. Patricia always made sure to cover her own ass though. Her legal agreement with Count Delacroix had been more that enough to absolve her of any wrong doing. Insisting that Lillian observe the same set of Noble rules, principles, and privileges as her father did was enough to convince her to accept Lillian's proposal.
Well, that and the money of course.
Patricia drove back to her office and began planning her next few hypnosis sessions for Lady Jewel Veronica Delacroix. Patricia even felt good about what she was asked to do. Convincing Jewel to marry shouldn't take much time or effort at all!
**
Jewel entered the home and made her cordial greetings with the arranged marriage male bride. Jewel was slowly working her way around to meet, greet, and interview each of the known male brides currently in Allegoria.
Jewel had Dianne make all the arrangements but she was usually frustrated. Most of the husband's seemed reluctant to allow their male-wives to have a private interview with Lady Delacroix.
It seems her speech on the abolition of arranged marriages did not endear her to those currently benefitting from them.
Jewel had met her first arranged marriage male bride, Tawny White only a few weeks ago. Dianne had informed her that both John "Dorothy" Hastings and Baroness Marcia Vargos had refused her invitation.
Dorothy made polite excuses stating she was much too busy assisting Baroness Marcia Vargos as she adjusted to her arranged marriage; a bold and borderline rude gesture refusing a noble's invitation. The baroness meanwhile had her refusal given on her behalf by her husband. As a fellow noble, Jewel could not force the issue. At least her status as a noble gave her the clout she needed to gain access to the remaining non-noble male brides.
All the other arrange marriage male brides were married to extremely wealthy commoners. She and Marcia Vargos were currently the only noble arranged marriage male brides at the moment.
A seventh prospective male bride was said to be in training under the tutelage of Leanne. Jewel actually dreaded the prospect of having to see Leanne again and let this one slip by for now.
**
Chrissi Balzac was not quite what she expected.
Standing in the corner of the room facing the corner Chrissi was wearing a tight powder blue over bust corset and short two tiered tulle petticoat that reached just to her upper thighs. She wore long white thigh high stockings and the hems were visible below the hem of the petticoat. Her powder blue high heels were easily 5 inches high.
Her corset left her shoulders exposed and displayed her smooth creamy white flesh above her bosom. Chrissi was clearly flat chested and what passed for her tiny non-existent breasts were clearly due to the corset pushing up on her chest. She had a long slender neck that was framed by the large hoop earrings dangling from each ear.



Controversially, she had her hair cut short, in a crew cut style.
When Jewel arrived she was brusquely informed that Mrs. Balzac would not be allowed to answer any questions. Her mother, Barbara, would answer for her. When Jewel asked for an explanation she was simply told that Chrissi had a momentary lapse of control and in that lapse had cut her hair. She was being given a time-out.
That explained the handcuffs cuffing her hands behind her back, the posture collar holding her head up high and a leash from her collar to an eye bolt in the wall in the corner of the room. Her mouth was gagged with a ball gag. She must have been there awhile as a slow and steady continuous string of drool was dripping from her mouth and coating her upper chest and 'bosom'.
Chrissi's eyes were watering and it affected her mascara, now running down to her cheeks. Her red lips were stretched over the gag. Her eye shadow also appeared to have smudged from constant blinking, likely due to the strain she was under. At least the pale rouge on the apples of her cheeks was intact.
Jewel listened attentively as Barbara, Chrissi's mother, told Chrissi's story and was horrified by the story she was hearing.
"I was forced to petticoat my son often during his upbringing as a disciplinary measure." Barbara informed.
"He was so cruel to his sisters and I after his father left us. He was only 10, but his attitude toward me and toward women was disgusting. I can't say how many times he tormented his sisters and left them in tears from his behavior."
Jewel recalled her notes. Chris was the youngest child. All his sisters were older than him by more than a few years. How could he have tormented them?
"He needed a firm hand and if I didn't do something then he would have ended up just like his abusive no good dead beat father!"
Jewel recalled from her notes that Chris's dad abandoned his family leaving them nearly destitute and unprovided for.
"And yet despite my best efforts, nothing seemed to work or get through to him..."
Jewel listened as Chris' mother told her tale of woe.
When Chris turned 18 he was accused by his girlfriend of impropriety.
"And when I walked in, Chris' girlfriend screamed and accused him of attempted rape."
"Chrissi said they were boyfriend and girlfriend when I caught in bed together about to have intercourse. He claimed that they were about to lose their virginity to each other, but I knew it was just another lie in a long history of lies."
Jewel knew from her notes that the girlfriend had later recanted her testimony but that Chris was still convicted. His youth was considered a mitigating factor and he was slated to be remanded to the custody of the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department when Barbara stepped in.
"I then petitioned the courts to receive stewardship over his probation promising to turn his life around."
"And now I have done so!" She smiled proudly.
As Barbara continued her story Jewel listened with only 1/2 her attention. She used the remaining strength to control her demeanor and appearance so as not to reveal her displeasure at what she was hearing.
Barbara had Chris feminized and sissified and then arranged his marriage to a wealthy business man after she recalled the inspiring tale of Jules Verne McLeod who became Jewel Veronica Delacroix.
The husband she found for him was Barbara's' former employer who agreed to the marriage for physical and intimacy reasons as well as the tax incentives that are awarded.
Jewel sat horrified at the story. Her training allowed her to listen impassively and without expression of her inner turmoil.
Jewel was overcome by the urge to reach out and slap the stupid off of Barbara's stupid, pretty face.
With herculean inner strength Jewel rose from her seat and thanked Barbara and Chrissi for their time. She checked that her tablet had finished recording the interview and already generated a transcript. One thing was certain; the varied methods of obtaining a male bride were certainly enlightening.
**
Samatha McCaulkiner, formerly Sam Hunt was a ward of the state and despite his youth and beauty and promising future had never been adopted. As his 18th birthday drew near the state, suffering under a budget shortfall for youth homes and support recognized the potential inherent in Samuel.
The state convinced Sam to volunteer for a charity auction, in cooperation with the NSSA&M to raise money for orphans. As he was over 18 he was told that he was now too old to remain up for a family adoption, but depending on the outcome of the auction he would either be allowed to stay in the home an additional year to develop his prospects, or his auction buyer would give him a loving home and place to live.
As one of the older orphans still in the orphanage Sam had an unusually strong protective feeling toward the younger children. He felt pride and satisfaction that his participation would earn the funds to help all the other children in the orphanage.
For Sam, it sounded like a dream opportunity. With no money for college, no prospects, and no marketable skills it was either enlist in the army, enlist in social services, or be turned out into the street...and the army recruiter had already rejected him for being too small.
And joining social services; the idea was terrifying. After all, not all enlistees became service providers. There was a huge support staff necessary for running the day to day operations. But with his youth, slim build, and pretty features Sam was smart enough to realize the likely outcome.
So Sam reluctantly agreed to participate and have another year to develop his potential. Sam signed a bunch of waivers and a Non-Disclosure Agreement and was told he was a perfect candidate for the auction.
And then his life became so much worse.
He wound up agreeing to an arranged marriage to Bartholomew McCaulkiner. While Sam had been told that he would be sold to a loving family they hadn't been particularly clear on what that meant.
The language of the contract with the charity auction had a stipulation that gave his purchaser broad discretion as to the direction his life was to follow once purchased.
Sam had been suckered into selling himself into an arranged marriage contract.
Barry, as he was called, was a driven developer who had made his fortune in real estate. He had made his first billion by the time he was thirty. He was renowned in Allegoria for his high rise projects that had turned Capitol City into a bustling metropolis. Barry had worked with the state and arranged his marriage for a hefty bride price that was used to fund the orphanages for the remainder of the fiscal year.
Jewel wanted to interview Samantha privately as she had the other arranged marriage male brides, but Barry refused. Invoking his rights as her arranged marriage husband he insisted on attending the interview.
Jewel looked at the couple as they sat side by side on the divan across from her. A true may December romance as Samantha, the third male bride after her, was now just 22 years old and married for four years. Barry, according to her notes, was now 82.
He wasn't just old, he was elderly, and he looked it.
From his fine snowy grey hair thinning on top to his sallow facial features, pale complexion and grizzled chin whiskers, he wore slippers on his feet, loose pants and a large warm sweater.
Samantha for her part looked classically elegant in a 1950's style sheath dress or was in the 2050's reproduction version? that accentuated her slim shapely figure. She wore nude hose on her legs, black heels, and white pearl necklace, pearl bracelet and pearl stud earrings.
Her brown hair was coiffed in a bouffant and her makeup was straight from a fashion magazine. Her presentation was nearly flawless as only her nearly imperceptible Adams apple gave away the hint she was not quite as she presented to be.
And then there were the mannerisms.
"Are you happy in your marriage?" Jewel asked Samantha.
Barry held Samantha's hand as they sat and as she spoke.
"Of course I am. I have been well trained and educated in my role and my new life as his wife. I appreciate everything my husband has given me and this opportunity to make him happy." Samantha's voice was unusual. Not quite alto, not a tenor either. Her voice was like a woman trying to sound like a man rather than the other way around.
Jewel wasn't fooled. Her mannerisms were the same Jewel had when she was married. Her replies were crisp and rehearsed. She sat with perfect posture and poise; her head held high. Her hand in her husband's hand was stiff and not relaxed.
Jewel knew when she was only saying what they had trained her to say...probably under threat of punishment. Jewel turned her attention to Barry.
"And why did you want to marry a man. Why go to all the trouble to feminize and train a young man to become a cross-dressed woman?"
Barry seemed amused by the question.
"I don't need any more heirs. I can assure you that I am more than capable of siring many more children, as my doctor...and Samantha..." Barry patted her hand "can attest..."
Jewel felt slight nausea. She noticed Samantha shifted ever so slightly away from Barry.
"And I did not want any more heirs to further divide my children's inheritance when I finally pass away. I wanted someone who would love me for me and provide me with the companionship and joy to see me through my declining years."
Jewel felt a sense of disorientation and déjà vu. The parallels between her marriage and this one struck too close to home.
"But why an arranged marriage? Why feminize him?"
Barry looked at Jewel and then his gaze lost focus as he seemed to be seeing something outside the room.
"A feminized male bride is a unique enticement. An arranged marriage brings certain...privileges and responsibilities..." Barry regained his focus and looked again at Jewel.
"Sam's reluctance to become Samantha...to accept her new role and duties...it is a delicate yet potent ingredient that gives this relationship its powerful flavor."
Jewel was distraught but hid it from view as her feminization and comportment training allowed.
"So hiring servants to teach my male bride to be a wife, to train her, to break his spirit and then rebuild him into her...into something new...something...beautiful...under my direct supervision of course."
Barry McCaulkiner reached up to Samantha's chin and turned her head to face him and look right into her eyes. Samantha shivered imperceptibly.
"And let's not forget the financial benefits...training expenses for arranged spouses (male and female) are now tax deductable."
With only the slightest touch Barry used his finger on Samantha's chin to bring her face closer...and give her a passionate kiss.
Jewel was revolted to see an 82 year old man French kiss a 22 year old arranged marriage male bride, and to see that Samantha responded accordingly. Was it her training or was it a natural response?
"And besides...there is the prenuptial agreement as well." Barry said as he broke the kiss and caressed Samantha's cheek with his hand.
Samantha seemed surprised by this statement.
"That's right little one, when I die; I have made arrangements for you. Financial freedom to live your own life..."
Samantha's surprised expression grew wider.
"As long as you remain feminized and present as female and remain my widow, you shall have a fortune sufficient that you will want for nothing."
Samantha actually gasped.
"Just like Lady Delacroix, the woman who inspired all of this and made it possible and acceptable."
Jewel felt sick. She verified that her tablet voice recording had already made a transcript of their conversation; another truly illuminating interview.
**
Kyle Oldsworth
Kyle held out his hand to assist Lady Delacroix, Jewel, as she rose from her seat. He stood easily over her even in her high heels.
Knowing she was genetically male and an arranged marriage male bride now widow didn't help his feelings any.
Kyle was gay and he was not attracted to feminized men. Jewel looked so much like a woman that he fought to control his facial expressions and hide his distaste for her.
But henpecked by his mother he felt forced to go along with her plans in order to keep her happy. Wanda and Kyle had argued vociferously about her scheme. But as always, he gave in to her demands and agreed to try.
"I don't want to. I'm tired of your scheming and intrigue." He had shouted.
"Noble court is nothing but intrigue, it's a lesson you must learn to survive." Wanda had proclaimed indifferently.
"Let's take a stroll."
Since their first meeting at Oldsworth Manor Kyle had made a point of extending to Jewel a dinner invitation at a later date. Jewel had accepted and after a couple more weeks she was again having dinner at Oldsworth Manor in the pleasant company of Kyle Oldsworth, Count Heir Apparent.
Jewel had hoped to again meet with Lady Wanda Oldsworth to press her for her support for Jewel's cause abolishing arranged marriages but Lady Wanda was out and unavailable.
Jewel wore a diaphanous black dress that would have allowed the shadow of her figure to be seen through the thin fabric was it not for the black full slip she wore underneath. Her typical black lace bra and panty set her intimate attire.
She stood up in her black 4 inch wedge sandals that allowed her to display her coral colored pedicure. She had refused to paint them black again. There was only so much mourning she could do after all.
A servant had already retrieved and brought her hat, adorned with a black lace mourning veil wrapped around the brim.
Kyle led Jewel through the French doors out onto the patio and down a flight of stone steps into the outside gardens of the Oldsworth estate.
Jewel strolled easily next to Kyle as he led her to a small garden table already set with coffee and sweets. After helping her into her seat he sat down opposite and just stared for a moment as if gathering his thoughts.
Jewel was struck by a feeling of Déjà vu at the awkwardness. It almost felt like a blind date.
"I suppose that I should just be direct. I have no desire to be manipulative or play games. I'm not my mother. I try to be honest with people instead." Kyle began. "I know how inspirational you have become to so many people."
Jewel was not amused. Everyone benefiting from an arranged marriage seemed to say that and credit her with their right to enslave someone in an arranged marriage. How in the hell was that considered inspirational?
"Within Allegoria's LGBT+ community, among women's rights groups, and many other factions, all of them look at you as an ideally conditioned arranged marriage bride." Kyle stated answering Jewel's unspoken question.
"Reluctantly accepting your place as custom and tradition dictates."
Jewel could not understand what he was saying. She wasn't raised here. What customs? What traditions? The ones she knew of, like her arranged marriage, were oppressive.
"One of the most onerous burdens upon you must be the requirement to wear a public cross-dressing permit collar when you are out in public."
Very true, thought Jewel, while still wondering what Kyle was leading up to.
"I find you interesting" Kyle swallowed hard "and would like to spend more time with you."
Jewel was again surprised.
"With your permission I would like to be your escort for public and private events. This would allow you to not wear that demeaning collar, and...it would allow me the chance to get to know you better."
Kyle looked into Jewel's eyes as he finished his proposal.
Jewel was still surprised at the unexpected offer. An escort that would be her friend and chaperone so that she wouldn't have to wear her PCP collar would be welcome. Jewel was aware many women had gay men as friends and appreciated that they wanted nothing from them other than friendship.
Jewel also realized by acceding to Kyle's request it would likely help sway Lady Wanda Oldsworth's opinion and help obtain her endorsement for Jewel's abolition charity and political action committee.
Jewel smiled sweetly at Kyle.
"Yes. I think I'd like that very much."
After coffee and dessert Kyle led Jewel to a small patio over a cliff that overlooked the ocean. The tide was out. Jewel automatically considered if this was her patio could she have made an escape from here? She glanced down over the railing. If the tide was in would she have survived the fall?
She leaned out further over the railing to gain a better view of the beach and rocks down below.
Off to one side there was a locked wrought iron gate that separated the patio from a long flight of stairs that hugged the cliff and led down to the sandy beach below. As her vision followed the descent of the stairs she eventually found the high water mark where time and tide had eroded the originally sharp and defined steps into those that were more smooth, rounded, and slippery.
Jewel estimated that at high tide there would be at least 10 feet of water above the sand, although it would obviously be less where the boulders protruded.
Jewel could just make out the image of fishing boats perhaps a mile off shore. That would have been easy swimming distance...back when she was Jules...and even as Jewel she knew she could swim that far out, despite how slow her stroke had become since her feminization. Her swimming workouts focused on minimal cardio, and a swim stroke that both enhanced and emphasized her curves, at the expense of speed. The lessons were typically short to prevent her from building up endurance as well.
A workout routine designed to enhance her form and beauty...nothing more.
Jewel pondered how the happiness that she sought since her husband's death was more elusive than she had thought it would be. Kyle was pleasant, and handsome. The offer of friendship and to become her chaperone was a pleasant surprise.
Jewel smiled at Kyle. This just might work out.
**
Mourning Countess or Morning Countess?
"Noble watcher's seemed scandalized when Lady Jewel Delacroix, Dowager Countess was seen exiting Oldsworth Manor in the late hours of the evening in the company of Kyle Oldsworth, Count Heir apparent."
"The attractive couple was spotted as the young future count escorted the countess to her car just before midnight."
"Was Cinderella's midnight departure from the ball a portent of things to come?"
"This is the second time the young dowager countess has been caught flouting mourning customs and traditions by partying in the company of Allegoria's future young nobles."
"Fans of protocol and decorum have expressed disapproval as perhaps the American raised Male countess feels she has an excuse to disregard the year long tradition of mourning customs."
"As always we shall closely monitor these events."
"This is Phoebe Mills for City Nightly News Entertainment."
Dianne smiled to herself. Another trending social media post. Jewel's follower numbers were up and she was now finally up into the middle of the pack of young celebrities in Allegoria. Dianne was very pleased.
**
Jewel rather enjoyed the next month when Kyle accompanied her on her social visits and public speeches to ladies groups, politicians, and notable citizens and subjects of Allegorian society.
She felt she was right in her earlier assessment. This must be what girls feel when they have a gay male friend. No pressure. She rather enjoyed Kyle's company and friendship. He was polite, witty, charming, and respected her boundaries.
His company as her chaperone most certainly made movement easier and public appearances without her collar went without the embarrassment that came from wearing the collar. It also was nice when she met with the younger generation of nobles, women and men her own age, to be received with friendship, rather than merely tolerated as she was by her noble peers who were older and of her deceased husband's generation.



Dianne was also thrilled. Her social media was consistently trending, especially as she was hinting at a burgeoning romance between Jewel and Kyle without actually saying so directly. Another of her anonymous accounts had posts that hade been picked up by the Phoebe Mills show and the gossip columnists attention had further stoked the fires of rumor.
Kyle, meanwhile, was not thrilled. Each day he had less energy and felt more lethargic. Escorting and chaperoning her was fairly easy but Kyle was basically an honest person, and he hated himself for not being honest with Jewel.
Every day he was forced to spend time with her under these false pretenses was just another day of suppressed nausea. His appetite was decreasing and his energy was waning. He just couldn't make himself pretend to fall in love with Jewel. She was just too feminine.
Oh sure, she was pleasant enough as a friend. She was bright, articulate, talkative, and entertaining...certainly she could be fun to be around. Kyle did enjoy their time spent as friends, but not as a possible romantic partner.
Kyle couldn't see past the "bride" part of male bride. He had hoped his feelings would improve over time as Jewel was a genuinely likeable person and passionate advocate for her cause. But Kyle thought that her issue, her cause, was such a small matter in the larger scheme of things that she should have picked a more important matter.
Kyle resolved to be honest and tell her his motive. He knew her well enough to know that she appreciated honesty and loathed deceitfulness. With luck he would persuade her with honesty and the untenable nature of her situation if she were to remain unmarried.
She was a bright young man after all. Certainly she...he...would see reason!
**
"So what would you like to discuss today?" Dr. Agonia asked.
Dr. Patricia Agonia noted Jewel's more relaxed disposition and was mildly curious as to the cause.
Jewel sat on the Therapists couch as she spoke
"I want to talk about sex."
"We've discussed sex many times in the past but I don't recall you ever being the one to bring up the subject."
"No. You would bring it up." Jewel accused, softly.
"That was your husband, actually; he insisted that it should be included in your therapy. Part of your therapy was to help you to adjust to your new station in life. That included your marital duties as your husband's wife." Patricia stated.
"Even though I am straight." Jewel countered.
"That wasn't important given your arranged marriage status and your husband's desire to have you feminized and present as a woman full time." Patricia easily replied.
There was a tense moment as Jewel almost glared at Dr. Agonia but Patricia held her gaze and stood her ground.
"But is that what you really want to discuss? We've discussed these topics often, in detail and at length."
Jewel pondered Patricia's statement and looked away, ending the staring contest.
"No...there's actually something...new." She finally admitted.
Dr. Agonia watched and waited patiently for Jewel to continue.
"In all the years of marriage Jean Claude has never given me an orgasm." Jewel lied, still unable to discuss the two occasions where she did in fact bliss out from pleasure.
"But recently I've discovered that..."Jewel paused from embarrassment.
"Go on, please" Patricia encouraged patiently, ignoring Jewel's lie about never having an orgasm from sodomy.
"I've found that if I fondle my breasts..." Jewel paused, her hands fluttered over her c-cup bosom and her cheeks became flushed with embarrassment "and also when I am using my Enemizer Anal Douching System..." Jewel dropped off again, feeling bashful with her admission attempt.
"That you had an orgasm." Patricia prompted.
"Yes."
"And what exactly is your concern?" Patricia inquired.
"Is that normal?" Jewel asked, worry written on her expression.
"Of course it is." Dr. Agonia affirmed cheerfully. "Most women enjoy the pleasurable feelings from touching or having their breasts touched. And your particular situation with anal stimulation from your...Enemizer did you call it...would certainly stimulate anyone in a pleasurable manner such as to cause orgasmic response."
Dr. Agonia chose not to inform Jewel of the many hypnotic suggestions she had subliminally suggested that would 'assist' Jewel in experiencing pleasure from appropriate stimuli. And she certainly didn't mention the unique nature of Jewel's stem cell implants that were known to impart a hypersensitivity to tactile stimulation. Her dead husband didn't want her to know when he was alive and those details certainly didn't matter now.
Patricia only wanted to maintain and improve upon the mental conditioning Jean Claude had insisted upon and contracted for Jewel.
"So this is normal for women?" Jewel asked.
"For most women, yes, it is." Patricia lied. She made a note to include some affirming subliminal suggestions to compel Jewel's acceptance of this information as fact during her hypnosis session in a few minutes from now. "But what was this about your enemas?"
Jewel paused again to gather her thoughts.
"Jean Claude would expect me to submit to him."
"As was his right." Patricia added unhelpfully.
"He would sodomize me." Jewel added bluntly.
"That is to be expected in a same sex marriage." Patricia again added unhelpfully.
Jewel frowned.
"You said earlier you never orgasmed from anal?" Patricia asked.
Jewel merely nodded her head yes.
"Then that would only be to your husband's lack of skill or lack of caring for your orgasm. Many practitioners of anal sex report that stimulation of the prostate can cause orgasmic euphoria."
Jewel now thought of Kyle. She wasn't entirely sure but it did seem as if he was pushing for a more physically intimate relationship.
"So is there someone in your life now Perhaps this is why you are showing interest in sex for the first time since; well, your marriage?" Patricia asked.
Jewel merely shook her head no.
"No, there's no one. I was just...wondering." She lied.
Patricia noted again Jewel was lying. Jean Claude had revealed to her that Jewel had orgasmed at least once before. Patricia also knew from social media that Jewel had been seen in public with Kyle Oldsworth. Given Lady Wanda Oldsworth's intention to force a marriage between Jewel and Kyle when her period of mourning was complete, Jewel's abrupt interest in sexual information now made perfect sense.
No matter. Patricia would simply get the information from Jewel during her hypnosis session.
"Well, whatever the reason, if there is someone in your life you owe it to yourself to experience and enjoy all the good things that come from a romantic relationship and that includes physical pleasure. A lover who is more considerate of your feelings and your needs may be more likely to help you experience sexual satisfaction."
Patricia noted now Jewel's body language largely indicated she was already accepting the information as true and accurate. Patricia allowed herself a moment of satisfaction for her many years of effort to condition Jewel. All that hard work had really paid off.
"Now then, if you will sit back and relax and listen to my voice. Close your eyes and relax..." Dr. Agonia carefully eased Jewel into her hypnotic state. She was brimming with anticipation as to what Jewel's real thoughts were about.
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Dear Diary,
I can't believe I did it. I don't know why I talked myself into it. What the hell was I thinking anyway?
**
Jewel was on her hands and knees. Kyle's fingers dug painfully into Jewel's hips and pelvis from the strength of his grip. Jewel pushed back as Kyle thrust his cock into her. She decided she would begin to moan softly to try to encourage Kyle to cum. His cock was doing nothing for her. She knew now that she just wasn't into having sex with him and wondered why she talked herself into it.
Jewel remembered her therapy sessions with Dr. Agonia and how she was always encouraging her to find someone new; to find someone to fill the void in her life since Jean Claude had died.
Jewel's protestations that she was in her year long mourning period were brushed aside, and interpreted as denial.
"There's nothing wrong with having someone to keep your bed warm while you mourn. This is also about your grieving and your recovery from your marriage." She had said.
Jewel also thought of the conversations she had with noble peers of her own age. It had come up once or twice when noble women discussed...or bragged...about their love lives. In one conversation she remembered how they discussed how many dates one should have before considering allowing sex.
There was no firm number given, but a general consensus was that not until after three dates, if a noble woman was interested in her suitor, should she consider it.
Jewel and Kyle had been on 7 dates and he had escorted her to an equal number of social functions. Jewel, reluctantly, decided to see if he was even interested in her physically.
Their date had been pleasant enough. Kyle was the ever attentive gentleman and he had not made any serious overtures indicating that he wanted to sleep with her. His proposal was more humor and innuendo than anything else.
Yet Jewel had thought she understood his intent and went ahead and encouraged him.
One thing led to another and now, sure enough, they were having sex in his bedroom.
It had started as these things always do, gentle caresses that led to kissing, and then naturally enough to gently and reluctantly...removing each others clothing.
Jewel thought Kyle had seemed especially nervous and try as she might nothing she did, no words of encouragement seemed to calm him down. Finally, after what appeared to be a moment of decision for him, he became more aggressive and an active participant rather than the passivity of earlier.
Once he had stripped her of her dress, as she stood in her bra, panties, stockings and heels before him he stopped and just...looked at her. Jewel watched him swallow hard, with nervousness she thought, before placing a hand on her shoulder and urging her to drop down to her knees.
Jewel had removed Kyle's suit jacket and his shirt and tie during their kissing. Now, after she dropped down to her knees, she pulled his belt off, unzipped the fly of his trousers, and pulled his pants down to his knees. Jewel reached into his boxers and pulled out his semi-stiff penis. With a kiss, followed by a soft lick from her tongue, she began her blow job.
Kyle was conflicted. Jewel was not attractive to him. Kyle knew that she...he...made a beautiful woman, and was amazing in her passion for social justice and possessing a raw, intense yet underdeveloped intellect. But try as he might she was just...just...too feminine.
Knowing she was really a male bride forced to dress as a woman didn't help as much as he thought it would. When he stripped her of her dress it became entirely too apparent just how feminine she was...
Her breasts were perfect, firm, and high, upheld by a bra she didn't seem to need.
Her narrow waist and hourglass figure were perfectly proportioned...for a woman.
Her full bottom covered by her lace panties...also too perfect.
Her penis, barely visible as a bulge in front of her panties offered little in the way of reassurance for Kyle's own homosexuality.
Kyle had closed his eyes as Jewel blew him. When he did that and focused only on the sensation of her warm mouth on his cock, things were better. At least she was good at giving head!
Damn, she could even give lessons, Kyle mused uncharitably.
Kyle quickly grew fully erect under Jewel's warm oral ministrations. Her head bobbing up and down on his cock was exquisite. She used just the right amount of saliva for lubrication and pressure for stimulation. She regularly teased his taint and the crown with her daring tongue, lashing at his most sensitive areas.
Kyle held Jewel lightly touching her shoulders. He had to work to ignore her long full luxurious brunette hair. Kyle preferred the men in his life to have short, masculine hair cuts and her long hair brushing against his forearms was a distraction.
Once fully erect and hard Kyle stopped Jewel and his cock slipped from her lips with a soft, warm, wet, popping sound.
Kyle opened his eyes and was disconcerted again by how feminine she looked with her full lips and soft features smiling shyly up at him from her kneeling position before him.
He moved to pull her to her feet. Jewel, sensing his intention, removed her panties. As he brought up and back to the edge of the bed he push her gently onto her back.
As Kyle positioned himself between her legs he tried to ignore her thigh high stocking clad legs and high heels as he aligned his cock with her anus.
Jewel had Kyle wait for just one moment as she retrieved the small bottle of water based lubrication from her purse. Squeezing out a small dollop of lubrication onto two fingers she carefully spread the lube onto her anus, slightly penetrating her anal ring with lube, and then applying the rest to Kyle's saliva slicked cock.
Jewel didn't have to use much compared to her former husband. Kyle's dick was probably only 7 inches compared to Jean Claude and his 10 incher.
Jewel wiped the last of the lube from her fingers onto the sheets before wrapping her long legs around his waist and placing her hands onto his shoulders.
Kyle for his part slowly pressed his firm cock against Jewel's ass and was glad that despite losing some hardness while she applied lube, he managed to penetrate her easily. She even gasped ever so slightly as his 7 inch cock slipped fully inside her.
Kyle noted how easy his cock slipped in, and looked to make certain his cock was clean when he withdrew. Kyle didn't want to get any shit on his dick and it looked clean. Kyle assumed that Jewel must likely still maintain her anal hygiene as a feminized male bride. He had to admit that would be desirable if he wanted to pursue additional intimacy in the future.
Kyle was trying to distract himself again from how feminine she looked. He tried to simply look her in her eyes he was put off by her perfect eye make-up. Her soft and subtle eye-shadow, lush lashes from mascara, and perfectly sculpted brows were...yet again...too feminine for his tastes.
Kyle looked down her body and finally concentrated on her small penis. Surprised that it was still soft he reasoned it must simply be how a feminized male bride usually was.
Jewel and Kyle lay entwined; their bodies pressed tight to each other as Kyle slowly thrust into and withdrew his cock from Jewel's ass.
Kyle didn't want to lie against her body and feel her large soft boobs against his chest. He closed his eyes, went stiff arm to the plank position, and fantasized as he drove his cock in and out of Jewel's ass.
Jewel was first confused, then annoyed when Kyle closed his eyes. After a moment she was slightly relieved. She figured that her presentation as female was at odds with her possessing her male anatomy and he may not have fully considered it before having sex.
Still, good for him for giving her a go, she supposed.
Kyle was having trouble finding the right fantasy. He had a few lovers from the past he tried to bring to mind but was unsuccessful. With his arms growing weary and his abs starting to burn from holding the plank position for so long to avoid pressing his body against Jewel he needed to change position.
Kyle opened his eyes to see Jewel studying him. He didn't want to disappoint his mother by not satisfying Jewel and seducing her as his mother expected. Her femininity was still such a turn off he was having a hard time maintaining his erection. Kyle pulled out from her ass.
"Turn over...onto your knees..." Kyle commanded softly.
Jewel decided to simply let Kyle lead and set the pace. She was doing this for him after all. Her only interest was in satisfying what she perceived was his normal male lustful desires. She rolled over and got up onto all fours, Kyle positioned behind her.
Kyle got up onto the bed behind Jewel and again aligned his cock with Jewels ass. His earlier penetration allowed for easier entry that when they first began. Gripping each of her hips with his hands he gripped as tight as possible; her full round woman's bottom was not the firm muscular masculine ass he preferred for his partners.
Kyle was a switch and he could either top or bottom with whomever his lover happened to be. But Jewels femininity was off-putting and he couldn't ever imagine being a bottom with her. It was an aspect that was certainly something to consider when he finally...ugh...marries her.
Kyle just hoped his mother was right about this. He would never have picked Jewel for his wife. He would rather have chosen someone like Roderick for a husband.
Kyle closed his eyes as he fantasized about Roderick...
As he did so his cock became harder...Kyle imagined that Rod was topping him, his firm muscular body...Kyle was pleased with his fantasy. He was going to cum...
Jewel was on her hands and knees. Kyle's fingers dug painfully into Jewel's hips and pelvis from the strength of his grip. Jewel pushed back as Kyle thrust his cock into her. She decided she would begin to moan softly to try to encourage Kyle to cum. His cock was doing nothing for her. She knew now that she just wasn't into having sex with him and wondered why she talked herself into it.
Suddenly his cock got harder.
His pace increased.
His thrusting lap was slapping into her bottom.
Jewel moaned softly in encouragement
"Shh!" Kyle shushed her. He was so close!
Jewel was nonplussed at being shushed and simply knelt quietly as Kyle pounded her backside, her body being pushed forward, then pulled back by his grip on her waist as he slammed into her, her firm full breasts jiggling fore and aft with each thrust.
Kyle suddenly ground down against her ass and groaned loudly.
Jewel could feel a slight splash of warm wetness inside her ass.
Kyle immediately withdrew his cock and flopped down onto the bed next to her.
Jewel rolled off her hands and knees onto her side looking at Kyle. He was breathing heavily as he recovered from his orgasm.
After a few moments he opened his eyes and looked at her.
"Was it good for you too?" He asked.
"Oh...yes...it was great." Jewel said and nodded her head yes.
Kyle closed his eyes again and rolled onto his side facing away from Jewel.
"Thank god that's over." He thought, happy that at least she had enjoyed it as well. Kyle had been dreading the day she would ask for intimacy and sincerely hoped that would satisfy her for awhile. The amount of effort finding an effective fantasy alone was exhausting.
Jewel got up and out of bed to make her way to the shower. She wanted to wash out his cum before it started leaking out and soaking into and staining her panties.
While she was glad she had acted to satisfy him and his male lust she hoped it would be enough to hold him over for awhile.
**
Kyle and Jewel just finished with the informal luncheon among charitable business groups where once again Jewel had presented her plea for support in ending the practice of arranged marriages. Once again she was disappointed by the lackluster response her audience gave her.
After the meet and greet, her speech, and socializing after it was getting late in the day. The sun had set and it was just after dark when Kyle suggested to Jewel they go for coffee at a nearby coffee shop. Jewel accepted eagerly. She rarely ever drank coffee but it was rapidly becoming one of her favorite hot beverages.
Arriving at the trendy shop Jewel found a table for the two of them in a quiet corner while Kyle went to the barista to place their orders. He returned quickly with two cups of coffee before he sat across from Jewel.
Seemingly from out of nowhere Kyle presented Jewel with a Red Rose.
Jewel politely accepted the rose and fawned over its beauty and fragrance just as she had been trained before she realized exactly what flower she held.
The flower was a single long stem red rose...a symbol of love and romance. Jewel knew it was currently fashionable among the young nobles of the Allegorian court to present roses as a declaration of intent. It was an ancient practice that they had recently revived, much to the approval of their elders.
Was Kyle seriously declaring his intention to court her? Why would he give her a red rose?
Jewel suddenly realized that Kyle wasn't acting as her escort and chaperone anymore. He seemed nervous and uncertain. Jewel knew that she had just been set up.
"I feel that I cannot continue with this charade. I have to tell you the truth."
"Of course Kyle, what truth?" Jewel was nervous. First a red rose and now a cryptic opening statement. Her pulse was racing.
Kyle took a long pause. He took a deep breath, and then spoke from the heart.
"Honestly...feminine men are gross...but you pull it off well."
Jewel truly believed her hearing must have failed her. She took several moments to process his statement and backhanded compliment to compose a response.
"Are you neg'ing me?" Jewel asked uncertainly.
"Neg'ing?"
"Making negative comments to induce feelings of insecurity with intent to exploit those feelings for personal reasons." Jewel stated.
Jewel was amazed at the gall Kyle was displaying yet proud of her ability to rattle of a definition as if straight from the dictionary. Her time spent as a student and a teaching assistant at a private all girls' school had to be good for something.
"I want to be honest, open and aboveboard. I have to confess to you that I am not attracted to you. Mother has insisted that I must go through with it to satisfy our family honor. I know you too must maintain appearances, so if you are willing and able to at least maintain appearances as a feminized male bride I am willing to make the necessary sacrifices to mollify my family."
"To be blunt, I do know that you want to have...relations with other men." Kyle looked meaningfully at Jewel. He took her silence for assent and continued.
"To continue to be blunt, I am gay. I too desire to pursue relations in accordance with my orientation."
Jewel just sat there...stunned.
"I proposed that you allow me to be your sole escort during your time of mourning..." Kyle swallowed hard and took a sip of coffee before continuing "and that allows me to court you as your suitor afterwards. In a month or two we can marry and each of us will assume the roles society expects of us, me as husband and you as wife."
Jewel's shock had transformed into stupefaction.
"And naturally, we can both continue to pursue relationships according to our orientation, both of us with other men. Men we would each find for ourselves. Attractive men...or concubines' maybe." Kyle mumbled, and then paused to let that bit of information sink in.
Jewel was suddenly extremely glad that she was still within her year long period of mourning for her husband. His implication that she was unattractive stung.
Jewel was astounded to hear him say so bluntly exactly what he really wanted. She carefully considered what she knew of Kyle's intentions. He wanted her for the appearances of propriety and her status as countess, nothing more.
Wait...Lady Oldsworth...she put him up to this. With a flash or insight Jewel received an epiphany. Lady Oldsworth wants Kyle to marry her...for her money...
Another thought burst into the fore; I can't believe it...I let him sleep with me...I had sex with him...that we had sex...Jewel felt cheap and used. She blamed herself for letting her therapist convince her to explore sexual intimacy with another man.
"I do not find cross-dressers attractive. The thought of intimacy with you repulses me. But a marriage to each other gets us both where we want to be; you safe to pursue your fetish as a cross dresser and...uh...submissive...while I can have relationships with men who look like men."
Jewel carefully mentally summarized what he had just said to her.
He was willing to marry her for family honor and public perception. His family honor, not hers.
Jewel also knew that as a woman of independent means, if she were to marry again she would basically be giving Kyle her wealth and when that happens she would be expected to resume her previous lifestyle of leisure while Kyle would manage their combined marital assets.
But most galling were his ulterior motives. He didn't even pretend to love her. He had been her escort and friend all this time just to be close to her; to position himself near her and be seen as her...protector and...sleep together...
Aaauugh...her mind screamed in betrayal!
He would be free to take male lovers and he expected that she would do the same! Gross!
Jewel was thankful that the black mourning veil draping perfectly from her fascinator helped to obscure the astonishment that would otherwise certainly have been evident across her face.
Her fascinator's veil, coupled with years of self discipline and the stern training by her governess to control her emotions allowed her to maintain her neutral expression...but just barely.
She eventually forced a small smile and responded noncommittally.
"That idea..." She paused politely despite the anger that was bubbling up and burning deep inside her "may be worth considering"
Kyle smiled.
"But," Jewel continued "I am still mourning for my deceased husband and am in no state to begin considerations of such momentous importance during this painful time in my life."
Jewel lied with a frank face and a deceitful heart. She had no intention of ever marrying a man again. Did everyone really think that she was gay and that she actually enjoyed dressing and presenting as a woman? And hell no would she ever marry Kyle Oldsworth.
Kyle's smile never faltered.
"Of course; and I would never presume to impose upon you in such a way during this difficult time. But I can continue to be here for you now as you continue to grieve and provide a shoulder for you upon which to lean."
Kyle knew that he needed to keep his position as her companion so other suitors would be dissuaded from pursuing Lady Jewel, and to satisfy his mother's ambitions for him.
Jewel was grateful by the momentary distraction as the barista at the counter called for a customer.
"Tya...Taya....Tina?" She asked the busy room.
Jewel glanced toward the barista and was caught unprepared. Her breath caught in her throat as she recognized the woman.
She was beautiful...It couldn't be...
She was alive and well...
Donna!
**
Donna Hancock handed off the latte and a hot chocolate drink to the customer. A young woman took the drinks and returned to a table where her daughter waited patiently coloring books.
As Donna stood behind the counter she quickly surveyed the shop and the customers at their tables. Her attention was drawn to a young woman who moved to stand up and was in fact staring intently at her
Dressed all in black the woman appeared taller than Donna was although Donna was wearing her flats for comfort and the woman wore high heels. She had a perfect figure if the way her dress was flattering her was any indication. Donna was unable to make out her face through the black veil she wore from her fascinator hat; just that her long brunette hair hung loosely behind her.



She suspected that she must be in mourning as veils had become fashionable again as well as traditional for women in mourning.
She waited as the woman hesitantly approached her. Was she about to place another order? She noticed that her male companion had two drinks at their table already. Probably about to lodge a complaint most likely
The woman approached until she was opposite the counter.
"Donna?" She asked.
Donna smiled politely. Her name tag was clearly visible after all.
"Yes, may I take your order?"
The woman gasped.
"Donna, it's me; Jewel." She said as she lifted her veil to reveal her face.
Donna felt all color drain from her face...Jewel...Lady Delacroix...Countess Delacroix...Her lover...
"Jewel?"
Jewel was astounded to see her former headmistress and lover working in a coffee shop of all places. The suddenness and surprise robbed her of any idea as to what to say.
"Uh...hi..." She finally said, lamely.
"Hello." Donna replied.
"Oh my god...I'm stunned. I am so happy to see you." Jewel finally found her voice.
"Um...yes...you too." Donna replied.
Jewel was again at a loss for words. She was content to simply drink in the apparition that manifested it self before her. Donna Hancock, her first and only lover...was working at a coffee shop.
"I...uh...how have you been?" Jewel asked. C'mon Jewel, think of something...say something!
"Good, I've been good."
"Is this where you work now?"
"I work here as a barista and I also work days as a legal secretary at a nearby law firm. I am reading the law, basically interning as a lawyer under the guidance and tutelage of a practicing attorney. These two part time jobs are how I support myself while I save up enough money to be able to attend law school."
Another customer approached and was ready to place an order.
"Look, I have...work..."
"Of course, please, take my contact info. May I have your number? May I call you? I'd love to see you again."
"I...can't...sorry, can't give out numbers at work...rules..."
Jewel was immediately disappointed.
"Oh...ok...I understand." Jewel wasn't ready to give up though. "I'll come back late, is that ok?"
"Yes...sure...later sounds good."
"Good...great. I'll see you...later...then." Jewel stepped back to let Donna work.
Holy shit! She found Donna!!!
**
Holy shit! Jewel!
Countess Jewel Delacroix, one of her lovers from the Academy had found her. And the only male lover she had ever wanted to seduce...showed up here, where she worked.
Holy Shit!
"You seem upset, who was that?"
Donna was working the late shift and was closing up as she wiped down the tables and counters. She looked up as her boss; Marci had asked her a question.
Marci was probably only 35 years old despite looking 25. The beautiful voluptuous red head with a pretty smile and freckled nose stood shorter than Donna at only 5'6" in her flats. Her toned body boasted 39-25-36 measurements. She wore only minimum makeup with just a hint of eye shadow and a touch of lip gloss on her perfectly symmetrical features.
Donna answered uncomfortably.
"That was someone from my past. Someone I thought I'd never see again."
"She seems to have upset you. Want to talk about it?"
"No...I mean...it's just..."
Marci made a drink for Donna and one for herself.
"Sit down. Relax. Tell me all about it."
"You know why I was terminated at my last job, right?"
Marci 'officially' didn't know why, but unofficially she knew that Donna had an affair with a student. Marci nodded her head yes to encourage Donna to continue talking.
"That was her?" Marci asked.
"That was him." Donna affirmed.
Marci raised her eyebrow at the gendered statement,
"Him?"
"That was Lady Jewel Delacroix. He's a countess." Donna elaborated.
"Hmm...interesting; I've heard of her. The first arranged marriage male bride, yes?"
"Yes." Donna answered.
"So...tell me everything."
Donna slowly and awkwardly told Marci her tale of how she and Jewel met and shared with her details of their intimate relationship. She finished by explaining how she was caught with Jewel having sex and Jewel was expelled and Donna was fired from the boarding school.
Donna looked to Marci. How would she judge her story?
"So there is a tragic back-story, but the real question is how does seeing her now make you feel?"
"What do you mean?"
"How did you feel when you saw her standing in front of you?"
"I felt...good...happy...then sad." Donna admitted.
"Why?"
"Because I was truly happy when we were together, our secret affair, but now..." Donna trailed off."
"But now what?"
"I feel I'm a fool. How could we ever be together? What would people say?"
"People who say they don't care what people thing are usually desperate to have people think they don't care what people think" Marci quipped.
"Uh...what?"
"Donna, you do know about me as well, right?"
"You mean officially, or what the other baristas gossip about?"
"They gossip? No...never mind...of course they do...we all do after all. So you know that I was also a bimbo lottery winner right?"
Donna just nodded her head yes.
"Yes, I was drafted into the National Social Services Maintenance and Acquisition Department...wow... almost 10 years ago now...time sure flies..."
Marci was momentarily lost in reverie so Donna just waited patiently.
"Yes, as I was saying drafted and forced to become a feminized male whore for the state."
"Service provider." Donna politely corrected.
"No, whore is far more accurate."
Donna merely nodded again at Marci's assertion.
"What's it like?" Donna asked. Her curiosity piqued.
"Lonely."
"I meant your term of service, what was it like?"
"Lonely." Marci repeated.
"Anyway, as you can tell, I was pretty and passable in public and I had no shortage of admirers. My schedule was always full and I even amassed quite a retinue of regulars who only wanted me to provide them with sex to satisfy their perverted lustful desires."
"You provided them with relief from their elevated passions."
"Let's not mince words, ok? Unless I had an appointment scheduled I was required to work in the brothel. I got fucked by men up to three times a day for six days a week. My day off was Thursday..." Marci shook her head slightly in recollection.
"Eventually I got good enough so that my schedule was usually full. One appointment meant one client per day, much better than three a day right?" Marci asked with scorn.
"Anyway, one day, my division manager tells me that a wealthy regular has offered to buy out my remaining contract. She positively gushed with enthusiasm and seemed offended when I didn't appear as excited at this prospect as she did."
"How could I? I was a slave and a whore for the state. What did it matter who I had to fuck. I only wanted to serve my 7 years indentured servitude, get it over with and be free."
"Now the man who eventually bought my contract was one of my former regulars and, let's be blunt, was by no means an attractive man."
"He was not handsome?" Donna Asked.
"He was ugly." Marci said bluntly.
"He was heavyset, pimples, bad skin, bad hair, crooked teeth, hooked nose, average height, probably had never ever set foot in a gym in his life, plagued by a host of imaginary ailments."
"A hypochondriac?"
"Yes, that's putting it mildly."
Marci sighed again in reminiscence. She and Donna took a sip of their drinks before Marci resumed talking.
"I thought he was the ugliest man ever, but he was rich."
"Most women didn't want to be with him except for the money he could provide and the lifestyle he could give them. But the man himself was actually super nice, devoted, considerate and caring."
"His issues were that his girlfriends had wronged him over and over again."
"So he bought you..." Donna let the question hang.
"So he bought me for my companionship." Marci paused again.
"He didn't even touch me for the first two weeks. He brought me into his home, gave me my own bedroom, all my slut clothes from the service had been placed into my walk-in closet but he gave me an allowance to actually go and buy new clothes to wear...normal everyday clothes...as long as it was feminine and female attire of course."
"It was nice. But I was scared and I eventually came to think that if I didn't serve him as well as before he purchased my contract or better that he might send me back, so I gave him everything I thought he wanted. If he wanted my mouth, he got it, if he wanted my ass, I gave it to him, if he wanted eye candy in a pretty dress to hang on his arm for a gala or function, I put on the pretty dress and high heels and jewelry...oh yes, lots of expensive jewelry...and was his arm candy."
"He took me to art shows, opera, theater, red carpet affairs. I've been taken yachting and lay about in a bikini as I suntanned on deck when we visited Cannes."
"So you came to love him?" Donna asked.
There was a long pregnant pause before Marci finally spoke again.
"No."
The silence between them lingered for a few moments more.
"When the day came that my term of service had finally expired, after seven years of indentured servitude, I walked away."
"I'll never forget the look on his face...his expression of...sorrow..."
"All that time I only wanted to get back to my normal life. I did everything that they trained me to do but I thought it was done, over, I was through. But after all the training and mental conditioning...and let's not forget the physical changes they put you through."
Marci cupped her bountiful bosom and then let her hands flow down past her waist and out to her thighs; her hourglass feminine figure and her feminized facial features.
"On that last day, the day I woke up and it was over, He had flowers filling the living room of his home, he had champagne on ice..."
Donna saw tears forming in Marci's eyes.
"He had a ring and he actually got down on one knee and proposed. He had a fucking ring and even had a prenuptial agreement drawn up."
"He talked about how he knew he wasn't a good looking man but that he hoped he had proved to me that he was a good man."
"You know in all that time he never forced himself upon me? He would only ask. I did as I was trained and conditioned. I took his requests as if they were orders and did what I thought I was told to do."
"He didn't see it that way."
"When I said no..." Marci sniffled back a tear. "You could see the change...the hurt inside..."
"He was crushed."
"Anyway, after I left I tried to move on with my life. Clark was his name, he was still single. He later found me and visited me once. After me he said that he now feels he is unworthy of love and lives alone."
Donna struggled to hold back tears of her own.
"He even attempted suicide about a week after that visit." Marci finally sobbed, then used a tissue to dab away her tears.
"I'm so sorry." Donna offered.
"Thanks." Marci accepted her sympathy.
"You know when you leave the service they give you a separation allowance?"
Donna shook her head no.
"It's true. 50% of whatever you made during your tenure as a state whore is saved for when you exit the service."
"What they don't tell you is that they deduct your upkeep during your tenure. So food, clothing and rent for your brothel room all comes out of your half. And whatever is left over is still taxed. The Department of Income, Revenue and Taxes still take their share. They even tack on a penalty and surcharge for filing late, even though it's the Bimbo Lottery that's holding onto all your money." Marci paused to calm herself. She had been getting carried away.
"What was left over after that wasn't nearly enough for me to undo the physical changes...the surgeries alone cost way too much...so I used what little I had to open a small business and look at me now...owner of an independent coffee shop and barely making ends meet. I struggle every day to support myself and keep this shop running"
"And when I think about my dating life...ha...no girl wants to date or have a relationship with a feminized male ex-whore." Marci dabbed away a few tears with a napkin.
"Carl still stops by sometimes to see me."
Donna just listened attentively and gave Marci the time she needed.
"When I think about what I had, what I lost, and all because I couldn't see what I had right in front of me! I only saw my own suffering and not the effect I had on those around me."
"So if it's advice you've come for, here it is." Marci paused.
Donna sat forward in her seat.
"Don't give up a good thing just because the other person has flaws. You need to realize that you have flaws too and nobody is perfect."
Donna smiled at the honest advice.
"And don't give two shits what other people think. If you are both happy, then you deserve to be together."
**
Melinda and Dianne reacted quite differently to the news of Kyle's confession.
"Well, isn't that what you want after all?" Dianne asked "to find love and happiness in the arms of a man who would respect you and not abuse you."
"I guess you missed the part where he said he didn't love me or was attracted to me." Jewel replied evenly.
"But it's still a nice gesture. Maybe not very romantic, but truth and honesty is still a good foundation for a formal relationship moving forward. And having an open-relationship like that would still let you have your choice of partners, both romantic and physical!" Dianne encouraged.
She was warming up to the idea. Jewel as a feminized male bride/widow in a picture perfect society relationship would be great for her reputation and social media presence. The Oldsworth family was a highly respected noble line.
Dianne also had her own reasons not strictly professional. Lady Oldsworth had approached her and invited her assistance in convincing Lady Jewel to date Kyle. An implied reward from an Allegorian Noble was a potentially powerful incentive.
Jewel idly thought about and rejected the idea of mentioning Donna. She could already guess Dianne's thoughts on the matter.
"And how about you?" Jewel looked to her body guard and head of security.
Melinda paused a moment to consider her answer.
"It's not in your best interest." She finally stated.
Dianne looked surprised while Jewel looked interested.
"How so?"
"Lady Delacroix, you are a woman of independent means. If you remarry, Kyle Oldsworth receives and takes control of your wealth. His honesty means nothing if he has the ability to take and maintain control over your life. Without love he would have no reason to keep you close and could send you away, just as your previous husband did."
"Now there is no reason to think that..." Dianne started to argue and protest.
"Isn't there though?" Jewel asked rhetorically.
"There is one other thing." Melinda said.
Jewel waited patiently for Melinda to continue. She had to shush Dianne from interrupting, and then dismissed her from her presence. That act seemed to encourage Melinda to speak freely.
"Lady Wanda Oldsworth is intent on forcing a marriage if you do not consent willingly."
"How do you know this?" Jewel gasped in shock. Another forced arranged marriage? One in a lifetime was already enough.
"Jean Claude kept informants everywhere. These informants sent word of plots and rumors as they heard them to him. Now they send information to us, me, your security." Melinda finished.
"And you know this for certain?" Jewel asked, still appalled at the thought of a forced marriage.
"100% certain; it came from...well...I can't tell you that for security reasons yet, but from someone in the queens inner circle. The petition of marriage has been delivered to the queen for her consideration."
"So what do I do?" Jewel asked.
"Dianne should help you handle this but I have my doubts about her fidelity to you." Melinda said as she glanced to the closed door Dianne had exited.
"But you can either protest the petition and move to have it quashed, or marry Kyle and accept his proposal willingly. Maybe there is a way to get a prenuptial agreement or something, despite your unusual legal restrictions."
Jewel didn't like those options. There had to be something better. Some way out of this mess.
"Thank you Melinda. I appreciate this. Is there anything I can do for you?"
"There are two things" Melinda replied.
Jewel listened carefully. She hadn't actually expected there to be anything, at least not immediately.
"First, double the budget for security. Informants will want to be rewarded for the risk they take in passing intelligence and information."
Jewel nodded agreement. "What else?"
"Jean Claude held a regular meeting for these rumors, a threat assessment briefing whenever needed. We need to resume those." Melinda finished firmly and professionally.
"Very well" Jewel said, standing back up as she moved to her computer and opened up her accounts. "I suppose I should double the security budget now but..."
"I'll show you what accounts he used." Melinda informed. She was satisfied with how this meeting went. Jean Claude had always had many uses for his security team, and not just babysitting Lady Jewel Delacroix. They had always been deeply involved and invested in Count Delacroix's machinations and had always reaped the reward for their loyal service.
At the next brief she would Teach Lady Delacroix about the piranha principle and it's relationship to the Allegorian Nobility. Melinda smiled. It felt good to be more than a bodyguard again.
**
Jewel was very happy. Her latest dinner date had gone perfectly. After inviting Donna out for coffee and being rejected; Donna worked at a coffee shop so that had been a dumb idea, to then inviting her out for dinner and drinks, and then now a formal dinner date, Jewel had been building up the courage to have Donna over to her home.
The dinner date had been the perfect excuse to invite her to Delacroix Manor. Jewel had invited her on a shopping date and volunteered to loan her accessories. Now they had returned home and were changing for bed. Donna had been reluctant but Jewel persisted and convinced her to stay the night with her.
Jewel walked into her walk in safe occupying the corner of her closet and removed her jewelry. She placed each item in its appropriate spot. Her emerald earrings, necklace, ring and bracelets were part of a set and went into their decorative wooden chest before being placed onto the appropriate shelf.
Jewel turned slowly around and admired the size of her jewelry box. With one wall the door to the room, the shelves were arranged in a "U" shape along the remaining three sides. The walls, ceiling and floor were steel reinforced to keep her jewelry safe from both fire and burglars. The lock on the door was biometric and would only open for Jewel, Muriel (her aesthetician) and Melinda (her head of security).
As she stood in the center there was enough room to hold out one arm with her shoulder touching a shelf and her fingers would touch the shelves on the opposite wall. Each shelf was covered in green felt and was 18 inches wide. They were spaced about 2 feet apart and had 3 shelves per wall, or 9 shelves total.
Every inch was carefully arranged to contain the precious stones and metals that made up her accessories.
Jewel stepped out as Donna entered to drop off the Ruby set she had been loaned and wore for the evening.
Jewel slipped out of and dropped her form fitting little black dress and lacy black intimates onto the floor, her staff would pick them up and tale care of them in the morning.
As Jewel was putting on a nightie Donna came out and shut and secured the door to the walk in safe.
She then took a moment to look over the room sized walk-in closet.
"I can't get over how big this space is." Donna commented.



"It's just a walk in closet, nothing special." Jewel countered.
"Yes, but most peoples walk-in closets are not the size of a small studio apartment. The fashion boutique we visited earlier today was smaller than this."
Jewel put on a pair of 4 inch comfort fit block heels. Her feet and her ankles would begin to ache if she didn't and she would be in agony in as little as 15 minutes if she tried walking without heels at least 4 inches high or higher.
"Yeah..." Jewel sighed as she took notice. She watched as Donna walked slowly around the room taking everything in.
Even though she had previously been married for 6 years her former governess, Leanne and her current chaperone; Muriel, had only managed to fill the room to half capacity with clothes and shoes. Everything was neatly and perfectly arranged and spaced such that anyone afflicted with OCD would have no issues.
At the far end of the room, with an outside wall featuring an enormous quarters fan arched window was Jewel's shoe collection. From floor to ceiling it held perhaps a hundred or so pair of heels, none with less than a 3 inch heel height. Kitten heels, stiletto heels, wedge heels, espadrilles...Jewel had probably worn most of them only once if at all. Despite the natural lighting from the window providing warm illumination, task lighting softly illuminated the shoes as if they were on display in a high fashion store. The shoes were all evenly spaced on display and there was easily room for twice as many more.
Next Donna turned her attention to Jewel's dress collection, which covered a side wall entirely in custom made designer fashion dresses. Every dress was equally spaced and like her wall of shoes there was probably room for two or three times as many as it currently held. Donna hung up her dress they had bought earlier and put on a robe.
The third wall, opposite of the dress wall was for blouses and skirts. Blouses were hung on a top rung while skirts were hung on the lower rung. There was a wide variety of blouses to choose from yet it surprised Donna that the majority of the skirts, over half of them, were pleated A-line skirts followed by a selection of pencil skirts and then a few other varied styles making up the rest.
Donna found it amusing that Jewels' school uniforms were hung at the end, her uniform skirts on the lower rung and her uniform blouses, sweaters, and blazer on the top rung.
After Donna walked once around she turned her attention to the center of the room. At one end were the two commercial sized dresser drawers, each occupying the same amount of space as a twin bed, yet were as high as a typical bedroom dresser, that held all of Jewel's intimates.
Nighties, bras, panties, and other more erotic wear such as torsolettes and corsets she had been required to keep for her husband's bedtime entertainment and pleasure. One entire drawer was stuffed with petticoats. Jewel's memories of each time her husband had her 'dressed for a scene' usually involved hyper-feminine styles and petticoats were the foundation garment for those ensembles.
On one side of the door way were two wardrobes. Her swim gear and athletic attire were kept inside, as if they were not worthy of display. The other side of the door was her "mirror room", an enclosed 6 sided room with wall mirrors that would allow her to see reflections of herself and whatever outfit she was wearing that day from every angle.
Jewel saw as Donnas' eyes were again drawn to the Swarovski crystal doorknob and chandelier.
A set of Hepplewhite chairs in white and a matching table were in the front center of the room where clothing could be laid out.
A round tuffet occupied the opposite side nearest the shoes to provide her a place to sit when putting on her heels.
The most interesting feature Donna noticed were the eight mannequins arranged in the front center of the room. These were each displaying Jewel's most expensive and precious gowns that her Governess and Chaperone had considered too important to merely be hung or stored.
On one mannequin, covered in a clear breathable dust cover was her wedding dress. The one she was made to wear as she listened to the vows that were made as she was taken as an arranged bride to Count Jean Claude Delacroix and made his arranged male bride and wife.
Jewel wanted to get rid of it but the terms and conditions of her inheritance forbade such a thing.
Another mannequin displayed an 18th century vintage period riding dress complete with bonnet and bustle. Jewel recalled fondly the outfit from one of her many escape attempts.
Another displayed a ballroom dance gown that adhered to the athletically borderline scandalous nature that was de rigueur for that vocation.
The remaining mannequins each displayed a gown of significant beauty.
"Did you buy these?"
"They were made for me. I rarely ever was allowed to choose my own clothing. I once spent over 40,000 dollars on a shopping trip to try and hurt my husband financially. He never noticed. The cost of this dress alone was almost three times that."
"It doesn't look like it came from a store." Donna said, admiring the craftsmanship.
"No, they're hand made by a designer; although I don't know which ones. I was expected to simply wear them, look pretty, and make my husband look good doing so."
"These mannequins...are they all the same size as you?" Donna noted.
"Yes, all made to my exact measurements. The designers could use one to custom fit a gown without me being present."
All the cabinetry and shelving, wardrobes, table and chairs, were all obviously custom hand made for this room and bespoke of the wealth necessary in their creation, being made of teak, oak, African dark wood, and lined with cedar.
Jewel watched as Donnas' attention turn to the dresser drawers as she opened one at random and looked inside.
"My brassieres; I prefer the lightly lined versions. My breast augmentation made my breasts and nipples extremely sensitive and the lining helps to reduce the impact of unexpected...sensations." Jewel felt awkward trying to explain the hyper sensitivity of her bosom that she had to endure.
Jean Claude usually ignored her breasts; instead always concentrating on dominating her and using her for his pleasure; the few times he ever touched her breasts he seemed oblivious and mauled them, never causing Jewel any sensations of pleasure or enjoyment.
Not until after his death did Jewel discover how sensitive and enjoyable her breasts really were.
With gentle caresses she could induce feelings of intense pleasure that could even induce orgasm and cause her to ejaculate from pleasure without even touching or masturbating her penis. Jewel pleasured herself by stimulating her breasts only reluctantly because any amount of stimulation tended to become overpowering and caused increasing pleasure demanding additional attention.
"So is this what I think it is?" Donna asked.
Jewel looked over to what she was holding up.
"Yes, it is a sleep corset. When Jean was on travel I was often required to wear that."
"You know what these are really for, right?"
"Yes, to enforce chastity on young unmarried women."
Jewel had to admit to herself that as uncomfortable as they were to wear she had never thought about masturbating while alone. Her first marriage was too traumatic for her to have ever considered it and very nearly turned her completely off of sexual intimacy.
"And these?"
"Those are hobble girdles. They are useful in preventing overly long walking strides."
Jewel considered them as especially evil. The amount of compression on her waist, thighs and hips and her inability to take a step longer than 6 or 8 inches when she wore one was embarrassing.
Donna smiled reluctantly as she placed it back in its appropriate drawer. As she opened another drawer she gasped in surprise.
"And what are these?"
Jewel cringed internally but showed no emotion.
"Those are butt plugs. They are actually something of a mixed blessing. Wearing one would open me up...uh...back there, and make our...umm...intimacy less painful for me."
Donna perused the other items in Jewels 'naughty' drawer. Jewel saw where her gaze had fallen next.
"Those are dildos."
"I know that, but why do you have them?"
Jewel momentarily became lost in reverie as she recalled her fellatio instructor training her on how to give a man a blow job.
"No, you must control the tempo and the pacing or your husband will become overly enthusiastic resulting in injury to your throat." Her instructor commanded.
Jewel slowed down. She found her 'lessons' tedious, embarrassing, and demeaning. Being forced to suck artificial cock as a means to make her more proficient when she sucked on Jean Claude's cock was a lesson she'd rather not have to learn. But her husband had hired the instructor for her and Jewel had no say.
"You can't argue with a good blow job!" Her instructor lambasted Jewel.
Why the hell should I care about his pleasure when he certainly never cared about mine?
Jewel spat out the cock from her mouth to swallow the build up of saliva and was immediately chastised by the fellatrix.
"I didn't tell you to stop. Keep going. You will get that thing down past your gag reflex today young lady!" Her voice was assertive and commanding much like the stereotypical belligerent tone of a military drill instructor.
Jewel did as she was told. The fellatrix held a small crop for 'motivation' and Jewel had already felt its sting twice that day.
Jewel broke away from her reverie and considered answering Donna but Donna had mistaken Jewels reluctance for embarrassment and simply smiled mischievously and moved on.
Jewel noted that Donna had found a tablet containing a vanity album of pictures; a scrap book of images from news media and from her social media account maintained by Dianne. Within were pictures of various outfits she wore during her marriage to her deceased husband Count Jean Claude Delacroix the Fourth.
Donna was intrigued by the variety of styles and fashion choices.
Most of the images were taken via hidden camera and appeared to capture the 'spontaneous' and 'unscripted' moments as well as several posed and staged photos taken openly with a professional digital camera. A few were obviously taken with a cell phone camera as 'selfies'. A few more 'candid' cell phone pictures were included for purposes of maintaining the appearance of spontaneity. Some were images of Jewel dressing and appeared to be from behind the mirrors in the mirrored room
"Some of these are...very daring" Donna remarked as she swiped through the album.
"If by very daring, you mean slutty; then yes, it's very daring." Jewel replied evenly.
Donna noted the many gowns hanging along one wall.
Jewel followed her gaze and recalled how most of them she only wore once and now will probably never wear again as they hung listlessly in her closet.
Jewel noticed when Donna spied a beautiful blue ball gown. It was floor length, backless all the way down to the top curve of her buttocks and showed plenty of side-boob.
"I don't suppose that I can borrow this for our next date?" She asked.
"Yes you may," Jewel smiled at her choice. It would be perfect for the opera gala. "but we will have it altered to fit you perfectly first."
"Why is that necessary? I already know we are the same size."
"It shouldn't be necessary, but somehow, one of society's noble women will spot it and make statements and implications detrimental to both of us. These women can be...catty to the extreme. It will impact my status as noble countess if it were implied I was recycling dresses."
"That is really wasteful." Donna said scornfully.
"Yes." Jewel simply agreed.
Donna put on the nightie that Jewel had offered her and followed her to her master bathroom. They silently performed their individual ablutions getting ready for bed. Jewel was nervous. It was only their third date, and was just a dinner date at that but Donna had agreed to spend the night.
Jewel removed her makeup with a cosmetics wipe and then gently washed her face with lukewarm water and gentle exfoliating soap to ensure her skin was completely clean.
She used a small amount of lotion to replace moisture in her skin that was removed by the chemicals of the makeup removal wipes and the soap.
She had learned in her first encounter with Donna that it was difficult to be a lipstick lesbian. Kissing a girl is such fun and an amazingly pleasurable experience but gosh-darn-it if it doesn't mess up both of their lips lipstick.
Jewel was grateful that she had been taught early in her marriage to always keep her lipstick on hand for frequent touch-ups. Such knowledge actually came in handy now.
With hair touched up and makeup removed and both now in their nighties Jewel followed Donna to the master bed. Jewel noted the maid must have turned down the bed covers while they were in the master bath readying for bed.
Jewel smiled as she admired the view of Donnas' curves as she walked behind her. She didn't consider it odd that she would follow Donna even in her own house.
In Jewel's prior illicit affairs with Donna, Jewel had always been subordinate. It made sense this way with Donna as headmistress and Jewel as student and later teacher's assistant. Donna always instigated their romantic interludes. It was easy for Jewel to slip back into her role as the submissive partner in their relationship.
As they crawled into bed and snuggled in the center under the warm bedcovers Jewel embraced the warmth of Donnas' skin, the softness of her breasts, the firmness of her thighs. She reveled in the warm feeling of Donnas' arms around her back as she pulled her tightly into her embrace.
Jewel felt anticipation as she hoped this meant Donna wanted intercourse.
Jewel sighed as Donna gently reached into Jewel's panties and stroked her tumescent penis. Once fully hard Donna pushed the front of Jewel's panties down uncovering her small cock and flipped up the hem of her nightie. Donna pushed Jewel from their embrace and onto her back. Jewel could feel her nipples surge in arousal, standing firm atop her C cup breasts under the plunge cut bosom of her nightie, the sheer fabric offering only minimal concealment of the visual indication of her arousal.
Donna rolled up on top of Jewel and took Jewel's face in her hands and leaned in for a kiss. Jewel's eyes closed in anticipation as Donnas' lush lips met Jewel's own; their soft kiss stimulating every nerve ending and increasing Jewel's arousal.
Jewel placed her hands on Donnas' waist and gently lifted up the hem of Donnas' nightie. She slipped her hands lower to grasp the hem of Donnas' panties and removed them only to discover that Donna wasn't wearing any.
Donna broke from their kiss and leaned back, her knees on either side of Jewels waist and planted her bare pussy firmly against Jewel's hard penis.
Jewel could feel the warmth and the wetness of Donnas' pussy and her arousal. Jewel tried to move her hips and attempt to align her cock and thrust into Donnas' warm folds and received a gentle slap on her face from Donna.
"Nuh uh uh." Donna negatively chided her.
Jewel lay still as Donna maintained control of their lovemaking. She strained to not move as Donna slowly slipped her warm wet folds up and down the shaft of Jewel's penis. Jewel for her part took the spaghetti straps from Donnas' nightie and finding no resistance or remonstration slipped them off Donnas' exposed shoulders. As the fabric dropped down Jewel placed her hands back onto Donnas' waist and watched.
She watched the material of the nightie bunch up around Donnas' waist.
She watched Donnas' nipples jut out proudly from her full C cup breasts.
She watched as Donnas' breast jiggled hypnotically before her from the rhythmic motion of her riding.
She watched as Donnas' face became flush with excitement.
Now slicked with Donnas' pussy juices Donna finally reached down between both their legs and lifted and aligned Jewel's cock with Donnas' pussy. With a slow and steady motion she pushed down onto Jewel's cock and let it slide deeply and fully inside her.
Jewel and Donna both gasped simultaneously in pleasure as Jewel's penis was fully enclosed by the warm velvety folds of Donnas' labia and vagina and Donna felt the comfortable fullness and hardness of Jewel's penis as it filled her insides.
After the plunge Donna waited a moment a gazed into Jewel's eyes. Jewel gazed adoringly back into Donnas' eyes as she was forced to exercise tremendous self restraint and wait for Donna to initiate the next part.
Once she seemed satisfied Donna, maintaining her gaze, lifted up and began to ride Jewel's cock. At first, with agonizingly slow strokes, Donna rode up and down Jewel's penis, letting Jewel's full 6 and 1/2 inches feel every millimeter.
Her pace increased so slowly and so imperceptibly that Jewel wasn't sure when the slow and gentle teasing had transformed into a vigorous pounding ride as Donna slammed down with more and more force each stroke onto Jewel's hardness.
Jewel watched transfixed as Donnas' breathing became more ragged, her cheeks flushed, her upper lip formed a sheen of sweat, her bosom heaved with each breath and her pussy slammed down causing Jewel's cock to disappear inside her.
Jewels pleasure increased tenfold as Donna suddenly grabbed Jewels nipples and rubbed her thumbs across their engorged prominence. Without warning and with unbridled lust Jewel cried out in pleasure as her orgasm slammed through her body. Her penis spurt it's small amount of cum into Donnas wet folds.
After Jewel came Donna rode her even harder. Jewel's penis never flagged as the slippery wetness and stimulation was too great. Donna was now using Jewel for her pleasure and hers alone. Minutes passes as Donna maintained an incredible pace riding up and down on Jewel's penis.
Suddenly Donnas' breath seemed to catch and her bosom impossibly swelled larger than before. She arched her back and plunged down hard onto Jewel's wet and cum smeared penis. With a cry of passion Donna ground down onto Jewel, Jewel's cock fully buried inside her. Impaled on her penis Donnas' orgasm spread in waves throughout her body as several peaks of pleasure rippled inside her.
Donna lifted and plunged down again, then ground down, then lifted and plunged down again, before opening her eyes.
They say that the eyes are the windows to the soul and Jewel would swear that deep inside Donnas' penetrating green eyes she could see the explosion of her rapture as it was spent inside her.
With her orgasm subsiding Donna slipped off from Jewel's penis and collapsed onto her back into the bed.
Jewel again remembered how during their encounters when Donna was headmistress of her boarding school and she was a student that she enjoyed Jewel's submissive, subservient position in bed after sex.
Jewel curled up onto Donnas' side and rested her head gently on Donnas' shoulder and bosom. She felt Donnas' hand caress the back of her hair as she slowly recovered from the pleasures of her exertions.
She remained there several minutes as they slowly recovered their breath until Donna flexed her arm slightly and wriggled her fingers. If she stayed in position any longer it would become uncomfortable and Donnas' arm would fall asleep, so Jewel rolled onto her other side, into the small spoon position, resting her head gently onto her pillow.
Donna rolled over into the big spoon position and placed her arm over Jewel pulling her into an embrace.
The perfect end to the perfect date, Jewel thought with satisfaction as they slowly drifted off to sleep.
**
Jewel woke up the next morning and for the first time she could ever remember was not curled up into the far corner of her bed. She rolled over and looked at Donna, still asleep, practically nude as her nightie was still wrapped around her waist. Her beautiful reddish brown hair had adorably fallen partially across her face. She could hear her softly and deeply breathing and see the steady swell of her breasts as she lay in deep slumber.



Jewel hated to do it but...she poked Donna right in the side.
"Whuh?" Donna gasped momentarily as her eyes opened.
It took her a moment to remember where she was before she stretched and smiled easily at Jewel.
"Good Morning Beautiful." Jewel greeted.
"Good Morning my Jewel." Donna replied, as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes.
Jewel smiled. 'Her Jewel'. It felt right.
"Why did you wake me? I was having such a pleasant dream." Donna asked softly with confusion.
"It's just morning. My staff will come in soon with breakfast so, you know..."
Jewel indicated Donnas' current state of undress.
"Can't they wait?" She asked.
Suddenly the doors to the master bedroom opened and Jewel giggled as Donna sat up in a panic and struggled to disentangle her nightie from her waist and pull it up over her breasts and down over her hips.
Jewel sat up as well. She admired Donnas' exposed naked body for as long as she could, then admire her figure of her now covered form.
Jewel's staff entered. One maid crossed the room and opened the window drapes to let in the natural light while another fluffed up the pillows behind Jewel and then Donna as yet a third maid brought over breakfast trays and placed them precisely across their laps.
"Good morning Lady Delacroix...and Miss Hancock," Dianne greeted, following the staff into the master bedroom "I hope you slept well."
"Yes, very well" Jewel answered with a huge smile.
Dianne waved to a maid, indicating she should open a window. The whole room had a faint aroma of sex.
"What is my schedule for today?" Jewel asked. Jewel was amused as Donna for her part seemed a bit off now after the sudden intrusion of four other women into the bedroom.
"It's Sunday my lady. Church service is at 10AM. You will arrive early and light a candle for your departed husband, as you always do, and after church you have a day of rest until tonight. You will entertain guests tonight arriving this evening for an informal dinner at 7pm."
"Sounds wonderful." Jewel replied.
"Miss Hancock, Shall I call a cab for you to take you home?" Dianne asked icily.
Dianne was disappointed with Jewel. Why would Lady Delacroix have sex with a woman? Dianne wondered if this would affect her courtship with Kyle. Dianne hoped to be rid of Donna quickly. She hoped she caught the hint about lighting a candle for her departed husband. Lady Delacroix was still in mourning after all.
Dianne knew that Lady Oldsworth would also be attending the dinner tonight and her son Kyle as well. Dianne was eager to keep up her social media posts with stories of the burgeoning romance between Kyle and Jewel. A female lover was a distraction she didn't want Lady Delacroix to have.
"So maybe after Breakfast I can give you a tour of my home." Jewel offered.
Donna lifted the cloche covering her plate and was impressed with the presentation of her breakfast. This must really be living, she thought.
"Yes. I'd like that."
**
The Tour of Delacroix Mansion.
Jewel and Donna showered...separately, Jewel sadly noted. Jewel was very happy to loan Donna some clothes for the day. Jewel invited her to church but Donna politely declined. She had work at the coffee shop later.
So dressed in simple morning dresses, white for Donna and black again for Jewel, Jewel took Donna for a quick tour of her mansion.
The upper floor was easy as it was her private quarters and a dozen guest bedroom suites complete with private sitting areas and individual bathrooms.
She skipped her master bedroom, her closet, her private bathroom, (formerly) Count Delacroix's private bathroom and closet. Donna had already seen that last night and again this morning.
Jewel escorted Donna down the grand staircase to the main floor. It was fun to point out that the grand staircase had stairs that mirrored each other on the left and right side of the room leading down to the expansive main hall and foyer. It was designed so the master and mistress of the house could each descend a set of stairs and impress their guests.
Jewel spoke knowledgeably about the ornate chandelier that dominated the ceiling and illuminated the room. The foyer and main hall flowed easily into a large ballroom that also connected to the conservatory at the back of the house.
The mansion could easily entertain over 100 guests in a formal setting, 300 if necessary.
Off the main hallway to one side Jewel treated Donna to tours of the private Library, her salon; her private office study, and some sitting rooms.
Coming back through the hall and ballroom they toured the conservatory where Jewel pointed out beautiful and rare plants and flowers preserved in living glory.
It was raining so Jewel skipped the tour of the outdoor gardens and simply showed Donna the expansive commercial grade kitchens, scullery, and pantry before finishing up the first floor with the large formal dining room.
They peeked into the clean and roomy garage that housed Count Delacroix's, now Jewels, auto collection.
"And now for the fun stuff...the basement" Jewel
"What's so fun about a basement?" Donna asked.
"Easy...the wine cellar!" Jewel practically laughed out loud as the stone and oaken walled room was filled with thousands of expensive and rare bottles of wine.
Jewel offered to open a bottle for Donna and have a glass of wine, it's 5-0'clock somewhere, but Donna merely smiled and politely refused.
"Let's cut through here; these are only the mechanical rooms but on the other side are a daylight basement and that's where we have my gym and my endless pool."
As they made their way through the mechanical section of the basement Donna spotted something.
"What's down that way?" Donna asked.
"Umm..." Jewel had to pause and think. She rarely ever crossed through these rooms and wasn't exactly certain. She had to mentally think about the layout of the mansion above to figure it out.
"I think that way leads to the back of the grotto, basically a huge hot tub kind of thing. It's a historic feature that is in an artificial cave that's mostly just under the conservatory. Normally you go into it from outside by a garden path. I think the room with the pool pumps and filters and stuff that support it are that way."
"Can I see it?"
Jewel paused. It would be easier than going back up and around and through the house and gardens. Plus they'd avoid the rain.
"Sure."
Part way down the dimly lit corridor Jewel and Donna came to an oaken medieval door.
Donna noticed Jewel become hushed and appeared frightened and tremulous, all color seems to have drained from her.
"I...I...didn't know this was here." Jewel said. She appeared stunned.
Donna pushed open the door and flipped on a light switch and was astonished to see a sex dungeon.
Jewel yelped in fear. She was overcome with nausea and a feely of queasiness. On the verge of collapse she stumbled at the open doorway and watched as Donna walked slowly inside.
The large square room with stone walls and dark grey carpet lay before her. The room was replete with equipment anyone even remotely familiar with BDSM would recognize.
There was a spanking horse, a St. Andrews Cross, stocks and pillories, cuffs and bonds hanging off hooks from the wall, paddles and crops, a hoist, and other such and sundry equipment.
Donna looked mostly amused at the display of fetish equipment and had not noticed Jewel's unease. She stopped at a table near the pillory and picked up a weird looking helmet. It looked new and had a hinged metal framework to enclose the head. There was a metal blind across the eyes and a bit or gag that looked to fit into the mouth and compress the tongue.
"What is this thing anyway?"
Jewel swallowed hard.
"That's a 'scold' helmet."
"Does this thing actually work?" Donna still seemed amused by the awkward thing.
"Yes."
Donna put the scold helmet back down on the table and noticed that in one corner of the room there was a large cubicle with a small low door.
"What's in there?" Donna asks.
"Darkness." Jewel answered, then fainted collapsing onto the floor.
**
Jewel awoke to find she was in her sick room. Worried staff looked as her doctor stood over her. Jewel saw that Donna stood on the opposite side of the bed from the doctor, her face plastered with worry.
Her doctor gave Jewel a thorough examination and after questioning diagnosed her with exhaustion before recommending rest and sedation.
Jewel and Donna both ignored the sedation pills as the doctor finished, politely excused himself, leaving Jewel and Donna alone.
"I never knew."
"Knew what?" Donna held Jewels hand and stroked her hair as she spoke softly, voice barely above a whisper.
"It was here the whole time."
"The sex dungeon?" Donna asked.
"No...Just...dungeon." Jewel corrected.
**
"I always thought that they took me away somewhere. I never knew that my torture chamber was right here in this house the whole time."
"What do you mean?" Donna asked, concerned.
"Torture and Darkness." Jewel answered softly, a quaver in her voice.
"There was another time I tried to escape. I had found a mule, basically a specialist who said she could ferry me across the sea to Italy. It cost a fortune to me as I wasn't able to get cash easily. And like most of these deals, it was half up front, half on delivery. When I escaped the house and made it to the rendezvous I was caught right away."
"By who?" Donna asked sympathetically.
"It had been a set up the whole time. The mule was just a plant to lure me to see if I was faking happiness in marriage."
Donna struggled with her emotions seeing as Jewel was so close to breaking down before her.
"Suffice it to say that I was taken to what I thought was a remote location and..."
"You were tortured." Donna finished Jewel's sentence.
"Yes."
Jewel struggled to reign in her roiling emotions. Donna remained silent and waited patiently for Jewel to continue.
"They threw me into that dark cell...and left me there."
"I thought I would starve, or die of thirst."
"In absolute darkness, alone, afraid, in my own waste..."
"I had given up and was ready to die when suddenly a door opened and I was dragged from the cell."
"I was washed with a hose. Someone forced food and water down my throat. They gave me drugs of some sort; I remember the needle entering my arm." Jewel absentmindedly rubbed her arm where the needle had penetrated her skin.
"And then the torture began. A hood was placed over my head and..."
Jewel sobbed but no tears would escape her eyes.
"They wanted to compel cooperation and obedience."
Jewel looked up into Donnas beautiful eyes.
"They got it."
Donna could not conceal her expression of horror upon hearing of Jewel's ordeal.
"I have no idea how long I suffered. Time lost all meaning..."
"Nothing but pain...and darkness..."
Jewel finally broke down and cried, her tears streaming down her cheekbones.
Donna wrapped both of her arms around Jewel and took her tightly into her embrace.
Donna felt shame for her assumptions back at boarding school about Jewel being a stereotypical spoiled and unhappy child. Donna had simply assumed that Jewel was unhappy with her marriage, nothing more. She had preyed upon Jewel for shallow and selfish reasons. She had viewed Jewel as another sexual conquest, and sought to use her to satisfy her libido and ego. Donna felt ashamed of her assumptions that lead to her seduction of Jewel back in boarding school.
Donna gripped Jewels hand and held tight. She had misjudged Jewel. Fate had saw fit to give her a chance to make things right.
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Betrayal!
Jewel ducked into the nearest doorway. She was gasping for breath. She wasn't used to actually running anymore and hadn't been for a long time. After several long moments to catch her breath; and gather her courage, she looked out the windows and then up and down the street.
There was no escape now. Her pursuers were moving as a team, covering each other and any gaps between them as they searched and worked their way down the street to find her.
Jewel had been betrayed. The promise of escape to a safe house and being smuggled out of the country was nothing more than a trap. A trap she had fallen into. Now she had lost her money, her papers, and was being pursued.
"Can I help you miss?"
Jewel was startled as she turned to face the voice behind her. She had stepped into the entry of a small café.
With uncharacteristic spirit that she didn't really feel; she answered.
"Table for one please." Jewel requested. Her voice was raspy from lack of water and from her escape efforts.
Jewel listened to her voice and the odd sound it made in her ears. The months of practice with the voice coach had honed her new voice into an unmistakable feminine contralto. Having practiced and used it every day she couldn't even recall what her original male voice had sounded like. But with exhaustion and thirst she though for a moment she heard her old voice again, breaking free for just a moment from her conditioning.
"Right his way please." The server led Jewel to a small café table in the corner near the back.
As Jewel sat down, unconsciously and automatically smoothing her jacket and yoga pants underneath her, she tried to think of a way out of this predicament, yet no ideas would come forward.
"Would you like to see the menu or..."
"I'd like bacon and eggs, coffee, juice, water and toast please." Jewel ordered. She had managed to slip free from her pursuers and been on the run for nearly an hour. She was thirsty and hungry. As she ordered the foods that they so rarely let her eat she marveled at how difficult escaping could be.
The waitress simply nodded affirmative as she left to fill the order.
Jewel sat alone with her thoughts. She reflected on how her latest escape plan had failed.
It had seemed simple enough. Jewel had planned and schemed and been preparing for weeks now. Getting the cash together to pay the mule that would smuggle him, err...her out of the country was the hardest part. Then plotting for an opportunity to slip free from her bodyguards and make her way to the rendezvous posed its own challenges.
The fact that she was almost never alone and always accompanied by Dianne, Muriel, or a bodyguard made patience the most profound of virtues for Jewels plans.
But with patience and persistence she had managed to acquire cash by carefully skimming small amounts from her shopping allowance over time. Never enough to really notice, a few hundred here and there, passing the amount off as small donations dropped into charity collection jars and so forth. Jewel had been stashing the money inside a hallow portion of one of her dress mannequins along with a few escape essentials. Acquiring all of that took the better part of 9 weeks.
But the biggest challenge would be how to escape while being able to bring her bug-out bag full of money and essentials. It seemed impossible to find an excuse that would enable her to bring all her items together. What reason would she have given if they were discovered?
The excuse came as another trip was planned to visit the rebuilding project for Ulrich Manor. The ongoing construction to restore the home and demesne had reached a milestone where several rooms had been restored and power wired up making it a perfect getaway for Jewel and Jean Claude to spend a couple of days 'roughing it' in the hinterlands of Allegoria.
Roughing it as secure internet wasn't yet available and only two bathrooms and the kitchen had running water and only the master bedroom and one sitting room were habitable at this time.
But finding time to see the progress of the restoration was important to Jewel and after enough wheedling and whining and plenty of blow jobs for Jean Claude he finally relented and assented to a short two day trip.
They weren't even bringing housekeeping staff and only one chef for the kitchen.
So packing lightly Jewel had secreted her bug out bag of money and running shoes...because experience had shown that 4 inch high heels sucked for running...and other essentials and made her final preparations.
**
Jewel lay under Jean Claude as his 10 inch cock slid painfully inside her tight ass. As always she was on her hands and knees as Jean Claude took her doggy style. Jewel collapsed the arch of her back downward, lifting up from her hips to elevate her ass and ease the entry of Count Delacroix's massive cock into her ass.
The bastard, once again, didn't use enough lube on her.
Jewel gritted her teeth and simply endured the burning sensation as his girthy and veiny cock drove into her, forcing it's way past her anal ring and deeper and deeper. Seconds later she felt the tickle of his grey pubic hair against her sphincter as his lap slapped against her ass and he bottomed out inside her.
Jewel worked her hips in an oscillating motion to ease the painful burning sensation of having her ass stuffed with cock. She heard Jean Claude moan slightly as no doubt he thought she was rotating her ass for his pleasure. At least he held still long enough for her ass to relax somewhat and the pain to decrease before he withdrew and began his typical aggressive humping.
Jewel patiently endured the slap, slap, slapping of his lap against her ass as he thrust again and again into her defenseless rear passage. Jewel regretted that Jean Claude had cut her blow job short in his eagerness and there was barely any saliva to help the lube protect her ass from Jean Claude's rhythmic assault.
Jean Claude was slamming into her harder now. Her whole body was rocking back and forth as he thrust and slammed his dick inside her, pushing her forward, then as he withdrew he pulled her back toward him only to drive forward again and slam his cock inside her, over and over and over. Jewel's long brunette hair hung down past her face was flying back and forth and her tits were flopping back and forth...well...no, not really. Her 36C titties were still firm and full and only moved when her whole body moved.
Jewel pushed back just enough and feigned enough enthusiasm to convince her husband she was sincerely enjoying his fucking her. Even her small 6 inch penis was semi-hard, flopping lazily with each thrust.
Jewel could feel Jean Claude's hands as they gripped her waist just above her pelvis. His fingers were digging in to her skin. She suspected she would have bruising there soon enough. She was actually thankful for small blessings as Jean Claude hardly ever bother tickling her anymore. His fascination with Jewel's ticklishness had evaporated when he had recalled her home from boarding school. Her gratitude at not being incapacitated with paroxysms of laughter while he fucked her was immeasurable.
Jewel wondered how long Jean Claude was going to last. She had been made to give him a back seat blow job in the limo on the ride up to Ulrich Manor. She had orally worshipped his cock with her trained and practiced expertise until he shot his cum into her throat, mouth, and onto her face and tits as he usually did.
That was only a few hours ago now so in all likelihood his stamina would be pretty good, perhaps even up to or over his typical half hour. Jean Claude prided himself on his stamina. Jewel, the one on the receiving end of his stamina, found it to be one of his least redeeming features.
Jewel sighed in resignation as she started to feign vocalizations of pleasure for her husband. She hated doing it but if he thought she was going to cum sometimes it enticed him to finish sooner.
But after that earlier blow job, Jewel resigned herself to a long and painful evening.
**
Jewel carefully stirred in bed. She listened as Jean Claude slept. His steady, deep breathing letting her know he was deep asleep. Jewel gingerly slipped out of the bed and silently rolled across the floor to her luggage.
She carefully retrieved her bug out bag from where she had secreted it in her luggage, a large steamer trunk full of only the essentials she might need for a brief two day trip.
Jewel grabbed the bag and then belly crawled to the far wall where the closet would eventually be and then through the unfinished closet wall to the next room.
Jewel stripped naked and used her nightie and her panties that were already soaked in Jean Claude's cum to wipe as much residual cum from her face and ass as she could. She wished she had the opportunity to pack baby wipes but simply made do.
Jewel opened up her bug out bag. In reality it was an adorable black leather purse shaped like a small backpack with shoulder straps. Stashed inside was her passport, cash money, running shoes, flashlight, water bottle, energy bar, and a simple set of clothing.
Taking the clothes first she quickly tucked her penis and testicles away as she changed into black thong panties and her black yoga pants. The yoga pants were new and currently trending for their figure hugging, booty flattering lift and shape. Without tucking the effect would have been ruined. Besides, Jewel was so used to tucking that it simply came naturally to her anyway.
Jewel slipped on a pair of ankle socks she normally wore for workouts and then came her black platform heel running shoes. Jewel's ankles had been conditioned after years of forced wear of 4 inch and higher high heels such that her feet and legs became stressed and fatigued anytime she wasn't wearing high heels. Without a minimum four inch heel lift her legs would cramp from strain. The running shoes she wore had been ordered from Japan and were fully functional as running shoes even with the elevated heel.
Jewel's firm, full and pert 36C bosom didn't need a bra so she slipped on a black cami workout top t match her leggings and a black lightweight warm up jacket. The jacket was tight across her chest and her full bosom pressed the material taught. The jacket was form fitting and ended at her natural waist and firm flat tummy.
With her yoga pants perfectly sized for her full womanly bottom and thighs and with her fitted top and jacket Jewel looked like a beautiful athletic coed. Jewel took a black hair band and tied her long healthy brunette hair into a ponytail to keep her hair from her face. She'd be moving fast and didn't need any distractions.
Jewel had waited longer to be sure Jean Claude was sound asleep. She could also hear the bodyguards as they occasionally made rounds through the manor home. Jewel's plan of sneaking away at night when there were only a handful of bodyguards accompanying them would be awake should theoretically simplify her escape.
Jewel stuck to the shadows and carefully made her way down the long hall to the far end of the building.
Once there she climbed out through the construction and onto scaffolding the workmen were using to rebuild the stone walls. The manor home was attached to a citadel style structure Ulrich had built to serve as his local command post. The stone and mortar building was slowly rising back up from the ruin. Slowly and silently Jewel climbed down the scaffolding to ground level.
Jewel's heart was pounding and she was already feeling the exertion from excitement and from her efforts. She leaned back into a shadowy corner when she saw a body guard patrolling the grounds. Fortunately he was already past her position and heading away from her.
She took a moment to calm herself. She would need to conserve her energy if she had any hope of succeeding. She only needed to make it into the nearest town to the safe house her mule had set up. Jewel steeled her resolve as it was only a 5k run to the town, but it was at night, through a dark forest.
Jewel could barely make out the lights of the town so at least she knew what direction to go. Again she moved with a low slow crawl to the edge of the tree line, hoping to avoid detection by the bodyguards who patrolled irregularly.
Once into the trees and out of the line of sight from the manor she turned on her flashlight on a low dim red setting. Letting her eyes adjust she set off at an easy jog toward town.
**
Jewel was just finishing her meal when her pursuers finally entered the café in their search to find her. Jewel signaled for the check. Her movement caught the eye of her bodyguards...pursuers....alerting them of her location.
Jewel maintained her equanimity as they approached.
"You've arrived just in time." She began speaking in her warm mellifluous contralto voice. The hot coffee, water and juice and soothed her parched throat. She indicated the waitress standing nearby trying to deliver the check.
"Please pay this and be sure to include a generous tip for my server."
Jewel turned to face the waitress. "The meal and service were wonderful, thank you."
"You're welcome." The confused waitress quavered in response as a very large man in a fitted black suit and tie took the woman by the arm and led her away.
**
Jewel knelt silently, naked at the feet of her seated husband and held on to his leg with one hand and gently stroked his inner thigh with the other. Her hair was disheveled and unkempt, her nails needed fresh polish, and her make-up was smeared and runny. She kept her gaze down, avoiding eye contact with the men in the room sitting opposite from her husband.
Jewel had a hard time seeing. Her vision was blurry from the bright lighting. After who knew how long she had spent in absolute darkness being dragged into normal room lighting was painful.
Jewel had been pulled from the darkness. Her body still showed evidence of welts and bruising. Her bottom and back were decorated with wicked red stripes. Jewel tried to become as small as possible. She was very afraid.
Whatever conversation they were having must have been going on for awhile before she was dragged in here. Jewel wondered what it was about.
"You have many servants and employees, many slaves" the man gestured to Jewel "but you have few allies."
Jewel assumed he was Russian. He spoke with a cultured Russian accent and a warning edge in his voice.
"They would be unwise to assume that I cannot reach them." Count Delacroix growled. "Or what I can do once I find them."
Jewel felt her husband's hand on the back of her head as he stroked her hair.
Was he stroking her hair like she was a cat?
Jewel, through her watery eyes risked a glance up at her husband's guests. The other men in the room shifted uncomfortably in their seats and for only a moment Jewel thought she saw a flicker of...fear...just a glimpse really.
Of the three men, two of them glanced at her and she quickly averted her gaze. The larger man in the center, the one who had been speaking didn't seem fazed at all.
Jewel wondered if he should have been frightened. She understood her husband's meaning perfectly.
If I can do something like this to Jewel, then imagine what I can do to them as well.
**
Jewel looked back to Donna as she finished her story. There were tears in her eyes.
"I was ready to give up...surrender, completely. I was so tired of fighting."
"You don't have to be afraid anymore. You have me now." Donna assured her as she took Jewel into her arms and embraced her.
Jewel melted into Donna's warm embrace. For several long moments neither of them spoke and they were simply content.
Jewel sniffled as she moved to dry her eyes. Something had changed. Now, deep in the pit of her stomach Jewel felt pressure welling up inside her.
Was it fear or is it hope?
Or is it both?
"You're everything I ever wanted." Jewel finally said.
"I love you too." Donna answered softly.
Jewel suddenly remembered one of her mother's favorite quotes.
"Where there is love and inspiration, you can never go wrong."
Maybe finding Donna again was kismet...destiny...fate...
Jewel knew now what she wanted to do.
She was going to propose to Donna.
**
Jewel woke up to find that Donna was already awake. She had been watching her as she slept and she smiled warmly when Jewel stirred and opened her eyes.
As she rubbed the sleep out of her eyes she wondered how Donna was now always the one to wake up first.
"Good Morning baby, Happy Birthday!"
Jewel smiled at the greeting.
"I have a full day planned for your birthday. After our workouts we are booked for a day spa for massage, seaweed wraps, the full luxury beauty package including hair and make-over's, shopping trip for new gowns for the start of opera season, dinner reservations at Romero's, and Minnesota Viking's Pre-season games have started and I purchased a season pass for live streaming the game without commercial interruptions."
Jewel felt giddy with happiness but another thought gripped her as she lay next to Donna. Jewel's morning wood was evident as her 6 inch cock was tumescent and hard.
Donna grinned lasciviously as she gripped her lover's penis in her hand and started stroking.
"We need to do something about this first."
Jewel lay still as Donna stroked her small penis as a small amount of pre-cum leaked from the tip. Donna used the pre-cum to lubricate Jewel's penis as she gently worked the head and shaft.
Donna stopped for a moment to slip off her panties and then swung one of her legs over Jewel and straddled her as she resumed her stroking. She slipped her other hand between her legs and started to play with her pussy. Jewel watched in happiness as Donna exercise control over their lovemaking.
After a few more strokes Donna aligned Jewel's cock with her pussy. The combination of pre-cum as lubricant and Donnas' natural lubrication from her pussy let Jewel's penis slide easily inside her warm, tight, wet vagina.
Jewel sighed in pleasure as her shaft was sliding deeply into Donnas' cunt. Within moments her 6 inch penis was fully buried in Donnas' warm velvety pussy.
Donna slipped her hands under Jewel's nightie and on top of her breasts. Pleasure shot through Jewel's body as her hyper-sensitive nipples reacted to the stimulation. Somehow it seemed that her penis got even harder inside Donna.
Donna must have felt it harden as she yipped in surprise and pleasure. She began to ride up and down on Jewels penis letting her hard shaft stimulate her pussy. As her body weight shifted up and down she balanced with her hands on Jewels breasts. Jewels full, pert and firm hypersensitive breasts then sent greater and greater bursts of pleasure through her mind and body.
Jewel's whole being quickly fell into a feedback loop as pleasure from her cock and stimulation from her bosom alternated back and forth unrelentingly. Soon she was moaning wantonly as her orgasm erupted. Jewel's eyes rolled back into her head. Jewel's mind blanked as bliss overrode her higher thoughts. Jewel's back arched as she automatically thrust upward as deep as she could into Donna sending her small stream of cum into Donna.
It took several moments for Jewel to regain her senses. She 'came to' feeling Donnas' weight as she lay on top of her, their breasts touching and pressed between them. Donna was gasping for air as she apparently recovered from her mutual orgasm.
Despite her satisfaction and Donnas' as well Jewel actual worried that her stamina and performance was far less than her former husband. An unfavorable comparison, she knew but as a feminized male bride she couldn't help feel like she is not much of a man for Donna.
Jewel and Donna eventually recovered enough to disentangle themselves from each other. Drying each other playfully with towels they settled down enough to enjoy their morning tea and biscuits before getting out of bed and dressing for their workout.



They made their way down to the exercise room. Today was dance lessons and Jewel giggled as Donna had to learn to lead the waltz and actual struggled a bit.
Afterwards Jewel made sure that they showered together. Catching Donna by surprise she pushed her back against the shower wall and dropped to her knees. Jewel pushed Donnas' legs apart and immediately kissed her right above her pussy.
Extending out her tongue Jewel then parted Donnas' outer labia and began her wet warm teasing. The warm shower water cascaded over Donnas' body but didn't impact Jewel's efforts in the least. Jewel buried her tongue deeply into Donnas' pussy, delving into her with her oral attention.
She felt Donnas' hands grip her head as she worked her tongue around her pussy until she found the clitoris. With firm gentle tongue lashings she licked and teased Donna and drove her with vigor. Jewel's head was suddenly caught tight as it was being squeezed by Donnas' thighs. Jewel could feel Donnas' pussy pulse and squeeze down on her tongue and lapped up the warm nectar from Donnas' orgasm.
After a few moment, when it seemed as if Donna was about to come down off her orgasmic high, another more powerful orgasm struck. Donnas' thighs squeezed even tighter against Jewels face as more nectar from her pussy gushed out.
Donna nearly collapsed and Jewel was careful to assist her down onto the shower floor as she slid down in exhaustion from her induced sexual satisfaction.
As Donna now sat before her Jewel kissed Donna, parting her lips with her tongue and letting their tongues gently taste and tease each other. Jewel broke the kiss to catch her breath and Donna gasped for air as soon as she did.
Smiling in happiness and bliss as the warm shower rained over their bodies Jewel felt proud of her ability to tease and tantalize Donna with her tongue and bring her to orgasm with only oral attention.
Easting pussy was way better than sucking cock.
They dressed quickly after their shower in anticipation of their spa appointment. No need for makeup since makeovers were part of their appointment. The hours spent being pampered in luxury were heavenly.
**
Lastly before dinner they visited a new boutique for formal gowns. Jewel and Donna each was measured as they selected several dresses that would be sent to a seamstress and tailored to their exact figures.
Astonished that after all that they still had an hour to go before their dinner appointment at the restaurant Donna surprised Jewel with the idea to walk there via the mall.
"Really? Sure! I haven't been to a mall since..." Jewel had to think "Moose Lake I guess." Had it really been that long?
Hand in hand they walked through the mall to window shop and take in the sights.
"What is going on over there?" Someone sitting on the bench remarked.
Donna and Jewel overheard and watched as a gaggle of young women walked past them. At first glance it looked like a large group of girls out together but upon closer inspection it was obvious that some of the girls were actually boys dressed up as girls.
"Oh...that, it's National Women's Day." The stranger's companion responded.
Donna and Jewel stopped to eavesdrop on the conversations of the other shoppers around them.
"So?" Jewel asked, curious.
"Those kids are probably dressed up to celebrate and honor women. I'll bet that those girls there are the girl-friends and they had their boyfriends dress up in honor of women and women's rights, accomplishments, and sacrifices." Donna answered.
"That is what this holiday is about after all."
Jewel watched as the gaggle passed them by. The genetic girlfriends would tease and taunt their boyfriends as they paraded through the mall.
Jewel felt as if she should be surprised or astonished at what she saw but instead found she was quite calm as the gaggle passed them by. Jaded perhaps?
By and large, the males were made up as sissies, with pastel dresses, oversize hair bows, Mary Jane kitten heels, white or colored stockings and petticoats. They had to be wearing wigs as their 'hairstyles' were all in a variety of elaborate curls or pigtails.
The genetic girls, Jewel noted how quickly she subdivided the group into the two categories, were wearing typical teen attire of jeans or skirts and t-shirts with sneakers.
With the notable exception for one of the boys who was too tall to 'pass' and had instead been done up in an overly elaborate 'drag' presentation. 'Her' long blond wig hung down to the small of 'her' back.
Jewel noted that some of the sissies seemed quite embarrassed and they received the most teasing from their girlfriends. The ones who seemed ok with it got away with less teasing.
"Must be high school students I suppose."
"Remember when we were that young, naïve and idealistic?"
"If other countries did this they wouldn't have all the problems that they do."
"Makes them appreciate what women have to do to take care of themselves."
"I guess."
"OMG, I cant believe it's you!" A girl's voice cried out from the crowd.
Jewel turned to see the source of the outburst and was confused as an exited and pretty young woman, perhaps a teenager, practically ran up to her.
"You're Lady Jewel Delacroix!" The girl gushed as she came to a stop before her.
"Yes?"
"You're the first arranged marriage male bride, like, ever!"
"Yes." Jewel confirmed without emotion. What was going on here?
"OMG! I can't believe it. You were like, such a HUGE inspiration to me!"
"I was?"
"Oh god yes! Because of you my brother totally came out as trans."
"Yes, my brother...well, sister now. Alice...get over here."
Jewel looked and watched as the very attractive young sissy from the group of students approached. Her presentation was near flawless.
"Because of you my sister here felt able to come out and express herself as she is. I'm part of my schools trans-activist club because of you."
Jewel glanced over to Donna for help but when she saw the amused look on her face realized none was forthcoming.
"How is it that I inspired you?"
"OMG, you're the best! Your successful marriage to a noble, the way you have been raised to the nobility. I've...well, we've watched and read everything about you in Phoebe Mills's columns and on her show. Your example has encouraged so many to be free to express themselves."
"Oh dear..."
Jewel and Donna were in danger of being mobbed by the crowd that was growing around them. Jewel started to panic as the crowded pushed around her. Fortunately Melinda and her body guards stepped in.
With professional ease somehow the crowd mobbing them was pushed back a bit and order was brought to bear. Jewel and Donna were now safely surrounded by her body guards. Somehow the young girl and her young trans-sister were also still close but not dangerously so.
"Um...I don't suppose my sister and I could get a selfie?" Alice(?) asked.
"Of course." Donna answered for Jewel and taking Jewel in her arm brought the young students closer.
**
"Good evening, this is Capitol Nightly News with Entertainment and Celebrity reporter Phoebe Mills."
"Is it true? Is there a new sense of openness from Allegoria's most reclusive arranged marriage male bride?"
"Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix, widow of the Late Count Jean Claude Montague Delacroix the Fourth was seen mingling with Allegorian subjects at the capitol city mall and emporium today. In the company of a friend she was seen strolling along the mall concourse, shopping, and graciously interacting with, greeting and offering encouragement to high school transgendered advocates celebrating and demonstrating in support of International Women's day."
"Young fans of the countess expressed their surprise at meeting her while they praised and recognized her for her rare public appearance and her precedent setting marriage to Count Delacroix, her arranged marriage being the very first to occur between two men."
"Assuming the duties, gender and presentation as female she was praised by various LGBT groups for her ability to entrance her husband and break the glass ceiling of transgendered marriage into the nobility. Many more spoke in praise of her ground breaking arranged marriage as a pivotal moment in Allegorian History that gave the ability and privilege for others to follow in her footsteps."
"This reporter looks forward to following these developments as they happen."
Diane watched the report and read the new papers articles. She tracked the social media platforms as Countess Delacroix was trending across the country. Her anonymous tip had paid off. Diane felt tremendous pride in her work as Jewels' social secretary for what she had accomplished today.
**
Jewel's Halloween
Jewel stood, turned, posed and looked at her multiple reflections from the six sided mirrored room.
The pretty kitty costume that Donna had chosen for her was form fitting figure hugging perfection. From her C-cup breasts to her small waist and the flare of her womanly hips the body suit clung to her every curve.
Despite the discomfort that would likely arrive soon, Jewel had accepted that tucking her penis and testicles was required to pull off a costume like this. Beauty was meant to be appreciated and she didn't mind it when Donna admired her.
Her jet black body suit with a white tummy oval from the top of her 36 C bosom down to just past her navel and 24 inch waist, that flared out to her full 36 inch bottom, the pink leather diamond studded collar with an oversized and easily readable "pretty kitty" tag.
Her face was made up with black makeup on her nose, 3 large black stripes on each side for her whiskers, and black lipstick with a center vertical line for the cat-lips appearance.
Her long brunette hair had been styled to frame her face, yet pulled back loosely behind her neck with another pink bow with a stylized kitty pattern upon it.
The pink leather leash that Donna would be holding for her while dressed in her animal trainer costume of khaki booty shorts, khaki safari shirt tied under her bust and safari hat atop her reddish brown up-do. Complimenting the outfit was her tan stiletto ankle boots she wore to accessorize the costume.
Those...and the bull-whip wrapped around her shoulder that is...
"I swear, Halloween is the best thing America ever invented and exported," Donna exclaimed "a whole holiday to dress in costume and party."
"Allegoria does have masquerade balls you know." Jewel observed.
"Of course, but this day is for everybody, not just invitees to a private event."
They both looked at their reflections in the mirror some more, evaluating their costumes. Jewel looked at Donnas' more than her own. She was so beautiful. Her figure identical to Jewels and only 1 inch taller than Jewel's 5 foot 9 inches.
"This is nice, but let's try the other one on now." Donnas' statement broke through Jewels musings.
Jewel and Donna quickly changed and returned to the mirrored room to evaluate the next costume choice. This time they both wore nearly identical witch costumes keeping with Donnas' theme of complementing and accessorizing each other.
"Took you awhile" Donna observed when Jewel finally joined her in the mirrored room.
"You didn't have to remove a kitten face and redo your makeup." Jewel replied.
Jewel looked at Donna and admired what she saw. The candy corn witch outfits were adorable.
"In these costumes we would be 'twinning'" Donna pronounced gleefully.
Jewel's mini dress had a white upper around the bust with a puffed cap sleeve covering the top of the arms. The body of the dress was basic black with three rows of pleated skirt hems in black, then yellow, then orange. Each hem was trimmed with black.
The back had two lengths of black cloth to tie in a bow and cinch the dress in the back so as to emphasize the bust. The front had two orange ribbons that imitated corset ties threading back and forth across the belly up to under her bust.
The skirt was so short that if Jewel wore it she would either have to be confident and comfortable with the top of her legs and bottom of her panties showing from the back, or accessorize with a petticoat.
Donnas' witch costume was just the opposite. Her mini dress had a black upper around the bust and white body with the bottom of the dress forming white pleats but still retaining the yellow and orange pleated layers at the hem.
Jewel thought that the white of the costume really helped highlight Donnas' long reddish brown hair; the overhead lighting shown in highlights to her healthy luxurious crowning glory.
Both had typical witches pointed hats with Jewel having black with yellow and orange strips and Donnas' having white with the same yellow and orange strips at the base of the hats cone. Both of their hats had wide brims.
Donna had selected several costume outfits weeks ago from an on-line catalog and convinced Jewel to buy them. Jewel did so and informed Donna that even if they bought them they wouldn't get to wear them.
"Why not?" Donna had asked, confused.
"In our station as nobles we do not wear mass produced costumes or clothing to noble events" Jewel declared "What we do is buy the outfits and then take them to our clothing designer and tell them to use this as inspiration for a custom bespoke outfit."
"Mass produced clothing is just for day time wear or typical public events."
"That seems wasteful." Donna noted.
Jewel simply shrugged her shoulders.
"You get used to it."
Jewel noted in the mirrored room using the angles afforded by the six mirrors arranged in a hexagon that she could see Donnas' black panties and then saw that she could see her own white and orange panties as well.
"Let's try these with the petticoats." Jewel murmured.
"I thought you said that you didn't like petticoats."
"I don't."
Jewel felt a small surge of anger for all the times her husband had made her dress sissified and appear in public events. Short skirts, petticoats and thigh highs had always formed the basis of her outfits for those events.
"But I'm over that now."
Jewel smiled. Her husband was dead and now she was wealthy beyond her wildest dreams and was dating a stunningly beautiful woman.
Jewel put on an orange two tiered layered tulle petticoat while Donna put on a black one. Once adjusted the petticoats afforded both women an additional layer of modesty yet were still short enough to display most of their legs and upper thighs.
"So, stockings or no?" Donna asked.
"Stockings, thigh highs, definitely." Jewel answered quickly.
Donna gave her a quizzical look.
"A lady is never properly dressed without suitable intimates," Jewel recited by rote one of the many lessons her governess had instilled in her. "Besides, it's supposed to be a bit chilly that day and they will help keep our legs warm."
Donna giggled at that before walking over to Jewel's stockings drawer and looking over the huge selection available.
"White for me...and black for you." Donna cheekily ordered.
"Yes ma'am."
Jewel simply smiled and rolled up her stockings and put them on. The silicon bands at the top hidden by the lace would obviate the need for garter belt suspenders.
As Jewel finished with her stockings she led Donna over to her shoe wall and the wide selection of shoes to choose the right pair for her costume. Jewel again glanced over to Donna and smiled openly as she chose a pair of white block heel pointed toe high heels to accessorize her costume. Jewel chose 4 inch stilettos in black for her costume.
Jewel actually felt happy. She decided after all was said and done that she didn't mind looking and dressing prettily for the right person.
**
Jewel and Donna lay near each other on heir separate massage tables as the two massage therapists worked their bodies.
Jewel had thought that she and Donna would be able to talk while getting massaged but the feeling was...heavenly...and apparently so for Donna as well as soon they were both completely silent and relaxed and nearly asleep from the insistent pressure of an hour long deep tissue massage.
The 30 minutes of soft relaxation and hot stone massage that followed went without incident.
Jewel had arranged the whole day with Donna. A spa day followed by a shopping trip and topped off by a romantic dinner and a scenic drive.
Jewel wondered if she was thinking too much like a guy. She had done extensive research on line on how to properly and effectively propose and she worried that she may have over prepared.
The 4 carat engagement band from the premier jeweler of the country had a unique and custom designed band Jewel knew Donna would love. It sat now in the presentation box hidden in the bottom of her clutch purse.
She had rehearsed privately in her mirrored room for nearly an hour bending down on one knee and opening the box. Jewel planned on finding an appropriate dress on their shopping trip. She wanted to make sure she didn't outshine Donna when she proposed to her.
Thanks to her massage she didn't feel nervous but she knew when the time came later that evening she would probably be a bundle of nerves.
After all, she didn't know if Donna would say yes.
After only 3 months of dating it was rushed. Jewel didn't doubt her love for Donna but could she have misread Donna?
Jewel also knew she had a less than above board reason for proposing after so short a time. She had discovered that Lady Oldsworth was petitioning the crown to compel her marriage to Kyle. She had even asked Kyle, privately, and he confirmed it.
Anger flared briefly inside Jewel at the mere thought of being made to marry someone against her will...again!!!
Jewel's massage therapist continued to work her muscles and her tension evaporated away at the firm pressure from the massage therapist.
Jewel imagined where they were going to next after the spa, to the scenic overlook where she had arranged for a caterer to provide hors d'oeuvres desert and wine with a picnic like setting...a beautiful sunset scene being Jewel's cover for going down onto one knee...
Jewel thought a silent prayer of love for Donna and hope for her acceptance of her marriage proposal.
**
Shortly after her latest date with Jewel, Donna met with Mary Agatha, mother superior of Sacred Heart Academy. Donna walked in via the main entrance to the chapel from the street. All churches were always open to the public one way or another.
She found Mother Superior Mary Agatha in prayer at the front pew nearest the door to the hall that lead back to the cloister.
"You know you are not allowed on school grounds." Mother Superior remarked. Donna hadn't even had the chance to say hello yet.
"Technically, the chapel is not school grounds, but church property."
There was a long pause. Donna waited patiently until Mother Superior Mary Agatha finally gave in to curiosity.
"So why are you here?"
"To confess." She began. "And to inform." She added.
"Confess?"
"Inform first, confess second." Donna elaborated.
There was another pregnant pause as Mother Superior waited for Donna to continue.
"Lady Delacroix proposed to me."
"I see."
"I said yes."
Mary Agatha showed no response.
"And to confess...that I really love her."
"Him." Mother superior corrected.
Donna thought before she spoke.
"Yes...no...both..." confusion evident in her voice.
Mother superior finally turned from her pair and leveled a penetrating gaze upon the woman and former headmistress of the academy. She quickly noticed Donnas' trepidation.
"She is all of those things. She has male genetics, a woman's body except for her genitals, and a woman's outlook on life. He...she... is...blended."
Mother superior merely nodded and held her silence.
"But there is something else that bothers me, something here that is not adding up. I've always wondered; why did you go to see Jewel that night...the night you discovered us together." Donna inquired.



Mother superior seemed surprised by the question. She held Donnas' steady curious gaze without flinching. After many more moments, it seemed that some internal struggle was resolved as she finally answered the question.
"I had made Lady Delacroix an offer. It had been a week and I came to ask her if she was willing to accept the offer."
"What offer?"
Mother superior stood, crossed herself after her prayer, and then sat down upon the pew. She shifted uncomfortably in her seat.
"Mother," Donna demanded "What offer?" she asked as she sat down beside her.
Donna watched as the Mother Superior, seemed to collapse and withdraw inside herself. At length, she answered.
"I asked her to join the convent and become a sister of the holy order."
Donna was gob smacked. She opened her mouth to speak, thought better of it, closed her mouth, took a breath, and then tried again.
"You invited her to take vows and become...a nun?"
"Yes."
**
3 years earlier.
Jewel wondered why she was pulled from class and being called to meet the mother superior especially as it was this close to vespers. As she made her way to the chapel she wished she had been given the time to return to her apartment in the dormitory and could have changed back into her uniform.
The school uniform skirt and sweater would be more appropriate for an audience with the mother superior than the ballet tutu that she was currently wearing.
As she walked past the dining hall refectory she found she was growing nervous. Why does she want to meet with me? And why in the chapel and not in her office?
Jewel wondered if her "in-between" state as a student and as a teacher's assistant was the issue. The staff loved her as their built in substitute teacher but the mother superior never officially endorsed her position. Rather she just 'accepted' it.
Jewel walked down the cloister and admired the beauty of the small garden that the nuns kept where they grew food and flowers before arriving at the chapel doors. Steeling her resolve with a breath and squaring her shoulders she pushed open the door and made her way into the chapel.
Mother Superior was kneeling in prayer at the front pew facing the altar. Jewel walked quietly so as not to disturb her. When she reached the front pew she smoothed down her tutu underneath her and gracefully sat near Mother Superior.
Mother Superior was an unhurried woman so it surprised Jewel ever so slightly when she spoke right away.
"I suppose you are wondering why I summoned you here."
"Yes Mother Superior." Jewel answered truthfully.
"I many ways having you here has been a blessing. In many other ways it has been a burden."
"I'm...sorry?"
"The nobles who run this country are querulous and scheming, conniving and duplicitous. It seems they make a game of deceit and are always positioning and plotting. Whoever is the most devious somehow seems destined to become their leader as if that position is somehow a reward for their deceitfulness and treachery. They pray and attend church yet seem to be without god in their lives."
Jewel's interest was piqued. Technically she was a noble by marriage now, however reluctantly. She said nothing and waited.
"Yet here you are; legally a noble-woman, almost without guile, considerate of others, hard working, innocent..."
Jewel considered that if the mother superior thought she was innocent then she was unaware of her affair with the headmistress. Legally I am a noble-woman, and technically I am also committing adultery.
"The headmistress speaks highly of you, and so do the other ladies of the teaching staff."
Mother Superior seemed to be waiting for a response of some kind.
"I am very fond of her as well," Jewel allowed "she treats me as a member of the staff and not just as a student."
"Yes, we are lucky to have her. She seems to have a way with difficult and troubled girls."
Jewel wondered if Mother Superior now thought she was difficult or troubled.
"I know that you are happy here because as an arranged male bride being here means that you are NOT in the company of your husband."
Jewel merely nodded in agreement.
"And that you are opposed to the life in which you now find yourself."
"Yes."
"And how many times you have tried to escape that life"
"Three." Jewel answered simply. There were actually more, but only three had been serious attempts...and she had been caught each time.
"What if I can offer you an escape?"
Jewel was dumbfounded. A chance to escape? Would Mother superior assist her in leaving the country?
"We can offer you a choice" she began. "You could join us here, in the convent, as a sister of the holy order. That would mean you must live a life of isolation, dedicated to prayer and reflection, sequestered with the sisters."
Jewel was stunned at the offer. It was completely unexpected and an option she had never even considered before. She still hoped for escape and freedom and to someday resume her life as Jules from Moose Lake Minnesota.
"How can that even work? I am already married." Jewel asked.
"Many young women run away to a convent to escape from their troubled marriage. There is ample precedent throughout history. In fact some women have even entered monasteries for similar reasons."
"Saint Marina the Monk entered a monastery with her father to avoid marriage. She dressed as a man, shaved her head and lived as a monk, undiscovered until her death. She was even wrongfully accused of impregnating a woman. A dishonor she bore stoically. She is now considered a symbol of penitence and forbearance."
"Others include Theodora Alexandria."
Jewel interrupted "And I am also male...a man."
"So having a man enter a convent would certainly be a precedent, that we know of, but it would not be...unprecedented?"
"Nonetheless, if you choose you may first become a lay sister and still stay and work here. There is still ways your husband could recall you although it would be more difficult and socially embarrassing for him."
Jewel chose to sit in silence, uncertain.
"Or if this offer doesn't appeal to you at all then you could stay here until your husband calls for you and you could continue to live a miserable life as a forced male-bride-wife in an unhappy arranged marriage."
"So what is the difference between being a nun and being a lay sister?"
"You could be a lay sister due to no longer being a virgin and your prior marriage, if you feel that the religious demands would be too difficult to bear. If you decide to embrace the holy order then you would be a probationary nun until such a time as we feel you are ready to take holy vows."
"So back to the most important hurdle, have their ever been any men who have been nuns?" Jewel asked bluntly.
"Not that we know of for certain but as I said, there is always a first time." Mother Superior smiled. "We seem to be living in an age where there are all sorts of 'firsts' happening."
"I don't know what to say...how to answer...this is all so sudden...and unexpected..."
"I was taught that prayer helps. Pray for what you want, pray for guidance, and pray for serenity and forgiveness." Mother Superior answered. "Maybe you should try it."
Mother Superior took Jewels hand and guided her down onto the kneeler. The padded surface was surprisingly comfortable.
Jewel clasped her hands together in imitation of Mother superior.
"What do I do now?"
"Appeal to god and say in your thoughts what you really want."
Jewel closed her eyes and tried to pray.
"Dear lord"...she began silently...unsure and uncertain of what to say... "Please get me out of this...mess"
Mother Superior watched for a moment as Lady Delacroix in a childlike moment scrunched up her eyes in concentration and prayed.
Mother Superior resumed her prayers, only this time, she was praying for guidance and forgiveness.
**
"And then what happened?" Donna asked.
"As you are aware, when I went to inquire after her a week later I discovered the two of you were...intimate."
"We were having sex, you mean."
"Yes. Of course that meant she had to be expelled."
"And that I had to be fired"
"Yes."
"I suppose that was convenient. Everything all wound up in a neat little bow. Problem solved, and problems gone."
"Not quite...there was one thing that bothered me then and still bothers me now."
"What's that?"
"Count Delacroix was going to recall his wife anyway."
"Why?"
"That I do not know. I believe it had something to do with his health."
"Did you ever really want Jewel to become a nun?"
"I wish she had. After her husband's death her strict observance of the mourning period and near total isolation and withdrawal from noble society and her perceived religious feelings had the effect of leaving Lady Jewel with the reputation of being a good and patient wife. Her behavior continues to help to make arranged male brides more acceptable. Joining us here at the convent would have had the opposite effect, making them less acceptable."
"Yeah, running away to join a convent to embarrass a powerful count and the nobility. Why didn't this plan work? Gee I wonder..."
"...Thanks a lot Mom!" Donna rose angrily from the pew and stormed out from the chapel.
**
Dianne was thrilled when the gossip columns revealed there was a new love interest in the countess's life. Much hay was made over a 25 year old countess dating a woman 5 years her senior. And her former school headmistress to boot.
As disappointed as she was to see Jewel marry a woman, Dianne tried to convince Jewel to have a huge society wedding. She was disappointed again as their wedding party was to be a small intimate affair with fewer than 100 guests. Their wedding announcement and their intentions to honeymoon on their yacht for a month long cruise were all dutifully covered by the appropriate reporters.
Hiding in plain sight, Jewel thought as she walked down the aisle for the second time in her life. Her wedding dress a sheer yet simple style compared to her first dress. But Donna helped pick it out for her, despite the custom of not seeing the bride before the wedding, and Jewel helped choose Donnas' dress, a black and white tuxedo style that looked simply amazing on her as Jewel willingly walked down the aisle toward the altar.
The small ceremony held in the gardens of her Manor home, Only a few society ladies and their husbands, some former school friends and staff, and her therapist were invited. Donna seemed pleased when Mother Superior Mary Agatha gave her blessing. She also was surprised when Marci arrived with Clark, expressing her gratitude for their attendance.
Phoebe Mills covered for the society and fashion reporters and described her as resplendent. Jewel only wished her mother and sister could have flown in from America and been there, but after her escape attempt to the embassy they were still persona non-grata in Allegoria.
Donna wanted Jewel to be beautiful for their wedding and Jewel decided she didn't mind being beautiful for Donna. After all, beauty was meant to be appreciated.
**
Jewel was exhausted from their lovemaking. Despite the many opportunities they had before; making love on their wedding night honeymoon would always be special.
"I think you're going to give me a heart attack." Jewel complimented her female-husband as she gasped for air.
"Only if you don't give me one first!" Donna shot back, equally breathless.
Embraced together on the rotating bed of the master stateroom Jewel couldn't help but marvel at the difference in his situation.
"You know, I never thought that I could ever sleep in this bed again...after...I mean..."
"Your first husband?" Donna asked, recovering, she rolled over onto her side to allow Jewel to spoon her. She also smiled at her jest. On the marriage certificate, thanks to the blending of traditional and progressive values in what were now called 'the Delacroix Precedent' Donna had to sign the marriage license as groom because Jewel had already established the precedent of being assigned as bride.
"It's ok to talk about it. I'm certainly not jealous."
Jewel wondered about her good fortune, finally being able to be with someone who loved her as much as she loved her.
"It's just...the anal sex...it hurt too much; being someone's plaything, someone's...possession."
"I would never hurt you." Donna stated firmly.
"I know...besides," Jewel teased, poking Donnas' ass "If anyone here is going to get it Count Donna Delacroix-Hancock it's you!"
"Oh Behave!" Donna teased back.
Jewel slipped immediately into her hypnotically commanded state.
Donna felt Jewel lower her face to her pillow and her breath tickle the back of her neck. She enjoyed the warmth of her cuddle.
"But seriously, would you ever let me do that, make love to you...anally?" She asked with a small bit of trepidation in her voice. She thought of the toys she had locked away.
"Yes." Jewel whispered in answer.
I'm a good girl, she thought, her hypnotic conditioning still in full force, and a good girl does as she is told.
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Jewel and Donna were getting ready for a formal social dinner. As newly married Jewel was keeping to the tradition of formal introductions of her new female husband. Once their month long honeymoon vacation was complete there were numerous invitations from many of her peers. A formal dinner at another noble's residence was yet another opportunity.
As Jewel was getting dressed she was interrupted by a tap on her shoulder.
"Jewel?" Donna asked.
Jewel turned to see Donna, wearing only her lace bra and panties, and holding up something Jewel hadn't seen in a long time.
"Where did this come from?" Donna asked as she showed Jewel her Minnesota Vikings cheerleader outfit.
Jewel's memory was immediately transported back to the day that her husband had made her wear the scanty outfit in a successful bid to embarrass and humiliate her and her father.
"Where did you find that?" Jewel asked.
"I was going through the skirts and tops and found it hanging up." Donna answered. "This is cute. When did you ever wear this?"
Jewel related to Donna what had transpired that horrible day. Being dressed up as a cheerleader, her father's unusual behavior, and Jean Claude's monologue revealing why it was he chose her as his feminized male bride.
"Oh...wow...that's terrible." She put the outfit down on a table and gave Jewel a warm hug.
"I really hated it when he made fun of me. Later he called me his tight end and wide receiver in mockery of the positions I played in high school." Jewel sniffled a bit but was comforted by Donnas embrace.
But surprisingly she now blushed in pleasure and embarrassment as Donna complimented her with her gentle teasing.
"Oh, I'm so sorry. I had no idea. I just thought it was so cute and wanted to see you in it. I've been anticipating this all day. I found it earlier and wanted to surprise you with it when I asked."
Jewel felt sad.
"It's ok" she said as she withdrew from the hug "It's not your fault that my husband was such a cad."
"Oh...ok...maybe some other time then." Donna said although Jewel could detect the disappointment in her tone. "Although from what I hear about him that's not the c-word I would have chosen."
Jewel giggled and suddenly felt better. She couldn't stand to see Donna disappointed like that. Beauty is meant to be appreciated after all. Jewel decided that it was ok to embrace girly things and embrace her willingness to be a girl to please her.
"Sure, some other time then." Jewel actually hoped Donna would forget about it entirely and let it go.
**
"But I really want to see you in this." Donna pleaded.
Jewel sighed. It had been two weeks. She knew she was going to give in eventually. She really did enjoy her ability to keep Donna happy with simple things like letting her choose her outfits but she really hoped to never wear that particular outfit again.
After discovering the cheerleader outfit Donna had tried again last week to convince Jewel to wear it for her. Jewel hoped that showing Donna pictures would be enough.
Instead, seeing the pictures of Jewel in her Vikings Cheerleader costume and then seeing her yearbook photos from the powder puff football game where Jules dressed up as a cheerleader to support the girls charity football game, Donna had been insistent and relentless as she strove to talk Jewel into wearing her Viking's Cheerleader outfit for her.
As Jewel reluctantly succumbed to the pressure she did insist on one concession.
"Fine, but if you want me to wear that for you when the game is on then you have to wear one too!"
Donna practically squealed with glee. Jewel merely sighed again and finally gave in to a small smile forming on her lips. She would dress up for Donna, but this time she would have Donna similarly attired to ogle as well.
**
The night of the game Jewel had Muriel do their make-up. Both Jewel and Donna were made over in gold and purple cosmetics that dramatically altered their appearance to become sexy sensuous cheerleaders.
Muriel for her part enjoyed her work "twinning" them. It was easy as she also had a photograph Leanne had taken of Jewel from the first time she dressed up as a Vikings Cheerleader.
After they were done and had departed Jewel's master bath, Muriel cleaned up the cosmetics station, counter, and salon chair. She noted that Dianne had walked in behind her and did not look thrilled.
"What's wrong?" Muriel asked.
Dianne hesitated a moment as if to gather her thoughts before giving voice to her concerns.
"I am...actually disappointed...that Countess Delacroix has married a woman. Taking a female lover as wife as a feminized male bride and widow is inappropriate." Dianne huffed.
"Oh, and who would you rather see her marry?"
"I feel that Lady Delacroix should have married Kyle Oldsworth. Jewel is a feminized male bride. As such she is meant to be seen in the company of a masculine man."
"I'm sure we all have our opinions, but she has made her choice. It's not our place to judge anyway." Muriel replied. She wasn't sure Kyle could be considered 'masculine'.
"I suppose..." Diane trailed off. Her job as Lady Jewel Delacroix's personal assistant and social media handler would be easier if she would have consented to date and marry another man. Lesbian couples were actually rather passé right now, and her social media followers overwhelmingly viewed Lady Delacroix, a forcibly feminized male bride as not just any other woman, but as a delightful semi-exotic celebrity. The novelty of her situation had not worn off even though there were now 6 others just like her in the country.
Her social media posts were still trending but not for the reasons Dianne had hoped. All talk of Kyle and Jewel had been replaced with blowback from the romance watchers. Feedback posts now consisted of "Where's Kyle?" and "Who is she?"
Dianne secretly hoped that Lady Delacroix's marriage to Donna Hancock would fail and end in divorce. Given the opportunity she would see that when Jewel remarried it would be someone more appropriate. After all, she had responsibilities and obligations to maintain.
**
Jewel made sure that the kitchen staff had prepared all the same delicacies for this game as they had previously when her father had attended with Jean Claude. Although this time smaller portions as only Jewel and Donna would be watching and Jewel had told the kitchen and housekeeping staff not to worry about serving or cleanup until the next day.
While Donna seemed interested at first, after the first few minutes of the first quarter, and after opening the first bottle of wine, Jewel and Donna ended up spending more time talking to each other and becoming intimate than actually watching the game.
It had been fun of course. Donna was new to American Football and more familiar with what Jewel would call soccer. All thought of sports vanished when Donna leaned over to kiss her.
Jewel basked in the warmth of Donnas kiss and was momentarily lost in bliss even after Donna pulled away. Jewel opened her eyes to see that Donna was watching her and smiling following their kiss.
Jewel liked it when Donna was the one to initiate private and public displays of affection. In many ways Jewel was still unsure of herself and had no clue as to how to act 'normally' around Donna as her wife.
Jewel admired her husband. When ever Jewel was alone and thinking about her former headmistress, if her cock wasn't tucked away, she would get hard. Even on hormones and despite them she still felt arousal by Donnas' nearness, her very presence and by her effect on her.
"Do you remember what I asked you on our honeymoon cruise?" Donna asked coyly.
Jewel remembered what Donna had said as clearly as if it had happened yesterday. She certainly talked about often enough. Despite that she felt as if she had blacked out slightly from her orgasm and entered into some sort of submissive puppet mind state.
Jewel knew that Donna, her female husband, wanted to fuck her with a strap-on.
The thought of being pegged by Donna made Jewel's penis harden.
Jewel was torn between two conflicting emotions. On the one hand she hated being sodomized. Her former husband would pound her with his 10 inch cock and never showed any concern for her well being while he did it.
But her memories warred with her desire to be a good male bride for her new female husband. It was so simple and so much easier to let Donna lead. She made it easy to submit.
Donna would never hurt her, would she?
Jewel's contemplation was confirmed when Donna held out a box. She opened the box to reveal a pink dildo affixed to a black harness. Jewel gasped at the realization that she was willing to let Donna peg her to make her happy. Jewel hoped that the smaller pink dildo would not hurt as much as the 10 inch monster her deceased husband used to wield.
"I hope you're not expecting a blow job on this thing." Jewel giggled.
"No, of course not!" Donna exclaimed.
"Fellatio Sucks!!!" Jewel shouted. She then giggled, feeling tipsy from too much wine.
Donna was momentarily stunned by Jewel's statement before she too burst into laughter.
"It's not all bad, but I think you know what I really plan to do. Are you sure you are ok with this?"
Jewel nodded yes, her long brunette ponytail flipping as she did.
Seeing Jewel's nod of assent Donna chirped with glee and practically tore off her mini cheer skirt as she strapped on the harness of the strap on dildo around her waist and thighs.
Jewel, still seated on the couch, was now eye level with the approximately 7 inch pink silicon strap on penis. There was a momentary miffed feeling as she realized that the dildo was actually somewhat larger than her own 6&1/2 inch penis.
Donna sat down again next to Jewel and drew her head close as she pressed another warm, wet, firm kiss to her lips. Donna guided Jewel's hand to her strap on dildo and bid her stroke it in her hand. Jewel noted that she had coated it with lube so her hand slid easily up and down the prosthetic penis, from base to tip as she slowly stroked the faux cock and covered it evenly with the lube.
Donna stood up and pulled Jewel up with her, still maintaining her kiss as Donnas' hands caress Jewel's hips, waist, and breasts, and then put her hand behind Jewels head to continue their kiss.
God! Making out with Donna was really firing her libido. Her small penis was now hard and tenting her panties and her Viking's Team Pleated Cheer mini-skirt. Jewel really wanted to give Donna her penis and let Donna ride her as she loved, but Donna was clearly still focused on her original goal.
After god knows how long Donna broke from the kiss and stared deeply into Jewels eyes. Jewel stared back and for her part was so overcome with lust she was ready...and willing...to do anything for Donna.
Donna pulled Jewel down the couch until her ass was at the edge of the seat cushion. She sensually reached up under Jewel's mini skirt to slip her thumbs under the hem of Jewel's team logo panties. Donna gently pulled down Jewel's panties until they were past her thighs and dropped freely down to her purple and gold go-go high heel boots. Jewel stepped free from her panties as Donna pushed her knees apart, and knelt in front of the couch between Jewel's legs.
Donna lifted up Jewel's mini skirt over her waist, exposing her firm womanly bottom and narrow waist. With a slow wet slippery motion Jewel felt the tip of the pink strap on dildo slide against her asshole. Jewel involuntarily clenched her ass and shivered simultaneously in anticipated pleasure.
Donna carefully aligned the tip of her faux cock with Jewel's anal star and held it firmly against her barrier. Despite her clenching and a momentary feeling of panic Jewel's body betrayed her readiness to please her female wife and her ass relaxed automatically.
The momentary lapse was all it took and the head of Donnas' strap on dildo slipped past Jewel's lax defenses.
Oh my god! She's doing it. She is fucking me! She is actually fucking me!
Something deep inside Jewels ass responded to the thrusting stimulation. The dildo made contact again and again with...something...and it felt incredible.
Ah...Ah...Ah...oh god...Oh God...this feels...GOD...wonderful...
Donna gently thrust her strap on into Jewels ass in an easy gentle motion. She soon found a rhythm that appeared to generate the most pleasure in Jewel.
Ah...uuhh...uh...ah...mmm...
She's fucking me...Donna is...my husband is fucking me!
Jewel looked up to Donnas' face and stared awe-struck into Donnas' eyes as Donna thrust her strap on over and over again into Jewel's ass.
Jewel's legs seemed to lift on their own accord as she attempted to wrap her legs behind Donnas' waist or bottom and hold her close and deep inside her. Jewel's hips began to move and rotate on their own accord as she simultaneously fought against and embraced the fullness of penetration that slowly worked inside her and drove her relentlessly toward her impending orgasm.
This must be what it feels like to be overcome by lust, love, and emotion. Her body moved as if on auto-pilot, in complete disregard to the nervousness and trepidation she felt at consenting to being pegged. The doubts that had occupied...nay, dominated her conscious thoughts were swept away by the tidal wave of pleasure that came crashing down upon her and through every fiber of her being. Jewel's penis blew it's small load of cum onto her own tummy, sperm pooling into her navel.
Jewel and Donna never finished watching the game. They made love multiple times during the next few hours and eventually fell asleep, their naked bodies entwined on the couch.
**
The maid entered the sitting parlor and noted that the television set was still on, displaying some sort of sporting news program from America.
The maid made a soft "tsk tsk" sound as she picked up discarded clothing items from the floor. Tops...skirts...go-go boots...as she made her way through the room she turned past the end of the couch and came to an abrupt halt.
She slapped her hand against her mouth in surprise to stifle the gasp of surprise from escaping her lips. She looked and was stunned to see that Lady Jewel Delacroix and Count Donna Delacroix lay in a nude embrace, asleep, upon the sofa.
Lady...uh...Count Donna Delacroix lay upon her back and her head was resting on a pillow. Lady Jewel was resting her head upon Count Donna Delacroix's bosom, and had a satisfied smile upon her face, apparently dreaming happily.
Count Donna had one arm over her face and the other arm protectively cradling Lady Jewel. Lady Jewel laid on her side, cuddled up next to Count Donna, one leg over hers.
The maid noted the clothing that she had picked up that was scattered throughout the room, apparently tossed aside at random must be their cheerleader uniforms they had worn the previous evening to watch the 'American football' game.
The maid finally noticed the faint yet unmistakable smell of sex and fine wine that lingered in the air.
The maid carefully backed away with her bundle of clothes and shut the door. The maid was overcome by the urge to laugh and giggled uncontrollably, attracting the attention of another maid from a nearby room. She'd give them another hour before coming back and knocking, loudly. Meanwhile, she had some gossip to share.
**
Donna had been red with embarrassment as she and Jewel had walked nearly naked, wearing only their panties and Vikings Team Thigh High stockings, back to the master bedroom to shower.
Jewel had smirked sympathetically at Donnas' plight. She wasn't used to the games that her husband used to play with her to embarrass and humiliate her. Walking nude inside her own home visible only to her staff didn't even really register anymore.
Her constant exposure to humiliating experiences and her hypnotherapy sessions had driven away most of her care in this regard. Still, it wasn't fair to Donna Jewel considered having a word with the housekeeping staff. Maybe not though, never let anyone know what they did had any effect. A survival lesson Jewel had taken to heart.
Jewel did wonder about her orgasms she experienced while she was being pegged by Donna. They were every bit as intense and earth shattering as the two orgasms she endured from Jean Claude.
Jewel suddenly was overcome with guilt at the thought of comparing Donna to Jean Claude. But the feeling of pleasure and confusion remained. Her orgasms from being pegged were even more intense than the orgasms she felt when she made love to Donna with her own cock.
She worried if that meant anything.
**
After showering Jewel and Donna changed into their Yoga outfits. Donna chose the more modest v-neck tank top and yoga pants while Jewel went with her usual sports bra and booty short yoga shorts.
Originally Jewel had worn more modest athletic attire but again, her conditioning and training at the hands of her chaperones...disciplinarians really, had slowly progressed into more and more revealing attire.
First there was the Yoga pants and woman's athletic t-shirt. Then Yoga pants and a cami top. After her breast augmentation her outfits transitioned into knee length yoga pants and a sports bra. In the end it became the sports bra and yoga booty shorts like she wore now.
Her husband, Jean Claude had insisted she wear more revealing athletic attire as he would occasionally stop by to watch as Jewel worked out. Now only Jewel's swim bikini would put more of her flesh on display than what she now wore.
The same could be said of her swim suits as her original one piece became a two piece, then a full bikini, and eventually the thong style bikini bottom suit she most recently wore.
Jewel's therapist had even informed her that her attire became more and more...revealing as her figure transformed inexorably from gangly androgynous to feminine.
Jewel was eager to work out today. She had a surprise for Donna. Dianne had finally found and rehired her original personal trainer. Jewel held Donnas' hand as they walked into the home gym that was part of the manor's daylight basement and Jewel finally introduced her new female husband to her long time personal trainer.
"Count Donna Delacroix-Hancock, the best personal trainer ever; Melody Abigail Tonin."
**
After their workout Jewel and Donna were taking a shower together in Jewels master bath. Her shower was big enough for three so space was not a problem. As they showered after their hot flow yoga session Jewel was telling Donna more about her former husbands plans for her.
Somehow she got onto the subject of how he was considering her for the human trials of a new retrovirus that would rewrite the Y chromosome into an X chromosome and convert her DNA from male to female. How her body would then have slowly morphed from male to female as female cells replaced her male cells.
"All thanks to the miracle of modern western medicine." Jewel finished telling Donna her story of how her husband intended to transform her in order for her to be able to produce another heir.
Now that his only son was dead in the same racing accident that had claimed her husband she was the only one who could produce and raise an heir to receive the Delacroix fortune after her death.
Donnas' reaction was not what she had expected. She seemed interested in the idea.
"Seriously though, if you did this then we could raise this child to not be anything like his biological father." Donna reasoned.
"You mean his sperm donor" Jewel grumbled emphatically "And I can't believe that you would even consider this an option."
"It's certainly new and unusual, but you have to admit it's worth considering. You wouldn't want your estate to go to the crown would you?"
Jewel had to admit Donna was right. She didn't want that either...but to actually become pregnant and bear a child. Jewel mentally screamed in anger at the prospect that all her suffering as an arranged marriage forcibly feminized male bride hadn't actually ended with the death of her husband.



Things. Just. Kept. Happening.
"I hope your teasing when you say that." Jewel grumbled.
"Of course I am." Donna laughed.
**
Given her wealth and status Jewel was disappointed that she could not avail herself of concierge medicine for today's purpose.
In this age of microminiaturization and advanced medical technology the obscenely wealthy would typically avail themselves of all the benefits that concierge medicine had to offer.
Why visit the doctor when the doctor could just as easily visit you. The advantages were obvious; greater privacy, more attentive physicians, nurses and medical staff and the comforts of ones own home.
Jewel's fully appointed in home sick room at Delacroix manor was testament to her wealth and prestige and her ability to receive premium care from the best doctors available.
But unfortunately, reproductive specialists still needed specialized equipment immediately on hand and so Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix, now in the company of her new female husband; Count Donna Hancock Delacroix, went to them.
Jewel and Donna breezed through the waiting room and were escorted straight away to the exam room to be greeted by the fertility specialist.
"Lady Delacroix, I am Dr. Rae Ovac, welcome...but where is your husband?"
The doctor had only glanced at Donna, assuming she was the countess's aide.
Jewel got a slight kick out of surprising this doctor...didn't she know already?
"My first husband passed away in a racing accident just over a year and a half ago. This is my new husband, Donna Hancock" Jewel smiled at the absurdity of it all as she made the introductions.
"Doctor Ovac." Donna replied formally and extended her hand.
The doctor seemed momentarily bewildered as he shook Ms. Hancock's hand.
"A woman to become a count; how surprising." Dr. Ovac confessed after a moment's hesitation.
"No more surprising than a male countess." Donna replied smoothly.
"No...quite right..." Jewel watched as Dr. Rae Ovac quickly composed herself and regained her bearing. She noticed the petite redhead was barely 5 feet tall wearing flats and was dressed in scrubs. Her delicate features, petite breasts and curves gave her an elfin like quality.
"Well, now that introductions are over; Lady Delacroix, the nurse will take your vitals and escort you to the labs and to radiology for imaging and after that to a private room to obtain the sample."
She turned to Donna "Count Delacroix, if you will come with me..."
"Shouldn't we remain together?" Donna asked
"It's alright darling," Jewel began "I'll be fine."
Jewel recalled the very few times that she was escorted to the doctors by her husband he was always entertained by the department head while she was attended to by the staff. Leanne would also wait with the department head when Jewel was being seen or treated.
"Very well, I'll just wait then." Donna sighed, resigned.
Donna followed the doctor to her office. It was exactly how she expected it to be...quite large and with one wall covered in medical textbooks...doctors and lawyers seemed to share their sense of decorating style.
"It's a pleasure to meet you Ms. Hancock. I must admit to being a bit surprised that the countess has remarried. You really don' hear of that happening from a widow of an arranged marriage. But as her betrothed I suppose that we must only discuss precisely what care it is that you seek for your wife."
"I suppose we should wait until Jewel is here to join us." Donna allowed.
The doctor seemed momentarily nonplussed.
"Of course, if that is your will, we can discuss this with her present, but as the betrothed husband of a bride that is subject to the arranged marriage customs and laws you must be aware that it is you who can determine what it is you want and make known what your expectations are and we can see to it that your desires are carried out."
Donna felt a curious wave of emotions ranging from consternation, shock, curiosity, and astonishment at such an unforeseen and unexpected revelation. She felt thunder-struck.
Was she now somehow in actual control of Jewel's medical care?
"Now I understand that you and your wife-to-be are seeking advice on having children."
"Yes, that's right." Donna allowed.
"And you want to know how your wife-to-be could be made to bear children?"
Donna was once again shocked at the direction this meeting was heading, but she felt it was best not to expose what she felt was her terrible lack of information bordering on ignorance.
"Yes, Jewel and I want to have children. We want to know if her feminization has hindered her ability to get me pregnant."
Now it was the doctors turn to blink; her placid porcelain features momentarily expressing her surprise.
"Oh...so...you want to bear the child...and not...uh...Lady Delacroix?"
"We are exploring all the options." Donna said noncommittally.
"Because there are medically proven methods for genetically male spouses to gestate and bear children...a male bride has more options than a genetic female these days." Dr, Ovac pressed.
"And my wife would be able to do this for me?" Donna already knew the answer. Jewel had already told her what it was her husband had intended for her prior to his death. Still, she felt so flustered discussing this openly with her wife's doctor that it sounded more like a statement than a question.
"Of course, that's why we are here today after all, yes?"
"Could you describe some of them please?" Donna felt a sense of queasiness and doom but her sense of curiosity overrode them.
"Well first off, we can take the donor egg and sperm and fertilize them in a lab. We implant the zygote into an artificial placenta like structure that we can attach to your male-wife's intestines. This requires electronic medical monitoring 24 hours a day until the baby is ready to be delivered surgically."
"A newer and more practical technique is to use a donor uterus and also implant the fertilized zygote into the womb. This allows for less intensive monitoring care as well as a better physical and emotional experience for the...um...mother..." Dr. Ovac elaborated.
"So, just to be clear, I don't necessarily have to be the one to bear our child, and I can make this decision for my wife, regardless of her feelings on the matter?" Donna asked with a sense of foreboding at the answer she suspected would come.
"Yes, of course, with your arranged wife having betrothed herself to you she has transferred her legal medical rights she inherited from her first husband after his death to you." The doctor smiled professionally as she related what she felt was the obvious information.
"And why stop at one?" Doctor Ovac smiled helpfully "Multiple births such as twins our triplets are often desired so that one need not experience the pain of childbirth a second time...unless you desire that, of course."
Donna simply sat there in stunned thoughtfulness.
"I see I may have you convinced. Let me provide you with some literature that you may peruse at your leisure."
"Well..." Donna felt a bit queasy and awe struck by this revelation "I shall consider these options, but for now we only came here to find out if her sperm count and motility is good. Our original intent is for me to have our baby. Have any of the feminization techniques harmed her...uh...virility? "
"Oh...wow..." the doctor seemed to stumble a bit with disappointment "a traditional pregnancy then...yes, we can certainly conduct these tests and find the answer."
"In the meantime, let me make you a copy of your betrothed's records, so you can be up to speed on her health and condition."
"Thank you Doctor Ovac, you have been most helpful." Donna smiled.
Doctor Ovac seemed pleased with Donnas compliment.
"You are most welcome Ms. Hancock...and please, call me Rae."
**
Jewel moaned in pain as the nurse penetrated her anus. Jewel didn't bother to question why the clinic nurse insisted upon retrieving her sperm sample this way, she already knew the reason. When it came down to it, they all used the same excuse...her arranged marriage status.
It didn't help Jewel's equilibrium that she was bent over the side of the exam bed, her legs spread wide to allow easy access to her rear as the, admittedly, sexy nurse drove her lubricated strap-on deeper inside Jewel's ass.
Jewel had briefly argued against this procedure. She wanted to try again to masturbate by hand and catch her sperm in a cup. But after nearly 30 minutes she had only managed to attain a semi-stiff penis and was nowhere near close to coming.
Jewel hated the feeling of failure and inadequacy in her masturbatory attempts. It was all Jean Claude's fault. He never allowed her to masturbate. She hadn't ever stroked herself off since...well...since before her arranged marriage.
Hell, it had to be at least 7 years since the last time she whacked off.
So try as she might, she just...couldn't...do it.
When the nurse offered another way to obtain the sperm sample Jewel initially rejected the idea. Jewel had proposed having Donna come in and assist. Jewel knew she would get hard and cum if Donna was there to help. The idea alone was already helping her tumescence.
The nurse quickly quashed that idea. He sperm sample could not be tainted with ANY other fluid, and that included vaginal secretions.
What the nurse counter offered however blew her mind.
She would 'milk' her prostate to stimulate Jewel and obtain the sample.
Stupidly, Jewel asked what that entailed. When she found out, she refused and nearly demanded to leave. Instead, the nurse informed her that she was now obligated to provide the sample and if she didn't cooperate willingly then the nurse would have no other recourse than to call in an orderly and restrain the countess so that a sample could be obtained. Jewel, reluctantly acceded to the nurse.
Jewel was still largely unaware of the long term effects that her mental, physical, and hypnotic conditioning, implanted during her arranged marriage, would hardly allow otherwise.
"I know this can be difficult, but I really would rather have your cooperation. You need to provide the sample and this is the easiest way to accomplish your goals." The nurse reasoned.
As the nurse bottomed out her dildo inside Jewels ass Jewel felt the most uncomfortable fullness since...well, not since her husband. The dildo wasn't as large as his cock was, but not since her enema that morning, actually.
It was fortunate that she hadn't used the massage setting on "The Enemizer" in her shower that morning. She deliberately withheld from enjoying her morning ritual in expectation of this doctor visit.
Jewel was confused and furious at her treatment. Why is having a sexy nurse sodomize her in order to facilitate prostrate milking to retrieve a sperm sample the preferred method? And why did her insistence upon "cooperation" sound so...reasonable.
The nurse actually answered the first question.
"Because this is what you are used to milady. It would take an unnecessary length of time for you to find a fantasy when masturbating by hand. Also, this is faster and will produce a larger sperm sample than if you were able to do it yourself."
"Besides, we gave you your chance and you failed. To allow you to continue would violate the national protocols regulating male-brides."
Jewel grunted in time with the nurse as they found their rhythm. At least the lube was adequate and the dildo was sliding easily inside her and against her prostate. The nurse had talked Jewel through each step and one of those was the use of a warming lubricant to ease entry. It was starting to feel good!
Jewel's only other complaint was the porn on the wide screen TV she was forced to watch. It showed a masculine dominant anally sodomizing a sissified man.
As porn went, it wasn't working for Jewel. It reminded her too much of her husband and was negatively affecting her ability to cum.
Jewel closed her eyes and let her mind wander. She was married now. She resorted to her fantasies about Donna. She thought about how they had planned their marriage and honeymoon and timed it to escape the attempt by Lady Oldsworth to force Jewel's hand in marriage to Kyle.
Jewel didn't want to marry Kyle and she would be damned it she would let her fortune fall into the hands of the Allegorian government. She had suffered for too long and too hard to allow anyone to dictate terms to her anymore.
Jewel felt the warmth of the lube, the fullness of the strap on, and the pleasure across her prostate increase. She fantasized about Donna riding her on their wedding night.
Donna had always insisted on being on top. She had always shown every indication of loving Jewel's penis and their intimacy together. Their illicit affair back in boarding school had been Jewel's first sexual experience with a woman. Jewel had been a virgin when her first husband arranged her marriage.
Jewel fantasized she was on her back as her penis plunged it's full six inches into Donnas tight wet pussy. Donna would control the pace, as she would be on top, like always. Jewel initially considered it a plus that Donna had never shown any interest in anal.
Well, except for wanting to peg Jewel.
Jewel now felt the nurse slip a pocket pussy over the tip of her penis. Jewel moaned at the sensation of the head of her slightly above average sized cock press against the silicon toy. She tried to thrust forward to drive in deeper but the nurse was only holding it over the crown of her mushroom head circumcised cock.
Jewel moaned desperately as she worked harder to get in deeper. She was now driving back against the nurse's strap on cock in her attempts to get deeper into the pocket pussy and cum.
The nurse for her part was impressed by how the countess was now acting like a wanton whore for her strap on dildo.
As soon as she positioned the sample cup near the tip of the countess's cock she seemed to slip into overdrive. The countess's ass was positively turning red with the heat of the nurse's lap as it slapped against the countess's full yet firm womanly bottom.
It was fortunate that she place the sample cup in position when she did. With out further stimulation the countess suddenly moaned loudly and the nurse could feel the impact of her cum as it spewed into the sample cup.
Finally, the nurse slipped the pocket pussy over half the shaft to help milk the last of the cum from Countess Delacroix's stiffy.
**
Jewel was handling this remarkably well, Donna thought, as she watched from an adjacent viewing room as the nurse practitioner rammed her strap on into Jewel's anus.
It only took about 5 minutes from start to finish before Jewel finally came into the sample cup and provided her sperm sample.
Donna watched with a funny feeling of pride as her male wife donated her sperm sample. The nurse railing her ass like that was really hot. Donna was feeling slightly flushed with desire after watching the process. An idea entered her head.
"Maybe I'll rail her ass again tonight." She thought excitedly.
**
Jewel stood outside her body as she watched.
From her dream perspective she stood outside her body and saw everything as it happened to her...before her...in front of her...
She was placed in her submissive posture, on her hands and knees. Her husband was behind her and had already fully penetrated her ass and was sodomizing her. Her penis was only mostly flaccid...curious, as it typically was completely flaccid when her ass was being broken in by the ten inch mammoth sized cock of her husband.
Her face was impassive. Despite the agony she felt, not giving any indication or betraying the fact of her agony from the anal invasion as her husband slammed into her, rocking her forward with each thrust before pulling her back each time he withdrew only to rock her forward again with the next painful, agonizing blow.
Jewel could clearly make out the cum on her lips and chin and the mix of cum and drool that had dribbled down her chin and onto her breasts. More cum and drool was slowly spilling from her mouth onto the pillows and bed sheets beneath her.
Her hands were gripping the sheets as his hands were gripping her waist so firmly as to leave marks that were certain to bruise.
Jewel watched as her dream self looked into the mirror near the head of the bed (placed there by the staff on orders from her husband) and could see her face and her husband's reflection as he painfully aggressively fucked her.
Jewel could see count Delacroix's face, screwed up in concentration and pleasure, and...anger?
He was concerned only for his own pleasure, only for himself.
Jewel had hardly ever noticed how his face was the face of a beast, a beast lost to savagery and lust.
A voice inside her head repeated over and over again "submit...serve...obey..."
Jewel woke up screaming. Almost immediately her security burst through the door, his arrival causing reality to assert itself over her dream fugue.
Jewel momentarily upset by her terrible dream yelled. "Get out." as she threw a pillow.
The agent easily dodged the thrown pillow, looked around professionally to verify no threats to Lady Delacroix's security, then retreated back into the hallway, shutting the door behind him.
Melinda questioned Lady Delacroix later that morning, as bodyguard and head of Jewel's household security staff she was responsible to her employer to make sure she was safe.
Once she was satisfied that Jewel had only had a nightmare she reviewed the bedroom. She idly picked up the thrown pillow from where it still lay on the bedroom floor. Housekeeping had been told to stay away until security was through.
Melinda professionally surveilled the room one last time and was about to set the pillow onto the bed when her hand felt an odd lump. Melinda squeezed the lump again before removing the pillow case. The pillow had a hidden zipper on the end.
Opening that revealed a small pocket and inside she found something most unusual.
"So what is it?" Jewel asked.
"I've identified this device as a subliminal message player." Melinda answered easily.
"What does it do?" Jewel asked. She's never even heard of these.
Melinda held up the small device the size of a small ballpoint pen.
"This is a high end version of the device. It is made of a flexible nonmetallic carbon wiring and graphene battery, rechargeable in just a few minutes and will last up to 6 months of continuous play. It also is capable of secure wi-fi or VPN to be able to update the message program."
"These micro-speakers on each end play a recording at a volume at the lowest limit of audible hearing." Melinda said as she placed the device into a tea-cup to amplify the sound from the bowl of the tea-cup.
A feminine voice was now softly heard:
"You are a girl"
"You like being a girl"
"You are an obedient girl"
"You like being pretty"
"You like pretty things"
"You are a pretty girl"
The message then repeated itself.
"It's on a timer to play when you are asleep." Melinda finished.
"Who placed it there" Jewel asked.
"It's easy to surmise that your husband had it placed there and ordered its use" Melinda opined. "A repeating set of subliminal suggestions that would help to condition your behavior."
Jewel hadn't felt anger in a very long time. The heat inside her heart and mind and the redness that now colored her vision and threatened to overwhelm her reason began to build with righteous intensity...and then just as suddenly faded from her mind and flowed out from her body as if drained.
Calm dispassionate reasonable thoughts now played through her mind. Jewel observed the miniature device dispassionately.
Thank you Melinda," she said with calm serenity "leave the device with me."



Melinda seemed momentarily surprised, but obeyed professionally and made her exit.
Jewel knew what to do. At her next appointment she would make inquiries with her hypnotherapist. This seems like something she would know about.
**
Dr. Patricia Agonia studiously read the new manual she had authored for the social services division. Her text on Involuntary Feminization Protocols was cutting edge and inspired.
But now, all her work seemed for naught. The new nanobot technology from New York she and Dr. Inon were being sent to investigate and bring back to Allegoria for scientific evaluation threatened to make hypnosis obsolete.
Compared to the two year study she had been overseeing for the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department she had finally concluded, her hypnosis techniques that she had honed and perfected and been dedicated to as her life's work would be cast aside as obsolete when nanobots got their approval.
What she could do in two years, the nanobots could do in just two months.
Pat Agonia felt something akin to exasperation bordering on rage to learn that her life's work would be bypassed by new technology.
Still, she was smart enough to realize that she was now on the ground floor of implantation of the new conditioning protocols and that she would stand to gain considerable wealth from her involvement.
Considerable 'more' wealth, as with the money she had made from Jean Claude conditioning Lady Delacroix she was now very wealthy.
Patricia let the anger slip away. Progress waits for no woman and this new technology would invariably go main stream soon enough. Patricia was eager to compare the new tech to Lady Delacroix and the other test subjects conditioning and evaluate which technique was superior.
Though she felt she already knew the answer.
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*
The CEO Succumbs.
Today In The News, with Award Nominated Anchor, Ida Ditarod!
Purloined Panty Prank puts Pranksters in Prison.
The courts came down hard today and rejected the defense of "It's just a prank bro!" from the defendants as a lame excuse from the perpetrators of the non-sanctioned City College Concubines Club.
The perpetrators were found guilty of placing premium precision nanobots in the panties of college coeds with the programmed purpose of causing intense uncontrollable sexual arousal.
"We just wanted pussy and they wouldn't put out." One prankster posse member purportedly proclaimed prior to trial...
Neil glared at the television. Those fucking bastards! Couldn't keep a fucking secret and went too far. Neil's anger spiked as his friend's actions would now cost him everything. It hadn't always been like this...
**
Neil sat at his computer and watched from his chat camera as one of his team worked out a problem with a potential new hire. The whole team including Neal had been struggling to solve a programming problem and the kid found the answer in less than an hour.
"The only way to crack this open would be to infiltrate a software update." Dustin suggested.
"QA group always catches those."
"No. The weak link is this line of code right here...do you see it?" Dustin asked, pointing to the screen.
Xander had to listen closely as Dustin spoke so softly. The kid was extremely shy. Xander looked again at the line of code Dustin was indicating.
"Yeah...yeah, I see it now. This would allow us access to their data files undetected."
"Yes. I think so too." Dustin agreed.
"But to get it in past the virus detection..." Xander considered...
"Then don't. Just substitute a whole new program at the next update." Dustin spoke softly and didn't make eye contact.
"Yeah, maybe..." Xander took his time to consider his options. The clocked ticked away slowly
"Look, I gotta go..." Dustin began.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah...get going. Big performance tonight right? Playing Helena...a midsummer nights dream?"
"Yes. Grandma says I need to get out more." Dustin blushed as he escaped from his computer desk and left. His computing group at high school found it funny that he played the women's roles in Community Theater.
Neil opened his chat window as soon as Dustin left and had a look at the code with the other programmers and Xander.
"We should bring him in. He's good and his idea would work." Phil pronounced.
"Look, Dusty" Neil spoke with sarcasm in his voice, "is a good programmer and coder but he can't work for us. No way! We need someone to commit to our plan and someone trustworthy. Dustin ain't it. He's never going to amount to anything." Neil stood firm.
Xander knew that Neil didn't much care for Dustin Thurston. Dustin said he had social anxiety disorder yet the group all knew he did acting on the side. If you were too shy to talk in private how could you act on stage? Neil was convinced Dustin's alleged disorder was bullshit.
"He just uses the money we pay him to save for college. He's a math wiz. I hear he's going to MIT. He's going into finance or something. Besides, he's just a kid, what is he 14, 15? We need someone more trustworthy and who can commit to our scheme." Bill added.
The whole team knew that Neil already received his degree through summer work and were of the opinion that he was angry at the world. Creating new software from scratch wasn't easy. What was even worse, in Neil's opinion, was when management wouldn't pay them as programmers and coders their fair share. As high school seniors they were basically unpaid interns. Neil's dad was a businessman though and had helped him to start his own company. Neil planned to take the software they wrote with them and sell it as their own.
Secure banking software that would guarantee secure transactions worldwide was an important and lucrative market. If he could deliver the product then he could reap the rewards!
Four years later Neil was riding high! Not only had his startup company cornered the market and signed the most important financial transaction security software in banking history, he was incorporating his second company as well.
Neil smirked as his parents were so proud of him. They even gave him his inheritance early, just like they promised. Technically he was a trust fund baby now with over a million dollars from his parents. He was also a millionaire in his own right from his software, and would soon make even more money with his new medical nano-bot company.
Life was good...but right now his friends were really bringing him down.
"Dude, you coming to graduation?" Xander asked.
"UCLA Forever!" Phil screamed exuberantly.
"What for. Just a long day of boring speeches. I have better things to do."
"Like what?"
"Party with my bitches yo!!!"
"S'yeah, like we ever party. We're software nerds. When's the last time any of you got laid?"
"Maybe you losers can't find a babe but don't count me among you."
"Yeah? Like who?"
"Goldie Duggar, if you must know."
"Dude...You're banging Goldie Duggar?"
Neil merely nodded smugly.
"Duudee...how?"
"Swear to secrecy?"
"Dude, I'm Ashamed you have to even ask us that."
"True...ok...it's like this..."
Neil revealed his ability to control women using the medical nanobots he had coded for his graduate program. After several minutes of disbelief his friends finally accepted it as truth.
"C'mon man, share the love. Hook us up."
"Look, it's too expensive but I think I have a low cost alternative."
"How's that?"
"Every batch creates thousands and thousands of bots that don't work right. The defective bots are tossed into recycling."
"How's that supposed to help us?"
"The bots still can stimulate nerve endings. They just don't work together to create new pathways. What if we use these to stimulate the women you want. Basically every time they look your way they feel pleasure. Its basic stimulus and reward, they see you they feel good. They look away, they lose the good feelings."
"What say you guys dose a couple of hotties with bots programmed with your image in mind. The girls get the dose...you get the girls...easy peasy!"
Needless to say Neil's friends were eager to try.
**
Neil's reminiscence was abruptly interrupted.
"The Special Assistant confirms he will be here to see you in 5 minutes sir." The CEO's desk intercom announced. Neil couldn't help but hear the layers of condescension in the tone of his Administrative Assistant's voice as she made her announcement.
Neil Smith quickly switched off the news channel he was watching and stood up from behind his desk. He kicked off his patent leather shoes (no socks) and then with speed and precision born of practice he quietly slipped out of his suit jacket (Armani if you were wondering) and loosened his belt to doff his trousers. He carefully lay out and folded both of them neatly on a coffee table in the center reception area of his office so as to prevent wrinkling.
Neil removed his necktie, folded it loosely and set it neatly on the suit. Then he doffed his fitted dark blue shirt, folded it neatly as well, and placed it with the other articles of clothing. Lastly he pulled apart the Velcro seam that held a tight compression wrap around his chest and placed it neatly onto the pile of clothes.
Neil now stood in the center of his spacious and tastefully decorated executive office wearing only his sky blue full cut hipster panties and matching brassiere set. A powder blue basque cinched tightly around his middle to provide slight figure control and emphasize the narrowness of his waist. His C cup breasts, courtesy of saline and silicon breast implants, now freed from being bound by the compression wrap were fully displayed.
The holdups attached to his basque slipped under his panties and then clipped perfectly to the lace hem of his snow white thigh high stockings. The lace hem of his stockings had lacing and an adorable delicate lace bow sewn at the back of his thighs so as to draw attention to the tops of his legs and his full pert bottom.
Neil walked back to his desk and from the bottom desk drawer where he retrieved a sky blue plunge bra that matched his panties and basque. Donning the bra the plunge cut gave ample display accentuating his cleavage.
Lastly he retrieved from the same drawer a pair of 4 inch high snow white leather rounded toe sling-back stiletto heels and placed them on his feet.
Neil walked over to his private bathroom and retrieved a small cosmetics case, the staccato tapping of his heels on the office floor reverberated softly in the otherwise quiet room; accentuating his predicament. With skilled ease he applied eye-shadow and mascara upon his eyelids and eyelashes, and then applied deep red matte colored lipstick to his lips. A spritz of perfume on his wrists, cleavage, and then a small spray of mist to form a cloud in the air that he walked through completed the hasty make-over.
Neil moved to the center of his office, feet shoulder width apart, hands together behind his back and facing his office door as he waited for "his" special assistant to arrive.
Arriving precisely on time, punctual as ever; Neil noticed, the door to his office opened and Saul Wright, the special assistant to the CEO walked in.
Neil noted that his administrative assistant was also watching through the open door from her desk and he clearly noted her expression of scorn and disdain.
Neil turned his attention back to the man now facing him...towering over him...
Unlike Neil who barely topped out at 5 foot 7 (5 foot 11 in heels) and 135 pounds, Saul Wright; Special Assistant to the CEO was a physically imposing man. At 6 foot 6 inches tall and pushing two hundred and fifty pounds of sheer muscle the man could physically intimidate nearly anyone.
The contrast between Neil and Saul could hardly be greater between the hairy, burly, muscular and tall Special Assistant and the diminutive, slim, smooth and hairless CEO. Indeed, Neil quivered slightly as Saul approached, too closely, and within Neil's personal space, and just...occupied...the room.
The Special Assistant took in Neil's appearance with a smug domineering manner as he gently touched the soft silk fabric of Neil's brassiere and grunted his approval.
"Did you see the news?" He demanded.
"Yes sir." Neil responded weakly and obediently. How did it get to this point where he as CEO had to defer and obey his special assistant like this? Neil let the rhetorical question slip from his thoughts. He already knew the answer.
"Good. Then it's starting."
The S.A. walked over and sat down behind Neil's desk in Neil's executive chair. Neil felt his body take control and he followed the S.A. When the S.A. sat down Neil knelt down between his legs.
"Begin." Saul commanded.
Neil could see through his peripheral vision that the door to his office was still open. His secretary could clearly see what they were doing. Neil didn't stop however.
He couldn't.
Neil opened the fly on the trousers of Saul's pants and with his small almost delicate hands fished out Saul's cock.
The cock seemed to get momentarily stuck as he pulled, but as Neil pulled harder the cock suddenly sprang free from its confines and struck Neil squarely in his face with a loud resounding "THWAP".
The slapping effect momentarily stunned Neil but he recovered quickly.
"I'm sorry daddy, did I hurt you?" Neil apologized to the cock. "Let me make it all better."
Neil kissed the head of the cock. Neil's deep red matte colored lipstick left a deep red matte colored lip shaped smudge on the circumcision scar of the engorged mushroom shaped head.
Neil waited only a moment to see if there would be any specific instructions for him from Saul and when none were forthcoming he continued. Neil quietly waged an internal war in his own mind. He wanted to fight back...he wanted to struggle...but he couldn't overcome the actions of his body...
With gentle kisses, and then with more lascivious kisses Neil began his worship of the cock before him. He salivated as he used his tongue to caress and tease and moisten the shaft of Saul's cock. The huge 8 inch monster that stood erect and proud before him demanded and deserved it.
With saliva heavy kisses that quickly coated the head and shaft Neil moistened his lips one last time before orally engulfing the giant dick. Neil stroked the shaft with both hands wrapped around the cock's girth.
Neil looked up to the face of the man whose cock he was now sucking. He tried to make eye contact but his special assistant simply reached for the phone on Neil's desk and made a call.
"Hey baby."
Neil listened closely as he began his head bobs to work his mouth carefully down his S.A.'s shaft.
"Yeah...it's begun."
Neil was making good progress. He was able to take another ½ inch of shaft each time he bobbed down....closer...getting closer...
"Yes...call them up and arrange the meeting."
Meeting? What meeting? Neil wondered as he was now nearly 2/3rds of the way down. Saul's cock had reached his gag reflex. Neil moved his hands to Saul's ball sack and gently manipulated his balls, massaging and fondling the heavy orbs.
"Now is the perfect time. It needs to happen tonight."
What needs to happen, Neil wondered? Neil pushed past his gag reflex and let the cock enter his throat.
"Actually, she's taking it really well." Saul said lewdly.
Neil looked up, irrationally, to see if he could see what his special assistant was talking about. He made eye contact and instinctively knew that Saul was obviously talking about him. The look of egotistic pride and assuredness was unmistakable.
"Yeah...She's s'all right." Saul punned, as he smirked and winked at Neil.
Neil briefly wondered what Saul was seeing from his point of view but remembered that he didn't have to imagine it at all. He had been shown plenty of pictures on other occasions.
No doubt he saw the strain of Neil's jaw and stretch of his cheeks as he struggled to swallow the Special Assistant's massive sword. He saw the tight deep red matte colored "O" shape of Neil's lips as they too were stretched and wrapped around the overlarge shaft filling his mouth. He saw the watering of his eyes as mental humiliation, emotional stress, and physical strain fought the control over him.
"Alright...I'll see you then...love you too."
Neil's Special Assistant hung up the phone with a smile playing across his face.
"Damn Olivia that is some amazing dick sucking you're doing!"
Neil felt as if a switch closed inside him. Her eyes fluttered and she responded with an effeminate moan of pleasure as she continued to orally worship the massive cock before her.
"Nancy, grab your Strap on and some lube and get in here." Olivia heard the executive yell. Nancy was the secretary, right? No! She was the Administrative Assistant! A very important job. Olivia felt sorry for disrespecting her with an inferior subordinate job title. But she was going to come in and play too? Oh goody!
A few moments later Olivia heard the tap of high heels across the floor as Nancy entered the room and came over. Olivia saw with her peripheral vision that Nancy wasn't wearing her business attire anymore. Her pencil skirt and blazer were missing. Nancy was wearing lingerie similar to Olivia's. She was sporting a large pink strap on dildo attached to a harness. Seeing Nancy's lingerie Olivia smiled with a misplaced feeling of solidarity and approval.
"Let's put this bitch between us and see who cums first." The executive said.
"Of course sir." Nancy answered.
Olivia lost sight of Nancy as she moved into position behind her. She felt Nancy pull down her panties to her thighs and then she felt the coldness of lubrication as it spurt directly onto her anus. Olivia then felt the tip of the dildo and then felt increasing pressure as Nancy pushed slowly forward against Olivia's tight ass. With increasing pressure she quickly breached Olivia's anal defenses.
Olivia spontaneously moaned when her ass was penetrated. The initial pain of intrusion was always so dreadful. And it didn't stop there as Nancy drove her strap on cock easily and painfully deeper into Olivia's ass.
So Full!
Olivia knew what to do. Anal would hurt if she wasn't careful. She arched her back downward to the floor which let her hips and ass curl upwards, thus giving Nancy easier access to her tight dark tunnel. Olivia's panties conveniently slipped and fell down to her knees. Olivia was grateful that she had cleaned out her back passage earlier that day. She only hoped that Nancy and Saul appreciated the efforts she went to in order to always be ready to serve them.
Despite Olivia's efforts to achieve the optimal position for ease of entry Nancy still drove her strap-on deep into Olivia's ass in just one, long, slow, hard push.
Olivia nearly screamed in pain and was only prevented from doing by her training, her experience, and by the huge cock occupying her mouth.
Occupy Wall Street she thought? Forget all that. Big cock...Occupy my mouth!
Somehow she managed to giggle around the cock at the absurd thought as the painful anal entry of the dildo caused her mind to become muddled and incoherent. Olivia felt tremors ripple through her body as a minor orgasm interrupted and shut down all higher thoughts.
Momentarily, Olivia blissed out.
"Aww...our girl just came. Her tiny clittie just spurt." Nancy observed. Indeed, a tiny puddle of cum now pooled on the floor beneath Olivia.
"So soon huh?" Saul noted. "Let's trade places then."
Olivia wondered what was wrong as suddenly she was empty in both holes. The cock in her ass and the cock in her mouth were gone leaving her feeling empty and alone.
Oh goody...they're back, she noted as a plastic dildo was pressed against her lips and Saul's...Much...Larger...DICK now pushed its way into her ass.
OWWW!!! Olivia was in pain! So much agony! The dildo had not yet had the time to sufficiently stretch her ass out.
It's too big! Olivia tried to say, but her mouth was now full of...silicon? Eww...and the silicon tasted of ass...so nasty!
Olivia wasn't given any time to acclimate to the change as immediately Nancy and Saul got into a rhythm. As they both thrust into her, Olivia could sense the stretching agony inside her ass, and the gagging, swallowing action of her mouth and throat synchronize.
Olivia felt the harsh slapping; almost a spanking sensation; each time the Special Assistant bottomed out inside her and his lap struck her bottom. She could feel the heat building in her bottom and knew that her butt would be red and sore very quickly.
She was becoming lightheaded as she struggled to get enough oxygen in between each thrust as Nancy drove her strap-on dildo into Olivia's mouth and brutally face fucked her.
Olivia's head rocked back in synchronicity when her ass was thrust forward. Nancy grabbed her by her hair and behind her head as she pulled her face forward in time to meet each thrust of her pink dildo strap on.
Saul's hands were on her hips, his dick driving her forward with each thrust and when he withdrew from inside her ass he would pull her back onto his next powerful thrust. Each time she was bounced forward by his driving dick he would withdraw and pull her back and drive her forward...again, and again...and again...
They fucked her harshly with complete indifference and disregard. Olivia felt as if her spine was compressing slightly each time they slammed into her mouth and ass.
Time lost all meaning as Olivia devolved into a fuck puppet between these two savages. As she moaned in despair she heard a gasp from the S.A. as he grabbed her hips and bottomed out inside her one more time.



Saul held onto her and Olivia felt both the impact and the warm wetness as rope after rope of cum was ejaculated deep inside her rectum. The executive just held her, balls deep in her ass, holding her there for minutes as he emptied the reservoir of semen from his balls into Olivia's dark tunnel.
As if on cue Nancy came as well. She clicked something and Olivia felt the dildo vibrate inside her mouth and throat. A few moments after that Nancy cried out in pleasure as an orgasm must have wracked her body. Olivia could both smell, feel, and taste the flood of girl cum as Nancy's fluids flooded from her pussy, over her strap on dildo, and onto Olivia's face, nose, and mouth.
Olivia was just held there like a spring compressed between two pistons when, with a sudden whoosh, Saul withdrew his cock from her ass as Nancy withdrew her strap on from Olivia's mouth.
Olivia felt the warm cum in her ass leak out from the gaped hole that was her ruined backside. She felt warm liquid flow slowly from her ass and down her ass cheeks, down her thighs, and down into her stockings. Saul spanked her ass...hard! The sound of the slap echoed from her office walls.
"Pull up your Panties...Neil" The Executive commanded.
Neil pulled up his full cut sky blue silk panties and trapped Saul's cum in his ass, preventing any more from leaking out. Upon hearing his name it was like a switch had been flipped off.
He wasn't Olivia anymore. He was Neil. His real name...Neil.
Neil felt the effects on his body from being fucked and then felt the shame of his fucking flood his mind and senses.
"That was good, wasn't it Neil?" Saul asked although it wasn't really a question.
Neil wanted to scream, to cry out, to roll over and die.
"It was wonderful sir." He agreed.
Neil was still kneeling on all fours waiting for new instructions. His lipstick was smudged from Saul's blow job and Nancy's face fucking and his eyes had teared up and watered ruining his mascara, and running down his cheeks. Nancy's natural lubrication and orgasmic fluids had also smeared his eye-shadow.
"Damn...she's a hot mess." Nancy observed.
"Thank you." Neil heard himself say despite his feelings to the contrary.
"You remember why I have Nancy here each time don't you?" Saul asked Neil.
"Yes sir, I do."
"The please tell Nancy the story again."
Neil turned his attention to Nancy as she stood up to get dressed.
"You were a convict. You were a member of a radical feminist organization know as the Women's Liberation Army. You and members of your group were conducting counter-rape operations against suspected rapists. You were caught sodomizing a known rapist, convicted and sent to prison. You had been volunteered for an experimental behavioral modification treatment that my company...I...developed."
Neil watched Nancy's expression harden. She had finished getting dressed and was standing before him in her business suit of pencil skirt, blazer and heels.
"Go on Neil; tell her why you picked her for the test trials."
Neil tried to struggle against the command but failed.
"You were hot. I knew if the trials worked and we were successful I could have you for my own."
"And by own did you mean wife?" Saul asked.
"No." Neil tried to look away but he couldn't. "I was already engaged to be married. I intended to keep you as a...pet...a toy...for my own amusement."
"And it worked, didn't it?" Saul prompted.
"Yes. You became a compliant and obedient subject. You became a model prisoner and per the terms of your participation in the experiment you were paroled."
Neil watched as the hardness in Nancy's expression turned cold and remorseless.
"And then what happened?" Saul prompted again.
"I hired you to be my administrative assistant because I felt I deserved a sexy secretary to play with."
"Ah...there it is...confession is good for the soul, don't you think? But with confession comes penitence. You have done wrong...and not just with Nancy, but something must be done, don't you think?"
"Yes sir. Something must be done."
"Good. We are in agreement. Nancy, in this desk drawer there is a riding crop. I want you to give Neil 20 stripes across his ass, 10 on each cheek, all where they may be covered by his panties. Afterwards there are some instructions here for you to read. Read them and then send him home. Do you understand?"
A look of pure malevolence now flitted and broke Nancy's cold expression.
"Yes sir, with pleasure." Nancy answered wholeheartedly. Her sudden enthusiasm made her expression radiant with glee.
Neil felt worry, then fear, and he still couldn't move from his spot.
"Good. I'll leave you to it then." Saul finished getting dressed and then left without as much as a backward glance at Neil or Nancy.
Neil watched as Nancy found the riding crop and then took a standing position over him.
Neil wanted to rise up, to run away, but his body refused to move.
"Let's get started then shall we..."
**
Neil drove home slowly, carefully observing the speed limit and all appropriate traffic signs. Sitting in the driver's seat was painful. Neil's bottom was in agony from the whipping his ass had received from Nancy. 20 strokes with a riding crop had left 20 welts on his bottom.
Per Saul's instructions all the stripes were where they could be covered by Neil's sky blue full cut silk hipster panties. Nearly ½ of the available space of his bottom, his tush, now sported welts from Nancy's judicious use of the riding crop.
Neil had lowered his cum soaked panties for Nancy and when Nancy finished delivering him his spanking she ordered him to pull his panties back up as she read the instructions that Saul had left for her on Neil's desk.
Simply pulling up his silk panties over the welts had caused the new flames of pain on his bottom to momentarily surge.
"Stand up Neil." She commanded.
Neil stood up, his butt aflame with heat and pain.
"Turn and walk to the elevator. Don't look back."
Neil turned and walked out of his office, his body obeying the command while a part of his mind screamed for it to stop. He walked down the hallway, and stopped at the elevator doors. Neil felt his adrenaline surge and his blood pressure spike.
Dressed in only his matching full cut hipster sky blue silk panties and brassiere set, powder blue basque, snow white thigh high stockings, and 4 inch high snow white leather rounded toe sling-back stiletto heels he was walking through areas of his company offices where any of his executive staff might chance to see him.
Saying Neil was feeling humiliated may be an understatement.
Nancy pressed the recall button for the elevator. Together they waited for the car to arrive on their floor. When it arrived and the doors opened Neil had to take a deep breath, he wasn't even aware he had been holding it, until it became apparent that the elevator car was empty.
"Step inside and face the back wall." Nancy again commanded.
Neil felt his body obey the command as he stepped into the elevator car. He heard a click of one of the elevator buttons.
Nancy must obviously be sending the car to another floor! With him inside it! Dressed only in lingerie! Oh shit! She's sending me out in public dressed in Lingerie! Neil felt his feelings of humiliation and shame redouble.
"Count to 10 and then turn around. Get dressed. Go to your car. Go straight home!" Nancy commanded as Neil heard the elevator doors close.
Neil counted to ten. He then turned around and could feel that he regained some measure of control over his body. A moment of fear at being caught dressed in lingerie spiked and then held steady as he noticed that his Armani Suit was sitting on the elevator floor before him. Neil followed his instructions and dressed quickly. Unfortunately his men's shoes and his shirt and tie were not there. Neither was the spandex breast binding wrap he used to conceal his C cup breasts.
Neil put his pants on and then his suit coat. Without the shirt for coverage his sky blue plunge cut brassiere, his ample cleavage and the top of his powder blue silk basque were visible between the lapels of the suit jacket.
And just as bad were the high heels that he was wearing. Putting his pants on over the heels (he hadn't been given permission to take the high heels off after all) was difficult, but now he realized he would have to walk from the elevator through the lobby to the front entrance of the building in front of people. He would have to speak to the concierge or the doorman and one of them would send for the valet who would retrieve his car and bring in to the front curb...and who knew how many strangers would be out walking along the sidewalk at this time of day!
Shit! He was still wearing makeup! His face had been fucked and his eyes had watered! His makeup was probably smudged and ruined and...the elevator doors opened to the lobby.
Oh shit oh shit oh shit...
**
Neil's thoughts returned to the here and now...His welt covered bottom stung and he could still feel cum that had been temporarily trapped inside his ass by his sky blue silk panties had finally soaked through and into the seat of his trousers. Cum that had already ran down his legs to his stockings earlier in his office was now also soaked into his trousers.
His panties and pants were now sodden with the load...loads...of cum that Saul Wright had deposited inside him. Neil's trousers were now quite sticky as cum on his legs and in his ass slowly dried.
And the expressions of surprise of the people in the building lobby still haunted his memory. His body walking as an automaton as his mind screamed for freedom, for help, to make everything stop or go away...
How did this come to be? How could this have happened to him?
**
Neil thought back to the beginning....college...the professor who would change the course and trajectory of Neil's life; Dr. Hung Lo.
Neil felt he was already a success when graduating high school he founded his software company. Just him and a few friends and their skills developed a new algorithm that increased software security a hundredfold.
His business attracted investors and in less than a year his software would become the dominant and most secure software in the banking and financial industry.
But his parents were rather traditional and they insisted that he go to college anyway. Refuse and he could forget about his inheritance and his trust fund.
It was not a problem. He would work part time at his Software Company and full time at college. Neil managed quite well.
Neil was a gifted student and would graduate from college with his degree in computer engineering. But being young and now having a trust fund from his deceased parents, and money from his software sales Neil decided he wasn't ready to give up the wild college party scene. College was easy for him, he hardly needed to study. He decided to go straight to grad school and pursue a master's degree.
Being easily bored Neil chose to pursue a masters in medical engineering. It looked like it was a fascinating subject and what should have been a difficult and challenging course for most had been almost too easy for Neil. It had been so easy that he had attracted the attention of his Professor.
So in addition to becoming Dr. Lo's teaching assistant Neil had been invited to participate in the good doctor's ongoing research...Medical Nanobots.
The doctor had already designed several prototypes but there were two limiting factors of the doctor's designs, power and size. To make the nanobots work they needed power. To provide a power supply increased the size. And as they became larger they inevitably drew the attention of the human body's own immune system, and a commensurate response.
The problem seemed insurmountable, but not to Neil. He realized that the human body naturally produced a small electrical current and that by changing the design of the nanobots to capture and use that charge would eliminate the need for a nano-battery.
Neil's Idea worked and soon the design of the nanobots were changed as each became smaller than the individual red blood cells of the body. Neil refined his ideas and his designs and soon the nanobots were almost as small as some virus' in diameter.
Dr Hung Lo's work was focused on using the nanobots to provide cures for neurological and other forms of mental disorders. Alzheimers, Parkinson's, Schizophrenia, Epilepsy. All of these were targets in Dr. Lo's eyes. Demon's to be slain by his work!
And that was what offended Neil the most. Having more than enough money he was actually rather late in realizing that as a student, not only was he not going to benefit financially from his work, because of tuition he was actually PAYING to participate and make these discoveries.
Complaints to Dr. Lo, the school administration, and even consulting his lawyer didn't help. He was a just a student after all...
Neil seethed internally. That was a terrible business model...for him. It wasn't fair! He did all the work to make the nanobots actually perform and he would get nothing but a good grade for it.
But Neil was smart and ambitious. He realized that, by design, the nanobots were being used to form new neural pathways to replace the ones damaged by disease. Nanobots would replicate the old pathways by building a new replacement pathway and restore healthy brain function.
Could nanobots be placed in a healthy brain and form completely new mental pathways as well?
Could they be used to remap the brain's thought processes?
As it turns out they could.
In a caffeine fueled sleep deprived weekend spree of continuous uninterrupted lab time Neil found that he could pre-program the nanobots to seek out and usurp control of targeted mental pathways and institute new ones in their place. It was all a matter of programming really.
And who better to test out the new improved nanobots than on that ungrateful asshole Dr. Hung Lo!
Slipping the preprogrammed nanobots into Dr. Lo's tea had been laughably easy. Watching them take hold and change the good doctor into someone who could actually see reason...priceless!
Neil got what he really wanted. Dr. Lo, in a public announcement, credited his lab assistant; Neil, with the Discovery and made sure that Neil also received full compensation for ALL of the work involved in making nanobots possible.
Neil quickly formed his second company; Nano-Analytics Limited, and soon his real fortune would be made.
**
Neil's train of thought was interrupted as he arrived home. His home was a palatial mansion befitting someone of his intelligence and wealth. He pulled his car into the 6 car garage, shut off the engine and exited his vehicle. With the garage door open Neil walked to a cabinet set against the back wall of the garage and slowly stripped off his cum stained and sticky suit pants.
The dried cum clung tenaciously and pulled painfully on the skin of his hairless legs. Neil doffed his suit jacket as well and placed the suit into the hamper. He would have to take it to the dry cleaners later to get the cum out.
Neil stood in his garage clad only in his sky blue full cut hipster panties and matching sky blue plunge cut brassiere set with C-cup breasts (for an appealing and proportionate bust and cleavage curvature), powder blue basque (cinched tightly around his middle to provide slight figure control and emphasize the narrowness of his waist) with the basque's holdups slipped under his cum soaked panties and clipped perfectly to the lace hem of his snow white and now cum stained thigh high stockings. The lace hem and adorable delicate lace bow were also cum stained from cum that squished free from his pert bottom when he sat down on his drive home.
Neil opened the cabinet to reveal a wardrobe of similar intimate apparel. The inside door of his garage wardrobe had a mirror. With his makeup in disarray and his lingerie equally stained Neil looked like a hot mess in his 4 inch high snow white leather rounded toe sling-back stiletto heels.
Neil quickly noted that the hangar that would have the outfit his wife had selected for him to wear was empty. With a sigh Neil closed the door to his wardrobe and entered into his house in search of his wife.
Neil found her in her master bathroom; her bathroom, not his...not anymore anyway.
"Darling, you're home." Goldie Smith smiled as her husband entered the room and stood submissively before her awaiting her directions. She admired her husband's disheveled appearance from what must have been a vigorous and intense fucking session.
"Turn around now, let me see." She commanded.
Neil obediently turned around.
Goldie was able to see an impressive quantity of drying cum staining Neil's sky blue full cut hipster panties and the lace hems and adorable bows of his snow white and cum stained thigh high stockings. Cum appeared to also have dried and stuck to the back of his thighs and to his inner thighs as it ran down and out from his ass.
"You look like a hot mess; you must've had a lot of fun." Goldie smirked.
NO! Neil wanted to scream. Instead he looked back demurely over his shoulder and answered "Yes Dear."
"Come here and do my makeup and tell me all about it. I am going out clubbing tonight so I need a dramatic look. I need something that says 'I'm better than you', not slutty but still with a 'come fuck me' look."
Neil turned and busied himself with his wife's cosmetics as he began to recite his ordeal to his wife, but to hear him tell it, it was no ordeal at all.
"So of course I got down on my knees..." Neil recounted.
"O.M.G. You are such a slut...then what? Goldie prompted.
Neil blended Goldie's contouring then applied her blush.
"So then Nancy came in with her strap on..." Neil continued.
"She didn't!" Goldie feigned astonishment. "Then what happened?"
Neil blended Goldie's eye shadow, then winged the eyeliner and applied the mascara.
"And then I walked out the lobby in my heels to come home."
"And all those people saw you do a walk of shame...so slutty."
Neil applied lip liner and then carefully applied lipstick to Goldie's lips. A touch of gloss and her make-over was complete as Neil concluded his story.
Neil was glad he didn't have to do any work to his wife's hair. She had completed it before he arrived. Sticking to her cosmetics he enacted the role of a gossipy beautician and entertained her client with her steamy story of Neil/Olivia's raunchy sexual escapade.
As Neil completed his wife's makeup he picked up a hand mirror and showed his wife her make-over.
"You look amazing!" He complimented.
"Mmm...yes...yes indeed...this IS amazing." Goldie agreed. "Dramatic, sexy...perfect."
Goldie stood up from the makeup chair before her vanity and walked past Neil and into her walk in closet. Neil followed dutifully.
"On the bed is a bag. Fetch that will you dear." Goldie stated firmly.
Neil went to the bed of the master bedroom and retrieved the shopping bag and returned with it to the walk in closet.
Goldie had doffed her robe and was standing naked in front of a tall oval floor mirror, admiring her body.
Neil had to admit that she was stunning! Her physical beauty was what had attracted him to her in the first place.
Standing at 5'8" she was naturally taller than Neil was at 5'7". She had long, wavy and healthy shoulder length naturally blonde hair that she had styled to perfectly frame her lovely oval face. Her deep blue eyes, blonde eyebrows, Nordic nose, and full pouting lips that elsewhere could only be found on a goddess.
"Fetch the garter belt and stockings from the bag." She commanded simply.
Neil opened the shopping bag and found it contained a new set of intimate wear.
Neil retrieved the black garter belt and without needing to be told fastened it around Goldie's waist. Next he dropped down to his knees before Goldie and opened the new black seamed thigh high stockings and each in turn, rolled them up, slipped one over her foot, and then rolled them up her leg, seam perfectly aligned with the back of her legs, and attached the suspender from the garter belt to the lace hem top of the stocking.



"Panties and bra next darling" Goldie commanded as she turned first one way, then the other to admire herself in the mirror.
Neil retrieved a matching plunge bra and thong panty set from the bag. Kneeling again, he helped Goldie place each foot into the leg holes of her new panties and then slid them up her legs and over her stockings until they rested smoothly and comfortably with the back strap of the thong nestling then disappearing in the cleft of her full firm bottom, the panty waist band laying flat and smooth above the straps of her garter belt.
Neil could just make out from the evocative scent that Goldie was becoming a bit excited by her new lingerie...or maybe by what she intended to do while wearing it tonight.
Neil rose up and retrieved the final item, a black lace strapless plunge bra. Neil waited as Goldie lifted her arms slightly so he could bring the bra up and gently pulling the cups under and then up into her breasts, attached the back clasps of the bra band. Neil's précised trained moves meant Goldie's C-cup breasts rested comfortably in the cups that also pushed them up and together to create the illusion of larger more pillowy breasts than she already had.
Neil thought Goldie looked stunning. He missed the days when she went to the effort to look like that for him.
"Grab the shoe box by the door there will you?" It wasn't really a question.
Neil retrieved the shoe box and opened it to reveal a new pair of strappy sandals with a four inch stiletto heel. Neil knelt down yet again and helped his wife place her feet into her new heels. He made sure that Goldie's feet rested perfectly within her heels before sitting back and resting his bottom on his own heels and looking up adoringly at his stunning wife.
"Now for the final piece." Goldie selected a black bodycon dress that clung perfectly to her hourglass figure. The dress top had a plunge neckline with cross straps that obscured her bra but still displayed her ample cleavage. The Hem of the dress barely covered her stocking tops and would likely ride up a bit to display them and her garter straps when she walked. The back of the dress plunged low to just above her waist. Her garter belt would not bee seen, but the tightness and form fit of the dress allowed for the impression the garter belt made in the fabric to be detectable.
Goldie now looked like hot sex incarnate!
"Thank you dear. For your reward you may go take a long hot shower, get cleaned up... outside as well as in..." She gave Neil a knowing look "and only then may you put on the outfit I have selected for you to wear."
"Thank you darling." Neil responded as trained, his mental struggle to break free from the command failing almost instantly.
"I will be home late, so do the household chores and prepare for guests later tonight...stock the bar and make Hors d'oeuvres; probably 10 or so guests for midnight."
Goldie took one last look in the mirror before selecting a clutch purse.
"With a little luck I'll end up just as well fucked as you tonight!"
Neil quailed at the thought as he automatically responded with a smile.
"Looking forward to it."
**
Neil followed Goldie as she walked to her red convertible sports car and watched her leave. Finally shutting the garage doors he next made his way to his bedroom, what could either be the smallest guest bedroom, roomy servant's quarters, or the best child's bedroom of the house.
To a casual observer the décor would have indicated that it was probably the latter.
Decorated in pinks and pastels the twin sized bed had a white lace canopy, fluffy pink pillows and mauve comforter. The dust ruffle was a complementary pale pink as were the sheets. The dresser and vanity were the only other articles of furniture, both painted a glossy white. The opposite wall was a wall closet with white louvered doors.
Goldie had decorated this room specifically for Neil...and Olivia.
Neil opened the closet and immediately noted a garment bag hanging from the hook on the inside of a louvered door and a new shoe box set on the floor. Despite his curiosity and desire to see what his outfit for the evening was to be, his instructions were clear; get cleaned up, and then get dressed.
Neil slipped off his high heels and placed them neatly on the floor against the closet back wall amongst the other high heeled shoes. He next removed his basque and set it gently in the hamper. He then removed his bra, freeing his full C cup breasts, where it joined the basque in the hamper.
Lastly he peeled off his cum soaked garter belt, stockings, and panties. The dried cum stuck to his skin and pulled slightly as he removed his intimates. The tugging caused small sharp pinpricks of pain all along the welts across his bottom from his earlier whipping. They were dropped into the hamper as well.
Neil finally entered the small en-suite adjoining his room, consisting only of a small combined tub and shower, toilet and pedestal sink. He started the shower and gingerly stepped into the warm water, carefully washing away the remaining dried cum from his bottom, ass cheeks and thighs using his vanilla scented body wash. Once the residue was removed he tenderly worked to wash the warm, sticky cum from inside his ass, cautiously inserting one finger into his sore and battered rectum to wash out any cum within reach.
Now it was time for the enema. Neil filled the enema bag that was hanging from the shower gooseneck with warm water and a gentle suppository powder. Using body wash as lube Neil slipped the nozzle delicately into his ass, wincing only once as the Nozzle, longer and larger than his finger, penetrated him. Neil opened the valve from the enema bag and allowed the warm water to fill his colon.
Once his backside was full Neil removed the nozzle and clamped down as hard as his ruined ass could to hold in the enema fluid. He went down to his hands and knees and angled his body with hips higher than his head to facilitate the penetration of the water as deep inside him as possible.
He began a steady slow count...one Mississippi...two Mississippi...and held the fluid inside him for two full minutes. Finally, with the urge to expel the fluid and suppository cleanser greater than his ability to control, he changed positions and squat low over the drain and allowed the enema fluid to gush freely and cleanly from his ass.
Neil saw that the liquid he expelled was still clear and that he was still clean from his enema earlier that morning. He only needed to douche out the load after load of cum that his special assistant had deposited in his ass earlier.
Neil hadn't eaten anything that day. Goldie and Saul had Neil on a special diet consisting mostly of smoothies. Solid food was usually limited to salads and those only every third day. His careful diet kept his back side clean and had the added benefit (they said) of helping with his weight. Indeed, Neil had lost quite a fair bit of weight since his new dietary regimen was imposed upon him.
Once finished a tried to relax as much as he could in the soothing shower. His thoughts turned again to the past and to how his wife had become one of his chief tormentors.
**
Neil was riding high. He had successfully co-opted Dr. Hung Lo (brain washed or mind-controlled sounded so...criminal, he thought, co-opted...or convinced, sounded much more appropriate) into recognizing his contribution to medical nanobot technology. With the discovery now credited to him as sole proprietor of the new technology Neil was returning to school after filing his paperwork to incorporate his new company, when he saw her.
Goldie Duggar was one of the hottest women on campus. Neil knew her to be a stuck up bitch who had never even given him the time of day...literally...he had asked her once if she knew the time and she just stared at him like he was so beneath her.
Ok, so yes, it was really just an opening line and a hottie like her had probably heard them all before. Neil knew she was always in the company of one of the school jocks, and had even been seen a time or two with other beautiful coeds, he had heard the rumors that she was openly bisexual and that only made her hotter, of course.
But, riding high on his success with Dr. Lo, Neil decided that she needed to be taken down a notch...and maybe she needed to get with a real man! A man who used his brains instead of his brawn to get ahead in the world and it just happened that Neil knew he was just the man to get the job done!
Working another weekend long bender Neil finished programming the latest batch of nanobots to his demanding specifications. While he had Dr. Hung Lo work on the more mundane projects of applying for patents for him and arranging for testing and FDA approval, grunt work, Neil worked to make the next phase of his life a reality.
Any great man and successful man needed a hot and devoted trophy wife to hang off his arm and be his eye-candy. Neil knew his eminence was imminent and having...no, making Goldie Duggar his devoted and...yes, obedient wife, was just the next step on a series of steps to the success and glory that Neil deserved.
Goldie as it happened was passionate about causes, and near and dear to here heart was her dedication to LGBT rights and programs. Her very own step-brother had been evicted from their home by their parent's intolerance and inability to accept having a gay son. That experience delayed Goldie in coming to terms with her own lesbian tendencies and bisexual nature.
Not until college did she finally have the freedom to explore her nature and develop and grow as a person. College had been a truly transformative experience for her.
Now as national scholar, dean's list student, and an ardent advocate and passionate speaker she was giving a fundraising talk one day when a polite young man came up to her to listen to her speak. During the coffee break he had even poured her a cup of coffee and listened attentively to her advocacy.
Neil smiled and asked pertinent questions as he watched Goldie sip her coffee. The nanobots he spiked with her sugar and cream would take a day or two to find their way past the blood brain barrier and into her mind. Neil looked forward to her capture and submission with unbridled glee.
**
Neil opened his eyes from his momentary lapse into reverie and finished his shower. His short cropped hair required almost no care except a routine shampoo and conditioner treatment. Neil had been commanded and required to keep it short because his special assistant like his short hair and Neil's wife liked that it made it easier for the wigs she bought him to wear.
It was my insecurities, Neil thought. My insecurities guided my actions and I went too far and got caught.
Neil toweled off and then applied a vanilla scented lotion over his entire hairless body. From his face, chest, back, legs, even his penis, testicles, and ass crack and cheeks all received the smooth moisturizing treatment. The moisturizer felt wonderful as it soothed the welts on his buttocks from Nancy's whipping.
Neil returned to his small girlish bedroom and after dropping the towel, pink; of course, into the hamper, finally opened the garment bag to see what outfit his wife expected him to wear tonight.
Neil had been trained too well to give a reaction to the outfit he now saw. Instead he carefully took each item from the garment bag and laid them out neatly onto his twin bed.
First was a pure and virginal all white French maid uniform dress. Neil noted that instead of a black dress with white lace details this dress was white satin with black lace details. Something about the lace drew his attention but despite careful scrutiny he could not make out what about the lace was troubling him.
Next he withdrew from the garment bag a black lace apron, again with the same curious lace details. Following that were black thigh high stockings with a similar lace pattern.
A black and white wide choker necklace with the same lace pattern and a black maid's cap were added to the bed and a black two tiered tulle petticoat with satin stretch waistband joined them.
It became apparent to Neil that the maid's uniform was not a cheap fetish costume. It was obvious to see that it had high quality satin (?) fabric and was clearly tailor made and made extremely well.
Neil next went to the shoe box. Opening it he gazed upon a pair of white glossy pleather rounded toe stiletto heels with ankle straps. The ankle straps already had tiny heart shaped locks dangling open from a clasp on the ankle strap and the stiletto heels also had a metal tip. Neil knew that the metal tip would cause a loud tapping sound with every step on the tile and hardwood floors, and of course his mansion had plenty of rooms with those. He deserved the best after all and Italian marble and real wood hardwood flooring were the best available anywhere.
And the tiny heart shaped locks obviously spoke to Goldie's intent that once he had the shoe on he could not take them off until she gave him the key.
In the shoe box Neil found a note:
"Olivia, your new bra and panty set and garter belt for this uniform are in the bag in the top drawer of your dresser. After you are dressed, wear your long blond wig and fix up your makeup like I've taught you. You will look resplendent tonight to impress our guests. Goldie."
Neil caught the command "will" and intent of Goldie's note and immediately retrieved the new intimates from the drawer and noted that the bra, panty and garter belt were of white material probably silk, and had a lustrous shine to them.
Neil looked at the whole ensemble laid out on his bed and saw the luxurious reverse colored maid's uniform, white with black details, and couldn't help but wonder what sort of guests they planned to entertain.
Neil's body began to dress itself and without needing direction from his mind, Neil allowed his mind to wander back again to his past.
**
As CEO of his new company Neil found that raising money to fund the IPO and keep the company going was a constant challenge. As amazingly brilliant and talented as he was (or so he told himself) hobnobbing with the money people was difficult...and tedious...and tiresome.
With Dr. Hung Lo running the human testing trials so as to receive FDA approval, Neil needed someone with financial experience to manage the day to day operations of his fledgling company.
It was while Goldie was giving him a blow job that she suggested a candidate.
Neil truly enjoyed Goldie Duggar's body. He made sure to program the nanobots that penetrated her brain and altered her mental pathways to include an appreciation of fine lingerie and a predisposition to flaunt her amazing body and generous physical assets for her future husband at every opportunity.
Goldie had naturally been confused by her sudden and unbridled fascination with Neil. She found herself unable to explain to her girl friends...or even girlfriends, her reasons for forsaking all her old friends and interests to spend all her time with Neil.
Her sudden change in taste in clothing, changing from typical jeans and t-shirt college attire to figure hugging dresses, or short skirts and tops, and heels and thigh highs instead of sneakers didn't have a rational explanation.
So Neil told her.
As Goldie was on her knees, licking Neil's frankly average sized penis with lustful abandon, and as she worshipped his...smallish cock...in the confines of his new CEO office, and as she...easily...deep throated his rod while he sat back in his executive desk chair behind his desk... he began to monologue.
When Goldie had entered his Office he had gleefully shown her around and gloated over the space and cost of his office furniture, style, building expenses, location...
When the tour was complete he had casually asked her how her day was. Instead of complimenting him and his accomplishments as he expected, she surprised him by expressing her confusion and the confusion of her friends about her change in behavior.
"OK, forget it, don't care, shut up, ditch the dress, get on your knees and blow me."
And Goldie, despite a sudden surge of anger, was shocked as her body obediently slipped off her dress, and then followed Neil to his desk chair; she knelt down between his legs as he unbuckled his pants and lowered them to his ankles, and took his average sized penis in hand and started to stroke.
Now wearing only her intimate attire; a matching bra and panty set, basque, thigh high stockings and garter belt, and her high heels Goldie couldn't understand what was happening to her.
Neil sat down in his desk chair while Goldie stroked his penis with her hand, kissed the head, and took his penis into her mouth and started to deliver Neil his blow job.
"Wow...I love it when chicks wear such slutty lingerie." Neil commented. He had in fact provided them to Goldie and insisted she wear them. Goldie thought she was simply indulging her...boyfriend? But something was seriously wrong.
Goldie wanted to scream and shout and curse Neil out. But she couldn't. He had commanded her to shut up and blow him.
"God, I must've beat-off a thousand times to this image."
And as she made his penis hard Neil began to ramble.
"So, yes, there have been some changes." He began as Goldie bobbed up and down easily on his average sized dick.
"MmmHmm..." Goldie noted.
"I have made some changes in you, but they are for your own good."
"MmmHmm..." Goldie noted again.
"Obviously I really don't care about your causes, or your desires, or your goals in life."
"MmmHmm..." Goldie moaned onto Neil's dick.
"You see, you were a stuck up bitch and I had to do something about that."
"MmmHmm..." Goldie hummed onto Neil's dick. She wanted to hear why she was unable to control her actions.
What had he done to her?
"I only wanted to ask you out, spend some time with you and show you a good time, but you wouldn't even give me the time of day...literally..."
"MmmHmmm..."Goldie moaned deeply into his cock and worked her tongue around the base of his shaft. It had only been about a minute but she could sense his rod start to tense.
"So I made you more...reasonable..."
"MmmHmmm..." Goldie hummed and moaned on his shaft as she now cupped his balls and tickled his scrotal sack with her perfectly manicured fingernails.
"Mmmm...yes...that's nice..." Neil continued "so using my nano-bots I fixed you."
"Hmmmm?" Goldie hum-asked.
Goldie looked up from her latest head bob on Neil's turgid shaft, keeping the head inside the tight "O" of her lips and made eye contact with him. She fluttered her long, luscious, heavily mascara'd eyelashes at him.
"Ooh...yeah..." Neil gasped as he was getting close. "I reprogrammed you so that you could appreciate someone who truly knows where you need to be and who you need to serve."
"Mmmm..." Anger flashed across Goldie's eyes and countenance as her ruby red lips pressed tightly around Neil's now throbbing shaft.
"MmmmyYYEEAAAHHHhhh..." Neil cried out as his load of hot cum erupted from the head of his dick.
*Gulp*
Goldie easily swallowed Neil's tiny load of cum in her mouth. Fury raged inside her at his admission that her behavior was not of her doing. That he had somehow hijacked her mind and made him his pet slut.
Goldie gently spat out Neil's cock, and noted that she had managed to suck it clean just by swallowing the tiny load he delivered to her mouth. She sat back on her knees and heels and looked up at him with hatred.
Neil didn't like the look she was giving him.
"You should look at me with adoration and be grateful." He admonished.
Immediately Goldie's expression changed from hate, anger and fury to one of devotion and gratitude. She felt a shift inside her mind and a subconscious feeling of reproach for lashing out at Neil. He was only doing what was best for her...right?



"Better." Neil smiled. He pulled up his pants and tucked away his once again flaccid penis.
Goldie felt better now having been praised. Her minds (?) warred as one side, the side in control of her, basked in the praise while another side swore vengeance.
Neil looked at his appointment book. He really needed to hire someone to help him. A secretary to keep his day organized. Preferably a sexy secretary who also was willing to give long hard hours at the office, Neil smirked.
He also needed someone to work the investors and bring in more cash flow.
Neil sat back in his chair and looked down at Goldie, still kneeling on the hard floors before him before gazing idly at the ceiling. The blow job was great, but with relief he now had to deal with other more pressing problems.
"I don't suppose you know someone with financial and investing experience do you, someone to convince venture capitalists to invest in us?" He asked rhetorically. Neil didn't really expect Goldie to answer. He had partially forgotten she was even still there, kneeling before him...as she should be...he simply had a habit when alone of asking himself difficult questions out loud.
"Saul Wright" Olivia quickly piped up, barely having time to consider an answer. He had asked her a question so she didn't need to be quite any more. It was the first name on her lips.
"Who?"
"Saul Wright. He's about to graduate and a student at our campus. He's really smart with money and that stuff." Goldie answered.
"Really..." Neil was suspicious "He's not one of your jock boyfriends is he?"
"Oh no...he's not a boyfriend. He's a jock but he's gay. We had class together and were part of a study group for finance."
"Well...contact him and set up an interview." Neil grumped his command. So long as he wasn't one of her exes. And a graduate would be easily affordable, lower starting salary and all that.
Neil waved his hand in dismissal and watched as Goldie rose to her feet and then bent over at the waist and retrieved her dress from where it had been dropped on the floor. He smiled at the view of her full firm bottom on display for him; he had programmed that behavior into her nanobots after all. Tonight, when he recovered enough from this blow job he would bend her over his desk and fuck her ass!
But in the meantime, he turned his attention back to work. He needed to staff his company.
**
Neil finished his makeup as Goldie had trained him and looked at the finished results in his vanity mirror. His ruby red lips had a heavy coat of lip gloss and gleamed from the vanity lighting. His eye makeup was heavy with blue and white and made him look like a strumpet. Heavy use of mascara and eyeliner added to the tramp like appearance. His contouring and rouge were also heavier and more dramatic than a maid would need, although a streetwalker might find them eminently suitable.
It was time now to get dressed.
Neil first donned his black lace patterned thigh high stockings by gently rolling them up his legs and arranging the top lace hem around the upper middle of his thighs. He wrapped the black garter belt around his waist and then attached the suspenders to the stays to ensure they stayed in place.
Next he donned his new black lace bra and panty set. The panties had ruffles and slipped easily over his garter straps to gently cover and caress his sore whipped bottom. The black lace bra fit perfectly around his chest and Neil inserted his silicon breast forms into the cups of the bra automatically.
Some things he didn't need to be told, they had trained him to always use bra inserts or breast forms and the action was now automatic for him.
Next the black two tiered tulle petticoat with satin stretch waistband was pulled on. Once Neil pulled on the pure virginal all white French maid uniform dress skirt he noted that the tulle petticoat gave perfect and appreciable loft to the dress skirt hem. The edge of the tulle petticoat extended just slightly below the hem of the dress skirt and the same unusual lace edging as his stockings, apron, choker and cap was visible.
Neil zipped up the back of his dress with difficulty. It was a tight fit and despite the conditioning and stretching exercises he was routinely made to perform he was not quite as limber as he should be. The dress once zipped hugged his narrow waist and full bosom to complete the image he was about to project.
Neil placed the lace choker around his neck and then donned his long blond wig as Goldie had directed. He topped it off with the lacey maid's uniform cap on his head. He tied the straps of the tiny lace apron around his waist and behind his back in an overlarge feminine bow knot.
The final items were his new white glossy pleather rounded toe stiletto heels. Goldie knew his size, 8; and they slipped on perfectly. Neil fastened the ankle straps and with only the slightest involuntary hesitation closed the tiny heart shaped locks, locking them in place.
The back of his bathroom door also had a door mounted mirror and Neil stood before it so he could appreciate a fuller view of his outfit.
Neil watched his reflection and paced once back and forth before his mirror. He noted the perfect fit and presentation as well as the audible tap of the tiny metal tips of his high heels as he stepped to and fro.
Just as Goldie had wanted, Neil's maid uniform looked resplendent...while his slutty makeup sold his appearance as a naughty one.
Neil screamed internally as his conscious mind ranted and fought futilely for control of his actions. He quavered when another part of his mind advanced the thought that hoped that his outfit would impress any guests just as Goldie wanted.
**
Neil left his room to begin his chores and was immediately confronted by his maid, Eve.
His former maid...that is.
Eve was dressed in casual slacks and top and comfortable sneakers and held in her hand a 24 inch long wooden dowel.
"About time you got dressed. You have a lot to do today and not much time. Are you finally ready?" Eve asked icily.
"Yes Ma'am" Neil answered stoically.
"Then come this way and lets get started."
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Neil greeted Goldie and her guests at the front door of his house. He stood patiently in his high heels as the guests allowed him to take their coats. Neil was dismayed to see that several members of the board were present as well as venture capitalists from the foreign investment firms that Saul had been courting and encouraging to invest in his company.
Saul Wright smirked at Neil in the foyer of Neil's Mansion as he handed over his coat.
"Nice dress...you look very pretty."
Neil blushed furiously. His mind again had two warring thoughts. The first side was one of shame and humiliation at being forced to dress up as a kinky maid. But Olivia's side was warmed by the feelings of praise. Neil was shaken mentally as he realized again that the Olivia side of his mind was stronger...and growing stronger still.
Neil put away all the guests' coats and followed the group to the main living room.
"Please everyone, make yourselves comfortable." Goldie encouraged her guests. "Now would anyone like something to drink before we begin?"
Neil listened attentively as each of the guests requested a drink. He acknowledged each order with a smile before he twirled around and made his way to the wet bar in the corner. He was mindful to sashay as trained, with precise heel to toe steps and perfect posture in order to make the petticoats of his outfit flip and sway as he strode across the room.
Neil began mixing drinks as Saul Wright began to speak.
"Ladies, Gentlemen, I do think that as fun as this evening has been, it is time to discuss the real reason we're all here."
"I was wondering when you were going to bring this up..." One of the board members, Mr. Lon Wang chimed in. "If you are going to make this meeting official, perhaps you should formally introduce our new guests."
"Of course, it pleases me to introduce Dr, Horace Jarrod Inon from Allegoria, representing the Allegorian National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department."
"Also present is James McLeod from Allegoria. He is a venture capitalist and is the representative for the Allegorian Opportunity Fund."
"Mr. Ivan Ivanovich, private investor, and his lovely companions." All eyes looked with lust and admiration upon the beautiful women accompanying the silent Russian, his retinue of concubines, his 'Red Swallows'...Ivan's reputation in the lofty circles of business, finance, politics, and crime preceded him. The otherwise upstanding, and (allegedly) moral, titans of industry all hoped to find themselves in the company of one of his companions this evening.
"Most of you here already know Mr. Adam Smith, CEO of Smith Financial, whose firm is a major investor of our company."
"And finally, this lovely woman is Dr. Patricia Agonia, who is here to evaluate and provide a recommendation on the suitability of our technology for the NSSA&M's intended uses."
Neil took his tray of drinks and delivered them to the guests. He resumed his position next to the wet bar, back to the wall, feet slightly apart, hands folded together in front of his dress and apron. Neil was eager to overhear the meeting when Goldie approached him.
"There's no need for you to be here right now." She said clearly. "I'm sure this meeting will simply bore a bimbo like you. Go down to the playroom and make sure everything is ready for entertaining."
Neil struggled to disobey the command. He raged inside his mind and tried to prevent his body from disobeying him, but his body treacherously curtsied politely to Goldie and then turned and walked him out of the room.
Neil's mind watched his body. Like a passenger on a plane his mind stared out the window as the scenery flew by. His body made his way down a curving flight of stairs to the basement playroom. Opening the heavy oaken doors he flipped on the overhead lights and made a careful survey of the room.
The basement had been decorated in a style he had chosen. After enslaving Goldie with his Nanobots he commanded her to do the actual work of decorating and equipping the space, but it was his instructions that were followed.
After all...he was a busy man and shouldn't have to do it himself, that's the whole point of having people work for you anyway.
The concrete walls had been covered in stone to create the atmosphere of a medieval dungeon. The basement had been decorated with wall sconces that resembled torches to enhance the medieval dungeon esthetic. Subfloor heating however made sure any barefoot and naked playmate or guest...or most importantly, Neil himself, didn't have to worry about cold feet.
High end bondage equipment was tastefully arranged in open nooks and displayed with soft but warm task lighting. Perfect for displaying them...or whomever he had on them...
Actual king size beds had faux fur blankets and dark grey sheets. Head boards and foot boards were made of wrought iron, and of course they each had adequate tie down points or restraints readily available for use.
Of course, no one bed or item was visible from the other. Intimacy as well as a sense of privacy was placed in a delicate balance with the opportunity for voyeurism and exhibitionism.
Neil verified that all the rooms and alcoves had new bottles of lubrication of various makes and brands available. No used bottles allowed...that would just be gross...Neil thought as he found one previously opened bottle and dropped it into the trash. Condoms and prophylactics were all unboxed, separated into individual packages and placed in small open top iron cauldrons where they could be easily found and used if desired.
All the whips, paddles, riding crops, chains...you want it you name it...were all openly displayed on the stone walls for guests to use or not as their whims dictated.
All the mirrors had been cleaned and were clear, streak and spot free. Neil had always liked to watch himself in the mirror as he fucked Goldie, or Nancy, or Eve doggy style.
As he finished his tour he recalled how he foolishly thought that he was the dominant and they were his submissives. He had used his nanobots to hijack heir minds and make them his playthings.
Yet here he was, HIS mind hijacked by nanobots, enslaved, feminized and wearing a high end custom reverse colored French maids dress and heels making sure HIS playroom and dungeon were ready and available for Goldie and Saul and THEIR guests...
Neil finished his tour, and went back to the oaken double doors. At a recessed wall panel he made sure the thermostat was set warmly...69 degrees Fahrenheit of course...nice...and the under floor heating was on and working as well. His final task was to turn off the overhead lights and turn on the task lighting, mood lighting, and black lights to establish the ambiance and atmosphere of the room.
As he minced his way back up the stairs to rejoin the guests at their meeting his mind wandered. He recalled the first time he should have realized what was happening to him. He wondered if he had know then if there was anything he could have done to stop it.
**
4 months ago
Saul Wright never told the authorities when he started to suspect something was wrong. If pressed he would only admit that he felt it from his first day on the job. That his step sister was able to tell him what had happened to her before she completely succumbed to the mind control robots inside her brain was never mentioned.
Using his position as Special Assistant he was quick to discover incriminating evidence of malfeasance. Knowing what he was looking for really helped. Neil's computer files were impenetrable but for whatever stupid reason Neil had never upgraded Dr. Hung Lo's computer.
In his position as special assistant he had ingratiated himself with Neil and discovered even more incriminating evidence; and using Dr Lo's access was able to obtain from Dr. Hung Lo nanobots to enslave Neil.
Turnabout is fair play after all. Saul easily orchestrated Neil's submission and descent into feminization. The first test, arranging for the fulfillment of 'Neil's Fantasy' at COBALT, a TG Club and Brothel in New York to celebrate the success of their IPO had been easier than expected.
Saul mused how intuitive the app for the controller was and how easy it was to manipulate Neil into thinking the whole IPO party idea was his own. And how his 'secret fantasy of submission' would be accomplished...
**
Neil waited patiently. The club was packed. He had rented it for his entire staff for the entire evening. The party for his software company was in full swing. Everyone was having a good time. It was one of the wildest parties he had ever attended. Neil was nervous though. After obsessing over the ideas he was finally going through with it. He wondered if he had the courage to actually follow through.
It was then that Neil saw her from the VIP balconies as she glided through the crowd in her black Maleficent outfit. She looked stunningly evil. She wore a black satin Basque, and a wide leather choker collar. She wore black satin panties, and the tops of her sheer black thigh-high stockings were clipped to six garters extending from the Basque.
She wore a pair of shiny, sinful, black fuck-me boots. She wore a diaphanous, sheer black wrap around her shoulders, and to complete the ensemble was a headpiece with black satin "horns". Her makeup was artfully done in shades of black and grey, setting off her eyes.
Neil saw heads turn and eyes follow her as she made her way through the club. It was starting to get late and despite the party still going strong it would only be a matter of time before people started leaving making their way home.
Neil followed her progress as she made her way up to the VIP sections that overlooked the main floor. He had requested a girl in a Maleficent costume and the tranny didn't disappoint. Neil's anticipation grew as the girl finally made it his booth where she caught finally noticed him.
Neil indicated for the girl to take a seat. She smiled at him as she did so. She was beautiful, cold and dramatic. Her whole outfit and demeanor were assertive and controlling.
"Hello Neil." She greeted.
"Queen Maleficent." Neil replied. Neil lowered his eyes and nodded meekly as she spoke.
Neil and Queen Maleficent made small talk while Neil struggled to express his desire. He wanted to be dominated and made to drink her cum.
Suddenly, Maleficent rose up above him.
"Kneel." She commanded.
"Yes?" Neil was confused.
"Kneel before your queen." She commanded again.
Well that was awkward Neil thought. He smiled shyly as he slid off the seat and knelt down before Maleficent.
Neil gazed enraptured as the girl slowly pulled her dress apart, revealing the bulge of her small penis trapped behind black and green dragon panties.
"Serve your queen." She commanded. She gripped Neil's hair and pulled tight, causing him to gasp in pain slightly.
Neil obeyed and slowly pulled down her panties to free her small penis from their cotton prison. He opened his mouth, took in her penis, and then sucked.
Neil was in Heaven. Here he was, a powerful and important CEO of a successful company kneeling in a crowded club, sucking on a transgendered prostitutes girl cock. Neil's fantasy of being dominated by the cartoon witch queen was being fulfilled.
Neil was a bit surprised as he slurped and sucked on her cock. Sucking cock took effort. It was actual work to bob up and down and avoid using teeth. I suppose that's why it's called a blow job, he mused.
Neil relaxed his jaw and savored the moment. He was taken by surprise when she tensed up and suddenly his mouth was full of her cum. Neil licked and swallowed as she shot her tiny load of cum into his warm wet mouth.
"Drink it up." She commanded as she giggled uncontrollably.
**
Neil woke up and found Desiree lying beside him. The transgendered girl finally told him her name last night after several hours of passion. Neil stroked her body and gently began to hump his warm hard cock sliding it evenly between her ass cheeks. Her saw her eyes flutter open.
Lying in bed in a guest entertainment room at COBALT she was as naked as he was and lying mostly on her left side. Neil began to gently pet her breasts and body. His cock was quite hard and every time it slipped up and over her ass crack and past her rosebud he felt a pleasant tingle.
Desiree turned her head slightly to the right as Neil began kissing and nuzzling at her neck...
"Mmm...I see I finally woke you up." He said.
"How can I sleep when it feels so good to wake up to this?" Desiree answered.
She placed her right hand gently on his thrusting hip and encouraged him to hump on her ass a bit more.
She moaned softly as his gentle caresses now teased her growing nipples and aureoles.
"Oh you like that do you?" Neil whispered teasingly in her ear.
Neil reminisced as after last nights session in the VIP booth she brought him up here to her room and rode him cowgirl style until he shot his spunk up her ass.
Neil noted that she must have showered and washed away her Maleficent Makeup. She now wore only a light coat of eye shadow and lip gloss.
His reminiscence was interrupted as Desiree let her hand slip down behind her back and grasped Neil's morning wood.
It was hard and full. She guided Neil's dick to the star of her anus and relaxed a bit as she urged him to penetrate her.
"MMMmmm..." Neil and Desiree both moaned simultaneously as Neil's cock slipped easily into Desiree's ass.
Neil watched Desiree smile as his cock slipped into her ass. God it is so nice to have a girl who loves cock and won't say no, he thought.
"Have you ever had girl-cock up your ass?" Desiree asked politely.
"No." Neil answered nervously. He recalled now his fantasy involved one more scene. He was surprised at how eager he was to see it through.
"It's amazing." Desiree informed. "When a cock enters your ass, at first there is some pain, and fullness, and then something shifts inside you and it becomes fullness and pleasure."
"Really?" Neil asked, eager and nervous.
"Uh-huh. And then when the cock is inside you, thrusting into you, hitting every pleasure center deep inside you..." Desiree began to flutter her eyes and her breath caught as she acted out the first part of an orgasm...
"I'm going to fuck you now Neil." She pronounced.
Neil gulped nervously.
"I'm going to put you on your hands and knees and take your anal cherry."
Neil nodded his assent.
Desiree positioned Neil on his hands and knees face down into a pillow. She then retrieved lubrication and a slipped on a cock sheath retrieved from the night stand.
"The spell isn't broken until you find true loves first cock." She joked.
Neil chuckled nervously, muffled by the pillow as Desiree aligned the cock sheath with his ass. He could feel her as she inserted first one finger covered in lube, and then another finger into his ass as she worked in the lube and worked to carefully gape his ass.
Neil felt as Desiree slipped a third finger into his ass. He squirmed a bit before slowly relaxing from the penetration.
Suddenly his ass was empty. She must have pulled out her fingers. Not a moment later he gasp gasped at the larger intrusion into his back door. But thanks to her efforts with her hands he was able to relax almost immediately. Desiree had done well in making sure his ass was suitably gaped.
Neil enjoyed the feeling of submission having a powerful woman sodomize him with her girl cock.
She thrust into him slowly and evenly, only a little at a time as she worked the massive cock sheath deeper and deeper into his ass.
Neil gasped and moaned each time she thrust into his ass with her cock and cock sheath.
"Someone is enjoying this." She said aloud "Someone is going to make such a nice tight butt slut."
Neil groaned in pleasure as his ass clamped down hard on her cock sheath. The pleasure was so intense he shot his first load of cum, spewing seed onto the bed sheets below him.
"Oh yes baby." She purred "Take my girl cock deep...it's already half way in."
Neil moaned again at this news as Desiree resumed thrusting, this time driving deeper with each thrust until her cock sheath was buried all the way inside his ass.
Neil moaned and whimpered. He considered using the safe word. She held him tight for several minutes. Neil patiently waited while his ass adjusted to the massive cock buried in his ass.
God this is amazing.
As soon as Neil submitted, he felt as Desiree began to pound his ass, nearly fully withdrawing and then plunging fully back inside him. Neil soon found himself moaning like a whore in heat, quickly orgasming a second time.
She then stopped fucking him and Neil took the moment of respite to catch his breath.
"Good boy, Neil." Desiree praised. Neil felt her withdraw from his gaped ass. "Such a very good boy."
**
Saul watched the video he had the club film of Neil submitting to a transgendered prostitute. Neil's actions and behavior clearly demonstrated the power of the nanobots to change and control Neil's mental pathways. Saul grinned as Neil orgasmed from being anally dominated by the prostitute. Soon Saul would finish Neil's descent into submission and slavery. He owed the bastard nothing less.
**
Back at the mansion, present day.
No sooner had Neil exited the room that Saul began his presentation.
"As we all know our CEO has been in a lot of hot water lately. He has been criminally negligent in his oversight and administration of this company and, quite frankly, we expect that the company will have to file for bankruptcy due to the malfeasance of the Chief Executive Officer."
"Of course, that represents an opportunity for you gentlemen to acquire this amazing new technology for yourselves at an amazingly low price."
"Why should we take over for you? Wouldn't we just be the inheritors of your problems?" James McLeod asked.
"Not at all sirs; with the sale comes the restructuring. The old board members can receive a payout to walk away while the new board that you appoint would be free to restructure and satisfy the government regulators that measures have been taken to prevent a reoccurrence."
"And of course with the purchase of the company, comes the proprietary technology." Saul finished.
"You know how the nanobots condition the subject. The stimulus provides rewards which accelerates conditioning and acceptance of the programmed traits."
"Is there a cure for the nanobots?" James interrupted.
"We can inoculate customers with defensive nanobots that will prevent any new nanobots from taking root. They can eliminate any new nanobots that they discover. Anyone who isn't inoculated runs the risk of enslavement. Also anyone already under their control is immune from re-infection."
"So there is only one shot at getting it right?" Ivan Ivanovich asked.
"Correct, but the app can be modified and updated anytime during the first four weeks as the nanobots overwrite the desired mental pathways. So realistically you have four weeks to tweak the program to your desires."
"Are those affected by the nanobots aware of their situation?" James asked again.
"Initially, yes they are, although they can do nothing about it that you don't allow."
"Can the effect be detected medically?" Dr. Agonia queried.
"An MRI can detect the presence of nanobots but it will not interfere with their operation. However it cannot determine what effect or program they are running. Only the patient can say and with the ability of the nanobot to compel them to tell only the truth, well; all you have to do is ask them." Saul answered.
"And as you can see we can measure and track the power draw of the nanobots here with this program and this controller. The greater the power draw indicates that the subject is still resisting and struggling to overcome the new mental pathways established by the nanobots." Saul indicated.



"But once power draw from the body by the nanobots decreases to this level, then we know that the old pathways have succumbed and expired. The power draw for the new pathways will decrease over time as the biological pathways they established take root."
"Well this is all well and good, but who shall be enslaved?" James asked.
"Re-educated, you mean." Saul corrected.
"Semantics."
"Well it's obvious, those who oppose our progressive views of course. Identify those by party, religious, or group association, then their position in their business or political office, those with the ability to influence others, and then their actual activity and effectiveness at opposing us. Compared to other known practices nanobots would be far more effective than any other in, ahh...convincing others to embrace our platform."
"Yes, and far more humane than civil disobedience and protesting or in some cases the specter of civil war." Mr. Lon Wang added.
"It's brilliant! Change the leaders and leave the opposition headless." One of Ivan's female companions exclaimed.
"And far less costly" Saul finished "nano-bots are not cheap my friends, but their effect is permanent."
**
As Neil reentered the room he saw Saul guiding his guests through a presentation. Except for the tapping of his high heels across the hard wood floors he made his way unobserved to his post by the bar. The guests were all focused on Saul's presentation and they didn't notice him.
"Of course...if it works. You've made a great speech, but until we see the effects upon a test subject this is all just speculative." Adam Smith probed.
"You've all been briefed on the ability of the nanobots over the course of their development. You all know what they can do. So I see no need to rehash the performance enhancing and memory enhancing abilities of Nanobots that has been discussed at length at our earlier meetings. As I said, I won't bore you with these details again, rather we are here to save this company and move it to an environment where it can recover from this Public Relations Debacle." Saul replied.
"Besides, seeing IS believing." He added mischievously.
The assemble members looked confused by Saul's last statement.
"So when can we fire the former CEO and take over?" Adam Smith asked.
Neil perked up as he heard the question.
"How about right now?" Saul answered.
Neil turned his full attention back to Saul.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, our former CEO."
Saul merely held out his arm and pointed to Neil. Suddenly, all eyes in the room were on him. Saul had just exposed Neil to their guests and to members of the board as a cross-dressed French maid!
"Neil is a misogynist, a misanthrope, and a homophobe...and that is just the short list of his faults." Goldie Duggar spoke with contempt.
"We should have been using this technology for TBI patients, mental disorders, schizophrenia, and possibly prisoner reform, a revolutionary method to cure innumerable diseases and disorders but Neil here decided to use it for his personal agendas."
Neil's stress and fear approached their zenith. He didn't like the sound of anything he had just heard. Neil's mental struggles now reached a level of intensity he had never before achieved. Waves of humiliation surged through his body. He felt a bead of sweat break free from his brow and run down his temple.
I MUST BREAK FREE...I MUST RESIST!
"And here she is now...Ladies and Gentlemen, I give you our former CEO...Olivia!"
Neil felt a painful snap inside his head and was momentarily blinded by a white light across his field of vision. Neil would have sworn he was having either a stroke or an out of body experience as he now saw himself, standing in the corner of the room. His eyes had rolled back inside his head and his body was twitching and shivering...
There was an agonizing feeling as if stunned by an electrical shock before Olivia caught her hand on the top of the wet bar and stopped herself from falling over. She had a sensation of a snapping feeling inside her mind and of a knife blade being withdrawn.
She swayed slightly, and nearly staggered a step...but stopped herself just in time...
Owu...Ow! My Bwain huwts.
Her hands went to her temples and she rubbed the sore spots but it was already fading. She quickly regained her composure and dropped her hands back to her sides when she noticed that ALL her master's and mistresses' guests were staring at her.
"So he was completely aware, yet completely obedient at the same time?" One of the smarty type guests was asking master a question.
"Yes. He was. It took awhile to set this up, so in fact, this case is unique, because we weren't just using the nanobots to install new mental pathways, we actually had to sustain some of the old ones until this meeting. The former CEO succumbed to the effects about a week ago. We've kept him aware until now for this demonstration."
"And there you have it. The power draw is now down to normal levels." Saul said as he showed something on his tablet to one of the guests.
"There is only Olivia now."
**
Olivia was flushed with relief as the other guests all turned their attention back to Master's business presentation. He droned on about pathways and cog-nit-onions and other brainy stuff. Olivia didn't know anything about business...or anything, but she hoped she didn't do anything to spoil the evening. Why were they all suddenly staring at her? They all took a vote and it seemed like somebody got fired? Olivia wasn't sure. Sounded like whoever it was deserved it.
"Now that business is over the party begins! If anyone needs a party favor then Olivia can provide whatever favor...or service...you require." Goldie clapped her hands loudly.
"Olivia, prepare drinks for our guests." Goldie commanded.
"Yes Mistress" Olivia obediently responded. She practically pirouetted and her perfect petticoat flared outward as she turned to resume her position behind the bar and serve master and mistresses' guests.
As Olivia took the drink orders and made drinks for the guests master led them away to another room. Goldie approached behind her and whispered into her ear.
"And make yourself a PSL for those DSL's. Make it strong. You will need to keep your energy up tonight."
Olivia smiled as Goldie's warm breath tickled Olivia's ear and neck. She was so happy to have such a loving and giving and attentive mistress. Olivia loved Pumpkin Spice Latte's and she appreciated the forewarning from mistress that her Dick Sucking Lips would be pressed into service tonight.
**
The orgy was going well, and as Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon fucked, he was still eager for answers.
"So do you think we can use this to enhance our social services programs?"
He ground his cock deep and slow into Dr. Agonia's warm wet pussy. The hypnotherapists taught and firm and frankly amazing nude body lay supine beneath him. So many people think missionary is a vanilla position about vanilla sex. Horace thought those people were fools. The view alone was worth it.
Why would anyone want to give up the opportunity to watch as a nubile and intelligent woman was driven irrevocably to the brink of pleasure and beyond, completely fucked stupid!
Other positions only gave illusions of power with less visual stimulation. Watching as her body rocked back and forth from his thrusting, her breasts jiggle enticingly in counter tempo, the rise and fall of them as her breathing quickened pace to match her arousal. Jarrod watched as her hair framing her gorgeous face, and then her sighs, facial expressions, and lustful looks; now that was powerful.
"If your goal is to create a submissive and docile servant class, we already have that. Allegorian culture is already divided into noble and subject classes. My hypnotherapy is proven and deep rooted."
"But your methods take time; something quicker may be more economical if it can match your effectiveness."
"Ooh...effectiveness...talk dirty to me" the Patricia countered.
"Your technique is proven but there are limits to the number of prospects you can treat over time. If we want to increase the population of a servant class we may want to move up in scale. This method may allow that." Horace continued to thrust his long hard cock into her.
"You're talking mind control and slavery." DR. Agonia said levelly as she ground down her hips to push Horace's cock against her clitoris.
"Nothing you haven't already done" Horace continued, "just the mental and physical conditioning of a select few, a minor part of the population. We can help them to realize their predispositions and cultivate them...for the greater good, of course."
"So why collude with the Russian? We don't need them." Dr. Agonia accused.
"To get what I want." Dr. Inon replied simply. There was no need to tell Patricia Agonia his real motivations.
Horace was thinking about undermining the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarch and his ultimate goal of enslaving the noble class. The thought of the power he could have to bring those feminist bitches and those arrogant entitled noble bastards to their knees was intoxicating...he was about to cum just thinking about it...
The hypnotherapist rotated and ground down her hips as she moved into position to make Horace's cock stimulate her clitoris again...she was so close...and it was true...mmm...the thought of bringing Horace low and preserving the Society and their goals...oooo...so close...
She smiled up into Horace's eyes as her orgasm approached.
"You should go fuck the bitch." She implored.
"Who? The CEO?" Horace grunted with his latest thrust. He was about to bust a nut!
"Mmmm...yes...Yes...YES..." The hypnotherapist let her orgasm crash down and into her with the latest thrust from Horace's large long dick.
With a loud satisfied groan Horace drove is cock deep into Dr. Agonia's pussy spilling his seed into her tight wet cunt.
"mmm...AHHHhhh...Yes...I guess...I will...NNNGGHHhhhh..."
"Save some of her for me when you're done." the hypnotherapist purred breathlessly as she smiled in satisfaction.
Horace got up off her, wiped his cock with a warm towel, and walked away.
Dr. Patricia Agonia, hypnotherapist, watched Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon as he walked away and admired his naked ass and long bobbing cock. He stopped and spoke with their other travelling companion, James McLeod about something. James nodded, replied, and as Horace walked away she noted that James had a woman on her knees sucking his cock. With the enthusiasm she was demonstrating it was more like she was worshiping his...average sized dick.
Like every man he probably thought he was responsible for her orgasm. He didn't know it wasn't the size of the boat; it was the motion of the ocean. Rotating her hips to cause his cock to stimulate her clitoris was why she was able to achieve rapture.
Dr. Agonia knew that by being in the right place at the right time she would be able to stop him and Dr. Inon from undermining the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarch...now that was an orgasm worth having.
**
"Did you get it done?" Horace asked.
"Yes. I spiked her drink with the nanobots served by the maid earlier this evening. She'll be all yours in two weeks time." James replied nodding toward the hypnotherapist.
"Nah. You can have her. I've got other bitches on my mind."
Horace walked away after James nodded assent.
**
Olivia brought the next round of drinks down into the "the playroom", the cavernous basement of Master and Mistress' mansion. She recalled that the previous owner had converted the basement and configured and decorated it to be his private sex dungeon/pleasure palace/orgy room. According to Mistress, the former owner, as the titan of business he imagined himself to be, simply decided that he deserved to have an orgy room.
Master and Mistress decided to keep the room for both personal pleasure, and business reasons...sex parties seemed to be good for business...apparently.
Olivia entered the room through the heavy oaken doors and into the overly warm room. Subdued lighting created areas of intimacy while other areas used black lighting to cause erotic artworks to fluoresce brightly.
As Olivia sashayed with her tray of drinks for the party guests she walked into one of the black lit rooms and noted that her dress now fluoresced brightly in the ultraviolet lighting.
Goldie lay naked and recumbent on a divan as Nancy, also completely nude, slowly and passionately lapped at Goldie's pussy.
She noted that all of Master Saul's and Mistress Goldie's guests were in various states of coupling and erotic play.
Mr. Smith was reclined as one of Mr. Ivanovich's sultry female companions rode his cock.
Mr. Ivanovich was watching while another of his companions pleasured his cock with her mouth.
The various board members were similarly engaged in erotic coupling with or aggressive fucking with some women Olivia didn't recognize. Master and mistress must have hired them for this party.
Olivia stood near the center of the room and also immediately noted that her dress was glowing brightly in the black light. The reverse colored white and black maid's uniform was obviously made of artificial fibers that would fluoresce brightly under the right conditions.
Olivia turned slightly to admire her beautiful glowing uniform in one of the many mirrors that were placed throughout the room. They were installed such that they would allow party goers to be able to watch themselves in mirrors as they coupled.
But now Olivia admired her reflection in the mirror. Her brightly glowing hourglass figure gave her an appearance that was indeed truly resplendent! And Olivia was finally able to understand the one detail that had bothered her about her ensemble the whole evening.
While her pure virginal all white French maid uniform dress fluoresced, so too did the lace details of her accessories.
"CUM WHORE" now fluoresced brightly and legibly on the lace stocking tops encircling her thighs.
"CUM WHORE" was printed vertically and glowed brightly from the top of her thigh highs from the outside lace pattern on her legs down to her ankles.
"CUM WHORE" was emblazoned in a repeating pattern that encircled the hem of her lace tulle petticoats.
"CUM WHORE" was printed in delicate cursive script upon the front of her black lace apron and gleamed in the ultraviolet lighting.
"CUM WHORE" flared from her lace choker and "CUM WHORE" twinkled from her lace maid's cap perched atop her blonde tresses.
Olivia was momentarily shocked...then merely surprised...then grateful. A feeling of gratitude warmed her body as she turned and flounced slightly before the mirror to admire the beautiful ensemble her master and mistress had gifted her...
An outfit that declared to everyone who could see exactly what she was...and what she was meant to be...she swore to herself softly that she would wear it proudly!
**
"Will you stay married?"
Goldie held her brother's hands as she watched Olivia deliver drinks to their guests.
"No" She smiled up at Saul. "Of course I will support my ex-husband in her choices but divorce is the only option."
"And since we really want 'him' to disappear keeping 'her' here is the safest option, I suppose."
"I am sure that the extremely generous terms I receive from our divorce will be enough to support me...and my wife..." Goldie smiled as she looked back to Nancy, straddling Dr. Wang...pegging him.
"So simple to claim abandonment once we announce he's fled the country." Saul observed.
Goldie simply nodded her agreement.
"Do you want to keep Olivia as your t-girl, your 'she-male'?" Saul asked Goldie.
"I'm not sure yet."
"Perhaps you would like to fully transition her." Saul suggested.
"No. I like having her the way she is." Goldie replied. "She can keep her cock."
"You know, in Allegoria we can do amazing things with stem cells these days." Horace approached having overheard part of their conversation. "If she is out of your country then the authorities will never find her. That would be much better security for you that way."
Saul and Goldie looked at each other.
"What do you think sis?"
Goldie smiled back at her step-brother.
"I think that is an option worth exploring."
**
Olivia delivered her drinks and was about to return her tray when she found one of master's guests standing before her.
"Dr. Inon, may I get you something?" She looked up at him and smiled politely, her perfect white teeth gleaming in the light...fluorescing in the black lights of the sex dungeon. Naturally they would. After all, she used fluoride toothpaste; oral hygiene being as important as it is of course.
"Why yes Olivia. I have need of some of your talents. Saul has spoken highly of them."
"What talents are those, sir?" Olivia giggled and blushed furiously.
"Your master tells me of your oral skills and I wish to know if his praise of you was boastful or accurate."
Olivia giggled again. Dr. Inon had been fucking one of the other guests...the hypnotherapists whose name she had forgotten. He was naked before her. Olivia set her tray down upon a nearby table and glanced down...and gasped!!!
Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon was huge!
He was sporting wood!
And he was HUGE!
It looked as if he was sporting at least 12 inches of solid, white, veiny, circumcised cock! And hanging heavy and low below the protruding shaft was two absolutely huge baseball sized balls.
"Oh my!" Olivia managed to squeak out after she recovered her breath.
"Yep, there's a reason my friends call me 'horse'."
Olivia's body became flush with heat and her mouth started to salivate at the sight before her.
A TWELVE INCH COCK and a pair of BASEBALL sized balls...on a white guy???
She felt she might have a better chance at finding a unicorn or a dragon, or some such other third mythological figure...thing...
"Come Whore." Horse commanded as he took her hand.
Olivia followed deliriously as Horse led her to an alcove with a wooden four poster medieval inspired bed. Horse sat naked on the side and guided Olivia to her knees before him.
Olivia grabbed Horse's cock and could feel the slickness from whomever he had been fucking before. As she leaned in she took a deep breath through her nose to breath in the scent of his cock and the woman who he had previously been riding.
She moistened her lips with her tongue before darting out with the tip to taste...no...to savor the taste of his cock and the pussy it was previously in...mmmm...sweet...after the first 8 inches were down she struggled...she had never had one so big before!
"I've never had one so BIG before!" Olivia said, blushing, after she came up for air.
"I'm sure you will be fine. If you need help I will push your head down onto it for you."
Aww...that was so sweet of him to offer to help get his 12 inch cock all the way down her throat. But Olivia was determined.
"I want to do it myself." She pronounced with determination.
As she swallowed more and more cock into her mouth she relaxed her jaws and worked her tongue and throat to take as much of his cock down her throat...Once she reached her gag reflex her mind screamed "STOP! IT'S TOO BIG!"
NO! Olivia answered back. That's quitter talk. I'm going to do it.
I can do this...
I...can...do...this...
With motivation and determination Olivia let the cock slide endlessly down her throat until she finally felt her nose reach the slightly hairy tummy of Horse, er...Horace. Her eyes were watering from the strain and probably ruining her mascara but Olivia opened her eyes and looked anyway.
She saw his tummy and felt the pubic hair and belly hair tickle her nose.
She had done it! She had swallowed a twelve inch cock for the first time ever!!!



Olivia felt enormous pride in her achievement; pride as enormous as the cock now filling her mouth and throat.
This was what she was meant to do.
With careful, slow slurps she bobbed back up the shaft all the way to the head, twirled her tongue around his glans, and made another oral adventure sliding his cock down the warm and wet and smooth confines of her mouth and throat.
On her knees, sucking a twelve inch cock Olivia felt nothing other than joy and pride.
This is where she was meant to be.
Horace Jarrod Inon reached over Olivia's back and flipped up Olivia's skirt and petticoats. He admired her lingerie, her thigh high stockings, her garter belt, her ruffled panties that barely covered her pert and firm bottom and as he pushed her panties down he noticed severe welts criss-crossing her ass.
"Someone's been bad." Horace observed.
"MmmHmm...and been punished for it!" Olivia agreed and giggled once she had bobbed back up and off his cock. She shook her ass gently before Horace to entice him.
Horace stood up and then placed Olivia, bent at the waist, against the mattress.
"Don't you want me to make you cum in my mouth?" Olivia asked. She wondered if cum from a 12 inch cock would taste better than from a smaller cock.
"Nope...You took all of me into your mouth and throat. I want to see if you can take all of me in your ass now."
Horace squeezed a dollop of lubrication onto Olivia's anal star and placed the head of his cock, already slickened with Olivia's saliva at the barrier to his entry.
With insistent, yet gentle pressure, Horse mounted Olivia from behind; he noted that he was able to gain entry without too much pressure. Olivia gasped in pain and then sighed in pleasure as his thrust slipped the head of his long thick white cock inside her.
She's accustomed to anal sex and sodomy, Horace observed. Good!
Olivia arched her back and lifted her ass to align her rear with Horace's...Horses...cock. She rested her head upon her hands on the bed under her. She knew the image of her long stocking clad legs and high heels would excite and entice Horse...err...Horace...as he fucked her from behind.
Her submissive position allowed him to bury his 12 inch long and thick tool fully inside her ass.
Olivia's mind would nearly blank out with pleasure each time he thrust into her and she was filled with equal regret every time he withdrew his cock. The intensity of being so completely FILLED was indescribable. She wanted more...
Horace was very pleased with how Olivia was able to take his entire cock inside her. Most of the service providers back in Allegoria were not capable. Not having to limit himself and exercise restraint was a rare occurrence.
Horace grew more forceful with each plunging stroke into Olivia's tight bottom. Soon enough he was driving into her with animalistic fury as his cock bottomed out inside her on every stroke. The pleasure of her tight ass fully stimulating his cock brought Horace to rapture as his final plunge spewed his copious amount of cum into the whore.
Horace held tight and ground his cock and lap into Olivia's back passage as he emptied his balls, coating her insides white with the volume of his seed.
Olivia for her part orgasmed simultaneously with Horace. Her much smaller cock had become hard and her much smaller quantity of cum was spent uselessly upon the bed sheets under her. Her mind had exploded with pleasure as her awareness diminished to the immediacy of her orgasm and Horace's cum splashing inside her.
For many long seconds Horace held her down as the last of his cum drained into Olivia's anus. Olivia felt only deep sadness when Horace finally pulled his cock out of her ass leaving her empty of cock yet full of cum. She held her position for Horace as her sphincter slowly closed despite the cum leaking from her wrecked asshole.
Horace took another towel and wiped off his cock from the lube and cum now coating his shaft.
Yes...bringing Olivia back to work in Allegoria would be an excellent idea. Horace's mind filled with plans to use her to advance his cause and to satisfy his needs.
The future was in his grasp.
**
James McLeod was the last to fuck Olivia and truth be told he found her amazing.
"Man, these trannys are fun to fuck... Hhnggh...they...just...keep...taking...dick..."
"They do, don't they." Horace replied dryly. "Finish the task I've assigned you and maybe I'll gift one for you back home."
The thought of having a submissive tranny of his own for personal amusement and pleasure drove James to orgasm. He shot his load of cum deep into Olivia's ass, the volume of cum in addition to cum already inside her caused more cum to leak out past the seal of her ass on his cock shaft and spurt back.
Now the insides of Olivia's ass cheeks were slippery with warm wet spent cum.
James slapped her ass and laughed as cum splattered from her bottom. Taking a towel to wipe himself clean he pushed Olivia aside and went in search of his clothes.
He had a mission to complete.
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As Jewel took over her dead husband's financial empire she learned more and more things about him and about Allegoria than she had ever wanted to know.
Weeks into her studies she had discovered during her search through her deceased husband's files that the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department was considered a tremendous resource that the nobles had created for their own use; to have available a large variety of trained and talented concubines, mistresses, kept men and women, courtesans, escorts, gigolos and doxy's and not just to sate their own twisted and kinky sexual curiosity.
Each and every one of the service providers were a resource to be used for the greater good of Allegoria. Apparently that meant honey-pot schemes, honey-dick schemes, targeted political or commercial seductions of foreign nationals whom Allegorian nobles wanted to investigate, spy upon, or even blackmail.
And now Jewel was considering using these same means for her own ends. Jewel hated herself for having to resort to such underhanded and devious means, but as Donna had told her recently, "sometimes to do a lot of good, you must first do a little evil."
Her deceased husband had originally contracted to provide a feminized male service provider to the CEO of a software company as part of his compensation for select access codes. As sole surviving beneficiary of her husband's estate, Jewel was obligated to fulfill the contract from her husband's dealings. Jewel felt only slightly better as this was not her idea; gifting Neil an Allegorian whore.
Jewel felt repulsed by her dead husband's ethics; or rather his lack of them. She had yet to find any evidence to suggest that he ever did anything that didn't benefit him first. He only acted out of blatant self interest.
Jewel knew the server for the Allegorian nobility was separate from the one used by the commoners and her anonymity was secure. Not that she needed it if she didn't want it. Almost all the male nobles were proud to openly display their mistresses at public events. It was a status symbol of their wealth and virility.
Female nobles were usually more restrained, having 'bodyguards' and "assistants" who accompanied them publicly posing as staff attendants but otherwise kept their intimate rendezvous' discreet.
As a widowed male bride Jewel didn't know how her noble peers would regard her as a feminized male bride having a concubine in her service so she intended to be just as discreet as her noble female peers.
Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix sat before her computer screen as she looked through the short list of available cross-dressing feminized male prostitutes available on the NSSA&M's website and typed in the preferences of her intended target. She then selected the most highly rated whores for further review. As a noble, she knew that for appearances sake she should not accept the lesser qualified, less skilled service providers. Choosing second best would reflect negatively upon her among her peers.
Based on what she knew of her target she would need someone who had a less than stellar reputation. The CEO she was targeting was reported to like 'bad girls'. State whores were supposedly highly trained to meet the needs of the client.
Jewel winnowed her criteria down further until she had her final two candidates displayed side by side on her computer as she looked at the profiles. It was a tough choice between the one that most closely matched the target criteria yet had a surprisingly low customer satisfaction rating while the other one was a more highly rated service provider but didn't seem to have the bad girl attitude her intended target liked.
Jewel was ready to select her first choice when the page suddenly updated to indicate the service provider was no longer available. She noted that the status update reflected the whore's contract had been purchased by a private individual for her remaining term of service and would no longer be available.
Jewel looked back over to the files of Brandi Jane Swallows and quickly scheduled an appointment. She had a near perfect evaluation and despite not possessing the bad girl persona of the other whore she had an impressive skill set array. She would have to do.
Jewel hoped that 'Brandi' would be able to meet those needs and expectations.
Jewel confirmed the date and time of her appointment, the transportation arrangements, and of course, the payment, and clicked send.
As a final thought she forwarded the details to Melinda, her Chief of Security. Melinda would do a background check on Brandi. Jewel had learned quickly to trust Melinda's advice and counsel. Her sources had helped Jewel successfully avoid a plot to ensnare her in a forced arranged marriage to another man. Melinda and her security staff were more than just bodyguards and private home security. The had been intelligence operatives for Jean Claude and were an important factor of many of his plans and schemes. Jewel could now appreciate their skills and always found ways to utilize them.
**
Mindi watched as the orderlies prepared Britney for transfer.
She stood imperiously before her as she read Britney the riot act.
"You have been a huge disappointment, Brat." Mindi began, not even bothering with Britney's assigned name. Everyone called her Brat and that had become her nickname. Hardly anyone ever used her assigned name anymore.
"I'm sorry if being drafted by the Bimbo Lottery to become a she-male prostitute isn't something I wanted to do with my life." Brat replied.
"You have struggled and fought the program when what you should be doing is living a life of leisure and purpose." Mindi replied with irritation.
"You were selected by law and custom to serve a higher purpose; a purpose serving productive and worthy subjects and citizens of Allegoria and at the very least keeping elevated passions of the common masses tamed."
Brat merely growled back. The orderlies held her secure as she was packaged.
"And think of all the effort your trainers, stylists, beauticians, estheticians, and therapists spent to help you to adapt to your new life. You have wasted all of their time, effort, and skill."
"Do you have any idea how many extremely wealthy yet incredibly ugly men there are who desperately crave the companionship that you are able to provide? Someone who can't marry them for their money and then divorce them and take half or more of their assets?" Mindi monologued.
"Prenuptial agreements are a thing you know." Brat shot back.
"Some people are still opposed to them as they think that it predisposes a marriage to divorce." Mindi replied. She had a bit of time before delivery and was finding Brat's arguments amusing.
"Despite all the evidence to the contrary that marriages without a prenuptial have no statistically significant chance of ending up in a divorce than those without one." Brat answered.
"But you are not fated to be a wife Brittney. Wives are a long term commitment. Slaves are a long term investment."
Brat glared at Mindi. She had slipped up and admitted that a service provider was really a slave.
"You are such a disappointment." Mindi watched as the orderlies finished the packaging.
"Are you going to drug me now like you did Brandi?"
"No, I am going to sell you." Mindi answered easily
Brat looked astonished by the news.
"You really should be grateful. Before you won the lottery you were a nobody with a dead end job and no prospects; set for a life of poverty and struggle." Mindi suddenly smiled evilly at Brittney.
"Now you still have a chance for a life of luxury and purpose."
"What do you mean?" Brat asked nervously.
"Your new role is better for you I think. Instead of serving many men, you will now only serve one...and any others your employer deigns." Mindi gloated.
"So my life isn't mine to do with as I wanted? My whole role in life isn't to pursue my own happiness and destiny?"
"No, it's to help someone else by supporting them as they pursue theirs."
Brat was shocked and dismayed by what she was told. She was ready to argue more when she was lifted bodily and carried outside to the front of the building in an area reserved for clients to pick up their service providers. The orderlies set her down as a car pulled up in front of where they stood.
Brat watched as the tall handsome man exited the driver's seat and approached.
"Brat, this is James. He is the man who bought your contract. You belong to him now."
Mindi informed politely.
"No" Brat cried softly in shock and fear.
Brittney had gone white with fear at seeing the man before her. She knew him as one of her clients she was made to service. He was cruel and abusive.
"no...no...no..." she repeated in disbelief nearing panic.
James gazed admiringly at Brittney. He looked her up and down to make sure his delivery was packaged per his specifications.
Brat wore the typical attire of a National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department's service provider. James had specified black and white so she wore a white crop top and black miniskirt. The crop top left her taught tummy and narrow waist exposed.
Her white crop top was sheer and her black demi-bra could be easily seen beneath the fabric. Her mini skirt was tight and her penis wasn't tucked so she had a slight penis bulge in front. Her mini skirt was so short that the sheen from her white satin panties was visible below the hem.
Brat's long legs were encased in the typical thigh high stockings service providers preferred, white; and held up by black garter belt suspenders. Her feet were in 4 inch high heel black stilettos with an unusual pink sole.
James noted that per his request Brandi had her arms tied behind her back in a fetish bondage and discipline style with the rope wrapped around her arms from above her elbows down to her wrists. The smooth nylon line had an elaborate decorative knot between her upper arms that also wrapped around her chest and under her bosom.
Her ankles were also similarly restrained with nylon line with the rope encircling both ankles and wrapped and knotted between her ankles, severely hobbling her but still allowing her to take short steps.
The rope line also encircled her at her thighs and all three ropes were linked with a line that ran up her legs and back to the line around her chest and arms.
James enjoyed how the rope around her chest caused her bosom to jut out obscenely as if she was deliberately trying to push them up and out toward him. Her nipples were visible poking through her sheer blouse top above the top of her black demi bra.
Her make-up was done in a typical slutty style with lots of use of pink. Hot pink lipstick, pink rouge, and pink shades for eyeliner. Even her hair had been dyed a pale pink so that James could not tell what the original color was.
Mindi watched as the buyer inspected his purchase.
"Just a reminder; Health and Human Services Division will make weekly checks to assure her good condition as her contract belongs to you now." Mindi stated.
"Or course." James replied.
"I don't want to do this. Please don't make me go, I'll be good! I promise. Please!" Brat was becoming frantic.
James merely smiled as he retrieved a device and placed it around Brat's neck.
Mindi noted that it was a high end metal posture collar as James locked it in place.
James pressed his thumbprint against it and a light on the front of the collar lit up, flashed twice, and then dimmed slightly before remaining steady.
There was a short chime. "Voice control activated" the collar said.
"Be silent." James said quietly, an evil smirk on his face.
Brat realized that James had placed a disciplinary collar around her neck. She had experience with a similar one from her NSSA&M training. If she disobeyed she would receive a painful shock, and all it took was a word from James, her contract holder, to make it happen.
James took Brat by the arms and guided her to the passenger seat of the car. He eased her into her seat protecting her head similar to how a police officer would with an arrestee. He fastened her seat belt, shut the door, and then entered the driver's side.
Mindi watched them depart and sighed with relief. The man who purchased Brittney's contract would need to be strict. But ultimately she was no longer Mindi's problem.
**
James brooded as Brat sucked his cock. He always thought and planned better when his cock was being sucked. How do I take or acquire a manor and title for myself? James leaned back in his chair and pondered...
James admired brat and her ruby red lips as they slid up and down his cock shaft. He had bought her with money Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon provided for his service. But James had bought this one specifically because she looked like Jules/Jewel...and his sister Jennifer...and, come to think of it, his mother Jocelyn.
James noted that Brat's retro-virus treatment had changed her hair color to brunette, just like Jewel and Jennifer and Jocelyn. So far it had stimulated hair growth and now the brunette color made up half the length. The other half was still the pale pink dye she had when he acquired her.
James also considered his sex slaves nickname; Brat. It was much better than her assigned name of Brittney. James read her file and knew she got it from all the resistance and struggles she made against her assigned station in life after her selection for service during the annual bimbo lottery.
Such an appropriate nickname, James mused, as he again noted she was the spitting image of his brother Jewel.
Deep in his heart James could not consider Brat or Jewel as a woman. Like Brat, Jules was a feminized man. And he was gorgeous. James fantasized that it was really Jewel that was sucking his cock and often than it was Jewel he was fucking when he fucked Brat.
James dick got harder as he used his fantasy to excite his cock and fuel his orgasm. Brat's ruby red lips slid up and down his cock, her tongue teased his shaft, her gasps for air as she sucked, and her slurping sounds as her saliva worked him over.
James also enjoyed how he was using her sexually while manipulating her to do his work with promises of assistance in escaping Allegoria.
"Think about others for a change Brat. You help me, and I'll help you. Don't be so selfish." He had taunted.
James reviewed his plan. Count Jean Claude Delacroix had hired James as his henchman to accomplish goals he couldn't be seen to be involved in. Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon had kept James on and hired James to spy on the hypnotherapist. Finally James had spiked her drink, compromised and enslaved her using the nanobots, then fucked her before ordering her to inject Jewel with the last dose of nanobots they had.
It's a perfect plan, James mused. Use the hypnotherapist, Dr. Patricia Agonia as the instrument to enslave Jewel.
James dick grew harder as his realization that the plan was succeeding meant that soon, Jewel would be enslaved. Soon Horace would have access to Jewel's wealth, and soon; James would take Jewel and fuck her like the little bitch she really was.
James' orgasm erupted and cum shot voluminously from the head of his cock. Brat had just bobbed down so she got to experience the full mouthful of cum that James provided.
Brat had just bobbed down and was coming up to take a breath. When the cum erupted from James' dick she was trying to gasp for air and cum now spurt into her windpipe.
With panicked choking and gasping Brat desperately tried to expel the cum threatening to enter her lungs.
Her body responded automatically with attempt to cough, gag, and vomit but James held her head down on his cock while he enjoyed his orgasm. Rope after rope of cum filled her windpipe and Brat's eye's watered desperately. Her throat felt as if it were aflame and convulsed in its vain attempt to expel the intruding cock. It seemed as if minutes went by until James finally released Brat and she was shoved back onto the floor.
Brat spent several more minutes as she violently coughed up James' cum. Cum sprayed out in a fan shaped pattern onto the floor in front of her face as she struggled to regain control of her breathing and of her senses. Brat held one had onto her throat and massaged her abused neck while steadying herself with the other hand against the floor. Her back hunched over, facing the ground, as her coughing fits ceased only to be followed by violent retching sounds.
James watched with amusement at Brat's reaction as he tucked his dick away. He had other errands to run today and with his cock sucked empty it would be easier for him to focus on his tasks.
**
Brandi heard the distinctive chime of her phone as the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department's App alerted her of a new message. She checked her phone App and saw that a Tier 1 appointment had been scheduled.
Brandi had to stop and think a minute before she remembered what a Tier 1 appointment meant; that she had been scheduled an appointment with one of the members of Allegoria's noble elite.
She noted with amazement that her outfit was purchased and scheduled to be delivered to her within the hour, a salon appointment was made and confirmed for two hours from now, and that a vehicle was being sent to pick her up from the salon four hours from now.
Brandi's head swam momentarily from the speed of it all. She noted that her other appointments for the day had already been cancelled, rescheduled, or sent to alternative service providers.
The schedule showed that she was booked for the entire weekend. Brandi breathed a sigh of relief and nervousness; relief that the 5 appointments she had for Saturday and 6 for Sunday had been cancelled but nervous that she would now be expected to entertain a noble for an entire weekend. 48 hours was a long time! And rumors persisted that Allegorian nobles were the kinkiest and least inhibited, least restrained clientele of them all.
Brandi waited with trepidation for her delivery to arrive. Would this appointment be a blessing or a curse? Brandi had begun to dream of the day when her state of servitude would be over and she could have agency over her own body again.
There was a firm knock on the door to her small dormitory room and Brandi went and opened it. There she saw a delivery man laden down with the boxes and bags of the ensemble she was expected to wear.
Brandi took a deep breath, took the packages and turned back into her room. It was time to prepare herself for her appointment. She stripped down and took her towel and her enema kit. She exited her dorm room and walked naked down the hallway to the communal bathroom. There was no sense of shame or modesty within the dorm; all the service providers were accustomed to full nudity at any and all times.
While she showered she douched her ass with the enema kit three times until the enema fluid she expelled was clear. She didn't touch her hair as her salon appointment would take care of that. She gently exfoliated her face and made sure she was makeup free for the salon cosmetician.
Her ablutions complete she returned to her room, dressed and was whisked away to her salon appointment.
**
Brandi rode silently in the limousine that had picked her up from the salon. The car winded its way out of the city and down past an industrial area and then on to a marina with mooring for yachts. Brandi watched amazed as the limousine pulled up next to a gangway for a huge mega yacht. The beautifully white yacht was lit by various spot lights and interior task lights to good effect. The limo pulled up to the front and a livery man opened the door for her. He offered her his hand as she gracefully alighted from the vehicle.
Brandi checked her makeup one last time before exiting the car. Her epicene features had been lightly retouched by the salon cosmetician and her appearance was given a complete make over. She hoped her appearance would satisfy her client.



Brandi wasn't thrilled by the results. She felt she had been made up to look slutty. She wore heavy dark blue eye shadow with glitter, golden eyeliner, and long lash mascara around her pale blue eyes. Heavy contouring elaborately expressed her facial features. Bold deep dark red lipstick and lip-liner bordering her lips made her collagen injected lips plump and luscious.
Brandi admired and hated having DSL's.
Dick. Sucking. Lips.
As she ascended the stairs she made sure to hold the hem of her long floor length skirt up to avoid tripping. The black dress featured bare shoulders and a keyhole neckline (a boob window) from the two straps the crossed in front of her chest. The fabric and cut of the dress clung as if perfectly fitted to her DD bosom. Her bra had lace details and the lace details were making an impression in the dress fabric. The dress had a pinched waist that further emphasized her narrow waist before flaring outward and clinging to her full bottom and hips before finally flaring down to the floor.
The man closed the car door and the car drove away as Brandi was escorted up the gangway and into a luxurious salon.
"She's here." Jewel said to Donna.
They both turned to face the door as a servant opened it and Brandi was escorted into the Salon.
**
Jewel, Donna and Brandi were relaxing in the observation lounge having drinks after dinner. They watched the scenery pass by as the sun set and was now slowly fading away to darkness. In the enclosed top deck room of the yacht they were warm and cozy and protected from the cold night air and wind as they sailed at speed bound for America.
They were making excellent time as Jewel's Yacht was capable of speeds in excess of 30 knots. For efficiency sake they decided to cruise at only 20 knots to cross the Atlantic Ocean. Earlier that day they had passed from the Mediterranean Sea through the Straights of Gibraltar out into the Atlantic and they expected to make the crossing in just under a week.
Jewel and Donna had the crew sequester Brandi in her stateroom for the first night and it was finally time they met with Brandi and informed her exactly what services she was hired to perform. It was one of the most awkward conversations Jewel had ever had. Between her, Donna, and Brandi, Brandi was obviously the most comfortable when it came to discussing her duties.
Brandi accepted her assignment with professional aplomb.
With that out of the way Jewel let her curiosity get the better of her and started to ask Brandi questions about her work, her past, and her background. Jewel had never met a Service Provider before nor had she ever contracted one.
Brandi spoke easily of her duties in the NSSA&M and how she had been assigned to the service as part of her sentence from the Allegorian judicial system.
Jewel and Donna were immediately interested as Brandi easily discussed her former life as a fashion importer and the difficulties with her stepmother leading to her sentence as a feminized service provider.
Jewel opened up an app on her tablet to search for Brandi's company. The ease with which Brandi accepted responsibility for her sentence bothered Jewel. It was nothing that she could quite put her finger on, but rather an overall impression based on her own experience as a forcibly feminized male bride.
Donna easily kept the conversation going while Jewel investigated.
"I suppose the most difficult assignment is community outreach." Brandi informed. "You meet whomever you meet. Totally random people out on the streets who are unaware of the services the government provides and are so often in dire need of service."
Jewel saw Donna giving her a questioning look.
"But that's just one part. Most often community outreach will help a service provider meet new clients and develop a few regulars. On my practical exam I even met one nice police office who now seeks me out on those occasions when he is in need of relief. He helped me out on my practical by allowing me to serve him so as I could meet my quota for the exam."
Brandi seemed to become more eloquent and animated when she discussed serving regular clients as opposed to new clients.
"Some nights on when he is on patrol may be more stressful than others and I have had the good fortune to serve him on assignment during his meal break. If I am ever having difficulty meeting my quota he would volunteer to let me service him during his break underneath a diner table at his preferred restaurant."
"And that's allowed?" Donna asked in confusion.
"Oh yes. He sits at a booth near the back and once I am underneath the table I've met the minimum legally required privacy screening. The only annoying part is the lack of room and how I would often hit my head on the underside of the table." Brandi chuckled and absentmindedly rubbed the top of her head as she described the scene.
"The intermittent head bangs sometimes irritated staff and customers. But it often led to finding more clients in need of service so..." Brandi let her story trail off.
Jewel and Donna didn't know what to say to that.
"He had a nice cock though...clean...decent sized..." Brandi added nervously to fill in the awkward silence.
Brandi noted the expression of concern on Jewel and Donnas' faces as Brandi related her story.
"So...you're...happy?" Donna asked "being a service provider?"
"Oh no, not at all" Brandi shook her head vigorously in the negative, her blond hair swaying softly "this is certainly not how I imagined my life turning out. But I only have a couple of years left on my sentence and then I am free to start a new life so...there's that to look forward to." Brandi finished nonchalantly.
"So what was your first paying customer like?" Donna asked more out of morbid curiosity than any other desire to know. This was a side of life she had never seen before and like a train wreck she just couldn't look away.
Brandi again replied easily. Despite her steady tone Jewel could detect the lack of real enthusiasm in her voice. She was truly a gifted actress...actor? The feminized male prostitute's performance seemed to be perfunctory and devoid of real emotion.
"Well, after passing my final practical exam out in the field I had the next day off as there was an interview with three agents representing prospective buyers." Brandi resumed her tale. "A new provider always draws interest..."
"In a way it was much like a cross between a panel job interview and a retro dating game setting me up on a blind date. Once the representatives finished asking all their questions and approved of me there was a brief auction and once the highest bidder won I was informed as to when and where I would be taken for my first official paying client."
"I was told after they left that I received the second highest bid ever for a feminized male whore." Brandi added without pride.
"Now they also offer drugs that are available for girls use to help them for the first few months to adapt...to performing the actual acts of submission required. Their first paid service session is often considered one of their penultimate acts of their career as a service provider."
"One they'll never forget." Brandi added.
"So a mild sedative and hallucinogenic was offered to girls for their first time to help them relax and accept the inevitable. Most of the whores being led to their first paid encounter were likely tripping balls at the time." Brandi shook her head in feigned mirth.
"They offered me some, but at the last minute the doctor present checked my record and said I was not allowed."
"Why?" Donna and Jewel both asked at the same time.
"Apparently, I was on an experimental conditioning regimen. No other drugs were authorized."
"Now I didn't mind. I saw my duty to the state and was ready to do it, and I didn't have any for my final exam so why would it be any different for a paid appointment?"
"I did see one of my friends, another feminized male whore named Brat...I mean Britney. She accepted the pills. The doctor who provided them was friendly and reassured her that they were safe; and said to her 'you'll be floating high soon enough'"
"I even saw the outward effect on one of the other girls. In just a minute or so she was waving her hands slowly before her eyes lost in fascination and mumbling about the colors being so colorful."
"She's tripping balls already...one of the mistresses joked. She turned to me as well, 'Oh wait, you can't have any...sorry...'"
"That's ok...I'm ready..." I said.
"And then I was led to the main floor of the brothel. That's the main floor of our dorm where we usually meet clients and provide in house service to meet the needs of their elevated passions."
"I remember I even joked with him, an ugly little man not much taller than I was to 'be gentle.' As he was bragging about how well endowed he was..."
Jewel and Donna listened with rapt attention as Brandi went on to describe her life.
As more wine was drunk and the evening grew longer Brandi spoke easily of her time in service and of her training to become a prostitute for the people. As a service provider she was actually in fairly high demand as attractive feminized male prostitutes were still rather rare and the demand for the fetish they represented exceeded the supply of prostitutes able to meet that demand.
When asked, Brandi was even able to freely admit and speak at length of the circumstances that led up to her sentencing and transfer to the NSSA&M.
Despite herself Jewel was awed by how easily Brandi accepted her position.
"Well, the service does all it can to assist service providers who are involuntary recruits to adapt to their role. I have benefitted from some of the best pharmaceutical assistance and psychological counseling available." Brandi remarked.
This statement confused Jewel.
"What do you mean?"
"The National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department has a large staff of trainers and such but I was part of a trial where I received the help from a renowned hypnotherapist testing a newer safer conditioning program to help me adapt to my new circumstances."
Jewel shifted uneasily in her seat. Hypnotherapist? Despite the wine the unexpected revelation sobered her.
"What was her name?" Jewel asked suspiciously.
"Dr. Patricia Agonia." Brandi supplied easily.
**
It was getting late and Donna noted that Jewel was extremely tense. Donna brought the evening to a close and directed Brandi to return to her stateroom to get some rest.
"Some of the crew has asked if I was available to provide service and relief." Brandi inquired.
"Not now." Donna answered. "Save yourself for your appointment. After that's over, then maybe."
"Oh yes My Lady, Thank you My Lady." Brandi seemed pleased with the decision.
"It's actually 'my lord'. I am a female Count." Donna corrected.
"Of course, my lord, my apologies."
Donna dismissed Brandi with a wave of her hand before turning to comfort Jewel.
"Relax babe," Donna ran her fingers through Jewel's hair and placed a stray lock back behind her ear.
Jewel liked it when Donna called her 'babe' it made her feel all warm and soft and fuzzy inside. It broke through the emotional funk she was starting to feel and made her smile.
"How can one person substitute their judgment for another like that?" Jewel was angry at hearing how her situation was not unique to arranged marriage male brides. That a whole culture could endorse something like the "Bimbo Lottery" that made young men into feminized male prostitutes illustrated how much larger the problem was. Her quest to end these abuses just suddenly got larger and more difficult.
"Babe, it happens all the time...Politicians, Juries, doctors and scientists..."
"Seriously, why would anyone want to live here?"
"Well, the weather is nice and taxes are low." Donna tried to joke and make light of the situation.
Sensing her frustration Donna placed her hands lightly by Jewels sides "Don't make me have to tease you now." She said playfully.
Jewel smiled but still crossed her arms across her chest to protect her breast and nipples from Donna.
Donna took this as an opportunity to tickle.
Being slightly stronger than Jewel she quickly overwhelmed her and started to tickle her mercilessly.
Jewel tried to escape her pleasurable torment and tussle with Donna but soon she was laughing hard and breathing heavily. Soon the tickling overcame her ability to breathe and she was gasping for breath."
"Stop...stop...oh...please...god..." she squealed uncontrollably.
Donna immediately shifted tactics. She slid her hands under Jewels bra and gently stimulated her breasts.
In Jewel's heightened state of arousal from tickling it came as a shock to her whole body when the orgasm slammed into her mind. Her whole body quivered and shook, her toes curled and her back arched, forcing her chest up and into Donnas' playful hands. Jewel's eyes crossed as stars exploded behind her eyes.
Donna stopped teasing Jewels nipples but left her hands on her wife's pert perfect breasts. She could feel through her hands the muscles of her body rippling from the aftershocks of Jewel's orgasm, slowly decreasing in intensity and dying down.
"Oh my god! That was amazing!" Jewel sighed heavily with pleasure.
Jewel felt sorry for Donna as she could never orgasm from nipple play alone. Donna found it strange but love the control it gave her to induce orgasmic bliss in Jewel. She would have to tell her about the side effect of stem cell breast augmentation when she has a moment.
Donna resumed her gentle torment teasing Jewel's nipples. Jewel was trapped and unable to break free as Donna was now on top of her holding her down. Donna leaned down and kissed Jewel passionately on her lips and Jewel easily succumbed to the joyous pleasure cascading through her mind and body. Her thoughts trailed off as another wave of bliss consumed her.
**
"Do we really have to talk about my ex?" Jewel whined.
"Yes. Hearing how bad he was makes me look even better." Donna replied with an inflection of humor.
"He demanded sex 3 times a day, usually. At bedtime he would want to exhaust himself so that he could sleep well. If he woke up with an erection at 3AM he'd wake me by slapping my face with his cock and force it into my mouth. He did the same thing for his morning wood. Sometimes he also demanded blowjobs in the back seat of the limo when I had to travel with him." Jewel answered succinctly.
"Why didn't he ever hire a concubine like Brandi from the service?" Donna asked with genuine curiosity.
"I think it was a matter of pride for him. He was on the board of directors of the NSSA&M and I think he didn't want his...predilections...on file with the service."
"Then how did he..." Donna wondered.
Jewel anticipated the question and interrupted with her answer.
"Going over the financials there were a lot of trips to south-east Asia, Thailand and lots of strange charges that I suspect were...indulgences with Lady Boys. There were also his many handsome or pretty male receptionists and personal assistants he had over the years. I am convinced that he hired them with the intention of seducing them."
"That's rather ambiguous evidence."
"I did discover his porn stash and pictures on his private server that included transvestites and transsexuals."
"So he was obviously an 'admirer'" Donna concluded.
"Obviously." Jewel stared off into the distance, a hint of displeasure darkening her countenance.
Donna quietly moved over to Jewel's writing table and withdrew Jewels diary from the center drawer. Jewel had given Donna permission, albeit reluctantly to read it. Even here on her yacht she had a writing table to keep her diary close when she travelled.
"It's very personal" Jewel whispered.
"I want to know everything about you. We have our whole lives together. Let me learn more about what happened to you...to love you better..."
Jewel thought carefully before she eventually caved in.
Donna was never a diarist or ever kept a journal. The thought always struck her as something that was just "too girly".
She took the book and then settled into the comfortable chaise lounger and opened a page at random.
**
Jewel dressed warmly for despite the summer weather it cooled down quickly at sea on the Atlantic Ocean.
She gazed into the distance and could clearly see the lights of New York City as they illuminated the sky above. The city was still below the horizon and as the sun set Jewel could feel the anticipation building inside her.
Tomorrow morning her yacht would be docked in New York harbor and she would finally meet with the head of Smith Financial, Adam Smith. Jewel was intent to get to the bottom of her unusual accounts and investments her dead husband Jean Claude held with one of the premier financial firms in the world..
Leaning against the railing of the yacht's bow she glanced down at the cool waters as they surged past the bow. Dolphins' appeared from time to time as they jumped over and through the bow wave and ocean spray.
Jewel felt drawn to the water and took a moment to collect her thoughts and feelings as anticipation was now growing inside her. Tomorrow she would also get to meet her mother and sister again for the first time since they were banished from Allegoria.
Jewel considered what she now knew about them. Jocelyn, Jewel's mother, was now a victim's advocate and lobbyist for support of women fleeing abusive relationships.
Jennifer, his younger sister, he discovered has just graduated from law school and is poised to take the bar exam. She was working a law firm and was poised to practice as a human rights lawyer. It didn't take a genius for Jewel to realize she chose this path because of what happened to Jules.
Jewel sighed again at the lateness of the hour before finally making her way back inside to the master stateroom and her husband Donna.
**
Jewel had been nervous all day. As soon as she saw the limo she had hired to retrieve her mother and sister waiting on the pier as the yacht moored she had broken out into nervous manic fits. Donna literally had to take her into a hug and hold her close to calm her down.
Once the gangplank was lowered and she saw them, she positively squealed in delight.
Jewel's mother and sister saw her. They rushed up to meet Jewel and as soon as they boarded Jewel rushed Jocelyn and Jennifer, her mother and sister and hugged them both as tightly as possible. Jewel broke into tears of joy as Jocelyn and Jennifer also cried in happiness.
After a long embrace the three women finally separated. Jewel led them to the nearest salon. Once there they all just stared, no one willing to speak first.
It fell to Donna to finally break the silence.
"Jocelyn and Jennifer, I'm Donna Hancock. I am so pleased to meet you."
Jocelyn and Jennifer both stood and with familial ease took Donna into a warm embrace as well.
**
Eventually the awkwardness of long separation finally broke down as the four women slowly at first, then with more casualness finally caught up on lost time.
At first they discussed the rest of family.
Jewel informed his mother and sister that her ex husband and their Father, John had become a recluse and an alcoholic. He hadn't seen or heard from him in a few years.
Jewel also let them know that their Grandfather and Grandmother have since passed away. Their money went to John as inheritance.
Finally he let them know that James was working as a private investigator and has been working and living in Allegoria ever since.
"I've even hired him once for something.' Jewel admitted.
Once Jewel had drinks served their conversation went late into the night as news and information slowly gave way to gossip and banter.



At one point in the evening Donna asked Jocelyn whether Jewel had ever been feminized before Allegoria.
"You know, the only time I can think of was the flag football game back in Moose Lake, Minnesota." Jennifer answered.
"Jewel showed me the pictures. How did that happen?"
"Well, funny enough you should ask..."
Jules and Jennifer walked past their Mother as they prepared to leave for the game.
"What is going on here?" Jocelyn was aghast as she saw the two of them.
Jules was dressed in Jennifer's cheerleading outfit while Jennifer was wearing Yoga pants and Jules' football Jersey.
"We're heading for the powder-puff game...we told you earlier...the charity benefit."
"I know about that, and Jennifer, this makes sense..." Jocelyn said indicating the football jersey and workout attire, "But...Oh my god...Jules"
Jennifer had made over Jules with makeup and put ribbon's in his hair, in their school team colors of course, and with him dressed in her cheerleader uniform it was nearly impossible to tell the two of them apart...and she was their mother.
"And you're sure this is ok?'
"Of course! Mary and I are even going to show some of the guys a few simple cheers they can perform during the game."
"And the team is going to review a few of the plays with the girls as well." Jules added.
Despite not feeling very masculine in a pleated cheer skirt and tight top, he still didn't want to act as if he was secretly enjoying this experience.
Donna listened as Jennifer related the story and Jewel, clearly embarrassed, nodded along.
"So you won't change back...into a man?" Jocelyn finally got around to asking the question that both she and Jennifer had wondered about the most.
"At first, that was what I wanted more than anything. With Jean Claude's death and my freedom restored at I wanted nothing more than to get back to being Jules."
"But I talked to my doctors and after 6 years of hormones and surgery they don't think I can get back to what I was, not all the way anyway. I can't get my lower ribs back; I can't even try to build muscle because my testosterone levels won't ever get back to normal, even with the use of steroids and those would pose their own health risks. I can't even use plastic surgery to remove my breasts or reduce the fat around my butt and thighs because of the stem cells that were used. They'd just grow back."
"Even if they could they showed me a projection of what I'd look like "after" and they were not encouraging. I'd look terrible and my body would be a wreck, fit only for a freak show. I'd look like Gollum. Whether I like it or not, the only way forward is to continue on as Jewel."
Jennifer and Jocelyn shared a look, one that Jewel and Donna both noticed and recognized.
"I suppose that you'll get used the idea of having a daughter and sister instead of a son."
"How did you escape to America anyway?" Donna then asked Jocelyn; changing the subject.
Jocelyn sipped her wine and pondered "When we escaped, Jules was just a baby."
"Your father was working for Count Delacroix in the exchequer and during a routine audit of he discovered some irregularities."
"He investigated and was able to uncover a number of secret accounts. It seems that 'someone' was receiving kickbacks from the casinos and the gambling industry in order to provide favorable audits on their taxes."
"John transferred the money from the accounts to an account he set up. He intended to try and draw the account owner out of hiding. Once he was able to prove it was an illegal account he would be able to claim most of it for himself. John's family was formerly of the noble classes and thought he could regain the status and prestige that his grandfather, your great-grandfather, had squandered away if only he had enough money to do it."
"Unfortunately it was Jean Claude Delacroix who was the original owner of the account. He did not take kindly to John's discovery."
Jocelyn hesitated as she thought some more before finally reaching a decision.
"Jean Claude also wanted to seduce him." She said, looking to Jewel and Jennifer for their reactions.
Both of them seemed suitably shocked.
"Your father refused and took the information to the Royal Prosecutors Office. But they were already in league with Count Delacroix and as Chancellor of the Exchequer he had made them his allies through graft and bribes."
"This made your father his enemies and he and I escaped with you to America rather than get involved in Count Delacroix's criminal activity."
Everyone was silent after that.
"So aside from finally coming to visit us, why are you in New York. Do you intend to stay?" Jennifer asked.
"I wish" Jewel replied "but after everything that happened to me, all the humiliation and suffering, I am not giving up what's mine now. I suffered for far too long. I can't leave without giving up the money and the title. I don't care about the title but the money is mine. I've earned it by surviving that hell of a marriage." Jewel said venomously.
"And we are in New York to look into some account irregularities." Donna elaborated.
Jocelyn looked concerned.
"Uncovering all of Jean Claude's shady business deals is a full time job these days" Jewel added.
"I hope you know what you are getting into." Jocelyn spoke softly with obvious concern for Jewel.
"We do." Jewel answered, indicating Donna as well. "But if you'd like, why don't you come with us to the meeting?"
"You want us to advise you?" Jennifer asked.
"Yes. Sit in and listen, both of you. Give me your advice and opinions about anything you notice."
Jennifer and Jocelyn looked at each other before answering.
"If you think it will help."
"I do. It would be nice to have someone who is on our side for once without an ulterior motive."
"What would we wear to a business meeting like that anyway?" Jennifer asked.
Jewel just smiled.
"I guess that a shopping trip is in order." Donna offered.
**
Five days later the big meeting finally took place. In the main conference room on the 39th floor of Smith Financial in New York City, Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix of Allegoria would finally meet in person the two other owners of her dead husband's most recent investments.
The conference room was full with important people milling around and chatting. Major investors and the company heads of Smith Financial were all in attendance.
Jewel was introduced to many of the primary participants. Dewayne White was there and he made certain to introduce her to Adam Smith, the CEO and owner of Smith Financial, and Ivan Ivanovich, the other principal investor. Jewel and a momentary feeling of déjà vu as she thought she may have seen him somewhere before.
Jewel noted that all the attendees had arrived or were filing into the room and Adam took the opportunity to start the meeting.
"Ladies, Gentlemen if we can begin..." Adam took control and started the meeting
Adam made introductions and Lady Delacroix was pleased as he introduced her family. Her sister Jennifer was introduced as her attorney, her mother Jocelyn was introduced as an advisor, and her husband, Donna, was there as joint owner of their shares.
Jewel was very pleased with the outcome of their shopping trip. Jewel was wearing an off-white blazer over a pale ivory blouse, and a matching knee length a-line pleated skirt. Her nude nylons and ivory 4" heels were elegant yet still business appropriate. She loved that an a-line skirt meant that she didn't have to tuck her testicles and penis and she could be comfortable all day.
Jennifer and Jocelyn had both opted for blue business suits with pencil skirts and blazers and white blouses. She had made sure they each bought new shoes for their outfits as well. Both women chose black 3 inch comfortable heels and nude nylons as well. As always they looked as if they could be twins until one noticed their mother's single silver streak of hair she let grow out.
Donna had been the most fun with her purchase. She chose a burgundy skirt suit with white blouse and red 4 inch heels just as high as Jewels. Jewel also knew she wore red lace panties and bra underneath, firing Jewel's imagination when she thought of them. The red bra would have been barely visible through her diaphanous blouse if it weren't for her blazer.
Jewel found the meeting to be very interesting. Her education in finance over the past year had expanded enormously since taking charge of her own accounts. She had already read all the reports Adam or the many aides and company officers were presenting in preparation for this meeting and only took notes when she caught something new. Even the most mundane items were important as they helped to paint a picture of the larger whole.
Jennifer, Jocelyn, and Donna also asked only relevant questions and surprisingly few of them. Jewel was proud of all of them not just for their support of her but for how well they were holding their own in a room full of financial wizards.
One hour later a break was called for.
**
Jewel took the opportunity to stand and stretch her legs as she gazed out the window of the 39th floor of the Smith Financial Building's executive conference room. She was looking to see if she could see her yacht moored from here.
Jewel saw it but also noticed another much larger vessel nearby. The Krasnaya Lastochka. It was an impressive ship almost twice as large as Jewel's own mega-yacht and of newer design too.
Jewel's reverie was interrupted as she noticed from the corner of her eye that someone had joined her at the windows. She looked over as a junior executive approached her and spoke. She wore a conservative blue skirt suit, a light blue blouse, black low 3" heels, and stockings or pantyhose.
"Lady Delacroix?" the young woman asked.
Jewel looked again and tried to recall the young woman's name.
She had given a short presentation of risks regarding keeping versus selling shares after the IPO. She had recommended divestiture of the software company after the IPO but recommended keeping the solar company stocks for long term investment and dividends.
"Yes?" Jewel inquired in her soft mellifluous contralto voice.
"Hello, I'm Desiree, special projects manager for Smith Financial."
"Yes?"
"I just want to say what a pleasure it is to meet you. Like you I am Trans and I want to say how inspirational you are to me."
Jewel was taken aback.
"Inspirational? How?"
"Your successful marriage, how you followed your heart to marry and become a wife and bride despite that even today so many people do not approve of who we are." Jewel noticed that Desiree now smiled uncertainly.
Jewel studied Desiree intensely. She was very pretty and if she hadn't just outed herself she would have never suspected she was not a genetic woman. Unfortunately Jewel could not let her misunderstanding go unchallenged.
"I think you may be laboring under a false impression."
"Uh..." Desiree mumbled.
"You seem to think that I chose to become a male-bride." It was more of a statement than a question.
"Um...Yes." Desiree answered.
"I see." Jewel returned her gaze to outside the window, continuing to admire the view.
"So many people think that." She began. "But if I had known then what I know now, well..."
Jewel turned and smiled a sad smile at Desiree. "...I'd be living happily in Minnesota."
"But...your marriage..." Desiree began.
"My experience is not something I would wish on my worst enemy. Do not look at my former marriage as something positive. It wasn't. I would strongly discourage anyone from ever following in my footsteps. An arranged marriage is a terrible institution. It is unbalanced and power driven...for the Husband."
Jewel was saved from further conversation when Adam Smith called all the attendees back to continue the meeting.
**
Donna and Jewel sat alone in their hot tub on the aft deck of her mega-yacht. They were alone under the stars and soft lighting. A bottle of chilled white wine placed next to the tub. The noise of the city was drowned out by the sound of the bubbles in the Jacuzzi as they soaked away the stress of the meeting. Jennifer and Jocelyn had turned in after dinner choosing to relax in their staterooms.
Jewel wore her black thong bikini while Donna wore a white full bottom bikini. Donna preferred more modest swim attire yet always preferred Jewel in the smallest bikini available, even though she knew Jewel would have to tuck to hide her penis and testicles to not ruin the lines of her thong bottoms or ruin her feminine presentation.
Donna took a sip of her wine as she admired Jewel's feminine form every bit as much as she knew Jewel admired hers. Wearing their black and white swim suits they were dressed in a complementary fashion to each other. Dressing in complementary fashion styles seemed to be a thing with them.
Jewel had just informed Donna of what the Special Assistant had said to her at the meeting earlier.
"How in the world does anyone think that an arranged marriage can be considered inspirational?" She lamented, sipping her wine.
"It's all about public perception." Donna replied. "Your marriage was a precedential situation, there hasn't been an arranged marriage feminized male bride before."
"So that I was forced doesn't' matter?"
"Oh it matters," Donna answered, "But you know full well that most people think this is about equality and not about individual rights."
"Am I doing any good at all with this?" Jewel asked.
"Do you remember Samantha McCaulkiner?"
"Yes, one of the male brides I interviewed for my charity."
"She felt trapped as well, she wasn't happy at all but she accepted that it was also her place in life now."
"How can anyone just accept this as normal?"
"Culture, don't ever underestimate the importance of symbols to a unique culture." Donna explained.
"We do 'live and let live' in America but there is still a lot of silent judging."
"In Allegoria no one cares that much. If you do care then you are the one with the problem."
Jewel hung her head in despair.
"I just don't understand why people think what happened to me is inspirational. To be feminized, to be forced to wed, have my body surgically altered without my consent...to be raped...repeatedly...how is any of this remotely acceptable?
"It isn't when you put it like that, but if you want to make a change, you can. It just takes time to change the world. This could be your life's work."
"Your former husband had good public affairs experts working for him," Donna offered.
"and you have Dianne working for you now. Given time you can change people's perceptions."
"I just wish it would happen faster than that." Jewel responded dejectedly.
**
6 months later Jewel again found herself in New York City. This time she had sent her yacht ahead of them and she and Donna flew over. Jewel once again invited Jocelyn her mother, and Jennifer, her sister to attend. Besides the obvious opportunity to see her family again, they had also acted as her advisors and consultants.
Jewel wasn't looking forward to this meeting though. It was time for another meeting with Neil Smith, the CEO of the software company.
Jewel didn't like having to attend these meetings but it wasn't just something she could delegate to staff. Delivering a service provider, Brandi once again, as Neil had seemed to really like her, to satisfy the contractual obligations for the security software was demeaning.
Nonetheless, after a week's vacation, shopping, family dinners, fine dining, and trips to the theater it was finally time to fulfill their obligations. Jewel and Donna were also eager to fulfill the contract and end their professional relationship with Neil. Both Donna and Jewel found Neil off-putting. And just a bit sleazy.
As the five of them; Jewel, Donna, Jocelyn, Jennifer, and Brandi alighted from the limousine they entered the building, crossed the lobby, and checked in with lobby security. Once quick phone call later they entered the executive elevators and made their way up to the CEO's office.
**
Nancy smiled to herself after she tossed some, but not all, of Neil's clothes into the elevator, the view of his tight ass clad in panties and lingerie disappearing as the doors closed.
The phone on her desk at the receptionist's station rang, interrupting her satisfaction.
She turned and walked over to her desk and picked up the phone. The tapping of her 4 inch high black leather rounded toe sling-back stiletto heels off the floor echoed happily from the walls. Her pencil skirt and blazer were still sitting folded neatly on the desk as she leaned over and reached for the phone. The large pink strap on dildo she was sporting bumped humorously and erotically into the company logo emblazoned on the reception station.
"Smith Nano-Tech." She stated professionally.
After a short pause to listen she replied just as professionally as before. "Of course, send her right up."
Nancy was wearing lingerie similar to Neil's. Her full cut hipster panties, basque with holdups attached to her thigh high stockings and a plunge bra for support.
Her panties were worn over the holdup straps that were clipped perfectly to the lace hem of her nude toned thigh high stockings. The lace hem of her stockings also had a filigree style lacing and an adorable delicate lace bow sewn at the back of her thighs so as to draw attention to the tops of her legs and her full pert bottom. Her plunge bra was part of a set that matched her panties and basque also giving ample support accentuating her cleavage and proudly displaying her full firm breasts.
Everything had been chosen for her by Neil, the (former) CEO.
With easy motion she slipped the buckle of the strap on harness and dropped the equipment into a desk drawer. She dialed Saul Wright's number and put it on speaker as she put her pencil skirt and blouse back on.
"Saul here."
"Mr. Wright, Lady Jewel Delacroix and entourage are heading up to see Neil Smith."
"Send her to my office when she arrives." Saul replied after only a moment's pause.
Moments later Saul stood up behind his desk to his full 6'6" height to greet Lady Delacroix and her retinue. Saul was confused, startled, and interested to see that the entire party comprised of women and all of them were beautiful women at that. The three brunettes looked like they could be triplets except for the silvery streaks on one. Was she the mother of twins?
The red head was a hottie who looked more than competent and capable while the...security bodyguard...was nothing to sneeze at either. Both had auras of cool calculation.
The only odd one was a slightly shorter blonde girl, twenty-something, dressed more like a tart when compared to the women's business attire of business profession pencil skirts the rest of the entourage wore.
Saul had never met Lady Delacroix before and her presence here was disconcerting. Her husband was the company's financial backer and had only ever dealt with Neil, their (former) CEO. Why would his wife be here? This didn't bode well.
Saul had one other problem. He didn't know which one of them was actually Jewel Delacroix?
"Countess Delacroix, Welcome. How may I assist you?" Saul boomed amiably. One of the hot brunette twins spoke up.
"Mr. Wright. A pleasure to meet you, I'm sure, but my business is with Neil Smith. Why am I here with you now?"
"Mr. Smith is out of the office right now, are you sure I cannot help you?" Saul wanted to know what Lady Delacroix's intentions were.
"It pertains to the software company."
Saul breathed a sigh of relief. He was aware of Neil's former company and his development of secure financial transaction and banking software but also had nothing to do with it. If her business today wasn't about the nanobots then...



"It is with deep regret that I must inform you that I believe he has fled the country." Saul withheld the urge to smile and feigned seriousness.
"And this has something to do with these news reports today?" Jewel asked.
"Indeed. I fear that the federal investigators are on their way now and we will likely be shut down and our assets seized due to the CEO's criminal activities."
"So the reports are true then?" The other twin asked.
"Forgive me, we have not been introduced." Saul spoke charitably.
"No, forgive me" Jewel interrupted "Mr. Wright, allow me to make introductions, this is my sister and legal advisor Jennifer McLeod, this is my mother and business advisor; Jocelyn McLeod, my Husband Donna Hancock, and my security and bodyguard Melinda."
Saul noted immediately that Lady Delacroix omitted the blond hottie. With only raised eyebrows and facial expression he indicated her and inquired about her.
"And this is Brandi." Lady Delacroix eventually provided, without elaboration. Jewel settled down into one of the chairs opposite Saul's desk and looked directly into his eyes.
"Now please tell me more about this problem with the CEO."
**
After the meeting, they rode in silence, each woman to her own thoughts as they returned to Jewel's yacht berthed nearby.
What was supposed to have happened was Jewel would meet and greet Neil Smith and thank him for fulfilling his contract when he provided the software codes for the banking security software he wrote for her husband.
She would then present Brandi and invite Neil to her yacht for a celebration that evening where she would fulfill her husband's contractual obligations by officially gifting Brandi to him.
None of that would be necessary now.
When they returned to the yacht from the meeting they were all still stunned from what they had heard. Jennifer and Jocelyn had opted to turn in early but Jewel was too amped up to sleep right now.
Jewel was angry. No, more than angry, she was furious. She was not a cowering slave anymore. She needed to know more. She needed to find out exactly what her husband's purpose was with the nanobots and his full involvement in financing their development. Something deep within her was telling her that the CEO's criminal activities were not an isolated occurrence.
"When we get back home to Allegoria we need to look into this more." Jewel declared.
"What about Brandi then?" Donna asked.
Jewel looked introspective for several long moments.
"We should keep her. I don't like the idea of sending her back to the service."
"You want to save her?" Donna asked.
Jewel nodded her head; yes.
"You can't save everyone." Donna chided gently.
"Maybe I can't help everyone. Maybe I can't help anyone. But maybe I can help this one." Jewel answered.
"No act of kindness, no matter how small, goes unnoticed." Donna encouraged. "If you want to we can make an offer to buy her contract and have her removed from the NSSA&M's service."
"Let's look into it when we get back home. Probably have to get the attorneys involved." Jewel grumbled.
Later that evening after Donna had gone to sleep; Jewel looked out the porthole from her master stateroom and gazed at the New York harbor. She remembered the American Tricentennial of her youth and watching on the news as tall ships sailed in to fill the harbor. The special illuminations of the Statue of Liberty and the amazing fireworks that lit up the night complete with laser shows and Jets flying over.
Tomorrow morning they would set sail and leave on their return voyage to Allegoria. Jewel wondered if she would ever see America and her mother and sister again.
**
Brandi also looked out the porthole of her stateroom. This trip to America was the longest time she had ever gone without servicing a client. She was both pleased with this fact, and a bit unsettled. Many of the crew had asked about her availability and she had to decline by direction of Lady Delacroix. Sleeping alone in bed was such a luxury she hated the thought of having to go back.
Someday though...
**
Jewel worked away at her financial accounts. She usually spent two to three hours a day now reviewing investments but recently she found a new passion to occupy her curiosity.
While searching through Jean Claude's desk drawer for a pen she discovered a false bottom. Underneath that she found a notebook. Inside the notebook, in Jean Claude's shaky handwriting she found...scribbles and numbers...
Jewel recognized Jean Claude's bad handwriting as written after his stroke. Before his first stroke he had clear and precise masculine writing. As his mind deteriorated and suffered his handwriting got worse.
Jewel flipped through the book for some moments before realizing exactly what it was she was holding.
With Jean Claude's mind and memory suffering he must have written down passwords and account numbers to help keep track of his finances. Jewel immediately tried a few and found access to accounts she didn't even know existed. None of them were from the accounts Dewayne White at Smith Financial had share with her.
Jewel delved deep into each one, tracking money and who was paid what.
She stopped at one name.
James McLeod.
Jewel could clearly see that her dead husband had paid James, her brother, for some service. Eagerly Jewel followed the money trail only to stumble across another surprise. Money was moving between James' account and that of Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon.
What was James doing working for the Bimbo Lottery?
Jewel though for only a moment. She could just ask him of course. Brother to Brother. But James was a real dick. She doubted he had changed in the last seven years. There was, however, an easier way.
**
"You look so different today, happier, relaxed." Patricia Agonia stated as she critically evaluated Lady Jewel Delacroix.
Jewel was wearing a granite gray A-line genuine leather skirt with a yellow camisole and a white bolero top. She wore nude nylons and grey high heels. Her makeup was lightly done and youthful in appearance. Her luxurious and healthy long brunette hair hung down naturally without any special styling she could see.
"It's so nice to not have to wear mourning clothes anymore. I'm so sick of black right now." Jewel smiled sincerely. Even her eyes lit up with happiness.
"I've been fascinated by mix and match styles of..." Donna began speaking.
Patricia looked over to Jewel's new husband as she name dropped some locally famous clothing designers. Donna Hancock and Jewel were holding hands and Lady Jewel Delacroix was looking with adoration at her new female husband. Their wedding rings were sparkling from the natural light coming in from the windows.
"Usually I prefer more traditional and conservative clothing style to avoid criticism from my peers but Donna has been encouraging me to try new things." Jewel stated happily.
Jewel sat primly on the therapy couch as her Therapist Dr. Patricia Agonia and her new husband Donna Hancock formally met. And after several minutes of pleasantries it was time to actually commence Jewel's session.
Jewel was actually happy to sit quietly and give looks and nods of encouragement to Donna as she and Patricia discussed Jewel's reluctance concerning anal sex.
Dr. Agonia for her part was professional with her client's new husband despite her disappointment with her failure to compel Jewel to marry Kyle Oldsworth. Jewel had taken her conditioning well and had there been more time Patricia knew she would have succeeded in coercing Jewel to subconsciously accept Kyle as her new husband. But Jewel had randomly reconnected with her one and only former lover, a woman she met from boarding school and her hypnotic conditioning to accept marriage had veered onto a new candidate.
Lady Wanda Oldsworth had been apoplectic. The hypnotherapist intended to coerce Jewel into accepting marriage to Kyle Oldsworth. Then Lady Oldsworth would assume control of the Delacroix wealth and use it to fund the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy.
Patricia returned her full attention to the couple before her. Jewel was speaking again.
"I know I told you that I never had an anal orgasm from sodomy before but that wasn't exactly true."
Patricia smiled encouragingly. She already knew the truth from her meetings with Jean Claude Delacroix before he died but that wasn't important right now.
"What bothered me was how amazing it felt and I am afraid about what that might mean...about me."
"What precisely do you think it means?" Dr. Agonia asked.
"That I really am gay." Jewel mumbled.
Dr. Agonia couldn't help it. She actually laughed.
"Oh my...no, no, no...you are not gay. 6 years of therapy may have helped you accept your feminized status from your arranged marriage but you and I know you were never homosexual."
Jewel relaxed some, despite the laughter at this confirmation.
Dr. Agonia seized the opportunity to advance her own goals by limiting her information. Half truths would be enough.
"Sodomy should ideally stimulate your prostate. It is this stimulation that should cause pleasurable feelings resulting in orgasm. Your inability to orgasm from anal sex during your first marriage was likely due to inadequate stimulation and not your sexual orientation."
"Your former husband's lack of consideration began on your wedding night. What ideally is an amazing experience for consenting couples was taken from you by force and became your greatest shame; the loss of your virginity to Jean Claude Delacroix."
Patricia stopped to let the weight of her words sink in.
"So her former husband was a bad lover?" Donna asked.
"Most men are...err...oblivious, and seem to think that if they are having a pleasurable experience then their lover must be as well. They seem to not understand or simply forget to take care of the needs of their lover."
Patricia watched as Jewel, who had tensed up when reminded of her wedding night, remained tense as Donna listened attentively.
"There was also the problem of recovery. My former husband would pound me so hard that my butthole would often not...close...right away." Jewel admitted, less reluctantly than her earlier admissions. "It stayed gaped open for some time afterwards. His cum would leak out down into my panties and onto my balls and down my legs to the tops of my thigh highs. It was...disgusting."
"Anal with him made me feel submissive and helpless, like I was just a piece of meat."
Jewel watched Donna, waiting for a reaction. Donna wore an expression of horror at hearing the explicit description of Jewel's wedding night.
"And how does a regular orgasm from coitus with your new husband feel?" Patricia asked.
"It feels good. I feel strong and protective." Jewel answered.
Donna smiled encouragingly at the admission.
"Yes, these orgasms affect you differently. Anal is supposed to be a submissive experience while heterosexual coitus for a male bodied individual can be more possessive and dominant." Patricia explained.
"So if you enjoy both, then what is causing your reluctance, aside from the recovery aspect you mentioned?"
Patricia and Donna waited as Jewel paused to gather her thoughts.
"Jean Claude ALWAYS fucked me doggy style. I never orgasmed, but there were two times where my husband fucked me missionary style and both times I was made to orgasm. It was so intense! The second time I even blacked out completely from the pleasure."
Jewel looked to Donna, her new husband "The same thing happens with you. That intensity scares me and I don't know that I should ever experience pleasure that intense again. It's just too much!"
"I understand, and I want to assist you in your marriage to be as happy as possible." Dr. Agonia added solicitously.
Both Donna and Jewel smiled with appreciation at Patricia's statement.
Dr. Agonia smiled as well. With Jewel married in a relationship according to her perceived orientation it should be a much simpler matter to turn her into the greedy little butt slut that Jean Claude had wanted her to be. That Jewel's new female husband would be the beneficiary of Jewel's conditioning was irrelevant.
"This is an issue we can easily address during therapy and again after during your routine hypnosis session." Patricia announced.
"So how does this normally work anyway?" Donna asked the hypnotherapist.
"Using hypnosis therapy...at the behest of her former husband Lady Delacroix has received traditional and hypnosis therapy every week for the entirety of her first marriage, except when she was in boarding school when it was monthly. This has helped Jewel to accept and adjust to her arranged marriage without losing her sanity."
"So you hypnotized her to be a better wife?" Donna asked, shock and disbelief coloring the tone of her voice.
"Oh no, not at all. Hypnotism can't make you do anything that you don't want to do.
It is simply a psychotherapy tool that can help you make a choice and then accept and live with your decision. It's a matter of action versus inaction. The only wrong choice is not making a choice."
Donna was about to argue but was stopped when Jewel, her new wife, squeezed her hand.
"It's ok. Without Dr. Agonia's help I'd have gone insane years ago. She really helped me survive all this."
Dr. Patricia Agonia smiled encouragingly, and was secretly delighted. Jewel had responded to the stimulus with the appropriate conditioned response. It was gratifying to see her efforts realized so perfectly.
**
Jewel discussed with her Hypnotherapist the two episodes of blanking out. Both times she was told to "behave" she became completely submissive and obedient and seemed to lose all strength.
Patricia was surprised. Jewel should not have been aware of the episode after the fact, she should have 'forgotten all about it'. It would seem that her subliminal conditioning was not as perfect as originally thought.
"When was the second time?" Dr. Agonia asked.
"On our honeymoon. I was teasing Donna and she teased back. She said to 'behave' and I blanked out. I only remembered it later, the next day, when Donna was talking to me about it."
Oh crap! Jewel's new female husband somehow stumbled onto the control word. Dr. Agonia needed to delve into Jewel's mind and try to mitigate the damage or the control word would be useless.
"You were overwhelmed. Your mind found a way to protect itself." Patricia reasoned with Jewel and smoothed over her concerns. Patricia set aside her plans for standard subliminal suggestions for hypnosis. Resetting the control word took priority.
**
James waited patiently for the four weeks necessary for the nanobots to fully subsume Dr. Agonia. He had greatly enjoyed the capture and enslavement of the hypnotherapist at the New York Orgy a month ago.
Dr. Patricia Agonia had been Jules...err...Jewels hypnotherapist since before his marriage. She was hired to help Jules as part of his preparation for his surprise fate becoming an arranged marriage male bride. Afterwards she had stayed on as his hypnotherapist to assist in Jules conditioning and compel acceptance and cooperation as Countess Jewel Delacroix.
Now that Dr. Agonia was enslaved by nano-bots she would be firmly under his control. James looked forward to visiting her soon and seeing the results for himself. Thanks to Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon they would soon move on their next target.
James considered what Dr. Inon wanted to accomplish and knew that it would be impossible without Jewel's money.
Coups are expensive.
A rebellion, should it come to that, is even more so.
James has over 700 Billion reasons to enslave Jewel with the nano-bots.
A staggering sum of money, really. And that was just the publicly declared amount for tax purposes. James knew the nobility well enough to know that there was probably a lot more than that in untraceable off shore accounts.
And once he had Jewel enslaved, then he could live the life of leisure and power he was destined to have. James also shrugged inwardly as personally; he now knew for certain that he wanted the Hypnotherapist to help enslave Jewel so as to add her to his harem.
James fantasized constantly about finally having Jules...Jewel, submit to him physically...sexually...he imagined living in Delacroix manor and having her splayed naked before him as he railed her ass with his cock.
James imagined having Brat fuck Patricia or Patricia fuck Brat while he fucked Jewel.
Jewel was having Ulrich Manor rebuilt. James imagined it rebuilt to his liking and using it as his personal sex palace and dungeon for all his toys and slaves.
James' dick twitched in anticipation just thinking about it.
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Three months later Brandi once again found herself on her back in Gil and Helen's bed dressed up as Gil's fetish anime cat girl.
Gil used her ass every bit as roughly as before. Gil pounded into her with vigor as Helen sat on her face and forced Brandi to lick and tease her pussy with her tongue.
Brandi knew she was very talented and she had Helen reach orgasm in less than ten minutes. From the amount of girl cum that flowed from Helen's pussy and her cries of ecstasy it was clear to Brandi that her cunilingual talents were appreciated.
Gil had been watching as his wife's pussy was being licked. The warm wet velvety sensation of his cock plowing Brandi's ass and the visual stimulation of seeing his wife's body as she shivered and shook in orgasm was the final bit of incitement he need and with one brutally deep thrust shot his load of cum deep into Brandi's ass.
As Helen rolled off her face to lie down beside her in post orgasmic afterglow, Gil made several short rabbit thrusts into her ass as Brandi clenched and unclenched her sphincter to milk his cock of the last dribbles of cum. Once he rolled over to her other side she was surprised when he made her give him a post coital blow job.
Instead of cuddling and kissing her like they usually would he cuddled and kissed his wife while Brandi sucked on his cock. Slick with lube and cum from her ass she was unhappy with the change from routine. She had never cared for ass to mouth, but before he would make love to Helen, Brandi was told in no uncertain terms to drain his balls and get his cock clean. Helen didn't want to get pregnant again and she was not going back onto birth control for another couple of months. She also didn't want a dirty cock in her pussy.
After Brandi sucked Gil's cock clean she was then made to bring over a moist towelette to finish the cleaning job by wiping down his cock with a gentle aloe scented cleaner.
Brandi was then made to sit back at the foot of the bed, cum leaking from her ass and watch as Gil and Helen made love. She was quick to note how tender and considerate they were with each other.
Tenderness and consideration that stood in stark contrast to the rough and ready fucking and smothering pussy licking they had given Brandi.
Brandi also had to continue to act as Gils Neko cat girl while she watched. It was part of the fantasy they had paid for. She would occasionally lick her paws and then used them to groom her blonde hair. Her hair was in disarray anyway from their vigor so...whatever...
Brandi was also annoyed that for all the fucking the three of them just did that Gil didn't let her to cum. Her penis which was tumescent from his penetration and stimulation of her ass and prostrate was slowly becoming flaccid.
Both Gil and Helen used her as a whore and when they both enjoyed another orgasm with each other and were done with her they cuddled for a nap after their exhausting sexcapade. Brandi wanted to cuddle with them but instead of letting her take a nap as well decide to use her as a babysitter to watch the kids while they recovered.
Brandi let Gil reinsert her butt plug; adapter piece and fetish tail, and pull up her panties while Helen watched sleepily. She stood and left the bedroom as Gil and Helen dozed off.
Out in the main family room she was met by Gil's mother, Melody.
"All done now?" Melody asked cheerfully.
Brandi saw that Melody had the children laying down for a nap and they appeared to be asleep. It was apparent from the general mess in the room that they had been crawling everywhere and getting into everything they could. The little monsters had made a mess of everything. Brandi would have been virtually powerless to stop them as her kitten mittens effectively turned her hands into paws and rendered her hands useless.
"Yes. Gil and Helen want to take a nap now Mrs. Tonin. They sent me out here to help you."
"Oh...don't call me Mrs. Tonin" Melody replied "You're not a child anymore and it sounds so old, call me Melody, or Mel if you prefer."
Brandi nodded her head in assent. Melody had been and still was a total MILF. Brandi wondered if she was still a personal trainer and yoga instructor.
Growing up Brandi...uh...Randy...had many masturbatory fantasies involving his best friend's mom. Once in awhile he had watched, hidden, as she practiced her yoga asanas and poses. They had fueled many a fantasy during his early teen years.
"Well, twirl for me now and let me have a look at you."
Brandi obediently twirled once and then stood still as Melody Abigail Tonin evaluated her. Brandi wanted to fidget but held stock still under Melody's piercing look.
Sensing her nervousness Brandi stood with her fetish neko ears twitching forward and her fetish neko cat tail whisking slowly behind her. She wore a pastel pink tulle summer dress that thankfully was long enough to cover her cum soaked panties down to above the knee and keep her penis and testicles hidden. She wasn't tucked right now.
And as usual the fetish tail was sticking up and out behind her and lifted her dress hem so that her thigh gap was visible to anyone standing behind her.
Her pastel yellow thigh highs were held up by a white garter belt and suspenders. Her rich yellow 4 inch stiletto heels accented the ensemble perfectly. Her fetish collar was locked around her neck with her NSSA&M charm license dangling in front.
Gil had added a new detail to her outfit. The fetish collar now held rhinestone charm letters. The front of her collar now read "KITTEN" across the front of her throat.
"You are absolutely adorable. Who does your makeup?"
Brandi smiled as trained and expected at the compliment. Her makeup was done up in a youthful and innocent anime style that Gil had requested. Light pastel colored eye shadow, manga style eyelashes with mascara, and subtle lipstick and blush.
"I do, usually."
"And these? Are they real?" Mel actually grabbed her tits and squeezed them through her dress. She wasn't wearing a bra today and her 36DD cup boobs and prominent nipples had been poking proudly through the thin summer weight tulle material of her dress.
"The miracle of silicon and saline." She answered professionally while concealing her shock at being groped so unexpectedly.
Brandi knew Mel since he was a child. He and Gil had grown up together and played together and been best friends ever since elementary school. He would never have suspected Gil's mom of being so brash.
Mel released her grip and looked Brandy in the eyes. At 5'7" and wearing 4 inch heels Brandi would normally be taller than any other woman. Mel however stood at 5'9" and her imposing motherly demeanor made her seem taller.
"You know I always suspected this about you and I am so glad that things worked out well for you Randy."
Brandy was confused. What did she mean?
"I was watching television just the other day when I saw the expose on The Phoebe Mills Show. She was interviewing the Head of the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department; Dr. Inon, do you know him? They talked all about the benefits and lifestyles of state service providers."
Brandi did her best to hide her uneasiness.
"Anyway they talked on and on about the duty of the service, the benefits you receive, the exciting lifestyle. You must be very happy."
"Happy?"
"Yes. As a trans person finding a job that allows you to be you."
Brandi gasped in shock.
"I'm not trans. I was sent here as punishment." She exclaimed.
"Oh, I know." Melody continued cheerfully.
"You know, I couldn't believe it at first. You were such a sweet child growing up. I would have never have suspected you of gynophobia or misogyny. But convicted at trial...I guess you're not as sweet after all. And your step-mother, ugh...why your father ever married that woman...she infuriated me so many times...but still, that's no excuse to talk down to and mistreat a woman."
Brandi's fetish neko cat's ears and bushy brindle blond tail were twitching as they sensed and displayed Brandi's confusion and annoyance.
"But I suppose it's for the best."
Mel took Brandi in an embrace and pressed her lips to Brandi's. The twitching of Brandi's fetish ears and tails increased as they sensed her surprise.
Mel broke from the kiss and licked her lips, moistening them. "Your kiss tastes like Gil's cum" She smiled.
Brandi stood in shock. How would she know what Gil's cum tastes like?
"Anyway, I've piggybacked onto your appointment with Gil and Helen. I want to know if your tongue is as talented as they say." Mel smiled lasciviously.
"Uh...I'm not...I'm not...just allowed to...uh...serve just anyone..." Brandi stammered in confusion.
Was Melody Tonin a lesbian or just bi-curious? Technically, those were the right labels to use since Brandi is a feminized male service provider, according to the service.
She sure is kissable though.
Melody retrieved her phone and held up the NSSA&M service app. Sure enough the screen showed an additional appointment. Same time and place and also paid with a family discount coupon. The check was signed Mel A Tonin and had a receipt already attached.
Brandi wanted to check her service issue phone but couldn't. Her fetish neko cats paw mittens had rendered her hands useless. Besides; she had set the phone to silent for her appointment and it was sitting in her purse back in Gil and Helen's bedroom where she left it. Besides, she had no reason to disbelieve the information displayed before her eyes.
"Now come with me to the guest room. I want to relax and enjoy this before the whole house wakes up from their naps."
Brandi hesitated but only for a moment. Melody's gave her a stern look.
"Come on Kitten. Don't dilly-dally around now."
Brandi followed Melody to the guest room. She watched in awe as Melody quickly stripped out of her clothes and then lay recumbent upon the bed. Brandi admired the toned, fit, curvy woman who now lay before her. Brandi got onto the bed and knelt between Melody's thighs and lifted up her hips by placing her kitten mitten paws under Melody's buttocks.
Brandi felt euphoric. Her fantasy of taking Mrs. Tonin to bed was being realized. She had never imagined it would be as a feminized male whore though. Brandi only hoped that if she managed to pleasure Melody that she would let her use her cock as well.
As Brandi lowered her face to perform her new surprise assignment she could smell the subtle musky aroma of Melody's arousal. With tentative teasing and flickering tongue Brandi delved into Melody's pussy with the tip of her tongue.
Gentle sounds of Brandi's tongue lapping Melody's pussy lips filled the silence of the guest bedroom. For minute after minute Brandi's trained and talented tongue teased Melody's labial folds and clitoral hood before finally delving in further to tease her clitoris.
As Brandi licked and tongued Melody's clitoris she timed her tongue lashings with Melody's sighs and increased breathing rate. Brandi could look up the length of Melody's body across her flat toned tummy and watch her bosom heave. As Brandi sensed and tasted Melody's impending orgasm she increased her pace.
Melody's thighs suddenly pressed tightly against Brandi's head and Brandi's mouth was flush with Melody's natural female lubrication as her girl cum washed over Brandi's lips and face. Brandi finished her oral encounter by darting her tongue deeply into Melody's vaginal folds, tasting her musky sweetness. She made sure to slip her tongue along its length across Melody's clitoris to prolong her erotic stimulation.
Melody finally relaxed her thighs and had to push Brandi's head away from her dripping pussy to stop her from teasing her pussy further.
Melody lay gasping for air as she slowly recovered from her orgasmic bliss.
"I told you she was talented." Gil said as he and Helen stood in he doorway, watching.
**
"Do you still have your corporate booth at the stadium?"
Gil was driving Brandi back to her NSSA&M dorm.
"I don't know."
"If you do we can take you there...if you know what I mean." Gil winked. "Capitol City FC made the championships. We could invite everyone and make a party of it."
Brandi just sat in the back seat, her leash attached from her collar to the head rest in front of her swinging gently from the motion of the car.
"It's not the same cheering from the stands. Those corporate suites are way better. We all miss that with you."
Brandi still had no response. She was stilled bummed that after pleasuring melody with cunnilingus that she wasn't allowed to use her penis to try and pleasure Melody again. She had offered but Mrs. Tonin seemed disgusted at the thought.
"We still have to cash in the voucher we received from when they cancelled our service appointment. We can bring another whore with us for our other guests and then you would also have someone to talk to during the match."
"Oh joy." Brandi responded with wholly feigned enthusiasm.
"I know right!" Gil responded enthusiastically when she finally acknowledged his idea.
"And we can have you wear the cheer outfit again. It was so sexy."
Gil pulled up to the dorm building, parked, and came around to the rear passenger door to retrieve her and return her to the service. This appointment was finally over.
**
"It turns out she does." Mindy was speaking by phone on conference call. "She still owns her share of a corporate suite at the national sports stadium."
"So this means that we can offer special service appointments on a limited basis during a soccer match?" The director of marketing inquired.
"Exactly! And it costs the NSSA&M nothing as it is a contractual time share with her other investor owners. Her share is paid from the estate of her deceased father. Brandi can entertain in the suite during games. We have access to the suite because we have Brandi in our service."
"How did we miss this earlier?" Mindy's supervisor asked.
"Her share of a corporate suite at the national soccer stadium is still in her male name. It was gifted to her from her father's will. It seems it was simply overlooked during her transfer from the judicial system and induction branch didn't catch it." Mindy explained, carefully placing probable blame on someone else.
"We can make a fortune here." The head of marketing interjected.
"In that case, see to it that her public service profile is updated on our website to include this service location and make cure of the range of dates. Sports fans are a large share of our customer base." Her supervisor ordered.
"I'll take care of everything personally." Mindy smiled with glee.
**
Brandi wondered how the match was going. On her knees behind the low privacy wall of her suite she was providing oral relief to another customer. She and another whore had been made available and their customers were taking turns.
Brandi's corporate suite was identical to all the others at the stadium. It consisted of a long and narrow room that began at the door from the limited access causeway. Upon entering a private enclosed sitting room with a comfortable couch and flat screen TV sat to the left and a private bathroom with toilet, pedestal sink, and shower stall sat to the right.
Once past the entry hall and the sitting room and bathroom it opened up. A small 4 seat dinette setting stood on the left and a small kitchenette and bar installed against the wall on the right. The room had a glass noise panel at the end that slid open to the open air seating section in the front. 12 comfortable reclining seats in two rows of six looked down over the stadium field.
Right now her suite was at full occupancy with 10 guests and 2 whores.
Brandi and the other whore wore matching outfits per Gil's specifications. Both wore short red and white pleated mini skirts and red team crop top t-shirts on top. Brandi and the other whore...Olivia, were told to not wear bras. Their t-shirts were both one size too small and their breasts were partially visible through the stretched and straining cotton while their nipples poked obviously and almost obscenely into the cotton material.
Both of their shirts also clung tightly to their small waists exposing their taught tummies emphasizing their narrow waists. The flare of their miniskirts around their full bottoms ended at the tops of their thigh highs. Team logo thigh highs were new this year. Apparently some countess somewhere had introduced the fashion and the trend caught on quickly.
At least she wasn't made to wear go-go boots this time as team color trainers were considered acceptable. Brandi loved them as they were not her usual 4 inch stiletto heels she wore daily for her work.
Finally both she and the other whore had their hair done up in loose voluminous pigtails. For some reason Brandi was pleased that her hair was natural while the other whore had to wear a wig. Apparently her blond hair had yet to grow out enough to properly style.
Brandi serviced Gil first while Helen watched. Since he was the one who brought up her share of the corporate suite with the NSSA&M when he returned her from their appointment they had been most generous in assuring him that he would be the first to enjoy her there in her suite.
This mollified him only slightly when he learned that this would be the only time as the price they set for her service during a game was more than his insurance would pay.
Brandi had been sucking on Gil Tonin's cock when the national team made a surprising score early in the first period. She was on her knees when she heard the whole stadium sing "Seven Nation Army" as they always do every time they score. Brandi was so busy with Gil that she acted on impulse and she hummed along while she worked her oral magic on his magnificent tool.
She could tell Gil really liked it as he came in her throat seconds after she started humming.
Her best friend since elementary school and all through high school who now used her as his feminized male whore shot his cum down her throat as she gave him a hummer before shoving her off his cock, zipping up his fly and dashing out to the stadium seats to join the crowd in song.
Brandi swallowed Gil's cum and after a moment to compose herself, went to the suites private bathroom to brush her teeth.
After Gil, she had served Helen back in the sitting room. It afforded more privacy after all. And after Helen was licked to orgasm she had served both Kevin and his new girlfriend...Brandi didn't catch her name, before she was given a break.
Brandi brushed her teeth and gargled with mouthwash after each client. She then went out to the kitchenette/bar and took time to serve herself a glass of water; after all, it was important to stay hydrated, as she looked out the front glass wall to the field and the full stadium crowd.
It was nearly the end of the first period and she had been used by her friends not just as a whore, but as a whore who could get them into a corporate suite to watch a finals match against their arch rival in comfort and style.
She put down her glass. She wished it was something stronger but for the duration of her sentence and service she wasn't allowed alcohol or anything that might ruin her diet. Not unless the client cleared it with the Bimbo Lottery first.
Brandi turned her attention over to the other whore.
Olivia was kneeling behind the privacy wall in the back of the corporate booth as her clients came and sat on the couch each in turn. Brandi didn't know any of them. They weren't former friends using her for her access or her service. They were just regular paying clients of the NSSA&M.
Brandi watched as during the remainder of the first period of the semi-final game Olivia's clients each took their turn from the soccer match to receive Olivia's service. Brandi also realized that next time it would be her as well. Unless some of her regular clients bought her time by reserving an appointment she would also be serving new and anonymous clients in her corporate suite.



Brandi wondered if she would sell her share of the suite after her release from service.
But that wasn't for 3 more years.
3 more years to go.
Brandi was ready to rest. She didn't think the last two of her friends wanted her to serve them. As Olivia finished her 6th and final client she stood up and went to brush her teeth. Moments later she was at Brandi's side at the bar for a glass of water.
She knew Olivia was new to the service but for some reason she looked familiar. Brandi was struggling to remember if she had met her before when her introspection was interrupted by her last two friends.
Rik and Gina approached her and stood before her.
Brandi had been dreading this. She hoped this wasn't a confrontation. Her former friend who said he couldn't stand the sight of her dressed en femme was dating her ex-girlfriend who left him when she discovered his sentence and said she couldn't be with him if he was dressed as a girl.
Rik and Gina were now dating.
"I had to see if for myself." Gina began.
"Yeah...told you so." Rik agreed.
"Rik, Gina." Brandi said politely. Brandi didn't like the way Gina was scrutinizing her appearance.
"You sure do make an attractive whore, I'll give you that." Gina spat.
"Thank you." Brandi knew to not get flustered and emotional when confronted. Her training took over and she maintained her professional and respectful demeanor the service demanded.
"I'm glad this happened. Better to know now that you were never much of a man anyway."
Brandi blinked in confusion. Gina's statement made no sense to her.
"Top tier whore, according to your reviews."
Brandi just stood there silently. She didn't know what to say that wouldn't start an altercation.
"Got nothing to say?" Gina seemed to be getting angry that she couldn't provoke any reaction from Brandi.
Brandi just shook her head no. Her blond pigtails swaying side to side as she did so.
"Fine! You shouldn't be talking anyway. You should be on your knees sucking cock." She said angrily.
"In fact, why don't you let both the little fag whores blow you." Gina said to Rik. Her tone insisted more than asked.
"Uh...bae...I don't know, this seems a little gay to me." Rik complained.
"Oh relax. Just look at me while they suck your cock...I'll let you look at my tits." Gina insisted as she removed her team top and unhooked her bra.
"I'm game." Olivia chimed in unexpectedly.
Brandi was watching Gina as she exposed her breasts. They still looked every bit as perfect as when they were dating; perky 34 B cups without any hint of sag.
Gina noticed Brandi's interested look.
"Well come on bitches, get to sucking." Gina commanded harshly.
Brandi turned her attention to Rik's cock. Olivia had already fished it out of the fly of his trousers and was stroking him, bringing him to fully erect. She started to lick and nibble his shaft and cock head with her pink bubblegum lips.
Brandi remembered her training. She hadn't performed a double blow job with another whore since training. She thought back to when she was made to work with the other whores...err...service providers from her group while stimulating the erect penis of a male concubine stud. He had been brought in to provide a realistic training scenario and instantaneous feedback.
She recalled the basic tenets of her task.
Lip, Lock, Lick.
Brandi knelt down and got in her position opposite of Olivia.
Next she kissed Rik's shaft with her lips and massaged it once up and down its length licking and moistening her side of the cock with her saliva. Once his dick was moistened she took Olivia's head with one hand and guided her into alignment with her own head.
Olivia and Brandi ended up in a very unusual kiss, Brandi's bright red lips pressed against Olivia's bubblegum pink lips with Rik's cock shaft between them.
Brandi and Olivia then worked as a team to serve Rik and suck him to orgasm. With Brandi's upper lip pressed against Olivia's. Brandi's tongue teasing her side of Rik's cock wile Olivia with her tongue teased the other side and their lower lips again pressed together slurping along the underside of Rik's cock they rode their faces and mouths up and down the length of Rik's shaft.
"Ohhh..." Rik moaned in pleasure.
"That's right baby, let these whores suck that dick. Suck it whores. Get that cum and swallow all of it!" Gina urged menacingly. "In fact, take off your tops!"
Brandi struggled to control her emotions. She had difficulty controlling them ever since becoming sick that one day. She had truly loved Gina and had thought seriously about proposing back when they were dating...back when she was still a man.
Brandi and Olivia broke from their kiss and lick of Rik's cock and doffed their tight cotton t-shirts. Now topless Brandi took Olivia's cheek in her hand again to align their heads together while Olivia fondled Rik's balls and tickled his sack.
A tear formed and rolled from Brandi's eye as she sucked cock and kissed another whore with the cock between them. It took all her concentration and energy as Brandi focused and adhered to her training to allow her to follow through with her obligations.
Gina watched in awe. The two whores worked Rik's cock with passion and precision. Their tits were pressed tight to each other as they worked his pole with their oral skills.
Gina then regretted her decision to make them remove their t-shirts.
Gina had full pert B cup breasts.
Olivia had full and firm C cup breasts.
But Brandi had huge, firm DD cup breasts.
And Rik wasn't looking at her tits anymore, he was watching Olivia and Brandi as they sucked him off! She had the smallest tits of all of them.
It wasn't fair!
She was a real woman and these two trannies had bigger better tits than she did.
"God...I'm gonna cum..." Rik suddenly announced.
"Hey...I'm up here." Gina said in annoyance as Rik was still watching the whores work his dick.
Brandi and Olivia jointly slipped their locked lips up to the head and crown of Rik's 7 and 1/2 inch circumcised cock. When Rik's dick finally erupted both Brandi and Olivia's mouths were open and eagerly tonguing and teasing the crown head of his cock and tasting and swallowing equally the jets of cum gushing forth.
Their tongues darted to and fro within each others mouths as they sought to capture all the cum, neither wanted to waste a single drop, Brandi because her training allowed her and expected it of her. She assumed the same was true for Olivia.
Finally, Rik's cock ceased spewing cum. Brandi and Olivia turned, first to Rik, and then to Gina and showed each of them their mouths full of Rik's cum before swallowing.
"That's hot!" one of Olivia's clients remarked.
"Nice." said another.
"That's definitely going to end up on YouTube." said a third as he filmed with his phone.
"Why isn't her face in my lap?" someone else joked.
"I heard you were a good whore." Gina spat angrily as she put her bra and top back on. Spit actually flew from her mouth and splat onto Brandi's breasts.
Rik put his cock away before zipping up the fly of his trousers.
"C'mon Bae...Lets get back to the match." Gina took Rik's hand and led him to the front of the suite to resume watching the football match.
Brandi stood and wiped away the spittle Gina spat on her face, and then took a small dishrag from the kitchenette to wipe off the saliva and cum that had dribbled down onto her exposed tits from Rik's dual blow job with Olivia. She gave the rag to Olivia to do the same.
She put her top back on and went to the private bathroom to once again brush her teeth and gargled with mouthwash.
Finally she took a seat upon the couch in the back of the suite. The private seating area had a big screen TV with a live feed of the game and served as an isolated area to get away from the front.
I'm never going to be able to enjoy this suite again, Brandi thought.
Brandi was slightly startled when Olivia sat down right next to her, tucked her legs and heels under her, and rested her head on Brandi's shoulder.
Brandi thought to push her off but Olivia snuggled up tightly and in the end it wasn't uncomfortable so...
"How did you become a whore?" Brandi asked more out of boredom than interest.
"Master and Mistress sent me here to be safe." Olivia answered immediately as she cuddled Brandi.
That's a weird answer.
"Safe? From what?" Brandi asked.
"Master and Mistress say there were bad men who wanted to hurt me and put me away. They sent me here to keep me safe."
Despite her fatigue Brandi's interest was piqued.
"Where did you come from?"
"America." Olivia again answered immediately.
Brandi was surprised. She had never met another service provider who was not a subject of Allegoria.
"Ok. What did you do there?"
"I don't know. I don't remember. Master and Mistress said it...I...was very bad."
"If you don't even remember it then how bad could it be?" Brandi queried.
Olivia just shrugged her shoulders softly as she held onto Brandi.
"So how long have you been whoring for the service then?"
"Oh...I just got here...almost three months now."
Brandi wondered about that. Only in the service for three months? That would mean she should still be a trainee yet somehow she is already out and is servicing clients? WTF?
"So who are Master and Mistress then?"
"Master is Saul Wright and Mistress is Goldie Duggar-Smith. They own me. They sent me here to be safe from the bad men who want to hurt me."
Brandi's mind raced in surprise and shock. She pushed Olivia off her breaking their cuddle and stared deeply into her eyes. Brandi scrutinized her face and studied her features. She reached up and pulled off the wig Olivia was wearing.
"Ow!" Olivia cried out as hair pins holding her wig secure pulled at her short blond hair underneath.
Brandi was astonished. After accounting for the expert use of cosmetics she was able to fully recognize the whore sitting before her. The new whore is...was...the CEO of the software company.
The man she had travelled to New York to serve was now sitting before her working as a whore for the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department!
"Hey! That wasn't nice." Olivia said as she ineffectually punched Brandi's arm and reached to take back her wig.
Brandi was momentarily at a loss for how to proceed. The missing CEO was sitting before her. The fugitive from American Justice had become a whore for Allegoria.
That didn't make sense.
It quickly occurred to her who might be able to make heads or tails of this situation. Brandi acted quickly. She stood up and went to the row of coats hanging up in the coat closet by the entrance to the suite. Gil usually kept his phone in his jacket pocket.
Brandi sent a prayer of thanks when she found it and returned quickly to the sitting room. Olivia had placed her wig back on her head and was fussing with it to get it to sit right. Brandi sat down next to her, and put her arm around the whore.
With one hand she unlocked the phone; thank god Gil never changed his pin. She quickly opened up the camera.
"Selfie...smile..." Brandi chirped sweetly as she held the phone out at arms length.
Olivia automatically leaned in next to Brandi and posed for the picture. She made a typical duck face smile common for selfies. Brandi's smile was automatic per her service training. She caught the picture and with her fingers flying rapidly over the app sent the image to the Countess. As an after thought she sent the same image to Rik's phone and then Helen's.
Brandi was glad Gil's phone was available. Her service issued phone was monitored and it would not allow her to communicate freely. She quickly erased the message she sent to the countess.
"What are you doing Kitten?"
Brandi looked up to see Gil standing in the doorway to the sitting room. He looked displeased. She was caught red-handed using Gil's phone.
"Sending you, Rik and Helen a Selfie of Olivia and Me...so you can remember us and our service." Brandi partially lied.
"You're not allowed to use other peoples phones Kitten." Gil took his phone and looked at the image she sent. "You don't want to get in trouble at work now do you?"
"No Senpai." Brandi answered. She was calling her kitten even though she wasn't dressed for his fetish today.
Brandi watched as all her friends and Olivia's clients were entering the suite to use the kitchen or bathroom or hit the bar for another drink.
"It's the break between periods." Gil stated. "Why don't you and Olivia go out to the stadium seats and get some air before the start of the 2nd period."
"Come Brandi, let's go see..." Olivia was on her feet and taking Brandi by the hand.
"Yes...let's..." Brandi answered with feigned enthusiasm.
Brandi and Olivia walked hand and hand the short distance to the front of the corporate suite and finally got a chance to see the field and stadium. Olivia seemed impressed while Brandi was more distressed as she had been kept indoors serving her 'friends' the entire time. She closed her eyes and took a moment for herself.
"Kiss her." Helen shouted at Brandi.
"Yeah, sluts...kiss..." Gina commanded.
Brandi opened her eyes and noticed that their image was up on the huge displays at each end of the field. The Kiss Cam was an American Institution at sporting matches that had finally made its way over to Allegoria.
Brandi and Olivia faced each other, looked into each others eyes, and slowly kissed on the lips. Brandi acted reluctantly while Olivia's enthusiasm was easy translated onto the big screen. Brandi's lush red lips met Olivia's bubblegum pink lips as the stadium crowd went wild with excitement over two hot chicks kissing in public.
Brandi immediately noticed that Olivia hadn't brushed her teeth after serving Rik. She could taste his cum as it mingled with her minty fresh breath.
"I'm never going to be able to enjoy this suite again." Brandi thought mournfully.
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Jewel was working at her computer when a message arrived. She idly tapped the icon to open it up as she continued working her investments and financials. When she read the message and saw the picture all thoughts of money management came to a halt.
Jewel immediately opened up her secure access to the bimbo lottery home page. She worked quickly to book both Brandi and Olivia for the first available session.
Confirming the appointment and payment Jewel pondered in astonishment what set of bizarre circumstances could possibly bring Neil Smith, former CEO of a banking software company and a medical nanobot company to Allegoria as a feminized male whore.
**
James buried his cock deep into Britney's ass. Her well lubed sphincter squeezed tightly around the shaft of his cock as he thrust into her. James loved the view of his cock disappearing into her ass. He easily bottomed out, his balls now pressed tight against her.
James admired the view of Britney on her hands and knees, submissively doggy style before him. The retrovirus had changed her hair to a lustrous brunette color. He had her grow it out long to just above the middle of her back.
The stem cell implants James had insisted upon for her had given Brat a full and firm set of C cup breasts, a full plump woman's bottom, and firm full womanly thighs.
James had insisted that Brat have her lower ribs removed to help achieve the perfect hourglass figure he found so attractive.
Minor cosmetic surgery had shaped her nose, fixed her chin, and shaved her trachea so that no one could tell Brat wasn't a natural born woman.
James left Brittney's penis and testicles alone. Her small size, barely 5 inches long was no threat to him. He found her tiny hard-on cute when she became aroused...like now.
James admiration of his toy made his dick even harder as he thrust slowly in and out of Brat's ass.
She was perfect...she was exactly what he wanted...an indistinguishable doppelganger for his brother...Jewel Veronica Delacroix.
Ok, technically and legally Jules was his sister now. As an arranged marriage male bride he...she...was expected and obligated by authority of Count Delacroix to use feminine pronouns.
But James didn't care. He let lust rule his feelings on this matter and his lust told him Jules as Jewel was hot!
James dick got harder just thinking about it. His pace increased as he pounded away at Brat's ass.
James and Horace had many plans and some were fallbacks in case of need.
James had suggested and Horace had approved of Brat's changes. Together they had a plan to use Brat/Britney to replace Jewel if capturing Jewel with the Nano-bots failed.
James let his fantasy of Brat momentarily slip as he excitedly imagined that it was Jewel he was fucking instead of Britney. James excitement grew as he energetically embraced the idea of fucking his feminized male brother.
James thrusts gained force with each stroke as he embraced the fantasy and knew if Horace's plans succeeded then he could be fucking Jules...er...Jewel by the end of the month.
James' rapture exploded inside Brat's ass as rope after rope of scalding hot cum erupted inside her. James was so caught up in his own rapture he was oblivious to Brittney's moans of pleasure from her orgasm and the small spew of cum she sprayed onto her own breasts and the bed sheets under her.
"Mmmm..." James moaned softly and held brat tight, his cock buried deep as the last of his seed erupted from the end of his cock. A few short quick rabbit thrusts to ensure his cum deposit was over, Brat's ass was filled and his orgasm was finished.
James pushed Brat away and his wet lubed cock slipped free from her ass.
James wiped his cock clean and got dressed. Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon did not need to know of James plans to take Jewel's title and money. James knew he could always just kill Jewel and assume her household as Count James McLeod of House Delacroix by inheritance if it was necessary. Maybe if he ever tired of her he would.
In the meantime, it was time for James and the Hypnotherapist to act.
One more month and Jewel, and her money, will be mine!
**
Dr. Patricia Agonia, hypnotherapist, struggled mentally against the control in her mind. She struggled despite knowing her resistance was futile. Her body would betray her. The nanobots in her brain would compel her to wait until Jewel was under hypnosis, then she would inject the syringe of nanobots programmed to enslave Jewel into Jewels arm.
Dr. Agonia could remember the exact moment she realized she had been enslaved.
Dr. Inon's Assistant, James McLeod had brazenly entered her office while she was transcribing patient notes. Patricia immediately spoke to reprimand the intruder for his uninvited interruption when he loudly ordered her to "shut up."
And she did.
Patricia found she couldn't speak.
"Stand up." James ordered.
And she did.
Patricia stood up from behind her desk and faced James, standing with cocky assurance near the center of her office.
Dr. Patricia Agonia's mind was a whirlwind of confusion and fear. She didn't understand nor could she comprehend why she was following James' orders. It was as if...
Understanding dawned in her mind as she looked at James and realized what Dr. Inon must have done.
'Hmm...looks like you figured it out. Tell me what you think is happening." James commanded.
"You...you've enslaved me with nanobots." Patricia answered truthfully; with a bit of fear forming a slight hitch in her voice. She was grateful that she was able to speak again yet still fearful of James' motivations.
"Bingo!" James confirmed her worst fears.
"What happens now?" Dr. Agonia asked; a small tremor still in her voice.
"Now I get to ascertain how far along your submission has progressed." James answered gleefully.
Dr. Agonia immediately sought to fight against her enslavement. James took note of the tablet in his hand. "Well, someone thinks she can resist...FYI...you can't."
"Strip out of that dress." James ordered.
Dr. Agonia was horrified to find she was obeying the order. Her hands fluttered as she fought the command yet they still seemed to move of their own accord as she reached behind her back and unzipped the back zipper to let the professional yet still sexy black, below the knee mermaid style dress slip from her body and gather in a heap at her feet.
She now stood before James in only her bra, panties, nude to the waist panty hose, and flats.
"Come over here." James ordered.
Dr. Agonia fought again as she stepped over her dress, and walked around the end of her desk to stand before James. There was only a barely perceptible hitch in her step from her efforts o resist. She watched as James McLeod examined her body with clearly sexual interest.
"Flats are out. High heels from now on." James commanded.
"Yes sir." Dr. Agonia answered. Patricia was seething mentally as her mind and body warred inside her.
"And no pantyhose either. Stockings or stockings with garter belts from now on." James commanded again.
"Yes sir." Dr Agonia answered again. She hated how she had no control. Her conscious mind screamed in agony as her face held a placid expression of disinterest.
"And from now on your bra and panties need to be...less boring. Wear more erotic lingerie everyday from now on. Lacy things, basque, teddies, corsets...you get the idea."
"Yes sir." Dr. Agonia answered yet again. She gave up mentally screaming as she switched focus and intently struggled to exert any semblance of control over her enslaved mind and body.
"Well...take them off." James ordered, gesturing with his hand.
"Yes sir." Dr. Agonia replied as her body had already begun to move to strip off her flats, pantyhose, bra, and panties.
"Whoa...slow down...make it sexy..." James commanded lewdly.
Instantly Dr. Agonia's body sought to make the act of removing her clothing more erotic as she slowly and exotically stripped for James viewing pleasure. She managed to grind her teeth in anger and frustration. It disheartened her to know that she knew how to strip because of all the hypnotic conditioning she had implanted into Countess Delacroix for this same purpose.
Soon enough Dr. Agonia had slipped the last of her intimate attire off her body and stood naked before James. Her body had adopted an exaggerated contrapposta pose; a now-canonical stance in which a figure stands with their entire body weight supported over one straight leg and lets their arms fall in opposite directions to create a natural-seeming twist in the torso.
James for his part admired her presentation. Her firm figure, her full breasts without any hint of sag yet, her narrow waist, full hips and full bottom. He especially delighted in seeing she had a shaved pussy and was hairless where it counted. He continued his appreciation downward and admired her tanned and toned legs.
Dr. Patricia Agonia would remember with extreme clarity that day, easily able to recall that day as the exact moment that sex had transitioned to rape.
James had never 'forced' her. The nanobots inside her mind compelled her obedience. Dr. Agonia could now feel first hand how superior the bots were compared to her own work with drugs and hypnosis.
"Kneel down, crawl toward me, pull out my cock and suck my dick." James ordered with contempt in his voice.
Patricia was horrified to watch as her body exactly followed the instructions she was given.
She sank down onto her hands and knees. She crawled the few feet separating her from James in only a couple of seconds. She reached up to fish his cock out from his trousers. And she immediately, eagerly it seemed, swallowed his hardening cock whole into her mouth. She followed his orders exactly as he had stated them.
Pat began to feel her first hint of despair. She had thoroughly read the literature concerning the nanobots. She knew she probably had only 4 to 6 weeks before whatever conditioning they had infected her with would overwhelm her conscious mind. She would very shortly no longer be 'aware' of her enslaved state as the new mental pathways grew stronger and extinguished the undesirable pathways.
Dr. Patricia Agonia felt horror for her fate, and also felt very afraid. She had failed herself, and she would fail the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy as well.
Either Patricia was really good at fellatio or James had a really quick trigger. She could sense his cock swell in her mouth as he started to shoot his load into her mouth. After the first wad of cum coated her tonsils he pushed her head back letting the remaining wads spew onto her face.
"No, No, NO!" Patricia's mind screamed in protest.
Patricia was disgusted. She had NEVER allowed any lover to cum on her face. She felt the act was demeaning and disrespectful.
As his ejaculation ended he caught his breath.
"Lick it up." James commanded.
"Eww..." Patricia thought in disgust.
Despite her revulsion at the thought of licking up and swallowing cum and despite Dr Agonia's struggles to resist the order the nanobots successfully compelled her actions. She licked the last remaining cum off James dick and then with one finger scooped the cum off her face and ate his cum, swallowing lasciviously.
"When?" Dr. Agonia managed to ask while slurping down the last of James' cum.
"When what? When did we get you?" James queried. "It was at the CEO's orgy where we bought Olivia. I spiked your drink."
James finished pulling down his pants and stepped out from them. He guided Patricia up from her knees from the floor and eased her back to her desk, making her hop up and sit on the edge. James spread her legs apart and lined up his still mostly hard cock with her pussy.
"You're so wet." James said.
Suddenly Patricia's pussy, which hadn't been wet prior to his statement, became wet with her natural lubrication and desire. Another scream erupted inside her mind as she felt her arousal blossom and knew the nanobots were making it happen against her will.
"Let's fuck" James stated "and be sure you enjoy it."
James started to fuck her and fuck her well.
"Before you orgasm, make an aheago face" James commanded.
Patricia's nanobot enslaved mind obeyed and moments before her orgasm overwhelmed her reason her eyes rolled up inside her eye sockets, her mouth opened and she let her tongue loll lazily from out of her mouth.
Patricia's artificially induced and enhanced orgasm was quite possibly the most intense and pleasurable orgasm she ever felt. Her whole body betrayed her mind as it rocketed to the stratosphere with unbridled pleasure. Patricia passed out and awoke from her stupor lying back on her desk, her legs dangling off the edge, unsure how much time had passed.
James was hurried. When he came inside her she passed out. Between her passing out from pleasure and his slow and steady fucking as she lay back on her desk he had used up a lot of time.
Still, who could blame him? She was hot, tight, wet, and now totally obedient.
The perfect woman!
Still, now she would have to hurry to make Countess Delacroix's appointment on time. James let his cock slip out from her cum filled pussy, wiped his sperm coated cock clean with her plain panties before putting them in his pants pocket.
Hurriedly he pulled on his pants and gave Dr. Agonia her instructions.
"Take this syringe. When Countess Delacroix is under hypnosis, give her the shot." James commanded quickly.
As Dr. Agonia recovered from her reminiscence and now came back to the present moment as she focused again on her client, James' cum leaking out from her pussy and staining her dress. He hadn't allowed her to put her panties, pantyhose or bra back on. He had let her wipe the residue of cum off her face with her panties before he took them with him.
Then there was her arousal. The arousal James had ordered her to maintain.
From the medical literature she remembered that the nanobots could theoretically sustain female arousal indefinitely. Male arousal however was limited to no more than four hours at a time otherwise permanent harm may result.
Patricia's arousal was leaving her wet and dripping, her vulva and labia red and swollen. Her natural lubrication leaking from her pussy and moistening her thighs and bottom. Her asshole was even wet from her juices and James's cum leaking out and running over. Patricia was amazed that Jewel hadn't smelled her musky scent.
The session had been slightly confrontational as Jewel had confronted Patricia about the subliminal message player found inside her pillow. Dr. Agonia had simply confirmed Jewel's suspicions that it was done at her husband's request. Dr. Agonia easily deflected all blame onto her deceased husband. This seemed to satisfy Jewel and allay her concerns.
Dr. Agonia would normally have been pleased with observing her hypnotically induced conditioning keeping Jewel calm and controllable but she was still frantically thinking about how to free herself from the nanobots control. Talk therapy was ending and soon she would begin her routine hypnosis session.
"Dr. I am afraid I don't have time for Hypnosis today. I have guests arriving at my home in a short while and..." She didn't get to finish.
Dr. Agonia panicked.
"Oh behave."
Patricia watched as Jewel immediately slumped slightly as the hypnotic safety switch was thrown. There was a momentary expression of surprise and a widening of her eyes and then Jewel was already falling slowly back into the massage couch relaxing under force of hypnotic suggestion. Dr. Agonia wished she could simply tell Jewel what she was being forced to do...forced to give her the shot...
Wait...
What?
Dr. Agonia realized that James commands were simple and direct. She could 'give' her the shot. Just hand over the syringe. But would Jewel know what it meant. If only she could just say to her...
Wait again...James had not given her any commands about not speaking. All of the commands he had given her were simple action commands. Not even remotely detailed and nuanced commands or decision trees like the years of hypnotic conditioning that had tamed Jules and turned him into Jewel.
Dr. Patricia Agonia suddenly realized that she could simply tell Jewel what she was being forced to do and save Jewel from enslavement, but most importantly, maybe even save herself and the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy. And once she was under hypnosis Jewel wouldn't freak out or panic at the news. She could reveal everything!
Pat Agonia smiled a sincere unguarded smile...it would be an act of desperation, but if she did nothing, if she didn't try, then she would be forever enslaved. Patricia knew exactly what she needed to say.
**
Jewel strode out from her appointment in awe at what she had learned. Normally she never remembered anything from her hypnotherapy sessions. But this time, she remembered everything her doctor had told her. She had been commanded to remember.
Jewel gently fingered the needle mark, still pink with a red dot of blood from where the syringe had penetrated her arm. Jewel couldn't quite fathom the strange and amazing revelation from her session with Dr. Patricia Agonia.
Jewel had occasionally disliked and even hated her therapist but eventually got over her dislike. She had even gifted Patricia a classic Bugatti Veyron just before her wedding to Donna. She had asked Patricia to be her maid of honor but Dr. Agonia politely declined saying it was best not to muddle the boundary between patients and doctor. She would simply attend as a guest.
Jewel would never usually remember anything from her hypnosis. The Hypnotherapist always reassured her upon awakening that Jewel had responded well and Jewel would always feel rested and refreshed.
This time though...this time...she remembered everything...
Dr. Agonia had injected her arm. She apologized as she did it. Jewel could hear the sincerity and anguish in her voice. Then Patricia used her hypnosis to command her memory to hold onto and never forget what she was about to say.
Jewel was absolutely convinced she was in peril. The nanobots in her bloodstream would find their way to her brain. They would slowly form new mental pathways to compel her behavior and they would use pleasure as a reward stimulus when she complied.
She pondered Dr. Agonias' revelation. She had suspected that something was amiss just from her research managing her financial accounts. Her husband had too many dummy companies, shell organizations, and pass through accounts to hide and launder his money.
Jewel knew she could no longer proceed slowly. She was working against a hard and fast deadline. If everything Dr. Agonia had said about the nanobots was true then she knew she only had about two to four weeks to do something.
Jewel entered the back of her limousine as the chauffer held the door for her. Once comfortably seated and with the door shut she hit the privacy screen and verified the Electronic Counter Measures against eavesdropping were working.
Jean Claude Delacroix may have been paranoid, but by virtue of his position in the government he had access to all sorts of cool security features.
Once that was done she immediately called Donna. Her husband needed to know they were being targeted and take appropriate safety measures. Jewel also sent out a text to Melinda her head of security.
Jewel needed a plan of action and she needed it yesterday!
By the time she returned to her manor home she realized she needed a true financial expert to assist her in tracking the money. She needed to prove what Patricia had told her and expose Horace.
Storming through the front door she met Dianne.
"My Lady, Welcome home. How was your visit with your doctor today?"
"Stow it Dianne." Jewel snapped.



Dianne flinched and stepped back in surprise.
"I'm expecting two guests; let me know the minute they arrive."
"Oh. Of course my lady...but they're already here. I have them waiting in your sitting room."
Jewel was practically running down the hallway before Dianne even finished speaking.
Jewel burst through the door to her salon, startling everyone sitting inside. She saw that Donna was entertaining Brandi and Neil...uh...Olivia as staff served tea and snacks. The maid serving dropped a tea cup full of tea from Jewel's sudden arrival.
"Tell me what you know!" Jewel practically screamed as she stalked over to Olivia.
The poor girl who only a moment before had been an image of sweet seduction shrank back with fear.
"Jewel what is going on?" Donna demanded placing herself between Olivia and Jewel.
Jewel, who never screamed, never swore, and who never lost her cool had just burst into the room and screamed at a guest. Something was clearly wrong.
Jewel caught herself. She saw the shocked fearful expressions on the faces of the people around her. The countess who could never lose her composure had just lost her composure. Her conditioning would never allow it.
For the first time in years she had actually broken her training and conditioning. She remembered them now as she calmed herself down, remembered her lessons and regained her poise and control. These were not the people she should be angry with. Her anger now had a target.
Horace.
Calmly, Jewel told Donna everything Dr. Patricia Agonia had just told her.
**
Horace allowed himself a rare moment to smile. He sipped his scotch and savored the fiery smooth flavor. His plan was working. All the pieces were falling into place. The message from James McLeod had just confirmed that Dr. Patricia Agonia had injected Countess Delacroix with the last dose of nanobots.
His plan was coming to fruition. In two to four weeks she would come crawling to see him as the nanobots overwrote her mental pathways and subsumed her personality, fully enslaving her to his will.
Then with her money he would finally produce enough nanobots for all the nobility and enslave them over the course of the year.
Horace did consider that he might have James sanction Count Donna Delacroix if she catches on to the changes in her wife. Or maybe he would simply eliminate her as a precaution but for now that option was too risky.
Horace was a patient man and the need for stealth was never more appropriate.
Horace took another sip of scotch as he stared out the window of his office. He smiled again. I love it when a plan comes together.
**
The mood in the room was dark. After Jewel told Donna what she knew they immediately interrogated Olivia/Neil. They were disappointed. Olivia didn't remember being anyone except Olivia and had no memory of Neil, anyone named Neil, or ever being Neil herself. She was just a frightened little mouse scared of Jewel. She had no knowledge of nanobots or what they were.
Jewel went to her study and immediately opened her HAL 9000 computer and her access programs to investigate Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon. She was disappointed to see all his personal accounts were simple with no evidence of anything out of the ordinary.
Of course, she thought, he wouldn't use his personal accounts. She needed to find his dummy accounts and his shell company's just like Jean Claude's that she had uncovered during the year and a half since his death.
Jewel also knew that she needed help. It had taken her a year and a half to find all the accounts she did. She didn't have the luxury of time.
She first thought of Dewayne White. He was the head of Smith Financials Allegorian office and he certainly had the skills.
But he was also possibly part of the problem. Some of her dead husband's illegal business dealings ran through Smith Financial accounts. She didn't think Dewayne could be trusted. He was certainly less cordial these days than he was before she visited him with his arranged marriage male bride and wife.
Her desire to end all arranged marriages had soured their relationship early on.
Jewel collapsed in despair. It was hopeless. In four weeks she would be enslaved and as near as she knew there was nothing she could do about it.
Jewel and Donna were thus surprised that it was Brandi who came up with an idea.
"If you take down Horace then maybe we can find the off switch." She proposed.
"How, I've been trying for weeks now to follow his trail. I don't know how, I'm not good enough..." Jewel was on the verge of tears.
"Is there anyone you do know who has the skills to follow the trail?" Olivia asked.
Jewel sniffled and almost laughed at Olivia's simple question...
But with a sudden flash of insight, Jewel realized exactly who she needed.
Jewel had worked and struggled on her computer and her frustrations grew. Her skills just weren't up to par. She had become a talented amateur from her self study and from her good fortune to inherit Jean Claude's illegal banking software scheme, but as good as she was she just kept following one dead end after another. She had often groaned in frustration and wished she had someone to help her, mentor her, someone who knew finance well, like the back of her hand.
Someone like her father.
Jewel thought about her dad. She hadn't seen or heard of him since the night of the Vikings Football game...was it really 3 years ago now?
Jewel recalled his plight. He had fled Allegoria when Jules was just a baby because he uncovered unscrupulous activity in Jean Claude's financial affairs. Jean Claude had admitted it openly the night of the football game.
Jewel knew she needed to track him down. She opened up a public directory and typed in her father's name. It would probably amount to nothing since nothing was ever that easy...
Her computer pinged. It had returned a hit. John McLeod: She read his name, address, and even a phone number. She was hopeful as she had doubted it would be that easy.
Jewel reached to tap on the phone icon to call him but suddenly stayed her hand.
She should go over instead.
She should see him for herself.
**
Jewel took Melinda with her as they drove to her father's address. Melinda had done some additional research for her and found that he was unemployed and apparently living off of his share of her bride price that Count Delacroix had paid her family for the right to marry her. Jewel remembered when her mother told her they were getting divorced. He would only have 1/2 of his share of the bride price. Maybe 1/2 a million?
As they pulled into the apartment complex Jewel noted the general dilapidated and disreputable air of the facility. It was apparently a lower working class neighborhood.
Jewel followed Melinda as she led the way to the second floor apartment. The blinds were drawn and they couldn't see in. Melinda knocked several times but there was no answer. Jewel and Melinda both noticed that there was a booze delivery on his stoop.
"Well, he is inside."
"How do you know?"
"His phone is inside." Melinda held out a tablet that showed the active ping of her father's phone.
"Is there another way in?" Jewel asked. She was eager to see her father.
Melinda looked to Jewel as if considering something before she finally spoke.
"You have the authority as Countess to authorize me to enter." Melinda finally stated. She gave Jewel a penetrating look.
Jewel didn't even hesitate.
"Yes. Do it." She ordered.
Melinda pulled out a small lock pick kit and quickly applied the tools to the door lock.
"Do you always carry lock pick tools?" Jewel asked playfully.
"You never know when you'll need them." Melinda answered professionally as she quickly unlocked the front door.
Immediately once the door was opened an unpleasant aroma wafted out from the entry way. A glance inside showed the room was dank and Melinda led the way as they stepped inside. The smell of stale alcohol hung in the air. The apartment was dirty, with trash strewn across the table and counters, empty liquor bottles strewn about the room on every flat surface; coffee table, dining table, end tables, and even on the distressed couch and reclining chair.
Turning on the lights did little to dispel the dankness of the room as the window blinds were drawn shut tight and some of the lights appeared to be burned out.
Jewel followed Melinda past the open door of the filthy apartment bathroom, other less pleasant smells than stale booze emanating from within. She led to the apartment where they found John, Jewel's father, lying motionless upon the dirty bed linens.
Jewel gasped and covered her mouth. She was momentarily convinced that her father was dead until she heard him snore. Her sigh of relief was louder but not loud enough to wake the sleeping figure. John McLeod was apparently passed out drunk.
"What do you want to do?" Melinda asked, indicating Jewel's drunken father.
Jewel looked around the room and then again at her father sleeping as if dead to the world.
"We'll wait."
**
Jewel went out to the stoop and brought in the package of booze that had been delivered to her father's apartment.
She shut the door and then made a call to her household staff.
After that she opened up all he blinds to let in light, and then opened the windows to let in fresh air.
Thirty minutes later there was a knock on the door and Melinda opened it to reveal members of Jewel's household staff; her housekeepers. Jewel quietly directed them to thoroughly clean the apartment.
Despite it being beneath her station as countess, Jewel helped to clean by gathering all the empty liquor bottles and taking bag after bag of empties to the recycling bin. She stopped counting bottles after the first 100.
Her efficient staff worked quickly and gathered up all the laundry, scrubbed the kitchen clean, vacuumed the carpets and cleaned the floors. Scrubbed and disinfected the bathroom, dusted every surface, and even washed the windows.
The work went on for 3 hours and John slept through it all. Jewel and her staff even managed to change the bed sheets under John as he slept through everything, even the noise of the vacuum cleaner.
Once they were done Jewel thanked her staff profusely. She shocked some of them by giving them hugs of gratitude for their hard work before telling them to take the rest of the day off with pay.
Looking back after she closed the door behind her she noted with pride the immaculately clean apartment. It looked practically new as if it were on display for a new renter to come in and lease. Even the distressed couch and recliner looked better for having the stains removed and cushions fluffed.
Jewel noted the time and called her kitchen staff. She had them prepare food and deliver it to the apartment. When that arrived Jewel and Melinda sat at the small dining table and ate and talked.
Finally, Jewel heard the first stirrings of movement from her father's apartment bedroom. She looked over to see the disheveled, unkempt man she knew as her dad standing in the doorway to his bedroom with a look of confusion upon his face.
Confusion gave way to perplexity when he looked to Jewel and Melinda and the food set upon the table.
"Am I dreaming or dead?" He asked in a weak gravelly voice.
Despite all the time spent there that day Jewel was at a momentary loss for words.
The two of them simply stared at each other for several long seconds.
"Hello dad." Jewel finally managed.
**
It was exceedingly awkward at first. Melinda recused herself to the far side of the room where she could still watch and protect Jewel but not interfere with their reunion.
Stilting conversation eventually became less guarded and more relaxed as Jewel served her father the food her staff prepared. He looked as if he hadn't had a good meal in...forever. Jewel watched John as he ate. Neither one of them spoke while he did so. He still seemed to be in shocked disbelief to see her in his apartment.
After the meal their conversation awkwardly resumed until Jewel finally managed to steer the conversation to where she wanted it to be.
"I have thought long and hard about what must have happened. Why did you flee Allegoria...why did you run away? And knowing what I now know about Jean Claude...he tried to seduce you didn't he? Jewel asked the intensity of her curiosity evident upon her face.
John turned away from Jewel and could no longer look at her. Seconds passed and turned into minutes. Jewel waited.
"Yes." John said softly.
"So you ran away. That's why you fled. Not just discovering Jean Claude's kickbacks and embezzlements." Jewel deduced just as softly.
Mere seconds passed this time until John simply nodded his head yes.
Jewel looked at John...dad...he was the man I always wished I could be. Dad was my hero and I looked up to him, she thought.
So his world collapsed and he couldn't cope.
Drinking probably ruined his liver and dulled his intellect. He is dissipated.
Jewel felt let down. A few moments later she realized that she was not the first child to discover that her parents aren't perfect.
"Life certainly didn't turn out the way I planned it." John slurred.
"For me either." Jewel replied crisply.
Jewel noticed how her father's hands had begun to shake. He was looking surreptitiously around the apartment. His eyes seemed to focus when he saw the box of whiskey bottles that had been delivered earlier.
Jewel's heart broke inside her. Yet her inner strength and compassion raged back against the disappointment.
You don't just need to forgive him, you must also forgive yourself.
Jewel rose from the table and took one of the whiskey bottles. She went to the small galley kitchen, retrieved a clean glass, added ice and poured a shot of whiskey.
She handed the glass to her father.
"It's ok daddy." She whispered.
Jewel pondered her course of action. John's alcoholism will kill him eventually but by controlling his intake she could help prevent the DTs. She needed to control his urge to drink.
But she looked down upon her father she knew she would have to use him and his abilities as they were. She didn't have time to waste. Ideally she should send him to a clinic to recover from his alcoholism.
She would hire a specialist to provide treatment and over see his recovery from her home. Right now he may not be the best choice but she couldn't go to war with the army she wanted, she had to fight with the army she had. Jewel needed him for his prowess in financial forensics. She needed him to be at his best to help her find the evidence against Horace.
"I want you to come with me to my home. I will take care of you." She thought as he downed the glass of spirits.
John looked into Jules eyes...Jewel's eyes...they're so...expressive...and full of sympathy. John struggled to fight the feeling of shame that threatened to overwhelm him.
"And maybe you can help me as well." Jewel offered.
Hope and curiosity sparked inside John's eyes.
John nodded as he finished his drink. He'd help her if he could. She's such a good girl and good son.
**
Concierge medicine was wonderful. Finding a doctor to help her was easy when money was no object. The doctor, a nurse and an orderly were now safe and secure inside her home so they could monitor John and make sure he followed the path of recovery.
"I need your help." Jewel watched her father as he was slowly physically transforming before her back into the healthier and happier man she remembered as a child.
"With what?" John asked.
"I know for a fact that Dr. Inon and James are plotting to overthrow the nobility. I need you to find the proof."
"That could take months of painstaking research." John answered with reluctance. He had no love for the corruption that passed for noble rule in Allegoria.
"Not if you had administrators access." Jewel's smile told its own story. She was tired of being a plaything; a pawn in someone else's game. She opened up the program on her computer and showed it to her father.
Seeing the administrators' unrestricted access on the computer; John's predatory smile matched Jewels.
"We need to follow the money." John said with a smirk.
Jewel again swore she saw a spark in John's eyes. It occurred to her giving him something worthwhile to do and worthy of his skills, a challenge may be the best thing for his recovery.
Jewel smiled at her father as a seed of hope sprouted inside her.
**
John's investigation was frustratingly slow at first. Using administrator access to the banking security software would theoretically allow him to follow the money. Using some commercially available apps and some custom spreadsheet and mathematical modeling software John worked feverishly to uncover all he could about Horace's financial dealings.
It was all about the aggregation of information. Finding seemingly disparate clues and then putting them together to see the big picture, much like a puzzle without the box to show the finished product.
However, John also had to struggle with his alcoholism. There was no time to slowly wean off the alcohol. He couldn't quit cold turkey and suffer through the agony of detoxification either. He had a mission...to save his son.
Well...daughter now. John had failed Jules. He vowed not to fail Jewel. Jewel's wealth allowed her to hire concierge medical professionals. Under the care of a specialist in alcoholism and alcohol abuse John was being treated, but his treatment was rather unorthodox.
John was being given enough alcohol to stave of the DT's but not enough to become fully intoxicated or to black out. He was being maintained as a functional alcoholic. After he finds the 'smoking gun' to incriminate Horace, then they'd find the time to end his addiction, but until then, John had a mission.
Two weeks seemed an impossible deadline but using the software and a bit of social engineering John slowly penetrated the electronic paper trail. From his persistence and sleuthing skills John eventually found a weak node that led to an anti-royalist conspiracy group.
It was there that he was finally able to link Dr. Inon's name directly to the conspiracy. He worked further outward from there, following the financial paper trail until he, with Melinda's helps, finally penetrated Horace's careful security measures and was able to build a large and accurate picture of the intricate web of lies and deceit that Horace had constructed. By the end of the first week John was able to deduce Horace's plans.
However, the most concerning discovery for John was discovering that James McLeod was...is...Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon's right hand man.
There was no other way to say it...James, John's youngest son, fraternal twin to Jennifer and younger brother to Jewel was deeply embedded as Dr/ Inon's henchman. John's official license as a private investigator allowed him limited access to some police databases and access to police officials, but the most intriguing discovery were the payouts and palms that James had greased on Dr. Inon's behalf.
Once John and Melinda and Jewel's security staff had mapped all the payouts they quickly saw how wide the web of intrigue was spread. One unanticipated yet fortunate discovery was James' lackadaisical approach to computer security. Finding his hidden computers had ultimately made their penetration into the government servers possible.
Horace and James had somehow garnered access to a few accounts owned by other nobles and having their access they were able to find a few passwords and working inexorably inward from there had built their conspiracy to enslave and overthrow the nobility. John compiled a list of corrupted officials on Dr. Inon's payroll.
But there was one more thing that Jewel found personally distressing. James had penetrated Dr. Patricia Agonia's hypnotherapy patient files and had stolen a copy of Jewel's treatment history. James, for whatever reason, had been spying on Jewel.



**
With time growing short, Jewel had a decision to make. She made it quickly. They had no allies but fortunately, thanks to Jean Claude's paranoia she already had a team of paramilitary professionals; her bodyguards.
Melinda approached Jewel and proposed a daring plan. All of her bodyguards even seemed eager to jump into action and face the danger.
"Why?" Jewel managed to ask.
"It's what we were originally hired to do. Babysitting you and body-guarding your husband is child's play compared to the type of operations Jean Claude normally conducted."
"We were actually all thinking and talking about quitting." Another said. "Jean Claude had us doing more exciting operations."
"Like this one?" Jewel asked.
"Yes."
Using Jewel's social network of peers she was able to quickly find and contact an uncorrupted official. Kyle Oldsworth was on the board of oversight with the EQG, Allegoria's equivalent of the Secret Service, the FBI and the U.S. Marshalls office. They were Allegoria's premier law enforcement agency.
Working with the Elite Queens Guard Jewel and her team had finally organized a plan of action. The EQG would not simply be able to walk in arrest Horace without the danger of him purging his files. If all evidence were destroyed there would be no case. They needed Jewel to assist.
The plan they put forth was simple.
The nanobots were supposed to compel Jewel to arrange a visit to see Horace. Melinda and the EQG wanted that meeting to take place at NSSA&M's department headquarters. This would facilitate the electronic eavesdropping needed to confirm their suspicions of Horace's treasonous activities.
Jewel would need to bring in the listening devices with her.
Her excuse for visiting would be that Jewel would be taking over Jean Claude's position on the board of trustees that oversee the NSSA&M department. She is entitled to do so as a noble and as his widow until such a time as a new board of trustees is voted in. Once inside Horace would likely try to immediately assert his control over her using the nanobots, and then the electronic surveillance should be able to trace all the signals to his hidden servers.
It was foolproof, they said. But they had to move now, before the two weeks were up and before Jewel fully succumbs to the nanobot's enslavement.
**
The operation was scheduled for the next morning. Jewel would be wired and monitored by her own security team with Melinda as its head, but they would ultimately be under the aegis of the Elite Queens Guard.
Horace Jarrod Inon would go down hard if he didn't cooperate.
Jewel would have to appear to be completely under the compulsion of the nanobots. Working with the EQG they had cobbled together a false signal generator that would broadcast fake data imitating the nanobots communications protocol with the controller. It would also interrupt the return command signals and mitigate the command orders thus increasing Jewel's ability to resist and perform her role...hopefully.
Once inside Jewel would attempt to get Horace to confess or admit his plan. If Jewel could start him talking it was hoped that in his hubris he would reveal everything.
**
Jewel's limo pulled in front of the NSSA&M's headquarters building. Following Melinda and accompanied by two more of her body guards posing as her personal staff, Jewel strode across the lobby of the building. A short elevator ride to the top floor and she was in the executive offices of Allegoria's most lucrative service industry; The National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department, also known as 'the bimbo lottery.'
Jewel followed her 'aide' who led her down the hall to the executive boardroom. The board meeting was already begun. They had timed her arrival to make an entrance.
Jewel had walked into the boardroom and was immediately challenged by Horace and the other members of the board. As a noble woman of Allegoria and her deceased husband's widow Jewel asserted her right to be there. After some arguing back and forth the board eventually voted for a short recess to let Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon meet privately with Jewel.
Once back in his office however, the whole plan went to shit.
Horace escorted Lady Delacroix back to his top floor corner office and politely offered her refreshments as a distraction. Once she refused he went to his desk, reached into the top drawer and removed the controller for Lady Delacroix's nanobots.
Horace was concerned that it was too soon. Jewel was a few days early ahead of the minimum two week period where the new mental pathways might be established and he could begin her compulsory training and conditioning.
Fortune favors the bold, he thought with an aggrieved sigh. In that moment Horace dropped all pretense of civility and immediately activated her controller.
Jewel was taken by surprise. She had acted according to plan and as she was coached earlier and imagined that she would only have to fake struggling against the nanobot control. It hadn't been the full two weeks and according to her hypnotherapist it was reasonable to expect she could still act independently, if with difficulty.
Instead she found she was suddenly enamored with Horace. She couldn't imaging any one else in her life but him. She wanted nothing more than to help him achieve... greatness.
NO!
Jewel's inner conscience screamed back at her.
I WILL NEVER BE A SLAVE TO A MAN AGAIN!
Horace would try to compel her obedience and Jewel knew she would not have to play her role well. She truly had to struggle. She had to fight. Her life and freedom were on the line. Everyone she loved was in danger if she failed.
Jewel needed that confession, and as she struggled against the nanobots she fought. Despite her mind telling her to submit, she fought. Jewel hurled insults. She taunted Horace; all to no avail.
It was with the greatest effort in her life, she decided to change tack and play the role she was trained for. The role she had been disciplined and conditioned and hypnotized to follow. Jewel stopped resisting and took the path of least resistance. She let the obedience wash over her like a cool blue ocean.
Jewel stood now calmly before Horace, a picture of equanimity and submissive femininity. She let her body relax from the physical effort and emotional toll it was costing her.
In an effort to encourage him to talk she suddenly understood. Just go with it.
Amazingly, once she stopped fighting she was able to speak clearly and calmly and it was the simplest question that did it.
"Why?"
The signal generator faking her succumbing to the nanobots appeared to be doing its job because when Horace looked at the controller in his hand he smiled an evil victorious smile.
"So you want me to monologue do you? Fine, I did it because I care too much. I care about the people more than I do about myself. I care enough that I am willing to risk it all to remove the corruption and the bullshit that is the Allegorian Nobility from the face of the Earth."
"And replace it with despotism? Replace freedom with slavery?" Jewel wanted to spit out her anger. Instead she embraced the control and calmly, like a kayaker riding a river rapid, sought out the easiest path through the rough and turbulent water. Working with the nanobots instead of fighting and struggling against them for control of her own mind and body against the nanobot implantation.
Horace merely shrugged his shoulders.
"Sometimes, for the greater good, sacrifices must be made."
"There's no way you can do this alone." Jewel observed.
"Of course not! I am an anti-royalist but I know that I'll need allies. I've been working with someone you know." Horace taunted.
"Who?" Jewel couldn't help but ask, assuming he meant James.
"Ivan Ivanovich" Horace answered simply.
Jewel was nonplussed. Seeing her confusion, Horace momentarily lost his smile but still continued to gloat.
"He as been working with me to topple the noble government of Allegoria. Imagine the power I'll wield and protections I'll have in an alliance with the most powerful criminal boss in world history."
Jewel only suspected she knew who he was talking about. Wasn't Ivan Ivanovich simply another investor in some of the companies she now owned?
Suddenly understanding and clarity dawned on Jewel.
If Horace had originally been working for her dead husband Jean Claude Delacroix, and John Claude had invested in these companies with Ivan, then that was further proof that Jean Claude had been conspiring to overthrow the nobility. Horace was merely seeing the original plan through to the end.
"But why me?"
"It was nothing personal. You were just a means to an end. With your money we can finance our plan. We can enslave and rule over the nobility and finally make the government of Allegoria more responsive to the people."
"You mean responsive for you."
Horace grinned again.
"Sure. In fact, you are my scapegoat. Your husband was the one to see the need to remove the nobility and impose a more effective style of leadership. Now that he's dead, I'm merely going to see this plan through."
Jewel was astonished. Her astonishment was quickly replaced by resolve.
Wow. I never thought that I'd ever be the one to try and save the Allegorian Nobility from slavery.
"A society founded on slavery can never be truly free." Jewel tersely pronounced.
"Exactly" Horace replied "So now you get it. I must do what I feel is right to end all of it. All the corruption, the lies, the hypocrisy..."
"And you should know better than anyone. Jean Claude was considering donating you to the service. Can you imagine the number of clients who are willing to pay to bed a feminized male countess? Paying and the fantasy of power over you are part of the attraction; a noble whore as it were."
Horace took Jewel's chin in his hand and gripped her painfully, turning her head to admire her beauty.
"Such incredible potential...especially for one as hot as you..."
Horace didn't get to finish. The sounds of sirens approaching from the distance caught his attention. Withdrawing a hidden pistol from his desk he went to the widow to investigate.
"Oh dear...someone has been naughty." Horace didn't sound angry, instead, he just sounded disappointed.
"They're going to arrest you." Jewel smiled as she said it. Soon he would be in handcuffs and jailed.
Horace was disappointed. He would have to flee the country. He had so many goals and dreams to make the world a better place, but now they would not come to pass. Somehow Lady Delacroix had discovered his scheme.
Still, they would not capture him or take him alive. He had plans in place for even the most unlikely scenario including this one. Horace sighed with exasperation yet he also saw an opportunity to exact revenge on Lady Delacroix for her part in destroying his plans.
"Lady Delacroix. Take this gun." He placed it in her hands.
Jewel was confused.
"Face this way." He said as he turned her to face the door and the sounds of the police attempting to break it down.
Jewel felt her horror grow as her body obeyed.
"Shoot anyone who comes through that door." Horace ordered.
Jules had grown up in America. He knew how to handle a gun. Jewel remembered those lessons and watched, her terror increasing, as her hands clasped the pistol and held it ready.
"Good bye Lady Delacroix, until we meet again."
Jewel was repulsed as Horace actually kissed her on the lips, longingly and romantically, then smiled, and stepped and disappeared from her sight behind her.
Distracted and disgusted by Horace's kiss, she was unprepared for when her bodyguards posing as her personal assistants and the agents from the EQG finally burst through the door into the room.
They had weapons drawn and looked surprised to see Jewel, alone in the room.
"Where is Dr. Inon?" One asked.
Jewel's finger pulled the trigger.
The surprised look on the agents face didn't fade when she looked down on her chest and noticed the bullet hole appear in the front of her suit jacket.
The second agent had her weapon drawn and fired.
Jewel didn't even have the luxury to scream in horror as her fingers pulled the trigger again, and as the agents returned fire she felt sudden red hot agony in her chest. The gun fell from her hand as she collapsed backwards and down onto the plush Persian rug of Horace's executive office.
Her eyes closed and darkness came swiftly.
**
The agony was exquisite.
Jewel was used to agony in her life.
First there was the emotional agony she endured for years as she was tormented and paraded about and made into Jean Claude's plaything.
Then there was the physical agony as she was raped and abused and made into Jean Claude's sexual submissive and slave.
But this agony was different. This time, she welcomed the pain, the agony.
It meant she was still alive!
Jewel woke. Her vision was blurry at first. She waited patiently for her vision to clear and focus. She heard beeps of a heart rate monitor. She heard the whoosh of the respirator machine giving her air. She was in a hospital room.
No. She was in her sick room in her mansion. Jewel turned her head and saw a nurse.
And Donna.
"She lives." Donna said with an emotional gasp of joy. She looked ready to cry.
Jewel's vision blurred again as her eyes filled with tears. The agony inside her chest gave her focus. She was definitely alive!
"What happened?" Jewel wondered. She couldn't speak. There was a tube down her throat. Her throat was dry. She needed water.
**
One week later Jewel was finally recovered enough to sit up from bed. The ventilator was removed and she was breathing entirely on her own.
"The agents had body armor on" Melinda reminded Jewel. "You didn't"
"They reacted as trained and returned fire. Fortunately for you their shots went right through you just below your shoulders."
"The surgeon was able to fix you right up. You won't even have any scars." Donna added.
"What happened to Horace?"
"He escaped and is currently at large." Melinda informed.
"How?"
"The arras in his office."
Jewel remembered the rich tapestry that hung on the back wall of Horace's office and understood there was an alcove behind it. The alcove must have a hidden escape that wasn't in the building plans.
"Now what happens?" Jewel asked.
**
Jewel watched the official video as Melinda and the EQG agent interrogated Dr. Patricia Agonia. With their control app running on Patricia's nanobot controller that they had found in another desk drawer and with the access codes stolen from Horace's computer they were eager to know why Horace had targeted her.
After learning that Dr. Agonia was a member of the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy, Dr. Horace Jarrod Inon wanted to remove her from the Bimbo Lottery program. She was becoming much too influential and gaining too much access inside his department.
When he was unsuccessful due to Countess Wanda Oldsworth's influence Horace decided to use her to garner secrets of the SRM and use them to his advantage.
The EQG didn't even have to use her controller's applications "interrogation mode" that compels obedience and truthfulness to questions asked and answers given on the Hypnotherapist to compel her to confess her knowledge of Horace's scheme. As one of the enslaved she was eager to tell everything she knew about Horace and his plans.
Confession it seems was good for the soul.
Jewel struggled to come up with any feelings of hatred for the one woman who she felt she could trust to help her make her life more bearable...she had done exactly that...but for the wrong reasons. She did it to make her former husband's life easier, and not her own. She only used Jewel to free herself from enslavement and not out of any feelings of sympathy for Jewel and her long sad history.
Jewel knew it was the years of hypnotherapy working to keep her calm and let her anger fail to take root. Yet it was that same hypnotic conditioning that had thwarted the control application long enough for her to induce Horace to monologue and brag about his genius and his exploits.
Jewel turned her attention to the report from another EQG computer forensic expert who was trolling though the data stored on Horace's servers. It seemed that Jewel and Patricia Agonia were not the only ones injected with the nanobots. Jewel would be astonished to learn that Neil, the CEO of the software company she owned had also been enslaved for enslaving several young women back in New York, and was later sold to Horace and the NSSA&M to become a service provider for the department as a way to keep him hidden from authorities back in America.
The scandal threatened to go international. But once they summoned Olivia from her dorm their worries were allayed. He...she...had completely succumbed and only knew of her life as Olivia now. The EQG wanted this kept a secret for now.
Jewel finally received the control device for the nanobots implanted inside her mind. The EQG wanted to keep it as evidence but Jewel invoked her noble authority to take custody of the device.
Jewel hesitated as she held the activated controller that now interfaced with the nanobots inside her mind. According to the medical literature they uncovered in Horace's files and Dr. Agonia's testimony, it clearly stated that if a test subject with nanobots experienced an interruption of control during the initial implantation that a debilitating stroke resulting in death was a distinct possibility occurring in 90% of all test animals.
Jewel remembered Jean Claude and the first stroke that nearly ended his life and left him impaired for several months before the neurological treatments enabled him to recover. The first month was the worst as he was nearly a complete invalid. Only the fact that they were on a lengthy cruise during which he received the most advanced and powerful nootropics was he able to conceal the seriousness of his condition and eventually recover.
Donna stood by Jewel as she struggled to control her feelings. Donna didn't want Jewel to have a massive stroke and possibly die. But she didn't want Jewel to be enslaved either. It just wasn't fair that after all the pain and suffering life had brought Jewel that she should have to risk the end of her life so soon after finding love and happiness.
Donna suddenly wondered if she was thinking about Jewel or her own loss should Jewel leave her.
Her reverie was broken when Jewel turned towards her.
"Here." Jewel said as she held out the controller to Donna.
"What?" Donna asked her male wife. She didn't move to take it.
"I want you to do it."
Tears began streaming from Donnas' eyes.
The EQK agent that had been briefing Jewel found that he had a sudden need to be elsewhere and left. Within a few seconds they found they were alone.
Jewel handed the controller to Donna and carefully placed it in her hand.
"I just want you to know that" Jewel's voice momentarily caught "that I'd go through it all over again just to end up here with you."
Donna could barely see and had to wipe the tears flooding from her eyes.
"I don't want to leave you." Jewel sobbed.
Donna held the controller in unsteady hands, unable to even read the screen through her tears. She looked up at Jewel.
"Then don't."
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"Then don't"
Jewel looked up to see Dr. Patricia Agonia. When did she get here Jewel wondered?
Jewel and Donna both glanced to each other from where they were sitting. The hypnotherapist had apparently not read the social cues and left them alone to their grief.
"Don't what?" Jewel finally asked.
"Don't turn it off. Don't risk a massive stroke and death. Just...don't." She said calmly.
"So I should end up enslaved? Like you?" Jewel's irritation at the interruption of her emotional turmoil evident in her voice.
"No...just take the controller, lock it away, and never use it. Never give it another program or goal."
Both Jewel and Donna looked dumbfounded at the idea.
"And that would work?" Donna finally asked.
"Yes...I think so...It's worth a chance." Patricia Agonia answered. "These controllers have the unique encryptions for each of our nanobots. The nanobots will only follow the programs they're given."
"The nanobots are permanent. The program needs an object for you to focus upon. Change the object of your obedience from Horace to someone else. Devote yourself to your husband." Dr. Agonia indicated Donna.
Donna and Jewel looked at each other as Donna looked at the controller now in the palm of her hand.
"I...um...are you sure?" Donna asked Jewel. Worry evident in her tone.
Jewel wiped the tears that threatened from her eyes and merely nodded yes.
"Just...take mine too. Lock it away and never use it." Patricia held out her own controller to Donna.
**
Before adjusting the final settings on Jewel's mind and before locking away Patricia Agonia's nanobot control application Jewel had Donna do one other thing; one very important thing that Jewel had wanted for the longest time...answers.
As Donna was locking the controllers away in Jewel's walk in jewelry safe in her master suite it occurred to Countess Jewel Veronica Delacroix that she had the opportunity to ask questions and receive honest answers.
Dr. Patricia Agonia, Hypnotherapist, was obligated to tell the truth by compulsion of her nanobot enslavement. Sitting in Jewel's salon, Patricia across from her, Jewel finally asked the question that had been bothering her for the longest time since her arranged marriage was consummated.
"Did you use hypnotherapy to control my thoughts?"
Patricia looked quizzically at Lady Delacroix.
"No."
"You have to tell me the truth, I command it." Jewel huffed in disbelief.
Dr. Agonia nodded politely.
"I cannot control your thoughts with hypnotherapy. Even the use of the drug 'docility' cannot alter your thoughts. With sustained therapy and hypnotic treatment you can be conditioned to accept your situation and your role but unlike these nanobots my methods still leave you as you."
Jewel couldn't accept that explanation.
"That has to be a lie," Jewel accused, despite knowing the nanobots would not allow Patricia to lie "I tried over and over to escape and always failed."
"Yes. You're desire for freedom was never in question and even over 6 years of sustained therapy you never gave up."
Jewel stopped to consider.
"But I did give up" She admitted "Just before Jean Claude died, the day of the race, I...quit...I gave up...I knew after all this time there was no escape."
Dr. Agonia merely nodded in understanding as she often did during routine therapy sessions.
"You may have decided to quit in a moment of despair, but after 6 years I know from your past that that would only be a temporary situation. You are naturally resilient Lady Delacroix; you would eventually have recovered and continued to struggle for freedom."
"Then why did I fail? Every time ended in failure, every escape attempt, act of disobedience..."
"Therapy was used to condition you over time to reward you for behavior that your husband found acceptable and to cause hesitation for behavior your husband found unacceptable."
"Like what? What did you do to me?"
"The first sessions were to condition you to accept that you were married, even though you didn't approve of the marriage. Additional sessions gave reward stimulus for desired behavior. You became accustomed to satisfying your husband sexually even though you never felt pleasure form it. There were also subliminal tics and tells that were used to indicate when you were considering wholly inappropriate behavior such as considering escape or actually about to escape."
Jewel was perplexed. "How?"
"You were taught to tap your toe if you were about to run away or execute an escape plan. You were also taught to bite your lip if you were planning or considering an escape."
"I remember that I had a nervous habit of biting my lip sometimes. I thought it was just some annoying tic I picked up" Jewel mused "you are saying I was basically telling everyone in advance that I was planning to run."
"That's exactly right. They were nervous tics I subliminally implanted during hypnosis."
"Then what was it that made me black out completely? When Jean Claude forced me to blow him in front of my dad I know he did or said something to me."
Patricia nodded. "Yes. There was...basically think of it like an override switch, a command word to cause you to fully submit. It was to be used only under extreme circumstances or need. I know Jean Claude used it to humiliate you in front of your father that way."
Jewel could feel her anger well inside her, to only fade away almost as quickly as it appeared. That brought out another question.
"Is this why I don't get angry...like the anger tat I should be feeling right now?" Jewel hissed though her question lacked the force behind it to be truly impactful.
"Yes. You are to be the image of beauty and domestic tranquility, as your husband desired, submissive and subservient to him in all things. It's also why you never really argued with him or challenged him personally. He didn't want the domestic drama and used hypnotherapy to encourage you to never bother."
Jewel suddenly knew that to be true. She hardly ever bothered to fight with her husband as she somehow instinctively knew it to be futile. Hearing that it was due to her hypnotic conditioning didn't satisfy her in the least.
Jewel remembered reading her medical record and what her new doctor told her. It all made sense now.
The drugs; sleeping pills, mood stabilizers, and anti-depressants; all highly addictive and used sparingly hadn't been necessary since her return from the boarding school and their use had been discontinued.
Maintaining her sleep schedule as well as the effects of activity and exercise, coupled with therapy had ultimately been enough to treat her depression and train her into becoming more than just a male-bride. She had become a wife.
Lady Delacroix was wondering why she was so...compliant and accommodating to her new husband. Now she knew why. She had been drugged and the hypnosis had been used to modify her behavior, control her, and make her compliant and cooperative.
All that time she had thought it was to help her deal with the stress...she had been a fool!
Jewel smiled politely and prettily as Dr. Patricia Agonia, the woman she had thought of as her friendly helpful therapist, a trusted confidant had been the architect of her conditioning and obedience every bit as much as Leanne had been.
It's time for your hypnosis session, Patricia would say. Jewel would relax as she always looked forward to it.
And how she could never remember what they discussed during hypnosis but how she was always more relaxed afterwards. It had always been her favorite part of therapy.
And with the grace, poise and self control that were the result of years of conditioning and training, Jewel stood to leave, ending the discussion on the topic.
**
Jewel and Donna paused for a moment before they were to enter the Grand Ballroom of the Royal Palace.
Jewel discreetly adjusted the Green with Gold edged Ribband that hung from her left shoulder around her right hip one last time. The Delacroix Family Diadem pinned above her left breast while the Ulrich Family Diadem was pinned just below.
The Ribband had been delivered by royal messenger the day before. Reading the decree from the queen had surprised both Donna and Jewel completely. Recognition for bravery had been unexpected.
Her white silk floor length ball gown was complementary to the black gown worn by Donna. Both women wore Tiara's. Jewel wore an emerald tiara to match her Ribband while Donna wore diamond to contrast with her gown.
The Master of ceremonies announced their arrival as they entered, Jewel holding onto Donnas' arm as they proceeded into hall and the white tie affair of royal court. The crowded room filled with the nobility of Allegoria, all wearing their noble regalia.
At 5 foot 9 inches tall Jewel was still amazed when she was able to look most all of the noble women of Allegoria in the eyes. Jewel had heard that the average height of the noble women was 5 foot 8 inches. They all tended to be supermodel tall and thin and built. Her life experience had born that out. Even wearing 4 inch heels didn't help her height when all the women she met would also wear high heels to formal affairs.
No doubt being descendents from the deserters of Frederick the Greats "Great Men" who fled to and then conquered Allegoria was the logical conclusion explaining their stature.
Standing at 6'1" in heels would normally seem tall until she stood next to the noble men of Allegoria. Jewel's dead husband had been 6'8". Her father was 6'6". Even her younger brother James was 6'4". Jewel never really understood why "Jules" at 5'9" got the short end of the stick. He ended up the exact same height as his younger sister and his mother.
Therefore it must have been just her imagination that her peers had always seemed to have literally looked down their noses at her. Many had never wanted her here and only suffered her presence due to the wealth and influence of her dead husband. It would be better to say that they simply looked down at Jewel figuratively.
But as she entered the grand hall of the royal palace she was struck by the sudden deferential mood directed her way. It was strange, unexpected, and left her feeling on edge.
Female nobles had initially disliked her as they thought she would try to seduce their husbands. They viewed her simply as a rival and a seductress. Now that she was married to a woman they viewed her more compassionately and with attitudes nearing friendship.
But the husbands who originally viewed her as a cross dressed homosexual now viewed her as a possible seducer of their wives. Female bisexuality was a preferred and encouraged trait among the nobles. A feminized male bride was still viewed as a woman. The script had been flipped.
It was open knowledge now among the nobles the threat of enslavement they had faced and that Lady Jewel Delacroix was the reason they were not enslaved. That she had used her own nanobot controller to devote herself to her new female husband brought further admiration and respect.
Looks of approval were something unfamiliar and new to her, but there was no mistaking the look of respect on the faces and in the eyes of her noble peers as she and Donna walked regally down the center of the grand hall, her noble peers on either side of her parting as they made their way to the throne of the Queen of Allegoria.
To get respect you had to earn it. There are no short cuts, no handouts or charity.
With great deeds came respect. It was something you could not take, only give and receive.
Donna was by her side. At 5'10", she only wore 3 inch heels so they could be the same height and stand and see each other eye to eye. Jewel held Donnas' arm as Donna escorted her to the Queen and gazed adoringly at her female husband.
No one knew what the future would hold, but Jewel was so happy to be able to face that future with Donna by her side.
The knighting ceremony was fairly straightforward. In recognition for her bravery in uncovering and thwarting a plot against the crown and as Heir to Ulrich the Fierce, she would also now be know in her own right as Dame Jewel Veronica.
There was also an additional surprise. The consensus was that her actions did indeed save each and every noble lord and lady. It had been years since a noble title had been elevated but in recognition for her service to the entirety of the royal court, Jewel would no longer be known as Countess. She would henceforth be titled as Princess.
Princess Dame Jewel Veronica Delacroix of the House of Delacroix and Ulrich.
Jewel and Donna had already been informed that there was a royal tithe that attends an elevation in station of this magnitude. 80 billion was a hefty sum. Her father, John, had made certain of the amount with the tithes division of the Department of Income, Revenue, and Taxes.
She and Donna had discussed at length and in private what that meant; that the crown only thought Jewel had 800 billion in assets and all those "other investments' Jean Claude had kept were strictly off the books and in off shore accounts to hide his true wealth. It would seem that Jewel and Donna would not become the world's ninth trillionaires anytime this year after all...but next year however...
Jewel at first didn't understand that the opportunity to be elevated to Princess was an offer she could not refuse. Once again John and Donna had to explain it carefully. Her refusal of elevation to princess and to tithe would have been seen as an insult. She would have been ostracized from all of noble society and quite likely stripped of all her assets and wealth.
While her father had been blunt in his explanation of her duties and responsibilities of her wealth and being wealthy, it still reeked to her of a simple money grab by the crown.
Allegoria had been founded with a noble class giving stability to a country and all the nobles were considered equals despite their title. Even the Queen (or King when there was one) was simply thought of a first among equals.
With her ascendancy to Princess she would simply be the first among all the nobles to be considered for the crown upon the death of the current queen; quite a price to pay to be the first to be refused the throne after the death of the current ruler.
The only other surprise from the noble court was her boon. Jewel and Donna knew this was part of the ceremony and they had discussed it earlier and knew exactly what to ask.
Jewel used her respect and boon from the Queen to get Jocelyn and Jennifer pardons for their participation in Jewel's escape attempt to the Embassy of the United States years ago.
It was a complete surprise to everyone and the Nobles of Allegoria were split over whether this was a sign of foolishness to ask for so little or a sign of strength that she felt as if she doesn't have to ask for more.
As the formal ceremonies gave way to celebration Jewel and Donna cut quite the swath, dancing and celebrating the night away.
And there were other victories.
One month later, leveraging her newfound respect Jewel was also finally able to achieve some success in her quest to eliminate arranged marriages. The 'Full Disclosure' resolution passed parliament easily and after much deliberation in the House of Lords, and a slight scaling back of the original bill, the bill passed into law.
Sadly, this meant that while arranged marriages were still legal, they would only be legal if all parties knew of the arrangement ahead of time and both potential spouses consented. The House of Lords made one change to the law; it was only legal upon the subjects of the crown and not the lords of the realm.
Donna was there to console Jewel.
"It's not quite the win I was hoping for." Jewel observed.
"Many good people come here who expect justice. They are often disappointed when they don't find it." Donna consoled.
"I don't understand how they could deny the reality that these young men face. That I faced."
"They're not denying it. But change happens slowly. If it didn't, then by the next election the pendulum would swing back the other way. Your husband knew this when he made his move and extended existing laws to cover men as well as women. It made it seem both respectful of traditions and progressive policy. Otherwise it would never have been allowed."
"But the nobles can still take anyone they want." Jewel complained. The law as passed would still not have saved her from her original arranged marriage had it existed back then.
"Give it time. Keep advocating for change. Your quest is noble and it's worth it."
Jewel smiled at Donnas' support and endorsement. She decided she would fight for this for as long as she lived.
Lastly Jewel and Donna were now deeply embedded in the administration of the Elite Queens Guards. They now sat on the board of oversight for the task force that was organized to take stock of the situation and develop counters to the nanobot threat and official policy to manage it.
The risk of slavery via nanobots isn't going away any time soon. The tech is there and others know it. The genie is out of the bottle. The cat is out of the bag. Enslavement is a possibility and all the nobles unanimously agreed that the tech must be kept in their hands...to prevent its misuse...
Jewel felt that there was more than a little "wink-wink nudge-nudge" in their attitudes to the nanobots and their potential. Officially the government would still use them, under carefully controlled conditions and restrictions to cure otherwise incurable diseases and neurological disorders. It was what might happen behind the scenes that kept Jewel from sleeping well some nights.
But the one thing Jewel seemed to notice that Donna insisted was only in her mind was how Allegoria appeared to be embracing a more female dominated government. Lady Wanda Oldsworth had been a strong critic of Dr. Horace Jarod Inon and it did not go unnoticed by their noble peers. Wanda's influence had also grown thanks to Jewel's actions.
To her it now seemed that the Society for the Restoration of the Matriarchy held sway. With their faction in favor the Allegorian Queen found that her rule was more secure and her decrees found less opposition. She was more firmly entrenched and able to rule with greater authority...and impunity.
There was even open discussion for limiting male enfranchisement in political affairs.
Did we find all of Jean Claude's plots and expose them? Jewel wondered. Did exposing and foiling his coup instead enable and embolden his enemies?
There is no way of truly knowing Jewel realized. It's never that simple. There are plots within plots.
**
It is only after the deepest darkness that the greatest joy can come.
After the excitement faded, and as Jewel recovered from her wounds and as life moved on Jewel and Donna finally decided to take a vacation. African Safaris were once again in vogue as management of wild animals had allowed for the recovery of many threatened species. A photo safari across several of the most prominent wildlife parks in Africa, and an escape from their duties, temporarily, brought them a well deserved rest.
While the others were taking photographs of the wildlife and the scenery, Jewel was most focused and happy to take photos of her family.
They took their newest employee, Brandi. Brandi was very happy to have her contract with the NSSA&M bought out. She was looking forward to the end of her term of service and already planning how to return to her normal life as Randy when it officially ended.
Jewel and Donna also considered purchasing Olivia's contract. Unfortunately Olivia was now programmed to serve as a whore and cum slut and she eagerly sought to serve in every way possible. Her programming into a slut and cum whore was irreversible. She would likely spend the rest of her days as a happy hooker. She would remain in the NSSA&M's service.



Keeping Olivia as a fully enslaved service provider also served another purpose. She was a concrete physical reminder and proof of the danger posed by the threat of nanobot enslavement.
Jewel and Donna also invited Jennifer and Jocelyn on their Safari. Jewel's sister and mother were enjoying their vacation tremendously. John had been invited but he had chosen to remain behind, ostensibly to continue to work on Jewel's investments and financial portfolio, but also to complete his therapy and recovery. John's treatment for alcoholism would take time, but for now, everything was working out just fine.
Jewel wore a desert camo and khaki high waist pencil skirt. That meant she had to tuck her penis away but the skirt style really emphasized her firm full bottom. She also wore a complementary camouflage camisole, and long sleeve khaki blouse, to keep the equatorial sun from burning her skin. Her knee high olive drab socks incongruously having forest green lace around the hem. Her tan suede leather ankle boots boasted her necessary 4 inch wedge heel. Her pith helmet shaded and cooled her head and her aviator glasses (they had recently come back into fashion) shaded her eyes.
She thought the pink lace trimmed camouflage pattern bra and panties were a bit of overkill. No one would see them...except for Donna. Jewel blushed at the thought of how excited and satisfied it made her feel to please her female husband.
Jewel set her camera aside for a moment and absentmindedly patted her belly where the fetuses now resided. The babies were safe and secure and growing normally and healthy inside the artificial womb implanted inside her. Jewel's baby bump was just now starting to bulge outward showing off her pregnancy. By the end of their safari she would no longer fit into her custom clothes and maternity wear would become her daily attire.
Jewel looked to Donna as she was busy taking photographs of wild animals seeking shade under a tree. Jewel patted her belly as baby Theodore and baby Jessica gestated inside her.
The fertility clinic had succeeded in helping her conceive the fraternal twins; Theodore, who was conceived from Jean Claude's frozen sperm sample and Donnas' donor egg and Jessica, conceived from Jules sperm and Donnas' donor egg.
Donna meanwhile was pregnant with their son from natural fertilization. Baby Joshua was due when Jewel was scheduled to deliver as well. Jewel and Donna had planned it this way so all the children could be raised together.
As Jean Claude's will stipulated, Jewel would carry his heir to full term inside her. She would then give birth via cesarean section. Jewel was satisfied with their choice to meet the legal requirements imposed upon her to bear an heir to the Delacroix name as well as a child of both her and Donnas' DNA.
Jewel and Donna agreed that these would be their only children. The temporary artificial womb now implanted inside Jewel would be removed during the same birthing procedure. Besides, who would want to go through the pain of childbirth a second time anyway?
Jewel relaxed in the warm sun and pondered, as she often did, if her happiness and satisfaction was of her own doing or because of the nanobots embedded in her mind. Donna had set all the controls to the lowest settings and even left some settings blank to minimize the impact on her mind.
Jewel remembered everything about her life before finding Donna in the coffee shop and rekindling their relationship, and after she was injected with the nanobots. She could not remember feeling any less in love, less happy, or any perceptible difference to the way she felt today.
Maybe if the nanobots only helped her to keep and hold tight to the love she had they might actually be a good thing.
Donna, Jennifer and Jocelyn returned to the range rover and Donna smiled at Jewel, excited about the photos she had taken of the wild animals they saw. Jewel smiled back and rubbed her belly again.
Yes...just maybe they were.
**
Epilogue
"Good Evening Mr. Ivanovich, how was the voyage?" Adam Smith greeted his 2nd largest investor (by total dollars invested) with the cordial deference that was his due.
Ivan looked down upon Adam Smith on his computer. The image was expanded to show Adam, his image centered in his 40th floor office of his office building with a view of the New York cityscape and the harbor behind him. Signed photographs of Presidents and Prime ministers adorned his desk; a power play to show his wealth, influence and prestige.
The effort was ignored by Ivan.
"As well as could be expected given the winter season, of course the Krasnaya Lastochka is capable of handling any seas." Ivan Ivanovich replied with equal cordiality.
Ivan knew that the image Adam was viewing for their secure and encrypted business meeting would be just Ivan's head and upper chest. The back ground was merely the stateroom bulkhead on his mega-yacht.
Now Ivan knew exactly where Adam was right now but Adam would have no idea where Ivan was taking the call.
Ivan had known and worked with Adam Smith for years. Adam's financial acumen and prowess were unequaled. That his moral and ethical compass more closely aligned with Ivan's was a bonus of which Ivan was only too happy to avail himself. Scruples and ethics were for weaker men.
"Your message said that you had discovered a weakness we could exploit regarding out mutual business partner?"
"Yes indeed" Adam replied. "As you well know, Desiree Gagnon was working for me when we both first met our new business partner two years ago. Her task was to run a risk analysis of Countess Delacroix, now Princess and report to me her findings."
"I recall. She couldn't find any. The countess was honest and thrifty."
"Well, maybe not so much..." Adam gleefully extolled.
Ivan arched an eyebrow.
"After the meeting Desiree went back to work. She had discovered new information about the, ah, Princess, information the Princess herself revealed in a conversation with Ms. Gagnon. She went to investigate and try to corroborate the information." Adam paused for dramatic effect.
"And?" Ivan wasn't in a mood to be trifled with.
"And it turns out much of the information about the countess' so called happiness was untrue. Desiree went back to work and was investigating the national servers in Allegoria before I called her away for an after meeting get together."
"And she found nothing? The servers in Allegoria are run by the nobles, their software encryptions have never been penetrated..." Ivan suddenly realized where Adam was leading "until now."
"Until now..." Adam's smile was predatory. "When I called Desiree away she had left her programs running, searching for access, weaknesses... Slow, patient, and untraceable, her programs have been running continuously for the past two years." Adam let that statement hang.
"Go on..." Ivan ordered.
"And just last week, the program finally found a loophole, a weakness. It automatically exploited it."
"We have access to the Allegorian Government computer servers?" Ivan asked astounded.
"We have access!" Adam confirmed.
"And what about the banking software?" Ivan growled.
"Nothing yet, but we are closer than we were so...give it time." Adam gestured dismissively.
The conversation seemed to hang for a moment as neither man spoke.
"Did Dr. Inon make it out?" Adam inquired.
"The man did not survive his extraction." Ivan coolly informed. He saw no need to mention that James McLeod and the service whore Britney were now held securely in the brig of his yacht. Ivan wasn't sure what to do with Dr. Horace Inon's henchman but the whore who was made into Lady Delacroix's twin might still prove useful.
Adam merely nodded his assent. He fully understood that failures this large cannot be tolerated.
"How is she anyway, your Red Swallow?" Adam asked. He sounded wistful as if in regret.
"She is productively engaged in my service." Ivan answered ambiguously.
"Well...we should set up a face to face meeting as soon as possible to discuss the information and how to exploit it."
"I'll let you know." Ivan answered non-commitally as he signed out of the call.
The screen went blank.
Desiree Gagnon's head bobbed up off of Ivan's ten inch throbbing cock. Kneeling in only her white satin panties, white stockings, and white high heels she let slip the shaft and head of Ivan's massive penis from her mouth, a string of drool hanging loosely from her lips to the head of Ivan's dick.
"Did I hear that right?" Desiree asked in astonishment.
Normally she would never interrupt Ivan's blow job or suspend her oral attentions for anything, especially not a routine business call but the information was just too intriguing for her to ignore.
Ivan glanced down at her and prepared to frown in disapproval. But her innocent look upon her face, her spittle hanging from his cock to her lips, and running down her chin onto her pert and perfect C cup breasts, her normally immaculate white blond hair tousled from her oral exertions...the image she presented was simply enchanting.
"It would seem so little one. You may have once again surprised me with your excellent and tenacious work."
Desiree blushed from the praise. She adored Ivan and wanted to always make him happy.
She held his gaze as she darted out her tongue to lick up the string of drool connecting her lips to his cock and tease his glans. Her eyes closed slightly as lust drove her actions. She allowed her lust to combine and build upon her happiness at his praise as she opened her lips as wide as possible to again encompass his enormous ten inch tool. She slid her mouth and lips down the body, swallowing hard to suppress her gag reflex and drive her lips down to the root at the base of his shaft. Her tongue swirled even as her mind was awhirl with the possibilities and probabilities of having made a crack into the most secure servers in the world today.
Desiree pushed that thought aside for the moment as she eagerly resumed the challenge before her.
After Desiree gave Ivan a routine risk analysis report Ivan had challenged her to fellate him to orgasm using only her mouth. No use of hands. Her hands had even been tied behind her back with the white satin ribbon she had used to tie back her beautiful blond locks so she wouldn't accidentally touch him and fail her challenge.
Desiree used every oral skill she knew to succeed with her hands-free blow job.
His circumcised mushroom head, meaty shaft, and musky base all benefitted from her oral skills. Desiree bobbed her head rhythmically from base to head and back down the shaft, her moist mouth and wet tongue coating his slickened cock.
Long loose strands of her hair had even become caught in her mouth and added silky smooth stimulation to his lengthy pole.
With perfect practiced pressure from her mouth and tongue she teased and tantalized Ivan's tool. As she sensed Ivan was drawing near she brushed the ridges of the roof of her mouth against the scar from his circumcision.
The added friction and stimulation was the final straw that drove Ivan to orgasmic pleasure.
Desiree bobbed down as far as her throat and mouth allowed to receive all of his cum that she could directly into her waiting tummy. As she sensed the flow of his cum start to subside she raised back up to let the last few spurts fill her mouth so she could savor his essence.
Finished with her blow job she leaned back and smiled, showing Ivan his cum in her mouth before she licked her lips and, like a very good girl, swallowed every last drop.
She had succeeded with her hands free blow job of Ivan's cock and made him cum AND she had just learned that she was a step closer to infiltrating Allegoria's national servers.
This was turning out to be a very good day.
*end of book two*
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Happy 40th birthday mom.
Oh it's not?
It's what?
It's the 20th anniversary of your 18th birthday?
I see, so what your saying is that next month will it be the 2nd anniversary of my 18th birthday as well?
No mom, I'm not sassing you.
Anyway I would've called earlier but I had to wax and trim Bigfoot so he can be ready for when we start shooting.
I actually feel bad for Bigfoot. He really let himself go and stopped shaving off his body hair and is all hairy all over again. Good thing I'm not allergic to Bigfoot dander.
Yeah, it took awhile as I ran out of wax and had to go and buy more and the store was all sold out and so I had to go to another store and they wouldn't take the first stores coupons despite advertising a price match guarantee so...yeah, it took awhile.
Anyway, the writer/producer/director/actor/agent/marketer and distributor agreed and wants you to be with Bigfoot and me in our next movie.
Bigfoot porn is a niche market but it sure is profitable.
It will be called "Back Country Ranger 3, Rump Humpers attack."
Of course there are lots and lots of anal scenes. After all, that's what I'm best known for, and remember, I did win 'best anal' last year at the annual porn award show.
The movies aren't called back country ranger for nothing.
It's a clue. A metaphor.
Metaphor.
I don't really know what that means; I'm not into big words.
Yes, Back Country Ranger 3, Rump Humpers attack.
The plot? Well basically this time we go to Yellowstone National Park and discover that an evil doctor and his henchmen are trying to blow up the Yellowstone super volcano. They are going to blackmail the world if they don't get what they want.
What do they want?
They want world domination and to subjugate all women into anal servitude.
Because it's called Rump Humpers attack. They want to attack our Rumps...
Look, I don't write this stuff, I'm just an actress, the writer/director/producer/financier does all that.
So anyway, the President gets wind of an impending terrorist attack and sends in me and Bigfoot as a covert operations team to meat the threat.
Get it? Meat? No? Anyway...
At first the terrorists target an instrument company of some sort located in Texas.
They are a terrorist organization called Al-Gebra and they are wielding weapons of math instruction. They are trying to take down Big Math and their stranglehold on higher education.
Anyway, this is where you come in...we will have two scenes, the first one is where Bigfoot and I rescue you from the factory in Texas where they make the Instruments and take you into our protective custody where we then have a three way with Bigfoot and me as you express your gratitude for your rescue and the second one is when you accompany us to Yellowstone as we try and find the evil lair and you and I will be camping and the henchmen find us and surprise us when we are 69ing and scissoring and fondling and frottage and licking pussy and even KISSING and kidnap us and take us back to the evil lair to meet the evil mastermind who will then try to kill us in an overly elaborate and totally and unnecessarily dramatic manner!
NO I DO NOT HAVE A PROBLEM WITH RUN ON SENTENCES!
Anyway in one scene they jump me and I yell, "Get off of me." But the henchmen think I yell "Get off IN me." And then one thing leads to another and I say "Oh no," and the henchman says "Oh yeah!" And then there is a struggle, and his cock is inside my ass, and then I'm like "Hngh!" cause he's stretching me out, and the henchman is like "Mmph," and then I go like "Mmmm" cuz it kinda feels good despite myself and then the henchman goes like "Urgh" as he cums and then "Oof" when Bigfoot knocks him out and rescues me and then we go on and continue the mission.
Because they are the henchmen, they attack and try to hench us...duh...
Mom......seriously...I'm not the writer, ok...I don't write this schlock, and I'm just a porn star...
Why make a third movie?
Because it's Hollywood porn! This is just how porn operates, if it kind of works and makes money they'll just keep on doing it over and over again until everyone is sick and tired of it. Besides, all great trilogies come in threes, you know this already.
ANYWAY...mom...once the shooting is over and Bigfoot rescues us we get to go back into our undercover identities.
Also, you should know that we sold our farm in Humboldt County. It turns out that we really weren't welcome there and everyone thought of us as outsiders not to be trusted. Even Bigfoot, who's as at home in the forest as anyone can possibly be!
Well, we took the money and have moved to our new ranch in Montana. We will finally open our new business "Bigfoot and Bimbo's Bed and Breakfast".
Try our Big Foot Long Meat!
If you want to you can be there as well as our live in lover and maid and technical math genius girl...woman...something.
How can you say that? It totally makes perfect sense!
Yes, B&B's B&B. Clever, right?
Now that we know how important it is we made sure to introduce ourselves to all the locals. Some of them even recognized us from our films! It's so nice to meet fans of our work.
Did I tell you we met someone new? Bigfoot and I heard about an event called the Annual Local Firefighters Pancake Breakfast Fundraiser.
I thought 'pancake breakfast fundraiser' was another methaphor...err...metaphor...
As it turns out, pancakes weren't being used as a metaphor, they were actually making and selling pancakes for breakfast to raise money for charity.
Boy were our faces red with embarrassment when we learned that they had a different idea of what pancakes meant...but we met the Fire Captain, he's the guy in charge of the Fire Brigade and still had a wonderful time making the type of pancakes that you and I know so well.
His name? I'm actually not too sure. I think it was something along the lines of Captain O.B. Vious because of how obviously well endowed he was. Not quite as long or thick as Bigfoot but still doing well for himself down there.
B and C DP'd me you see and if you could see me you'd see that I am so sore and walking bow legged for now but...
There is one final thing you should know...brace yourself...
You are going to be a grandmother!!! YAYYY!
Yes. Really! A grandmother! I'm pregnant with Bigfoot's baby!
It's probably time we settled down and raised a family even if it means my career in porn will be over.
How will we make money? Endorsements!
The Dickens Cider company has asked us to endorse their new HARD CIDER drink.
Yes, they'll still use the same slogan;
"Every Girl is happier when she has a Dickens Cider!"
Bigfoot and I will then simply lean back and real in that sweet royalty money.
MOM, we are literally talking about HUNDREDS of DOLLARS HERE!
Ugh! Mom, you are literally the worst.
No, I mean literally, for emphasis, like an exclamation point on a sentence, not literally literally.
OK mom, whatever, I've got to go. I'll see you on set Monday and with luck we can wrap up shooting Monday night and go out for tacos!
Love you too mom, Bye!
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Torment
**
Sasha had been looking forward to this family vacation for only a short while. The invitation was short notice but doable and although she felt just a bit rushed for her liking, everything was proceeding smoothly.
She loved her travel trailer. 'Glamping'...glamorous camping...suited her idea of comfort while traveling these days. When she and her husband were younger they used to tent camp but over the years the effort it took no longer brought the reward of enjoyment and comfort became more important. After giving up on tenting they spent a few years of cabin rentals and then finally she took the plunge and convinced her husband to splurge on a deluxe travel trailer. A model with a large bed, bathroom, and entertaining space. Now, her travel trailer allowed her to still enjoy getting out closer into nature more than hotels ever would and at comparable cost to a cabin rental.
She had expertly cleaned and prepped and packed and organized while her husband prepped the trailer and the truck for their trip.
Watching her husband work, Sasha recalled how she had giggled uproariously when earlier that morning he showed her that he was following the rules of his chastity and had reapplied his cock cage to his penis, entrapping his flaccid member therein.
After all, it had only been a week since the cage arrived. She insisted that he try it out right away. She had him wear it for the entire weekend, and again at night during the week.
During the work week she always unlocked it for him so he could remove it and clean it and store it safely away before he took his morning shower prior to going to work.
After all, proper hygiene was important.
Now that it was the weekend again, that he reinstalled it without prompting after his morning shower meant that he remembered and was abiding by all the rules they (she) had put into place regarding his chastity.
Weekends, if not going to work, required he wear his cage unless she gave permission not to.
Sasha remembered how confusing it was when it first arrived. At least there were instructions. But her husband was a bit...excited...when she grabbed his cock to put on chastity and she found just how sensitive a penis could be. Pinching was not fun for him...apparently.
Afterwards she insisted her husband apply and maintain the cage. She reserved only one part for herself...the most important part by her reasoning...the lock.
Once he was in chastity and the lock was placed through the locking pin, by rule only she was allowed to lock it and by the fact that she held custody of the keys, only she was allowed and able to unlock it! She hid away the spare key and always kept the primary key in a hidden location of their bedroom.
Sasha took her role as key-holder very seriously...or so she thought.
**
Their trip had proceeded normally and they arrived and set up their site without incident...a first for them to park the trailer and set up camp without some form of fight or argument...but another rule in play when chastity was in effect was that her husband must always be unfailingly courteous and respectful to her as his Mistress.
Entrapping his cock in a cage actually seemed to facilitate his obedience to that rule.
After their site was set up they had plenty of time for fun. The day went well with lunch, plenty of exploration, and dinner all proceeding wonderfully.
As she prepared for bed she watched as her husband lay on his side of the bed, reading. Her husband was an early to bed early to rise type while she was going to stay up late and watch a movie with their youngest before turning in. Therefore she was taken by surprise when her husband put aside his book.
"Mistress," Her husband asked "May I have the key, so that I don't wake you when I get up early to go shower?"
Sasha froze momentarily in shock and near-horror...she had forgotten the key! She always kept the key in her night stand when they were home. Clearly she had left it there when she was packing for the trip. She wasn't used to thinking about it.
Sasha saw a look of confusion pass across her husband's face as he must've seen her momentary expression of concern.
But in a moment of clarity Sasha had a sudden epiphany. Her husband would be trapped in chastity for the entire trip; four days and three nights. Sasha's expression transformed to one of faux-malevolent glee. She decided to make the most of the opportunity and lean into it.
Mistress Sasha smiled at her husband. This would be her practical joke, nay; she would make him think it was her true ulterior motive, and that it was happening at the very beginning of the trip was perfect.
"Key? Didn't you bring it?" She asked, now feigning innocence and ignorance.
Her husband and submissive looked surprised.
"You're the key-holder, I can't touch it. Didn't you bring it?" His face was a brief cavalcade of surprise, indignation and then concern.
"No. I didn't think about it. Didn't you bring the spare?" Sasha asked, struggling to conceal the gleeful smile from her face.
"The spare...isn't that in your jewelry box? No, I didn't. Why would I?"
Sasha couldn't prevent the joyous laughter from escaping her lips. It was working! Her husband would now be locked in chastity for four full days and three nights and he would think she had planned for it to happen this way.
She also resolved to hide the spare key somewhere else now that her submissive husband revealed he knew where it was hidden.
Sasha's thoughts and smile turned to satisfaction; even more confident now that her husband would finally learn his lesson about masturbating. Sasha considered masturbation to be cheating, and while it was true that her libido had been diminishing somewhat as she and her husband grew older, she still wanted and needed the rapture of sexual intercourse with her husband.
When he masturbated his libido would be satisfied for a day or two. And if Sasha wanted sex during that time frame her husband would not be able to cum; a feat that Sasha found essential to their shared intimacy and disappointing when it didn't occur.
She was also well aware that one of the reasons her husband enjoyed these trips in their travel trailer was for the sex he expected during their vacation.
Sex he always expected but now, thanks to this happy accident, would be unable to partake. Sasha considered that 'forgetting the key' was a perfect excuse to make him suffer for his attitudes and leave him frustrated.
"Well, you're not in distress now are you?" She asked softly.
"Uh...no..." Her husband admitted.
"Everything still comfortable down there?" She pursued.
Comfort was a relative term. During the first week they had learned a few lessons by trial and error. Now that his cage had been appropriately sized he hardly felt it when engaged in normal activities. His 3AM morning wood was another matter entirely. The raging erection that filled the cage was wholly contained and unable to reach its full volume and size. Frustrated and unable to play with himself he would be resigned to either suffer through the event, which could last for nearly an hour, or to go to the bathroom and try to urinate, a trick that seemed to relieve his distress.
"Um...yes..." Her husband admitted.
"Well then we will just have to get through this trip and I will let it out when we get home."
Sasha smiled sweetly and her husband seemed concerned but slightly mollified by her apparent understanding and plan of action.
She turned and left him to go start the movie. This was turning into a really good vacation!
Her new spontaneous plan to torment her husband was falling into place quite nicely! And as long as she kept her secret, he would never know she hadn't planned it from the beginning either.
**
The second day of their vacation proceeded just as wonderfully as the first and Sasha took time to marvel at the changes in her husband's behavior that chastity had fostered.
He was less argumentative and more receptive to her thoughts and ideas.
He offered to help more with the menial chores and keeping a neat campsite and travel trailer. He even made the bed while she made breakfast.
Sasha reminisced how several weeks ago she had first considered the idea of a cock cage for him after a disappointing evening of sexual intimacy and intercourse.
"Would you like 'Magic fingers' first?" her husband asked.
Sasha merely nodded 'yes' eagerly. Sasha enjoyed 'magic fingers' tremendously.
Her husband took his place beside her and gently, slowly, yet insistently stimulated her clitoris with his left hand while he used two fingers from his right hand to thrust into her vagina using slow, even strokes.
Sasha closed her eyes to fantasize. Once when her husband had asked she had told him what she usually fantasized about; it would be a variation on a typical theme where she was a voyeur who watches an anonymous woman reluctantly submit to the aggressive attentions of an anonymous man.
As her body relaxed and gave in to the stimulation from her husband's hands she delved into her fantasy. Within minutes her body was rocked by her first orgasm.
First her toes would curl, and she would sigh, and relax as she enjoyed the gentle touches and naughty nature of her fantasy.
As the pleasure grew her thighs would start to tremble. Small tremors at first, building eagerly to longer and stronger tremors...
She would grip the sheets with her hands as the pleasure overwhelmed her conscious mind and its ability to resist her fantasy and the stimulation her husband wrought upon her.
Finally the mounting pleasure would completely overwhelm her reason and her higher senses.
Her eyes rolled back in her head.
Her thighs would spasm and clamp down together in a vain attempt to stop the gentle stroking and penetration of her clit and pussy from her husband's fingers.
Her back would arch as her orgasm peaked, inadvertently causing her body to bear down upon her husband's hands pleasuring her pussy.
Finally as the orgasm subsided she would have to reach down and grip her husband's hands to make him stop. If she didn't he would just keep going and going and going, trying to inspire in her a second...or even a third orgasm.
Sometimes she would let him...
But this time, she wanted his cock. All. Eight. Inches.
Her husband would quickly wipe the lubrication off his hands on a hand towel before taking his place between her legs. She reached down to stroke his semi-erect cock and make it hard enough to enter her.
They would kiss as that made it easier to get him hard. He would insist on nibbling and licking her nipples...he enjoyed foreplay and teasing her body.
Finally his erection was hard and full and she guided the 8 inch long and 3 inch thick cock into her pussy.
Sasha loved the missionary position as she enjoyed watching her husband when he came, looking at his face, into his eyes.
His hard cock driving inside her tight pussy was heaven.
"I'm not going to stop until you cum again." He warned.
That threat was all it took as her mind embraced the opportunity and her body thrilled at the fullness and gentle friction of his pistoning cock. Another orgasm overwhelmed her.
Lost in a daze of heady pleasure she wasn't sure if he had cum with her. A simultaneous orgasm would have been a perfect end to a perfect day.
"Did you cum?" She had asked as her delirium slowly diminished and her awareness returned.
"Almost. I was so close." He answered as he continued to bump and grind against her pussy and clit.
Her husband pushed himself up onto his arms. Sasha reached out and gently at first began to play with his nipples.
Her husband love nipple play and she was only to glad to help encourage him to cum. With gently pressure, then greater insistence she slowly increased the teasing of his nipples until she was pinching them...hard!
For a moment he looked lost in pleasure, but then he continued pounding away inside her.
He didn't cum.
Sasha let him continue for several more minutes but despite several false starts he still didn't cum inside her.
"Did you masturbate?" She finally asked, angrily.
Sasha hated accusing her husband of masturbating but to her mind that was wrong and she certainly knew him well enough by now to know why he was having trouble cumming.
"I'm sorry...yes."
He actually confessed. Sasha felt angry and betrayed.
"Why?"
"It's been like two weeks since we last made love and honestly I wasn't expecting you to be interested in sex tonight. It's a weeknight and I beat off earlier this evening. When you suggested we make love, honestly; that was a complete surprise."
They had talked some more and it turned out that his earlier masturbatory efforts had sated his desire and impaired his performance. While he was otherwise vigorous and enthusiastic as usual, he was not able to reach the expected conclusion.
He wasn't able to cum.
Sasha had a hard time falling asleep after this and spent almost two hours on the internet researching her concerns. Discovering male chastity was an eye opener.
After researching male chastity and cock cages in particular she felt she had a solution to her problem...well, her husbands problem...but now she only needed a means to implement it. How could she convince him to actually let her lock him up and try chastity?
She figured that she had to try and start small. Perusing on line catalogs she found a soft bodied silicon cage that might be a good first attempt. While it didn't have a locking device it would give her...and her husband...a sample, a first experience with male chastity.
Sasha reminisced about how delighted she was when she convinced her husband to try on the silicon cage. She still remembered the look of his cock when it was 'Detained' inside.
Of course there were drawbacks. The soft bodied silicon cage was not meant for continuous use. It had broken after only a week and a half of play.
The silicon band that encircled the scrotum and testicles placed constant unremitting pressure upon his scrotum and testicles and scrotal chafing was a problem. Using too much moisturizer or lube to reduce chaffing only meant his morning erection could cause the base ring to slip up and off his cock...something that actually happened.
He most hilarious setback was when his erection actually pushed through the 'cum through' hole at the end of the cage. The silicon cage held his erect cock with a particularly aggressive grip and he showed her he could actually slide it up and down his cock. Fortunately the hole and cage were too tight to allow ejaculation.
Sasha's playfulness and praise of her husband for his willingness to participate had let her convince him to try a 'real' cage. Sasha spent hours looking over the makes and models and found she had one very real problem to overcome.
Her husband was very well endowed. None of the cages appeared to be large enough to accommodate his girth. Eventually she found one website that had a page devoted to measurements but that only made it appear that none of them would be adequate.
Finally, through sheer persistence she found a site that offered a cock cage with a XXXL base ring of 80mm. Still 10mm shy of the size the app recommended but Sasha was determined to give it a try. In fact, in a moment of self reflection she wondered if maybe she was becoming a bit obsessive over it.
With trepidation she finally placed her order and one week later 'The Vice' arrived.
**
"Well this is interesting." Sasha remarked.
Her husband 'jumped' startled she was awake.
Sasha and her husband had been lying in bed when constant shifting of the mattress woke her. As she opened her eyes she noted her husband had tossed off the sheet and blanket from his side and was holding his caged cock.
Sasha was impressed. His cock was struggling to escape its confinement. The base ring around his cock held tight while his balls were scrunched up near the cock cage and the head of his penis. His engorged member had filled the available space of the cage and had nowhere else to go. His caged cock looked as if it were nested between two particularly bulbous testicular pillows.
The overall impression was that of a particularly stout mushroom that had sprung up overnight.
Sasha admired the view and was proud of her decision to buy a clear chastity device. She had considered the opaque cages that would hide his cock from view. The pink one briefly interested her for its perceived emasculating effects, and the purple or the black one that would also completely conceal his cock from sight. There was even a chrome color option she was strongly drawn to and nearly purchased.
In the end though, the clear cage won out. The idea that his cock would still be visible while completely confined and inaccessible appealed to her the most.
She knew her husband well. The frustration he must be feeling of being able to see his cock yet not able to do anything with his cock should provide the right amount of torment she hoped to achieve.
Her husband gripped the cage and appeared to be gently massaging the small amount of exposed shaft at the base of his cock.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to wake you."
Sasha smirked. One of the rules they had implemented was unless her husband was in distress he was not to bother her with his discomfort when the cage was working as expected. She understood his statement to mean he wasn't in distress, just in discomfort.
"What are you doing? Not trying to cheat I hope?" Sasha asked sweetly.
"No. I'm not. I'm just massaging under the base ring. It's tight. Really tight when it gets like this." He said, indicating his restrained erection.
"Hmm." Sasha replied noncommittally. "You're not in distress are you?"
"No."
"Mmm...m'kay then, well...goodnight."
Sasha rolled over to go back to sleep.
As she settled back into her side of the bed she relaxed to let sleep take her away. While she relaxed she listened as her husband emitted a resigned sigh, then felt the mattress shift as her husband got up out of bed and heard his footsteps as he padded to the travel trailer bathroom. Her grin was from ear to ear as she knew he was going to see if he could piss so as to relieve the strain of his erection. She also giggled softly as she knew that locked in lust as he was he would have to sit down to pee.
Sasha gently fell back asleep and slept soundly, secure in the knowledge of her husband's chastity.
**
By the third night Sasha was eager to try something new. Something she had read about during her online research into male chastity and now very much intended to implement.
Her husband was a skilled and considerate lover and when they made love was always concerned for her pleasure before his own. It was extremely rare that she ever went unsatisfied when they engaged in sexual intercourse.
But with her husband locked in chastity and the key forgotten at home their lovemaking during their camping trip was unfortunately curtailed...or was it?
Sasha had finished her shower and slowly stretched and toweled off in the privacy of their travel trailer bedroom. She was eager to tease...and torment...her husband by showing off her still lithe and toned body. She only had a tiny bit of belly, still had a narrow waist, full bottom, and only a bit of sag from her C cup bosom. She knew she had aged well. Her husband often told her so, but it was sometimes hard to believe. Like many women she was her harshest critic. After all, no one liked growing older.



She noted she had succeeded in attracting her husband's attention as he had put down his book, adjusted his caged cock, and watched her intently. She felt a surge of anticipation when her husband gave her the opening she wanted.
"If only you could unlock this then we could make love." He stated simply, softly.
"Well...two more days and we will be home. I don't suppose in the mean time..." She let her voice trail off. She noticed that he adjusted his cage again. It must be getting aroused.
"What?" he asked.
"Well...you could still...you know...oral..." Sasha gently played with one hand between her legs with the towel.
"Ahh...I worry about...um...the frustrating effects on..." He indicated his cock was becoming full and turgid inside the clear plastic cock cage. Well, as full and turgid as the limited space allowed.
"Then in that case, I'll make it an order." Sasha smirked and raised one eyebrow.
Her husband grinned back, a good sign.
"Oh? How so?" he asked.
"Remember...the rules...you must fulfill all orders promptly and respectfully." She smiled back.
Her husband hesitated only a moment.
"I guess you're right. Won't you please lay down on the bed and lay back...Mistress."
Sasha lay down nude upon the bed as her husband slid down to the foot of the bed and crawled up between her legs. He placed one of her legs over each of his shoulders as he kissed just above her labia...and then with a gentle lapping of his tongue, left a trail of warm, wet saliva as his tongue darted into her woman's folds to find her clitoris.
He teased her as he tasted her eagerly, his tongue quickly finding the center of pleasure and darting in gently and repetitively to tease and excite her.
Sasha sighed as her body relaxed into the pleasure of cunnilingus. Amazingly she had never really like this before. Over the past dozen or so years of marriage she had always preferred her husband's hands to his tongue.
Letting him masturbate her to orgasm before she begged for his huge 8 inch cock to fill her and drive her to another orgasm was their routine and her preferred practice.
But as he lapped and licked her pussy she simply lay back and let herself go. She embraced the gentleness. As she relaxed her mind wandered. She heard and felt her breathing as she sighed in pleasure. Her breath caught again as a momentary spike of pleasure emanating from her pussy shot through her body, far too fast to trigger an orgasm. But as the seconds turned to minutes her mind and body became one.
The pleasure built into a crescendo and her eyes rolled back into her head.
Conscious thought fled her mind as rapture overwhelmed her.
Her muscles in her thighs quivered in ecstasy and her orgasm rippled and crashed through her whole body.
Despite her orgasm her husband did not stop lashing her pussy with his tongue.
She had thought that he would have stopped once she came and she would rest for a moment.
Instead he continued to lick her pussy and tease her clitoris. After her orgasm her body had initially started to come down off the high, yet with the continued stimulation it now instead pivoted back toward the peaks of pleasure.
She gripped the bed sheets as a second orgasm shot through her trembling thighs, abs, chest, and rocked her mind and whole body.
Her eyes rolled back in her head again, her body arched and consequently put more pressure from her husband's tongue onto her clitoris.
A slow, soft moaning sigh now escaping from her trembling lips as her second orgasm exploded even more powerfully than her first.
Coming down off the high her husband still licked and tongued her pussy.
Her hands obeyed her mind, yet betrayed her body, as they gripped his head to push it back away from her wet and puffy; aroused pussy.
She gazed adoringly down at her husband's face as he smiled from between her thighs, now clamped tightly on either side of his head. She let her body relax more and was able to part her legs and push his head away.
Two orgasms!
One right after the other!
It was amazing!
It was...Fantastic!
Her husband took his cue and slid back off the foot of the bed. She saw his cock strain mightily inside the clear plastic cage. His balls bulging outward as his body tried to allow his erection to attain fullness; fullness the cage restrained admirably.
"Wow! We will have to do this again and soon!" Sasha sighed with satisfaction.
Her husband smiled at her in her post orgasmic bliss.
"As you wish...Mistress."
**
The fourth and final night Sasha listened as her husband spoke to her.
"You really like this don't you, the control?"
"MmmHmm." Sasha admitted.
She looked down as he had lowered the sheets and his caged cock, trapped inside, lay still for now. His endowment filling the entire tube of the cage but currently flaccid his shaft lay dormant, not struggling for freedom.
"Do you like this? The...submission? Submitting to me?" She asked, hesitantly.
He thought for a moment.
"You know what? I guess I do. It's nice to give up control sometimes."
Sasha smiled. She had been enjoying being dominant and having control over his erections. She admired his toned body and long legs, and his flat tummy and narrow waist. He was always thin and fit for as long as they had known each other and been together.
"I think we should continue this when we get home. I love playing with you." She smiled adoringly at her husband.
She also made it sound like he had a choice. He did, in a way, but she wanted to encourage his new found submission to her and make him think he had a say.
"And I love playing with you too." He finally admitted.
"Maybe we could make it a game of points?"
"Points?" He asked.
"I'll leave you locked up, except for when you go to work. You come home from work, we lock you up. And if you please me I give you a point. When you have ten points, then I will unlock you and let you make love to me." Sasha espoused her idea.
"Ooh...what a tease you've become."
Sasha just smiled "You have no idea."
She waited as her husband carefully considered her proposal.
"In that case...you know what...sure, why not." He finally agreed, easily.
Sasha smiled adoringly at her husband and lover then reached up to kiss him.
After a long lingering kiss she broke free and smiled again at her husband.
He had agreed, and thanks to his chastity she intended to torment him for quite some time to come!
**
Weeks had gone by and now Mistress Sasha had settled her and her husband into a comfortable routine. On weekday workdays her husband would be free of chastity during the day to work unconstrained. But most nights, as soon as he came home, Sasha would insist on locking his cock in chastity as soon as he returned home.
She was no longer reluctant to admit to herself how empowering it felt to have control over her husband's cock like this. Each time he stood naked before her, his cock encapsulated by the clear plastic cage, the open padlock through the locking pin just waiting for her to snap it closed.
Sasha even slept through all the times her husband had to get up in the middle of the night to use the bathroom and relieve the pressure of his erection attempts. She had never known before instituting chastity that urinating, going to pee, would alleviate his suffering.
Of course, after the fact, it made perfect sense. She had been married long enough to be fully aware of her husband's morning wood and his first trip to the bathroom upon awakening. It was something that affected all men, apparently.
But she was surprised to learn how many times a night he had to get up to relieve the strain of his struggling cock. Usually there were three, although some nights he would admit to four or five trips to the bathroom. She really had no idea he had so many erections when asleep.
Of course, nowadays she slept through every time he woke up to get out of bed. Good sleep and getting a good night's rest was important after all. Now that she didn't have to worry about her husband groping her and waking her up for sex in the middle of the night she was getting some of the best most restful sleep of her life.
**
Sasha had just returned home from a day of shopping. It had been a productive and pleasurable day. She had found and purchased many household items, groceries, and even a few items for herself.
After stowing away all the sundry items she was relaxing next to her husband on the couch. Dinner wouldn't be for a couple more hours and it was just nice to relax in the peace and quiet next to her husband.
Her husband apparently had some ideas of his own.
"Babe" he asked, getting her attention.
"Uh-huh?" Sasha replied looking up slightly from her magazine.
"What say you unlock me and we go to the bedroom and make sweet-sweet love?" her husband spoke smoothly and romantically.
Sasha though, was confused.
"Wait, I thought I unlocked you for the yard work earlier today." She had asked him to take care of the lawn and clean up several things for the upcoming Halloween holiday.
"No, you didn't."
Sasha reached over and tapped her husband's groin to be rewarded with the hard knocking sound and feel of the hard plastic cage against her knuckle. She pushed away a momentary feeling, just a sense really, of irritation when he flinched.
Sasha burst out loudly into excited and gleeful laughter.
Her husband noticed her smile and laughter and waited for her to calm down.
"I guess you forgot about that then." He said it as if he was piqued and put out by her forgetfulness.
"Yes. I did." Sasha answered mirthfully. "Did it bother you? Doing all that work still locked?" Sasha watched as her husband seemed to be considering her question.
"Not really. Digging out that plant wasn't easy but the rest of the time I hardly noticed." He eventually answered, truthfully.
Sasha carefully filed away her husband's admission for later use. The chastity cage was supposed to be comfortable by design, as well as secure.
"I can't help but notice that on most weekends you like to leave me all locked up." Her husband observed.
"Yes" Sasha answered bluntly and cheerfully "leaving you caged means I don't have to worry about you cheating on me."
"Masturbating isn't cheating Mistress." Her husband replied evenly.
"And that's just the sort of attitude that keeps you locked up. Masturbation is cheating if I say it is!" Sasha reprimanded.
"You should wait for me to be ready. There is no reason you can't wait until I'm in the mood." Her voice was firm.
"Aww..." Her husband practically whined, then tried to lean in for a kiss. "C'mon babe, you know you want to..."
Sasha avoided the kiss and pushed her husband away from her.
"I do want to, but you haven't earned it." Sasha proclaimed gleefully. "If you behave then maybe, after dinner and after he dishes are done, then just maybe I'll unlock you and let you free. But until then..." Sasha glared as she looked deeply into her husband's eyes...
"Behave!"
"Yes dear." He said, dolefully.
'Now go make us a drink." Sasha commanded.
"Yes dear." He obey, resignedly, yet with a hopeful, lascivious grin.
Sasha watched her caged and submissive husband obediently walk away to make their drinks. She was struck by how her husband had such long legs and how thin and fit he was. He had such a narrow waist and firm body. For a brief moment she imagined his legs in nylons and a short skirt encircling his waist.
Sasha dismissed the thoughts with a giggle and a shrug.
Maybe for later...but for now, life was perfect!
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Once the idea took root Sasha found it hard to think of anything else.
Sasha wondered how best to convince her husband to let her dress him up in female clothing. As she admired his firm buttocks and long legs she easily imagined his legs in stockings or pantyhose and his bottom in skimpy panties. Her thoughts wandered to him wearing a short skirt to encircle his waist, flatter is bottom and keep his long legs exposed for her viewing pleasure.
While she knew her end goal and kept it in mind she considered that starting out with one item first would be the likeliest avenue to success.
Panties.
Sasha took a moment to herself to fantasize about her husband in panties.
They would flatter his butt and support his cock cage admirably. Sasha licked her lips in fantasy and anticipation. How would she convince him...no...how would she arrange for it that he must wear panties?
She pondered the problem until it finally came to her late one evening. Her husband was caged and watching a game on TV.
The points!
She remembered that she had got him to agree to a game of points where he had to earn enough points to be released from chastity. If she made wearing panties a way to earn points then it meant she makes wearing panties a challenge to earn his freedom from the cage and maybe, just maybe...
Sasha felt a tinge of torment and anguish as she thought about her desires.
Is it right that I want to pursue my own interests like this? Her husband hadn't really objected or put up much of a fight with wearing chastity. He said he agreed to it to keep her happy. He did seem to enjoy it, or was it that he enjoyed her increased interest in him? Becoming empty nesters with the last child having moved out gave her...them, a lot more time together.
Sasha spent some time researching on line searching for inspiration as how to accomplish her goals. Unfortunately most of the literature she found was erotica. Lacking any other resources she read copious amounts of erotica while looking for ways to convince or compel him to accept her idea.
There were several ways to do it if one believed the porn writers:
She could make a bet and if he lost she would choose his payment...but that was out of character for both of them, they were not gamblers and had never even bought lottery tickets.
She could trick him...but how?
She could blackmail him...but that was equally ridiculous. It was something that would totally backfire not to mention the loss of trust. What kind of marriage would that be?
She could make it an order, but it didn't seem realistic given their role play. Besides, she wasn't sure he'd follow the order. Consent was very much a cornerstone of their marriage and their erotic chastity role playing.
Maybe she could just...talk to him?
**
Busy with work Sasha almost missed when her husband returned home. She glanced at the clock and noted she was also at the end of her day. She checked out of her tele-work group and shut down her computer. Her anticipation was making her both excited and nervous. She swallowed and steeled her resolve as her pussy tingled, spurring her on.
She could hear him as he went through the house following a routine she knew well. He would put away his clothes, strip naked for her, followed by a quick shower, put on chastity and then present himself before her.
She waited at her desk for her husband to present himself to her and was pleased when he finally approached her, naked, his caged cock dangling in front, the tiny padlock unlocked.
"Mistress." He addressed her softly, smiling.
Sasha waved him closer. She checked that the cock cage was secure, the base ring snug against the base of his shaft, his large balls pushed up and out, away from his body by the grip of the ring. She noted that his cock was firm and struggling for freedom inside the clear tube portion from his excitement. Penis flesh was pressed tight against the interior and bulged erotically against the air holes. Sasha smiled lasciviously as she took the lock in hand and then pushed the clasp of the lock closed.
Her husband's cock was now locked securely away.
"Go make us drinks." She commanded her now locked submissive husband.
"You don't want me to put something on first?" He asked, no doubt surprised by the change in their routine.
"No." She said firmly and shook her head negatively. Normally he would put on clean boxers, pants and a shirt.
"Yes Mistress." He obediently replied. He gave her a small smile as if momentarily confused by the change, then after only a momentary pause turned and headed to the kitchen.
She watched as he turned away, admiring his firm ass and toned legs. Without any underwear covering his chastity the lock from the cage would swing slightly and it made a soft ticking sound with each step he took.
A couple of minutes later, he returned and presented her beverage on a silver serving tray with his drink as well.
"Sit." Sasha ordered, patting the couch seat cushion of the space next to her.
As he sat down, gingerly, Sasha noted the differences between them right now.
She was wearing a white top and grey pencil skirt. She had a presentation during a zoom meeting earlier and always felt better addressing a group when she was dressed authoritatively. She had kicked off her heels afterwards but still wore her nylons.
Next to her sat her husband...naked and caged, waiting on her, waiting for her to speak.
"It's been different, hasn't it, since getting the cage." She remarked.
"Yes, I suppose it has Mistress." He replied.
"And how do you feel about it, really?" She asked, nervously taking a sip of her drink.
"It's been good, you know. Lately it's like a stress reliever, to come home and just let you take control. Sometimes it is easier to let you dominate and make the decisions while I sit back and relax."
"Besides, you are certainly more playful lately since we started this." He added while indicating his caged cock.
Sasha nodded agreement and took another sip of her drink as she glanced down at his cock, nestled on top of his thighs between his legs.
All the porn she read for her research said that many of the submissive characters would call their penis a 'clitty' a 'girl-cock' or a 'she-cock' and remark how small they were even before they were caged in chastity.
Sasha couldn't see that working in this case. Given how large her husband's endowment was it was way too big to think about calling it a clitty, or a girl cock. It was definitely a cock, with a capitol K!
A lot of her early effort was spent just finding a chastity device large enough to keep him contained so it was absolutely positively a cock cage...a cage for a huge cock!
"It's also relaxing in a way to just come home and let go of work and daily stress...and let you make the decisions."
Sasha knew her husband's engineering job was stressful and demanding. She could rationalize that he might like the escape from responsibility when he came home after work.
"So you are ok with me ordering you around and making you do things around the house?" She asked. "I find it relaxing to have you do those things; the household chores, having control of you is..."
"Trippy?" he asked.
"Therapeutic! It relaxes me at the end of the day!" Sasha giggled with relief admitting to what she thought had been her guilty secret. Her husband chuckled as well.
"So we are both getting something out of this besides the kinky sex?" Her husband asked with a glimmer in his eyes.
"Yes. The sex is definitely different...and better."
He smiled and laughed.
"I have to admit, I also like looking at you like this."
"Naked?"
"Yes, you have a superior posterior."
Her husband took a moment to figure out what she said.
"Oh...I see, you think I have a nice butt." He said, smiling.
Sasha nodded affirmatively and grinned widely. "I'd love to see you in panties."
Sasha saw the confusion on his face and wondered if she had gone too far, too fast.
"You want to see me in panties?"
Sasha took a deep breath and plunged forward.
"I'm not gonna lie, the idea fascinates me."
She watched as the confusion on his face changed over to...consideration?
"Really? How many points is it worth too you?"
Sasha gasped sharply, taking in air she desperately needed from not realizing she had been holding her breath. She saw the opportunity and took it.
"One point for you if you wear panties for the rest of the night."
"And the night ends..."
"Tomorrow morning." Sasha interrupted; worried she may have pushed it too far.
"Deal."
Sasha leapt at the opportunity.
"Come boy." She said in her best domme voice as she led the way to their master bedroom. Her husband followed behind her as she made a beeline to her dresser and her panty drawer. She already had the pair of panties she wanted him to try on in mind.
Sasha retrieved a new pair of Victoria's Secret floral blue print stretch cotton hip-hugger panties. Sasha's hand was shaking with anticipation as she handed the pair or cute panties to her husband.
With only a moment's hesitation her husband, still naked and caged and standing before her in their bedroom, slipped the panties over each foot and then pulled them up his long firm legs.
"Wow...oww."
"Are you ok?" Sasha asked.
"Umm...yes..."
Sasha noted that her husbands caged cock bulged low, obscenely in front of his...his?..panties...was he getting even more aroused?
"Are you getting harder?" She asked, amazed.
"Uh...yeah...it's very kinky...soft." His fingers were caressing the panty material now covering his caged cock and firm ass.
With a simple gesture Sasha twirled her finger in the air indicating for her husband to turn around in front of her. She admired the wide waistband and the Victoria's Secret brand name logo encircling his waist.
She admired the fit of the panties and how they accented his long legs and firm butt. The cut sat high on his hips and exposed quite a bit of his bottom.
She admired that her panties, size medium, were not as full on his butt as they were on her, but that the ruched seam sewn in between the two globes of his ass further accented and emphasized his butt cleavage.
From behind his butt looked just like a girls butt!
Her husband finished his turn and was again facing her. The tight elastic of the leg hems and waist held firm around his waist and butt. The impression of the cage bulged lewdly as did the impression of the lock through the cotton fabric.
Sasha's heart raced in lust and appreciation. He looked so cute in panties!
"Well?" her husband asked, interrupting her admiration.
She let her eyes roam up his flat tummy, his flat chest, to his face and his 5 o'clock shadow. His facial hair was ruining her fantasy and bringing her back to the here and now. How unfortunate.
"Very nice," she complimented "but I think it's time for you to make dinner."
Once again Sasha slipped into Domme Mode and resumed her role play.
"Yes Mistress." Her husband turned to go to the kitchen and make dinner. Sasha watched him as he turned to leave and irresistibly thought of him in heels as his butt swayed ever so slightly as he walked away.
Both knew that this was only a game that either could quit at any time. They both consent to play because of the love they had for each other. Both of them were getting what they wanted out of chastity role play.
Sasha immediately thought of what more she wanted. She followed her husband to the kitchen and sipped her drink as she watched him work the kitchen to make dinner.
She fantasized about him wearing nylons.
She fantasized about him in heels.
Sasha watched her husband as she whipped together dinner and fantasized about her in a skirt and top...and then caught herself.
"She, her?" she wondered. Why would I think that?
Her momentary confusion abated as Sasha rationalized her errant thought. Her husband would probably look convincing as a woman. He had a good figure with his fit body and narrow waist. His butt and legs would very likely look amazing in the pantyhose and skirt she was thinking about. She imagined his walk would be mesmerizing if she wore heels as the hem of her short mini-skirt would flip as her hips swayed side to side.
Sasha grinned again and sipped the last of her drink, deep in thought and eager to see her fantasy through to fruition.
**
It wasn't hard...heh heh...'hard'...after that to encourage him to wear panties everyday. With their 'game of points' she convinced him to agree to one point for each day he wore panties under his clothes when he went to work.
Sasha now woke up each morning eager to see him in panties before he dressed for work.
Per their routine she would unlock his cage, keeping the lock for herself to allow him to go take his morning shower. She would select the pair of panties he was to wear and set them out for him. While he showered, she would make coffee and then wait for him to present himself in panties for her appreciation and approval.
Without the cage on during the day his bulge, while still impressive, lay to the side instead of straight out in front and presented a slightly more feminine appearance.
He would then dress and go to work while Sasha showered and dressed as well. Working remotely meant she could always dress casual when there were no meetings planned so her days were usually very comfortable. Only the anticipation of her husband's return from work caused her any impatience.
Once home she waited eagerly for him to present himself, nude except for a clean pair of panties she again lay out for him, and with chastity cage imprisoning his cock as she locked the clasp of the padlock.
**
It was Friday evening and Sasha knew her husband had earned enough points for release from chastity. She imagined that he was very eager for their shared intimacy since she had been denying him any form of release as well as the discomfort the cage caused him every night.
Truth be told, she felt as if she had been anticipating intimacy even more.
Her libido had grown stronger as she exerted control over her husband's cock. Her fantasy of power and control was just that, a fantasy, but he was participating willingly. Tonight it was time to let him know just how appreciative she could be.
Sasha greeted her husband at the door as he entered their home after work. She was eager, excited, and had waited a long time to take him to the bedroom. Almost a week and a half had passed since she put him in panties and had the pleasure of seeing him parade around the house, doing the household chores, making her dinner and drinks, serving her.
Sasha's kiss greeting him was warm and passionate!
"Wow, what did I do to deserve this?" he asked, once their kiss ended.
"You've been a very good boy and it's time for your reward!"
Sasha just smiled as she gave the order.
"Bedroom. Now."
She took her husband by the hand and led him to the master bedroom and their king sized bed. Once there she slowly stripped him of his clothes as he stripped her of hers.
His shoes had been removed at the front door, there were no shoes worn in Mistress Sasha's house, so his shirt, trousers and socks quickly dropped to the floor.
Her husband eagerly pulled up her blouse, helped slip her jeans down over her butt and then off her legs, and then barefoot in panties and a bra she stood before him. She admired his panties as well; his huge cock now tumescent and poking aggressively stretching the cotton panty material.
With a smooth grip she took his cock, straightened it up from its cotton prison and let it lay flat against his stomach pointing straight up, the panty waist hem holding it upright and erect. His mushroom shaped cock head turning a darker purple color as blood flow filled his hardening shaft. Even the veins pulsed against the smooth white skin as his cock grew to its fully swollen size.
Sasha's arousal also grew. Her nipples trapped in her bra were warm and felt hard. Her pussy felt warm and wet. Her knees were weak as she sought to control her physical passion and take control of her husband and their lovemaking.
She guided him back to the bed and had him lay on his back in the center of the bed. Once there she knelt over his legs, her hand pulling down the hem of his panties, pulling them down enough to fully expose his hard glorious 8 inch cock.
Sasha slowly stroked his exposed cock with her hand and marveled at the sensations of hardness underneath a softer outer layer. She could feel the pulse of blood in his veins making his cock hard and stiff for her. She stroked from the balls and base of the shaft up the shaft all the way to the mushroom head and pee hole at the tip.
A small amount of clear fluid leaked from his urethra and she used the seminal fluid to lubricate his cock back down the shaft to the base and balls.
Each upward stroke caused more pre-cum to leak out giving her more fluid to use as lubrication. Not that she needed any. Her panties were probably soaking in her arousal right now.
Sasha slipped off her bra and panties and knelt down over her husband's cock aligning his penis with her pussy entrance. She spread apart the lips of her labia and felt her own wetness cover her fingers. She took his cock in her other hand and placed the tip against the entry to her vagina. With eagerness she lowered herself down onto the massive girthy cock letting it plunge into her soaking pussy.
A sigh escaped her lips as she felt pleasure from his deep penetration. Her eyes started to close on their own as she savored the joy of fullness. Her eyes popped open as she felt his hands now caressing her breasts, slowly rolling her puffy nipples between his fingers and thumbs, teasing them and increasing her pleasure and her sexual excitement.
Sasha, slowly at first, and then with increasing vigor bounced up and down upon her husband's cock. She was amazed at how hard he was. He was as hard as a rock! She bounced up and down upon his rock hard cock and felt amazing pleasure as she controlled the pace of their fucking. Her body started to react automatically to the many sensations working through her; his cock in her pussy, his hands kneading her breasts, and her arousal growing, she lay herself down onto his body and kissed him.
With his hands now trapped tight against her breasts and his cocked impaled deep inside her the soft caress of lips on lips and tongue against tongue took her breath away. Laying down onto him her hips also rolled forward and her clit ground down onto the base of his cock where it met his body.
Sasha's eyes rolled back into her head as her orgasm exploded inside her. She could feel her pussy clamp down onto her husband's cock as his hands tweaked her nipples. His kisses caused her respiration to increase at the same time as they took her breath away
Time stopped as pure physical ecstasy sent wave after wave of pleasure coursing through her entire body. Her mind blanked out from the blissful feeling.
Sasha wasn't sure how long it was before she returned to her senses. She only noted that her pussy was still in spasms on the still hard cock buried inside her and that one of her husband's hands now cupped her ass while the other held the side of her head as they were still kissing passionately.



With great effort Sasha broke the kiss and lifted herself up a bit to see her husbands' face.
"Did you cum?"
"No."
Sasha was almost disappointed. "Why not?"
With strong hands and hips her husband suddenly rolled them over so that Sasha was now trapped under her husband's body.
She yipped in pleasure as the action drove his cock deep and slipped against her clitoris again. The jolt of pleasure as entirely unexpected as it was welcome. Now beneath him she felt her husband grind his cock and slowly start to drive into her and withdraw again.
Slowly, agonizingly slowly, he plunged his cock into her puffy pleasured pussy and bumped against her clit, again, and again, and again...
Sasha's gasps became more pronounced as a sheen of perspiration broke out upon her smooth skin. She pulled her legs up and crossed her ankles behind her husband's back. She first held tight to her husband as his pace increased incrementally with each minute that passed. As the pace increased and the pleasure grew Sasha let her hands go to his nipples as she knew how much he enjoyed nipple play.
After all, two can play at that game.
Rubbing his nipples between her thumb and fingers she was gentle at first, but as his fucking of her increased and grew more aggressive so too did her play with his nipples. She knew she was getting close when she saw his expression change from one of love and concern for her and her pleasure to an expression more...feral...
Soon enough Sasha's whole body was rocking back and forth beneath her husband as he drove his 8 inch cock deep inside her, her breasts swaying, her hips rolling up each time he drove inside her and even his cock somehow impossibly getting harder as his orgasm approached.
With a sudden grunt he plunged into her, deeper than he had ever gone and Sasha felt the warmth of his cum spray into her soaking pussy. His cock pulsed again and again as cum spew inside her. His final drive inside her brought Sasha to another orgasm and just as before she blissed out and lost all awareness of space and time.
Coming to minutes later she felt the familiar and comforting weight and warmth of her husband's body as he lay on top of her, his hard cock softening inside her, his warm breath teasing her neck.
With a final long deep slow kiss her husband let his half hard cock pop out from inside her pussy. He rolled over to her side as she rolled over to embrace him and cuddle next to him.
Sasha smiled dreamily. Her plan had worked. Denial of intercourse to improve intimacy and sexual intercourse at a later time really did work!
**
After their amazing night of passion Sasha knew what she had to do. The very next morning, after his shower, Sasha ordered him back into chastity. She was worried of course that he might not comply, but after only a brief bit of playful grumbling he put the cock cage on. Sasha smiled as she closed the lock, securing his cock in its plastic prison.
As she performed her own morning routine Sasha did worry that perhaps she was going a bit too far. While it wouldn't be right to try and force him to wear a cage she also knew that there was no way she could actually force him to wear a cage. If he didn't want to do it, he wouldn't.
Sasha pulled up the notes app on her phone and looked over the rules they had improvised for their chastity play. Her mind wandered to the very day they made up these rules in the first place.
**
Sasha looked to her husband and tried to gage his mood as they fitted the cage to his cock.
The device had been delivered that day and Sasha took her husband the moment he returned home from work to their master bathroom to fit it on him. The packaging the device shipped in was scattered around them. Sasha read the assembly instructions as they fitted the pieces together for the first time before trying it on his actual cock. Once they finished their dry run it was time for the real thing.
The four base rings that came were all too small. They started with the smallest one and worked their way up through all four before agreeing that the XXL ring they had special ordered was the only one that worked. It pulled up tight against the base of his shaft and scrotum and they had to exercise care not to pinch sensitive skin areas when closing the ring.
They selected the longest of the four posts for their first try. Once the post piece had been slipped through the loops of the base ring the ring was held closed. Next they had to fit a spacer, the longest one that matched with the post, to the tube section. Given her husband's endowment she wanted maximum room for their first attempt. It snapped into place against the tube section.
The next step, sliding the tube and spacer over his penis and up to the base ring was challenging. Her husband was naturally excited. The cage was strange and unfamiliar, and the fact that Sasha was fondling and playing with his cock and balls as they attempted to fit the device on him didn't help either. She had to fight against his erection.
There was nothing to do but take matters firmly in hand. With a tight grip, Sasha squeezed hard against her husband's cock until it slowly deflated.
Finally, she slipped the cage over the semi engorged penis as the spacer mated to the base ring and the post from the base ring slipped through the matched hole on the cage tube.
Sasha, at last, took the lock, slipped it through the locking post, and with a penetrating yet inquisitive look into her husband's eyes, locked the padlock shut.
"Does it hurt" She asked.
His cock was straining to become erect again inside the clear plastic tube portion of the cage. It pulled against the base ring forcing his ball sack to stretch as his balls acted as stoppers and stopped it short and could not pull through the base ring.
"It's...uncomfortable...doesn't hurt like your grip did though." He said; eyes focused on the strange sight of his cock trapped in hard plastic and his cock meat trying desperately to break free from its first time in captivity.
"Well, come on then. Let's give it time. We can discuss the rules while you try it out."
"Do we need rules?"
"From what I've been reading it's highly recommended so that we clearly state our duties and responsibilities."
"I dunno; it seems like less fun if we have a contract."
"Let's try. Think of it as negotiating."
"Fine."
Sasha hadn't looked up any previous rules or contracts from the websites. It was one thing she hadn't had time to do, even given how obsessive and thorough her research efforts usually were. Rather, she and her husband simply talked and for nearly an hour they thrashed out the rules as an agreement between them.
**
Sasha looked at the rules now.
The rules
1. These rules are in full effect only when cage is worn.
2. Mistress Sasha is the sole key holder.
3. When Chastity is worn, the key holder shall be called "Mistress" at all times in private and "Sasha" when in presence of company, unless otherwise directed.
4. Only the key holder, Mistress Sasha will determine if/when chastity is to be worn or not worn.
5. Only the key holder is allowed to lock or unlock the chastity cage lock.
6. Only the key holder Mistress Sasha will determine if/when sexual intercourse will occur.
7. When caged and wearing chastity slave/submissive shall be unfailingly courteous and respectful to Mistress.
8. When caged and wearing chastity slave/submissive must obey/fulfill all orders given promptly, unless those orders violate any law or could result in arrest.
9. Unless in distress, slave/submissive shall not trouble the key holder, Mistress Sasha, with chastity discomfort resulting from arousal. Submissive/slave is responsible to clean and care for the device at all times.
10. Punishments and rewards are sole province of the key holder; Mistress Sasha who reserves the right to punish slave/submissive for failure to follow the rules and give rewards for compliance with the rules.
11. The key holder Mistress Sasha is sole arbiter of what reward or punishment shall be meted out.
Satisfied that she was playing strictly in accordance with the rules they had agreed upon she closed the app and put her phone away. She finished her makeup and made ready to go out shopping for the day.
There were a few things she needed to get for this evening's entertainment.
**
Sasha took her purchases out from the dryer. After a fruitful day of shopping she returned home and made sure to wash her purchases so they'd be ready for the evening's activities.
Saturday night was massage night.
Almost every Saturday for the past three years Sasha's husband would give her an hour long whole body massage.
Back rubs and foot rubs were nothing new of course. But whole body massages started when she found massage tables on sale at their local warehouse store. The professional table was foldable for stowage or transport but of the same quality as those found in professional sports or therapeutic massage studios.
Her husband had even educated himself with YouTube videos and learned a few massage techniques that improved and enhanced his skills.
Sasha knew that she was very lucky to have a husband so attentive to her and her girlfriends who knew about her massages often expressed their jealousy.
But hopefully, tonight would be different. Tonight, hopefully, Sasha would have a new girlfriend to give her massage.
Sasha looked over the pleated mini-skirt she found at the charity thrift store. The knife pleats were sharp and the garment was in excellent condition. The red tartan pattern was sexy and conservative. And it wasn't too short being 17 inches from waist to hem.
She also pulled out the off-brand bra and a cami top, then a white blouse as well. While, amazingly, Sasha and her husband had the same waist measurement, her husband's broader shoulders and chest meant she...err...he...needed his own tops. Sasha also pulled out the panties that she had purchased for her husband. He looked so sexy in the ones she gave him that she felt he deserved to have his own.
Sasha took the washed items and squired them away with the stockings she had picked up as well. Sasha tried to calm herself as eagerness and excitement for her evening plans whelmed inside her.
**
When Sasha came into the bedroom for her massage her anguish had also been building. Would he actually do it? Would he wear the outfit she selected?
Entering the master bedroom her eyes first adjusted to the soft candlelight of the room and the spa and massage music playing softly in the background. The waterfall fountain was also running and relaxing sounds of flowing water filled the space. Sasha now looked to the end of the massage table and finally saw her.
Her husband sat primly on the edge of the massage table. Sasha's breath caught as she admired her husband in his feminine attire.
The red tartan pleated mini skirt fit! Her biggest worry was alleviated as she saw the skirt resting around his waist while the hem reached only to her...him?..no...'her' upper thigh. She could not think of him as him, she was her dressed as she was.
From her upper thigh she could see the straps of her garter belt extend down and clip to the white thigh high stockings covering her legs. She saw her stocking clad legs, crossed, end at her feet and was disappointed to see she wore no shoes. High heels would have been so sexy, and appropriate right now.
Sasha resolve to find her heels that would fit.
Above the skirt her tight cami top ballooned out where her 38C cup bra swelled her chest. She had told him to stuff with socks earlier and her bosom was perfectly proportioned for her torso. Her figure was perfect. The white blouse she had purchased was tied in front of her bust with a bow knot. Her naughty school girl persona was nearly perfect.
Above, she saw that he had shaved, and there was no distraction from whiskers or beard shadow but still, his masculine face didn't benefit from the feminizing effects of his attire.
Sasha knew she had more work to do. Makeup, maybe a wig, and heels would certainly complete the picture she had in her minds eye for her husband's transformation.
Still though, she was not disappointed to see him...her...sitting before her, ready to serve her, massage her, please her.
"Good evening Mistress." She said softly, politely.
Sasha shut the bedroom door behind her.
"My, my; what do we have here?" She playfully provoked. "Are you my massage therapist for tonight?"
Her husband merely nodded, then stood up from the table and waited politely by the side.
Sasha wasn't sure what else to say. She hadn't planned out that far ahead. Instead she simply undressed and let her clothes fall in a pile at her feet. Her husband would clean them up after, and once naked, climbed into place on the massage table.
Sasha relaxed on the warm table. The heating blanket suffused the table, sheets and bedding in warm heat immediately relaxing to the senses. Despite the urge to close her eyes and sleep Sasha kept her eyes opened and watched her husband, her masseuse, as he worked around her.
His long legs looked amazing in stockings.
The hem of his skirt did indeed flip seductively with each step he took as he moved around her.
His athletic waist contrasted with his wider hips evoking the feminine figure she wanted to see. In fact his figure, height to waist ratio, and broader shoulders reminded her of women's beach volleyball players, where their athleticism complemented their sensuality.
Sasha relaxed as her husband pulled down the blankets and sheets exposing her back and started in on her massage. Sasha couldn't help but turn her head to watch as her feminized husband walked around her, working on her body, applying the massage oil and expertly working her muscles, relaxing and removing stress.
After half an hour working her back, shoulders, neck, gleuts, and legs she...ugh...he...no, 'she' indicated for Sasha to roll over onto her back. Sasha liked this part equally with the back massage. Now her husband would massage her arms. He had picked up techniques from YouTube that would work her arms; upper arm, forearms, wrists and hands, that would mitigate and prevent carpal tunnel stressors from impacting her hands. Very important to her given her job was 90% time spent in front of her keyboard and PC.
Sasha admired her husband in his feminine attire and once again considered his head and face. She only wished she had given more thought about his face and hair. She scrutinized him as he massaged her arms.
At least he had shaved and his smooth features were not marred by whiskers or beard shadow. His hair was in his usual short hair cut that would easily accommodate a wig.
Sasha imagined him in makeup, and maybe long hair cascading across his bosom and down his back. She sighed deeply from her fantasy as much as from the relaxation of her sore muscles from the massage.
Idly, when he turned away from her to get more massage oil from the end table, Sasha reached out and cupped his ass. She saw him...her...stiffen in surprise, and then hold still. Sasha let her hand reach further in past his ass and cupped his caged cock trapped under his...her...new panties. She felt his trapped member press outward from arousal, unable to extend beyond the confines of the clear plastic chastity device.
Sasha withdrew her hands and smiled, positively glowing from the relaxing massage, from her husband's feminine attire and appearance, and from his imposed chastity.
Best massage night ever!
**
When the massage was over Sasha went for a quick shower to rinse away excess massage oil while her feminized hubby cleaned up and put away the massage table, sheets, oils, and her clothing from earlier.
As her husband put away his mini-skirt outfit and made ready for bed Sasha once again felt concern for her actions and her husband's feelings.
Was she going too far?
Afterwards, as they lay in bed, Sasha in her nightie and her husband in just his panty and chastity Sasha's curiosity finally got the best of her.
"Well...what did you think about it. How did you feel?" She almost tripped over her words, scared and nervous about her husband's feelings on the evenings events. Was she messing up a good thing?
"Well, it was different."
"Different? How?"
"I guess it felt...vulnerable...the feeling when wearing panties and the garter belt and the thigh highs; especially with the short mini skirt. Everything is so...accessible." He looked to her as he spoke.
"Especially when you groped me."
Sasha's heart stopped. Was he upset?
"I kinda like it."
Sasha's heart started beating again.
"So would you do it again?" She asked, fearfully.
The pause as she waited for his answer was torture.
"If you insist." He finally answered.
Sasha's heart leapt in joy. Her mind was awhirl with new ideas and plans to advance her desires and play with her husband's submissiveness.
Cosmetics and a wig would definitely go onto next weeks shopping list.
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Since dressing him up that one night Sasha couldn't stop thinking about it. His figure was truly amazing, fit and toned. His full butt and narrow waist were half way between the masculine and feminine ideal. Her husband had been athletic all his life, mostly a runner but with lots of weight lifting mixed in, his ectomorphic body style meant he never bulked up. Indeed, both of them now in their 40s with grown children now out of the house still looked 10 years younger than they really were. Both of them still kept in shape and worked out.
Sasha's workouts also focused on maintaining health and fitness. She was blessed perhaps that she was only over her ideal bodyweight by 10 lbs; for a fit and healthy woman her height that was really saying something. She blamed those few pounds on having had children. Despite being her own worst critic her figure looked amazing and femininely soft. Her breasts had barely any sag, a fact she knew was entirely luck or genetic rather than anything she did with diet and exercise but still she could appreciate the small miracles.
Her thoughts wandered back to dressing up her husband. Truly she worried that she was becoming a little bit obsessive about it. Her thoughts were sometimes tormented as she struggled to reconcile her fascination with reality. She needed reassurance from her husband that she wasn't pushing him too far.
She struggled to reconcile her desires and her fascination with domination and worried how it affected what she felt was the innate goodness that she strived for in her life.
Making her husband into her feminized dress up doll...Sasha's breath hitched and she took another deep breath as her arousal swelled inside her. All her life she had always thought than men should be manly and women should be girly. And then she happened upon chastity for him, which led to panties, and then to dressing up, each a stepping stone to greater feminization.
Sasha loved the contradictions in having her husband dressed femininely. She did feel tormented at how his feminized appearance affected her arousal. The control he gave her letting her dominate him.
Sasha's thoughts paused again. That was it!
She now realized that was exactly what it was. She liked...no...she loved having control.
She loved the feeling of power and control. She knew the power she was given came from the consent of her husband but for some reason that made it even more arousing.
**
Sasha woke to the sounds of her husband's discomfort and a glance at the clock showed it was only 2 AM. He had been tossing and turning and now lay on his back probably trying and failing to go back to sleep.
Sasha knew his torment was from his captive erection struggling to find freedom from its plastic confinement. She grinned but feigned sleep as her husband sighed and apparently resigned himself to getting up out of bed to go urinate and relieve the strain on his cock. She listened as his bare feet padded across the floor to their master bathroom and glanced over at the last minute to appreciate his panty covered ass.
Quietly he closed the door, probably thinking she was still asleep so as not to disturb her or wake her. Sasha heard him lower the toilet seat. With his cock caged he had to sit to pee just like a woman.
Before discovering chastity Sasha had always been annoyed when he woke her up but after discovering chastity Sasha relished these moments when she was assured of his chasteness and the simple reassurance of his restraint from self pleasuring.
His cock was saved and reserved for when she was ready and wanting him and frivolous physical indulgences were prevented.
Tomorrow was her massage night and Sasha was eager to enhance the experience with beauty and body care routines she had planned for him.
During the past week she had taken steps to improve his appearance for the upcoming weekend. She made sure he shaved his legs and body. That was quite the feat as his usual body hair was coarser and more prolific than a woman's body hair. He had used his beard trimmer electric razor to clip back all his body hair before shaving with a disposable safety razor.
For as long as she had known him he had always given maintained a porn star trim. His pubic hair was clipped back so as to make his already impressive eight inch cock look even bigger. Now the complete shave and removal of his pubic hair hadn't really changed that. His shorn cock and balls did make his cage look more intimidating however so that was something.
The overall effect afterwards on his look was nakedly impressive. She urged him to use lotion to sooth his dry skin from the soaps and shaving creams he had used to remove all body hair and noted his appreciation for how smooth and silky his skin was after application.
Sasha heard to toilet flush and the lights switch off as he quietly returned from the bathroom, came back to bed and lay back to fall asleep.
Now awakened, the anticipation for their upcoming weekend kept her awake for quite some time.
Sasha was a very feminine woman. Growing up she played with dolls as a young girl, took to cosmetics, makeup and boys at an appropriate age, and never had any serious flirtations with girl-crush lesbianism.
Well, except for that one time, at band camp...
Sasha shook her head to clear away past reminiscences to focus on her present interest, her sudden attraction, newfound passion and devotion to dressing up her husband. She was eager to play with her husband, feminizing him and making him up into her new toy, her feminized husband.
Sasha took a deep breath to calm herself and bring her lustful emotions under control. She had to restrain herself. She knew today she would go out shopping again as she needed to buy a few more things to make their latest adventure successful.
Sasha even noticed a change in her behavior when shopping. Before when she went shopping for things for herself it was routine, mundane, typical and a bit boring. Now though when she saw something cute she would think and wonder if her husband might like it or how cute something would look on her...him...ugh!
Buying new outfits for the both of them brought its own sense of thrills.
Sasha purchased cosmetics and a wig locally but finding heels that fit meant shopping on line. She didn't want to kill him on his first attempt but stilettos are stilettos and she really wanted to see the feminizing effect they would have on his legs and ass. She did feel proud for exercising some self restraint and only buying 3" heels and not the 4 or 5 inch heels she really had her eyes on.
The glossy black 3 inch heel stiletto pumps would pair well with almost any outfit or ensemble she...he, dressed in. They had been delivered only the day before and she quickly squired them away in the closet so her husband wouldn't see them until she was ready.
**
"You don't want me to wear the tartan pleated mini and blouse again?" he asked.
Sasha pretended to sadness. "You look so cute in your school girl outfit. I've even ordered a tartan COVID mask to match, but tonight I have something new for you."
Sasha saw the glimmer of curiosity in his eye and playful smirk on his mouth.
"No, a new scene deserves a new outfit." She said as she retrieved and revealed the dress with a flourish. "I found this today and immediately thought of you and wanted you to have it."
Sasha held up a pink and white floral print A-line dress with sweetheart neckline and flutter sleeves.
"I know it's not spring anymore but I saw this on sale."
Sasha really did love this style, not for her though. It was actually too girly for her taste and that made it perfect for how she imagined dressing up her husband. She liked it best as it was the most suitable and entirely flattering for her presentation; and Sasha's appreciation.
"You've really thought this through." He said, noting the completeness of the outfit.
Sasha had selected and purchased for him a new pale pink floral panties and bra set, and had splurged for breast forms to fill out the bra cups; no more stuffing with socks. Opaque sheer thigh highs would give him feminine legs, especially now that his legs were shaved smooth and silky from lotion.
As he put on his intimate attire, bra and panties, Sasha helped and made sure the breast forms sat properly in the bra cups. She had him put on his thigh highs next. The silicon bands would let the thigh highs stay up on their own. She had him step into the dress and took place behind him.
Once she zipped up the back zipper of his dress she checked to make sure the dress flattered his figure. She was relieved at how perfect it fit. The fit over his shoulders and bosom clung perfectly into his narrow waist and then flowed back out over her full bottom. The hem of the dress sat just above her knees.
Satisfied that the dress worked she had him sit at her vanity and the real work began; a full and complete makeover.
Sasha had to use orange concealer to hide his beard and prevent beard shadow from showing though his foundation. She had successfully matched the shade of foundation with his skin tone, but then went one shade lighter to smooth and even out his complexion to create the blank canvas she wanted as a starting point.
Sasha had contoured his face according to his facial profile to maximize the feminizing effects of bronzer and highlighter thus making his appearance rounder and softer. Blush gave a healthy glow to the apples of his cheeks.
Eye makeup was always the hardest, but opting for a 'more is better' attitude she went for a dramatic smoky eye appearance with cats eyes to draw attention to his lovely blue eyes.
Eye liner to boldly outline the blue and gold smoky eye-shadow and mascara for long lush lashes finished the look and really made his eyes pop!
The final touch of course was his lips. Sasha took lip liner to outline the edges of his lips and draw details that would show through his lip stick. For his lipstick she selected a deep rich red color, of course, and once finished his normally full lips seemed fuller...and much more kissable.
Sasha helped him put on his wig. She had splurged and spent a fair amount of money on a wig with real human hair. The long luxurious blonde locks cascaded in curls from his head down to his shoulders. The style framed his face with a stray lock of hair drooped over one eye adding a demure presentation.
Stepping back Sasha could only admire her handiwork as the person looking back at her looked nothing like her husband and everything like a beautiful young woman. Fully made up and transformed her husband looked like a 25 year old college coed.
Sasha watched as he slipped his feet into the new pair of high heels, and then stood up to admire her transformation in the mirror. His lips parted in surprise as she finally turned to the mirror and saw the finished presentation. Idly her hand went up to touch her face, gently so as not to ruin the makeup, as if to confirm it really was him in the mirror.
"Wow. I can't believe it."
Sasha said nothing. She felt almost awestruck at how well her husband had turned out. She looked amazing!
"Go ahead and stand up." Sasha finally found her voice.
Sasha watched as he took a moment to find his balance in his...no, her new heels. Her husband now stood up and they both admired the full and final presentation in the mirror. Her husband even turned side to side to check out the dress fit on his thin full feminine form causing the skirt portion to flare out gently.
"So this is what it feels like to be 6 foot tall."
The heels had really done amazing things, her posture was better, her back was straighter, her legs looked longer and frankly amazing, even her ass looked rounder and fuller.
Sasha mentally blinked again as she realized that when she thought of her husband dressed as 'she', she could only think how natural and comfortable it felt to think of her this way.
"We should come up with a name."
"A name?"
"Yes, a name for when you are dressed up, a name for your feminine persona."
Sasha and her husband both admired her reflection in the mirror.
Sasha admired the demure yet slutty presentation and the name that came to her nearly made her giggle.
"You look like a Barbara." She proposed.
"Barbara?"
"Yes...Barbara Jean." She proposed, more insistently, as she played with the flutter sleeves of the dress and gently arranged locks of hair from the blond wig to drape over the bosom while the bulk of the hair hung behind her back.
"Barbara Jean." He said, sounding out the name. "Sure...I like it."
Sasha's smile could have lit up a room.
"Well, come on then Barbara. It's time for you to make dinner."
**
Sasha followed Barbara around as she cooked dinner and set the dinner table, noting how she placed Sasha at the head of the table and instead of tabling her place setting at the other end of the table, she set her own plate so she would sit side by side, in a subordinate position.
Dinner was actually really good as well. Barbara made a simple chicken parmesan dinner with Caesar salad and garlic bread sides served with a complementary red table wine. Thanks to all the practice she was getting Barbara was becoming a commendable cook.
Once dinner was over Barbara served Sasha coffee with Bailey's Irish Cream and then cleared the table, washed the dishes and cleaned the kitchen. Everything was spotless and stowed neatly away, the dishwasher running quietly, before it was finally time for Sasha's massage.
Stripped down and laying on the massage table Sasha thoroughly enjoyed the relaxing hour long whole body massage. She thoroughly enjoyed watching Barbara as she moved around her, her poise, the flutter of her dress as she tended to her body, she was just so cute!
When her massage was finished, rather than immediately shower to wash off excess massage oil Sasha had other plans. Her excitement was boiling over.
Sasha wasn't done. She needed...wanted, to lay the groundwork for future plans. Sasha rolled off the massage table and stood naked, her body coated in a sheen of massage oil, Sasha made Barbara stand before her. She put her hands up under Barbara's dress and taking her panties in hand, lowered them down to her ankles. Next, she lifted up the hem of the dress exposing Barbara's caged trapped penis struggling and frustrated trying to reach tumescence.
Unlocking the cock and removing and setting aside the cage she stroked Barbara's cock until it was full and firm in her hand. She kissed Barbara full on her lips, smudging her lipstick and only making her appearance that much hotter. She was a hot mess! Sasha broke the kiss, dropped to her knees, and kissed Barbara's...her feminized husband's hard cock, then opened her mouth and took her hardness into her mouth and sucked.
Sasha enjoyed the look of surprise and pleasure on Barbara's face as her mouth pleasured her cock. She kept up her fellatio drawing out Barbara's pleasure. When Barbara's eyes closed to savor and enjoy the oral attention Sasha was ready to act.
Her husband had never cum from a blow job before so she often didn't care to try. He considered it simply as foreplay. Sasha blamed his prior frequent masturbation for diminishing his cock's sensitivity. That irritated her more than she cared to admit and helped justify her decision to keep him chaste.
Now however, she was eager to try something new. Something that she had read about as a way to encourage her feminized husband and make him cum. While giving Barbara her blow job Sasha wet her finger with saliva and oil and slipped the finger into Barbara's ass.
Sasha looked up as Barbara's eyes opened wide in surprise. Her hands went to her ass and pressed against Sasha's hand, protected by the dress skirt. Sasha pushed her middle finger further in and buried it up to the second knuckle of her feminized husband's tight asshole.
Thrusting her finger in and out of Barbara's ass, Barbara made many ineffectual attempts to stop her. Sasha worked her finger in and out of Barbara's ass. Pleasuring and massaging her sphincter until suddenly her knees shook, then her breathing hitched as a soft moan escaped her lips and grew into a cry of pleasure. Barbara's hands now went to Sasha's shoulders and held on as her orgasm took her.
Sasha thrust her middle finger in deeply, as deep as possible, and let Barbara's cum spew into her mouth. She didn't swallow, holding the cum in her mouth until Barbara's orgasm subsided. Sasha withdrew her finger, let the cock slip from her lips and mouth and as she pulled up Barbara's panties she spit the cum from her mouth into the gusset of Barbara's panties. She stood up, pulled Barbara's head into a kiss, heedless of any residual cum still on her lips, tongue or mouth.
"I'm going to take a shower. You clean up as usual." Sasha ordered, after breaking off the kiss.
There was only a short pause as Barbara was slowly recovering from cumming.
"Yes Mistress."
**
After that night Sasha noted how much more submissive and eager her husband became. She still kept him in chastity of course, adhering to the rules they agreed upon and let events unfold naturally.
One of the first changes she made was to now insist that he dress up for chastity when he came home from work. Sasha loved finding and buying him skirts and tops and while a full cosmetic makeover was usually saved for the weekends her femme husband made a sexy and cute bit of eye candy for her to enjoy after a busy day of work.
Of course the most important bit was finding out that he could be stimulated anally Knowing this fact made her want him even more. Sasha couldn't help it. She eagerly looked for another opportunity to express her love and expand their play into even deeper submission.
A few weeks later her husband had spent all day working in the yard. Towards the end of the day all the yard waste was burning in the bonfire pit. As the branches and sticks burned Sasha sent her husband to shower and change and as the evening grew long Barbara came out to join Sasha at the bonfire.
Barbara returned wearing a pleated denim skirt that went down to mid thigh, a teal cami with spaghetti straps, a bra with breast forms, panties and sneakers. Sasha loved her youthful feminine appearance and made a mental note to buy a pair of women's sneakers for Barbara on her next shopping trip.
They both added fire wood and naturally, a bon fire means adult beverages. Soon enough Sasha and Barbara were drinking. By firelight, Sasha played music from her phone as she and Barbara flirted and even danced with each other,
"Flaunt it baby!" Sasha shouted as she teased and encouraged her feminized husband as he danced for her in the twilight. She even caught a flash of panty as he twirled once before her.
Step inside
Walk this way
You and me babe
Hey hey
"You have such a nice ass." Sasha complimented. "Panties really do look good on you. I wish my butt looked this good."
"Don't be silly, your butt looks so much better than mine, curvier, fuller, softer..." Barbara replied.
"When is the last time you even wore boxers?" Sasha was curious. It occurred to her that she had been sending Barbara to work in panties for weeks now.



"Uh...I don't know. It has been a while." Barbara allowed.
"Wait here." Sasha suddenly got up and ran toward the house. A moment later she came back with a bundle of clothes. Before Barbara could even ask what she was doing Sasha tossed the bundle into the bon fire.
"What was that?"
"Your boxers."
Barbara looked into the fire in disbelief as the cotton boxers flared brightly.
"I can't believe you did that."
"You don't need them anymore. You look so good in panties."
Barbara felt the heat from the bon fire on the front of her legs as the cool evening air on the back of her legs wafted up under her skirt and teased her panty covered bottom and her chastity caged penis. Sasha's bold action aroused her and her trapped penis swelled in excitement and caused her discomfort.
"Maybe you'll let me make love to you tonight." Barbara whispered as she danced closely. Sasha looked over Barbara's cosmetics. This evening her application was fairly simple; yet lipstick, eye shadow and mascara had certainly done wonders to feminize her appearance and soften her facial features.
"Maybe I'll take you and fuck you in the ass." Sasha teased back.
"I'm not that kind of girl." Her husband replied, practically giving her a lap dance.
"I mean, you haven't even bought me dinner and a drink first. I need to be wined and dined."
Sasha chortled embarrassingly as she nearly spit out the wine she was sipping. But his response was the seed germinating a new idea.
"Maybe I will." She replied.
Maybe she would take him, as her, out to dinner and drinks. She'd look so cute in a cocktail dress.
And maybe just maybe she will introduce him to anal intercourse after all.
Sasha sat back on the lawn chair as her feminized husband danced for her. The cool evening air coupled with her arousal making Sasha's nipples pop erect above the curve of her perky tits. Yes, maybe she will.
**
Two weeks later.
"I can't believe I let you talk me into this." Barbara said.
"Oh you know you really want to." Sasha replied.
The two were making ready for their dinner date, Sasha at her vanity and Barbara over on her side of their master bathroom.
Sasha, amazingly, was nearly done. Despite taking extra care with her makeup for their date she still finished before her feminized husband. The extra steps he needed to take to conceal his bear shadow and contour his face took a lot more time and for once, Sasha was ready before he was.
"Just like a girl to take forever to get ready." Sasha taunted as she applied the finishing touches to her makeup while Barbara still worked.
"I'll be ready shortly, now go away and don't bother me." Barbara replied.
Sasha gave her husband a kiss and left the bathroom to him. In less than an hour he will have transformed from 'him' into 'her' and play time would truly begin.
**
Barbara took a deep breath and pressed on with her makeup. Part of her could not quite believe how she was putting on makeup and making the effort to look feminine and pretty for her wife. Not even a year ago dressing up as a woman, wearing makeup, and wearing chastity would ever have entered her mind.
Now, she was getting ready to present as a woman, wear a dress, and go out in public to dinner with her wife. Her penis flinched and strained against her cage in excitement. Life certainly could be strange.
She paused at the thought. In addition to her beauty routine Sasha had asked her to use an enema solution and flush out her colon. The simple treatment was effective as only two minutes after injecting the solution into her anus she felt the uncontrollable urge to evacuate her bowels. Now completely empty back there, she then douched her backside before resuming her beauty routine. Not having much time to think about it she pushed the strange occurrence to the back of her mind and focused on getting ready for their date.
Barbara finished applying foundation and noted that the orange concealer and foundation showed no hint of beard shadow. Having taken lessons from Sasha, Barbara moved on to contouring. She took the Bronzer and highlighter and applied them to her face. With practiced moves she used a beauty blender to blend the colors to minimize her brow and her chin. Once done she had lost most of her masculine appearance and her feminine persona was now showing through.
Eye makeup was the trickiest part for Barbara. She pulled up the YouTube makeup tutorial Sasha selected for her and followed its instructions verbatim. Once her eyes were done the last vestiges of her masculine appearance disappeared.
The last two parts certainly helped her appearance but also had a profound mental effect.
Careful application of lip liner as she had been trained and then lipstick made her full lips even fuller with a hint of plumpness.
Putting the wig on top of her head though was her crossing of the Rubicon moment. Once her blond hair was in place the transformation was complete.
Barbara looked into the mirror and was happy and satisfied with her appearance. There was now no hint of masculinity. Her caged cock throbbed painfully in its plastic confines.
Barbara exited the bathroom for the bedroom to get dressed. She was almost ready for her first date en femme.
**
Barbara was naturally quite nervous and Sasha made sure to make their date as comfortable as possible.
Sasha made sure to drive of course. Barbara had never driven in heels before. Sasha still stole occasional glances over to her feminized husband wearing her conservative black cocktail dress. The long 3/4 sleeves, tight bodice, boat neck A-line dress was simple and elegant. Her new black Victoria's secret bra and her breast forms clung to her chest giving her a full womanly bust.
Underneath her dress, hidden from view, dark sheer pantyhose covered her legs and bottom to her waist. Barbara also wore a Victoria's Secret black thong with logo waistband, her first thong ever that quite frankly felt amazing. She delighted in the feeling of the thin thong strap that delved between her ass cheeks and even gently brushed against her anal star. The thong front trapped her caged penis and held it snug. The restraining thong and the drape of her A-line dress kept her bulge hidden from view.
A new pair of 4 inch sandal strap wedge heels graced her feet, and allowed her painted toenails to be seen through the sheer mesh of her pantyhose. The color matched her fingernails, a warm rich red color, glossy and smooth, that also complemented her lipstick.
Sasha made sure Barbara accessorized with her pearl necklace and pearl earrings. Special clip on adapters had been ordered reminding Sasha that maybe she might want to get Barbara's ears pierced someday.
They drove slowly to their 8 o'clock dinner reservation at a secluded restaurant.
Barbara was most nervous about walking in and being seen in public but Sasha had no doubts. Barbara's presentation was flawless. Her fear of being noticed, recognized, 'made', or outed was unfounded and her other fear of what to do if approached by strangers never materialized.
Well, there were those two cute guys at the bar but Sasha politely declined the drinks they sent to her and Barbara at their table. There was no way she was about to share her girlfriend and cross dressed husband with anyone.
They both enjoyed their dinner, candlelight and a glass of wine setting the mood. Once Barbara relaxed they both flirted unashamedly with each other. It really was the perfect date.
Sasha made sure to take Barbara to a late night coffee shop so they could spend more time out of the house and in public together. As eager as she was to take her sexy feminine husband home and make love to her Sasha wanted to show off her beautiful girlfriend as much as possible.
The opinions of strangers didn't matter and yet she enjoyed seeing their looks of appreciation and lust. Looks she made sure to point out to Barbara. By the end of the evening it was unmistakable. Barbara was enjoying her time out in public, being admired just as much as Sasha was. Still, as the hour grew late Sasha was eager to take her girlfriend home and move this date along to more intimate activities.
**
Finally returning home, Sasha firmly escorted Barbara straight to the master bedroom.
Barbara couldn't help but smile shyly and eagerly and listened to the two pairs of high heels clicking quickly across the hardwood floors as she was led to their master bedroom. She let Sasha spin her around, embrace her and press her lips onto her own.
Barbara succumbed easily to Sasha's dominant aggressive kiss and was caught by surprise when she reached behind her to unzip the back of her dress. When Sasha broke free from the kiss Barbara let he dress fall off of her shoulders and down into a puddle on the floor. She now stood before her in her black bra and breast forms, black thong, black panty hose and wedge heels, pearl earrings and pearl necklace.
Barbara moved to remove Sasha's dress but Sasha surprised her by aggressively pushing back on her shoulders. As she fell backwards her legs folded at the edge of the bed and she fell roughly onto the mattress, her blonde wig splaying slightly like a halo around her pretty face.
Sasha smiled at her sexy feminized and chaste husband as her legs also splayed out when she was knocked back. She was just so pretty...and perfect. Sasha undid the side zipper from her black pencil skirt and let it fall into the pile of clothes on the bedroom floor. She doffed her white blouse as well, adding it to the pile.
Now wearing only her white bra and panties, opaque stockings and hold-ups she stood toweringly over her reclined feminized husband.
"I have a gift for you." Sasha smirked as she said it.
"What is it?" Curiosity and lust evident in her girlfriend's eyes and voice.
Sasha went to the nightstand, opened the drawer, and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. She noticed Barbara shiver slightly seeing the gleaming metal.
"Are those...real?" Barbara asked.
"Yes. Police quality, not a cheap fetish toy." Sasha relied gleefully.
"Now, put your hands out front." Sasha commanded.
Barbara held her hands out in front as Sasha clasped first one, then the other cuff onto her wrists. She took the key and locked the safety latch so the cuffs would not tighten accidently and cut off circulation.
She let Barbara admire the fetters now shackled onto her wrists for a moment before proceeding.
"Move to the center of the bed and lay on your tummy." Sasha ordered next.
Barbara awkwardly rolled onto her tummy and crawled awkwardly, centering herself on the king sized bed.
Sasha took a moment to herself to admire the full panty clad and pantyhose clad bottom poking up before her, the firm backside, narrow waist, and the bra straps holding Barbara's fake tits in place. Her blond hair cascaded behind her back until Barbara unconsciously flipped her head to put all her hair to one side.
Sasha now crawled onto the bed as well and took Barbara's wrists by the handcuff chain and moved her wrists and arms to the head board. Pulling a short chain attached to an eyebolt bolted to the headboard and hidden by a pillow, Sasha took a small padlock, locking the chain from the head board to the handcuff chain.
"There, now you're not going anywhere." Sasha smirked vivaciously.
The look of surprise on her feminized husband's face was priceless.
"When did you do that?" Barbara asked.
"Oh, the other day, but don't you worry your pretty little head about it. It's only for your use anyway." Sasha giggled mirthfully. She had been waiting for the right moment to use that 'pretty little head' line for quite some time now.
Sasha left Barbara to struggle gently against her restraints as she walked into their closet and opened their pleasure chest. The small decorative locking chest that held all their toys they had acquired over their years of marriage. From inside she retrieved something new. Something she was eager to try out tonight...if her husband let her.
"What are you planning to do?" Barbara asked. He was a bit nervous and pulled gently on the steel handcuffs. The chains clinked softly as the links pulled against each other.
As she heard the taps of Sasha's high heels on the hardwood floors she pushed up on to her elbows and looked back over her shoulder to the closet door where Sasha had just gone and come from...and gasped in surprise.
"Like what you see?" Sasha asked mischievously.
Standing by the side of the bed Sasha, in her white bra, white panties, sheer thigh highs, garter belt and heels now sported a solid black leather belt that held a white dildo jutting obscenely from her groin area. She held a bottle of lube in one hand and waggled the dildo with her other hand.
She noticed as Barbara, he feminine husband shivered nervously.
"Wait, are you going to..." Her words trailed off.
"You did say that if I wanted to fuck you then I'd have to wine and dine you first."
Sasha watched his cheeks blush from embarrassment. Damn he is so cute like this!
"Won't it...hurt?" She asked, her voice quivering slightly.
"Sodomy? At first, if you are not careful, it can be too much Ow! and not enough Aaahh..." Sasha complained. "But you know that already from when we have anal sex."
Sasha grinned maliciously. She and her husband didn't often care for sodomy. Butt sex was absolutely a 'must be in the mood' kind of activity. Still, often when he insisted and pleaded she would yield to his persistence and make anal a part of their sexual activities and intimacy.
"You don't think turnabout is fair play? I do it for you."
Barbara merely swallowed nervously.
"I think you are interested and that maybe you are afraid that it is your turn to submit to my lust and desire for a change." Sasha rationalized for him.
Sasha watched her femme husbands face carefully. She still looked nervous, but also, interested?
"I bought this Strap-on just for you and you alone. I want to penetrate you and make love to you the same way you have fucked me before from time to time. I want to make you feel what she I feel when you make love to me." Sasha spoke softly so as to entice her husband into accepting her offer.
Sasha watched her swallow nervously again. This gave her an idea.
"Maybe we should start out easy." Sasha moved and took position between the head board and her feminized husband's beautiful face. She straddled over his arms, spreading her legs wide apart, her back and her heels against the head board, kneeling, resting her butt down onto her calves.
The strap on cock now pointed directly towards Barbara's face.
"Maybe you would like to see it up close first...maybe you'd like to suck my strap on cock."
Sasha waited. It was a serious moment. If he said no, she would respect that and would be sad but would let it go. She almost missed it when he nodded his head yes.
Sasha's heart leapt inside her chest. She watched his face as he gazed upon her strap on, getting an up close and personal view of the dildo jutting out from her groin. Her excitement at his acceptance made her juices flow and she felt a distinct sensation of wetness between her thighs soaking her panties.
"Nervous?" She asked as she brushed her blonde hair aside from her face.
"actually, yes..."
"You don't have to." She said softly, not really wanting him to quit. "Maybe I really shouldn't have surprised you like this."
"No...it's ok...it's just a piece of plastic."
He's rationalizing, she thought.
"Sure..." Sasha agreed as he slowly lowered his face to her flesh toned dildo affixed to the belt on her waist. The eight inch realistic circumcised veiny cock she picked out specifically because it reminded her of his eight inch long circumcised, girthy and veiny cock.
He opened his mouth and placed his lips on the top of he cock. Gingerly, he slowly began to suck and fellate the cock head.
Sasha could feel somewhat the push back from his oral efforts. His cuffed hands rested under her thighs and thigh high stockings as he very slowly took more and more of the cock head into his mouth.
"This must be what you see when I blow you." She breathily remarked. She could feel the wetness and excitement build between her thighs at the erotic image of her feminized husband's full red lips wrapped around her strap on cock.
Each time he bobbed down onto her strap on, just like an inexperienced woman, he tried to take more cock inside his mouth. The wet slurping sound of saliva on silicon lewdly resounded throughout the master bedroom.
Sasha appreciated his efforts. The feminine image he presented as Barbara, trying hard to orally pleasure her faux cock was erotically charged and impressive. Although he couldn't take more than half of her strap-on length into his mouth as at that point it reached his...her...gag reflex.
Still, as minutes ticked by it was an impressive effort. One that Sasha, enamored by the image playing out in front of her was in no hurry to hurry along. The amazing image would be forever seared into her memory and one that she knew she would cherish for years to come. But sensing that his jaws and mouth were getting tired, she was also eager to move on to her ultimate goal for the evening.
Pounding his sweet ass with her strap-on cock!
Sasha took him by the face and helped lift him off her cock. She actually had to help him off her cock. Was he tired and unable to back off? Was that why she went on for so long? Whatever the reasons the fantasy only stoked her desire more. Especially as strings of drool sagged from his lips and mouth to the head of her strap on dildo, before string tension broke and the saliva fell free.
Sasha move from the head board and now took position behind Barbara's panty and pantyhose covered ass. The full firm globes of her athletic yet still feminine ass lay before her, ripe and plump, just ready and begging for her taking.
"Be gentle." His voice hitched in excitement. Sasha saw her looking over her shoulder at her. Her eye makeup conveying a look of lust.
Sasha could tell he was joking and putting on a brave face at the same time. Clearly he was nervous.
"I'll go slowly." She reassured him, as she the used the sharp edge of her fingernail, poked a hole in the sewn seam of the back seat of his pantyhose, and then aggressively and easily ripped the sheer 20 denier tights apart. She spread the tear widely giving her more than enough access to his thong covered ass and fully baring the globes of his ass to her viewing pleasure.
Sasha wasn't even surprised by how aggressive she was feeling towards Barbara as she knelt between his legs and then used her knees to shove his legs further apart, giving her the room between them she needed to assail his pert sexy bottom.
Sasha popped open the bottle of lube and squeezed out a dollop of lubrication onto her finger. Setting aside the lube she looped the strap of the thong buried between her husband's ass cheeks around the finger of her other hand and pulled back hard.
She probably gave his cock cage a wedgies feeling as she pulled back, exposing the star of his ass. Sasha slid her hand with the lubricated finger between the cleft of his ass and pushed her lubricated finger against his anal star.
She was rewarded for her efforts by a yip of surprise from Barbara as her finger pushed past her defenses and invaded her dark rear entry.
With gentle insistent pressure and even strokes she slowly massaged his sphincter to relax his rear entry. Feeling a slight decrease in pressure intensity on her finger she slipped in two fingers and continued to stroke and massage the anal ring. Within another minute the ring relaxed again and exerted hardly any pressure on her fingers.
Barbara let out a soft moan as she worked her magic, gaping his ass slowly in preparation for her dildo. Sasha could respect his nervousness. She worked slowly and took her time relaxing his sphincter, building up anticipation inside him.



Slipping in three fingers caused her husband to flinch, his body to jump slightly, but was followed this time by a somewhat louder soft sighing moan.
"oooh..."
Sasha took encouragement from his relaxed attitude and relaxing ass as she worked her three fingers, visually confirming the gaping of his ass as almost ready and loose enough to accept her strap on dildo's invasion.
After another minute or two, Sasha felt he was ready. Barbara was positively mewling in pleasure. Quickly withdrawing her fingers from his ass she spread the last of the lube onto her saliva lubricated dildo and pushed the head of the fake cock against, and then into, his relaxed, gaped asshole.
Sasha was eager for her feminized husband to experience anal submission. She couldn't help but smile as the tip of her dildo speared and penetrated the relaxed defenses of his sphincter. Her smile grew as she saw the tightness of his ass as it reflexively gripped the roundness of her strap-on cock.
This must be what he sees when he fucks me in the ass, she thought.
Sasha's smile grew wider as she drove her faux cock deeper inside his ass. His moan of pleasure was validation enough. The 'appropriateness" of the loss of his anal virginity on Barbara's 'first date', much like Sasha's loss of anal virginity to him during their honeymoon so many years ago could not be denied.
She only hoped that he savored the fullness inside him and embraced the willingness to submit to her, to trust her not to abuse or hurt him as she had to him many times before. From the looks of his reaction, he was.
Sasha naturally started out slowly, allowing Barbara to adapt and accommodate the huge dildo advancing deeply into her dark rear tunnel. Sasha used short, gentle strokes, only moving deeper inside her incrementally.
Sasha timed her strokes and increased the depth inside her by monitoring closely Barbara's physical reactions. The way her breathing hitched each time she plunged her cock a little bit deeper. The moans that were borderline pleasure and pain from the stretching sensation that invariably accompanied the pressure a cock would impart onto a clenching sphincter muscle.
Then there were the tremors that occasionally rippled through Barbara's thighs, and body. Tremors of pleasure causing an upheaval that offset the pressure and fullness straining her ass.
Despite her aggressive attitude Sasha's aggression was tempered with passion and restraint. She had all night and wasn't afraid to take as long as necessary to compel and encourage her feminized husband to reach orgasm from sodomy.
Once she noted her dildo was half way inside him was when she noted the tipping point where his ass relaxed almost completely while his squeals of pleasure grew exponentially.
Her strap-on had reached his prostate.
Not needing any further encouragement Sasha pushed forward from her hips and plunged the rest of the dildo deeply and fully inside Barbara. In one fell swoop the shaft had completely filled her sissy husband's ass and now lay buried to the base of the toy. The leather of her strap on belt now made contact with Barbara's bare exposed bottom.
Sasha stopped for a moment, cock fully impaled inside Barbara's ass and let her adjust to, accommodate fully, and cherish the feeling of fullness the cock imparted.
Then, slowly withdrawing from her ass until only the cock head was still inside her, she plunged the full shaft length back down into the gaped open ass.
Barbara's squeals of delight and moans of pleasure were all the affirmation Sasha needed to keep doing what she was doing. Just as her husband had fucked her in the ass, Sasha now fucked him. Only it was him as her feminized girlfriend.
Truly Sasha reveled in the feeling of power her feminized husband had given her by allowing her to dominate him in such a personal and extraordinary manner. The significance of his trust in her and willingness to try new things was not lost on her.
Also, the amazing visual appeal she now saw playing out in front of her also had its own charms.
How her husband's body wriggled and writhed in pleasure from her fucking him.
How his body compressed and decompressed, like a spring, with each pounding thrust and withdrawal from her hips as she drove the strap-on inside him.
The tight anal ring that clenched ineffectively against her thrusting dildo, slickened with lubrication, unable to resist the pleasure she was imparting deep inside him.
How he mewled and moaned, squealed and vocalized in pleasure and excitement.
How her own pleasure grew as well. The pressure of the base end of the dildo as he pushed against her clitoris every single time she drove her cock inside him.
Sasha was in heaven and from the sound of her feminized husband, so was he.
Having lost all track of time it came as a complete surprise when Barbara let loose a long, loud, orgasmic cry of rapture. Sasha watched as her anal ring now clenched and spasmed again and again against her dildo as Barbara's hips bucked and her whole body writhed in rapturous bliss.
Barbara's orgasm triggered Sasha's and with an intensity she had come to expect and enjoy, rapturous bliss exploded outward first from her clit, then through her pussy, and then through her whole body.
Sasha collapsed, spent and exhausted onto Barbara's back, her bosom pressing softly into Barbara's lower back. Once recovered from blissing out she carefully leaned back and allowed her strap on cock to withdraw fully from Barbara's ass.
She smirked gently as the sphincter of his gaped ass slowly closed itself.
Wanting nothing more than to collapse from exhaustion she still managed to retrieve her handcuff keys, and unlock Barbara, her feminized husband's hands, from the handcuffs.
Sasha collapsed into the smaller spoon as Barbara rolled onto her side in the bigger spoon position to cuddle her. Her reverie was broken though when she felt the hard cage of his cock nestle against her bottom. It felt wet.
She put her hand back and felt his caged cock and the sticky slick wet cum that dribbled from the end of the cage and soaked the thong panty front panel.
"You came?" Sasha asked.
"Mmmm." Barbara replied.
"I can't believe it. That really works?"
"Me either. You drained me though. I'm spent."
Sasha smiled as she scooched in deeper into her sexy feminized husband's embrace. She felt proud that her pounding pleasure upon Barb's prostate caused him to cum. She had read about anal orgasms and that she had caused one felt...empowering. Even trapped in chastity he had spewed cum!
Afterwards they both basked in the afterglow of their shared orgasm. Still dressed in their panties and bras, ruined pantyhose, and too tired to get out of bed and remove their makeup, they both fell asleep.
Hours later, when they woke, rested somewhat from their passion, they both admired the ruin of each other's makeup.
Sasha wasn't sure what to say. Did he really enjoy it as much as she had? Was he hurt, physically or emotionally? Would he let her do it to him again?
So many questions were running through her mind. So many concerns and fears.
Fears that evaporated as he spoke first.
"So what are we doing next weekend?"
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"I don't think that high heels are meant to be worn to bed." Barbara said, rubbing her ankles and soles of her feet, her wedge heels now lying on the bedroom floor.
"But they look so sexy." Sasha teased, throwing back at her feminized husband some of the excuses he used in the past to persuade her to wear heels during intimacy.
"That they do." She agreed. "But they sure do hurt your feet and ankles after awhile."
Sasha just stared wide eyed at her husband, closing in on his personal space.
"Oh..." she replied, catching her look, understanding dawning.
"Yeah. 'oh'." Sasha giggled and relented. "Should I say I told you so?"
"Yes Mistress." Barbara sighed, and smiled. "You know, you didn't have to cuff me to the bed."
"Did it...uh...did you, hate it?"
Barbara paused and seemed to think for a moment.
"No, actually I kind of liked it. It was kinky. But I think I would've let you...you know...without resorting to restraints."
"Are you sure?" Sasha almost giggled.
Another pause to think.
"90% sure."
Sasha did giggle.
"Still, they do set a mood now..." Barbara grinned.
"C'mon, let's get cleaned up."
Barbara slipped off her blonde wig and set it onto the wig stand. Sasha smiled approvingly as her feminized husband took care with the wig and made sure to stow in properly. Once her...his...wig was off Sasha felt simultaneously sad to see her beautiful girlfriend disappear and happy to see her masculine husband slowly make his emergence.
He doffed his torn and laddered panty hose and tossed them into the waste bin. Next he unclasped his black bra and let down the bra with the breast forms still nesting in the bra cups onto the bed, her bountiful breasts set aside. Now standing in only his panties he slipped the cute panties down and off and let them fall gently down his legs onto the bedroom floor. He bent from the waist to pick them up and put them in the laundry hamper. Sasha admired his firm backside, narrow waist, and strong legs.
Aside from some residual makeup her girlfriend was gone and her husband had returned.
Sasha stripped from her white panties, bra, garter belt and stockings as well and made to join her husband in the shower of their master bathroom.
Once there Sasha took the key and unlocked his chastity cage. As she went to turn on the shower water she noted her husband take the cage to the sink and began to carefully wash and care for the hard plastic penis prison. A thorough wash with soap and water would remove cum, sweat, and lotion residue thus ensuring the cage longevity Sasha intended for him.
He set the cage onto a towel to dry and then joined her in the shower. Taking care to wash each other's backs...and fronts...she was simultaneously pleased and disappointed that he only got semi-hard from her careful washing of his cock. She clearly must have worn him out with his orgasm last night.
Sasha also made sure to introduce her husband to some of her differing body washes, shampoos, conditioners, and facial scrubs. The facial scrubs were especially important to keep his skin supple and youthful and perfect for cosmetics.
Once they finished showering and were toweling off Sasha noted her husband was about to put the cage away in the drawer set aside for it.
"Put it back on." Sasha ordered, catching her husband by surprise.
"Aww, please, it's the weekend." Her husband whined.
"And I say you have to put it on. It's my duty to keep my man secure." Sasha declared firmly.
Her husband hesitated but only for a moment.
"I guess you really do love me."
"More than you know." Sasha affirmed seriously.
**
Thursday
"What do you want for your birthday?" Sasha's husband asked her as he made dinner.
Dressed in a simple shift dress and heels, bra, breast forms and panties; but no makeup, he quickly whipped up a stir fry combo for their dinner.
"Oh, nothing...maybe just a visit from my girlfriend?" Sasha asked, meekly.
"On a weeknight?"
"Sure." Sasha took a sip of the white wine he had selected to accompany their dinner.
"Ok."
"Do you want me to buy you an outfit or pick one from the closet?"
"No, I'll surprise you.' He said with a wink. "How's the Riesling?"
"Mmm...delicious." Sasha sipped her wine and admired her femme husband's figure.
**
Friday
As usual, Sasha woke up with her husband and unlocked his chastity so he could go and shower. He had work and although it was her birthday neither of them intended to make much of a fuss. Sasha didn't even take off the day from work. She made the coffee and logged on to her computer. After checking a few emails she brought her husband a cup of coffee and selected his panties for the day.
Sasha went back to her computer and began her daily grind with the recent reports and data while her husband would get dressed and then leave for work.
Sasha's husband, meanwhile, had pretended to leave for work. He slipped out the back of the garage and made his way covertly to their travel trailer. Once inside he went to the trailers bedroom and pulled out the hidden packages he had ordered over the past couple of weeks.
He opened all the packages and then looked over their contents. He sincerely hoped he got the sizing right.
**
Lost in thought Sasha's focus was interrupted as the doorbell rang. She glanced at the clock noting how early it was and that she had been working for nearly an hour. She went to the front door and glanced through the peep hole.
Sasha stood there, stunned. Surely her eyes must be deceiving her. Dressed in a traditional sexy French maid's uniform, holding a small cake and a gift bag, Barbara stood before her at the stoop to their front door and nervously fidgeted.
Neither of them made much of a fuss for their birthdays anymore. Usually they celebrated with a special dinner and a small cake. They didn't buy gifts much either as they could just buy whatever they wanted when they actually wanted to. There was hardly any reason to wait for a birthday to buy gifts.
Sasha, dumbstruck, opened the front door.
"Happy Birthday Mistress!" Barbara said.
Barbara spoke softly and breathily, trying to evoke a Marilyn Monroe tone in her voice.
Sasha was still speechless. Several moments dragged by as Sasha studied the woman standing before her.
Sasha noted her feminized husband and his presentation. He...she...had on a wig she had never seen before, Blonde with pigtails on either side. A black and white lace maid cap was pinned to the top of her head.
Her makeup was on point. Truly she had mastered her lessons and advice as her makeup feminized her face and features. She looked amazing with contouring, blush, blue eye-shadow, doe eyes, and glossy red lips. It was impossible to look at her and think she was ever him.
She wore a wide choker around her neck, black with white lace edging and a white ivory cameo.
She must be wearing her breast forms and a bra, Sasha thought, the sweetheart neckline showed some cleavage on her chest. Did she blend the edges of the forms to her skin? There was no visible edge where the forms ended and her chest began.
Her black maids dress had white lacing at the sweetheart neckline that was so adorable. The dress clung tight to her bosom and to her waist and then flared out widely over her hips and bum. Sasha noted two more things, the white apron that appeared to pull her waist inward and the white petticoat edge just peeking out below the hem of the dress.
White thigh high stockings covered her sexy long legs and black and white stiletto heels, oxford style, at least four inches high covered her feet.
She had lace opera gloves that reached from her fingers up to the middle of her upper arms.
Seeing him dressed like this spoke volumes to her.
"May I come in?" Barbara asked.
"I thought you went to work." Sasha said, dumbly.
"I snuck out the back and went to the trailer to change for you." She answered.
"Wait, did you actually go out and buy a dress...for yourself?" Sasha was equally nonplussed and thrilled.
"Well..." her husband seemed to vacillate, "technically I bought it to wear for you so...you're not wrong..."
Sasha couldn't help her laughter. He was so precious! And sexy! The outfit looked amazing on him.
"You took the day off for me?" It was more of a statement than a question.
Barbara merely nodded her head yes.
He likes it! He accepts it! He wants it!
"So...may I come in?" That soft breathy voice again. So...femme!
Sasha now became aware of the street and cars as commuters were heading to work. Their house was set rather far back from the street so no one could see her...them...probably...
"Yes. Please..." Sasha finally said, still astounded with his presentation.
As she held the door open Barbara walked past her. Sasha noted the sway of her hips and the flip of the skirt and petticoat as it flipped back and forth like a bell. The wide white apron straps had been tied into a huge bow knot that covered the small of her back with a wing span (bow span?) from one side to the other side of her waist. The apron strap ends then hung down and just touched the top of her skirt where her bottom curved down.
She also noted her heel to toe walk, the way she stepped, her long firm legs, and her perfect poise and posture, no doubt helped by the high heels as she sauntered past her.
Sasha shut the door as Barbara stopped at the center of the foyer, turned and looked back towards her.
"Shouldn't you be at work?" Sasha asked.
"Not dressed like this." Barbara joked.
Sasha smirked and just stared as an awkward pause settled over them.
"I don't want to break character." Barbara whispered softly before resuming in a more normal soft and breathy voice and tone.
"Your husband sent me over to see to it that you have a relaxing and pleasant birthday." Barbara held up the cake and gift bag again.
"Well, let me have a look at you then." Sasha said as she once again appraised her feminized husband standing before her. She took nearly a full minute, walking around her to note the attention to detail. On a whim she flipped up the skirt and petticoat and saw she wore a white garter belt and that her garter belt straps clasped to her white thigh high stockings. She also noted she was wearing a new pair of white thong panties under her garter belt.
Her appearance and presentation were perfect!
But wait, was she doing it for her or for him...or for both of them.
She sussed out that he had not ever truly protested against any of her indulgences and her quest for new experiences.
As they say though, communication is key. Sasha sidled up next to him, feeling the silky smooth fabric of the maid's uniform dress. She stood up next to him and felt the fabric of the dress; an artificial blend of some sort, then ran her hand across his bra covered chest and felt the firmness from the breast forms push back.
"So are you doing this for me or for you now?"
"A little of both I guess. It's new...and kind of exciting too, although mostly I just like watching your reaction."
"Mostly?" Sasha burst into laughter. "How considerate."
"Well, yeah; you really light up when you want me to dress up. I'll admit the feeling of dressing up in these clothes is...uh..." he struggled for words.
"Sexy? Pretty? Fun?"
"Intriguing."
They shared a look.
"I can sort of understand now the allure of wearing something so flattering. I mean, dressing up and presenting as female is still a new experience for me but so far it's been a lot of fun too."
"I'm so glad you like it too." Sasha admitted. "I love the role play of me making you do things but the reward is having you actually dressed for me to admire."
"Aww...I love you too baby."
Sasha and her husband shared a kiss. Sasha's attraction to kissing her feminized husband and his pretty made up face stimulated her arousal. Once they broke free from the kiss Sasha noticed how Barbara's lipstick, ruined from the kiss needed refreshing.
"So I have you for the day?" She asked.
"Actually, you have me for today and the whole weekend if you want." Barbara said in her breathy soft voice.
Sasha smile again. Her girlfriend would be her maid for the whole weekend!
"Have you had breakfast yet?" Barbara asked.
"No, not yet." Sasha answered.
Sasha watched as Barbara turned towards the kitchen, and set the gift bag on the counter and then went and set the cake in the fridge. She started to pull out a few items from the refrigerator.
"Well then Mistress Sasha, let me make you some breakfast so as not to interrupt you while you work."
Reminded that she was on the clock at work, Sasha went back to her computer. She attended to her invoices and was pleased when Barbara brought her a fresh, hot coffee and cleared away her old mug. Several minutes later she brought over a single egg on an English muffin with a strip of bacon and a glass of orange juice.
I could really get used to this. Sasha thought.
**
Sasha would have thought that having a sexy maid in the house while she was trying to work would be distracting. It wasn't, at least, not much.
Barbara kept busy all day. After making breakfast for Sasha she cleared away the dishes and cleaned the kitchen. Once that was completed she went to the master bedroom and she stripped the bed and made the bed with clean sheets and blankets.
She started the first of several loads of laundry and made sure to fold and stow away all the clothes once fresh and hot from the dryer.
In between each chore Barbara brought a new fresh cup of coffee on a saucer and took away the old one to the kitchen sink to wash and stow, ensuring Sasha always had fresh hot coffee available.
Barbara made her lunch as well, cucumber sandwiches, presenting them to her on the silver serving tray they only used for special occasions.
It was also easy to track Barbara as she move through the house. Sasha could tell by the tapping of her high heels on the hardwood floors where she was at any given moment. In fact, Barbara spent her whole day in heels.
Satisfied to be pampered and have all the household chores attended to, Sasha had a very productive day of work. Even when Barbara came and vacuumed the carpets she wasn't much of a distraction. No more than any sexy, borderline slutty, French maid flouncing around her house would be.
Sasha smirked and smiled as she took a sip of her coffee watching her feminized husband flounce around later as he...she dusted the surfaces and even cleaned the windows.
The only awkward moment came late in the afternoon near the end of work when Sasha held a video conference with her boss, Ms. Green. Barbara came and delivered a fresh cup of coffee for her, took the old cup, and her lunch serving tray and tableware away to the kitchen.
"What's that tapping noise?" Ms. Green asked.
For a moment, Sasha felt caught. She had glanced over to admire the pert sway of Barbara's bottom as she walked away and had gotten used to the high heel tapping and hadn't thought anything of it. The staccato tapping of her high heels on the hardwood floors were obviously picked up by her computer microphone during the video meeting.
"Just my hired help for today." Sasha answered. "I was getting behind on household chores so I hired a maid service to come over and clean. She's a birthday present for myself."
"Your maid is wearing heels? Who does that anymore?"
Sasha didn't have an answer to that and just shrugged her shoulders.
There was a short pause while Ms. Green seemed to ponder something.
"Well, I'm always looking for help so if you think their service is acceptable let me know and maybe I'll give her a try as well."
"Of course." Sasha answered noncommittally.
Ms. Green's expression changed to one of approval and then turned her attention back to their meeting topic.
Minutes later Sasha breathed a sigh of relief as their meeting concluded and the call ended.
**
"You almost got me in trouble." Sasha had just logged off and took the glass of white wine Barbara was now serving her from the serving tray. She took a sip and savored the smooth sweet taste. She recognized the rose color and the off-dry flavor as white zinfandel. She also admired the effect the chilled wine had on the bowl of the wine glass as condensation was forming upon the crystal.
"How so Mistress?" Barbara asked demurely.
"My boss heard your heels tapping over the meeting when you walked around the house."
"Oh. What did you tell her?"
"That I hired a maid service to clean for the day."
"I'm sure she'll think nothing of it." Barbara said dismissively.
"What are you making?" Sasha asked. She could smell something good cooking in the kitchen.
"I am making you your favorite, Chicken Alfredo with a side garden salad." Barbara smiled.
God her smile was so pretty. Her lips look so natural and full with lipstick on. Her eyes looked so open and bright, eye-shadow and mascara looked good on her.
"Also, a package came. I signed for it for you."
Sasha nearly did a spit take with her wine.
"You...signed for it? The delivery guy saw you?"
"Well, delivery girl, but, yeah." Barbara noted Sasha's look of concern. "You were busy and focused and didn't hear the doorbell and I was right there so, yes, I signed for it."
"Did the delivery...did she..."
"Nothing happened. She just handed over the delivery and left." Barbara reassured her.
Sasha could just imagine what she would have thought if she was delivering. On the other hand, Barbara was absolutely convincing. She could totally pass in public, and had done so on their dinner date previously. It occurred to her that any delivery driver that saw her would probably just assume Barbara was a woman who dressed up for her husband's amusement and pleasure.
"What did she deliver?"
"Flowers for you with a happy birthday card attached." Barbara smiled shyly as she answered.
Well that made sense. The delivery girl seeing a sexy French maid taking delivery of flowers would definitely assume she was a woman dressing up for her husband's birthday. Sasha felt a sense of relief.
"You know, I should punish you for this." Sasha asserted.
"Punish me Mistress?" Barbara asked, taken aback.
Aha, so that got your attention.
"Yes, almost getting caught like that with my boss and just answering the door all dressed up and pretty."
"You think I'm pretty?" Barbara asked.
The change in the conversations direction momentarily caught Sasha off guard.
"Yes. Those Harley Quinn pigtails are actually cute and your makeup is good and you look very pretty."
"Thank you mistress, I did have to refresh my makeup after lunch."
Their conversation stalled as a timer dinged from the kitchen. Barbara returned to the kitchen and Sasha followed, staring at her full pert ass as Barbara led the way. Sasha once again admired the ribbon and bow knot of the uniform apron that decorated Barbara's back, waist and bottom.
If there is a ribbon over her ass is she making a present of it? It is my birthday after all. Sasha idly wondered about making ribbons a signature feature of Barbara's presentation.
"You should take your place at the table." Barbara advised.
Sasha exited the kitchen and went to the dining room. Once there she noted that the head of the table had a place setting with their china set and silver tableware, wedding presents they hardly used anymore except for Christmas and Thanksgiving holidays. The table was decorated with a new linen tablecloth, a floral arrangement and lit candles. Soft music was playing in the background.
As she took her place she also noted that hers was the only place setting on the table.
Barbara soon entered the room bearing her dinner on the silver serving tray with a cloche covering the plate. She delicately lifted the plate from the tray and set it in front of her.



"Aren't you going to join me?" Sasha asked.
Barbara smiled at hearing the invitation.
"I would love to join you at the table mistress. Are you sure you want me, a humble serving girl, to share this meal with you?"
Sasha giggled.
"Yes damn-it, I don't want to eat on my birthday alone."
Barbara left, and a minute or two later she returned with her meal, sitting again at the place to Sasha's right side. Before she sat she went to retrieve the bottle of wine and pour them both a new glass.
Sasha was enamored as her feminized husband carefully splayed the skirt and petticoat around her like flower petals before she took her seat. They were both fairly quiet as they ate, their conversation stalled often. The romantic setting wasn't lost on Sasha as she noticed Barbara would often make shy eye contact with her. Apparently it wasn't lost on her either.
Sasha wondered at her flirtatious looks and decided then and there she was going to have to punish her. Her beautifully made up, cross-dressed husband in his sexy maids uniform, setting her up for her birthday with a clean and organized house, food and drink and desert and presents.
Clearly she didn't know the excitement she was causing. Sasha's arousal started to grow as she and her sexy feminized husband shared her birthday dinner.
After the birthday cake Barbara finally presented her birthday gift.
Reaching into the bag Sasha pulled out the two gifts.
Ankle shackles and an O-type mouth gag with a plug.
Sasha turned to Barbara with a look of confusion.
"The shackles match the handcuffs you bought and we don't have a gag so I bought one, just in case."
"For me?" Barbara asked.
"Yes. There is no reason for you to not still be satisfied sexually when I am locked in chastity. You deserve all the orgasms you want. These are for your use."
Sasha's confusion evaporated replaced by a sincere knowing smile.
"I know we talked about this some time ago. I thought we hadn't reached a decision yet." Sasha commented.
Barbara blushed. "I wanted to get them for you as a gift."
She was so cute when her cheeks turned red with embarrassment
Sasha had wanted to get them to use on her feminized husband. Her increased interest in placing her feminized husband into bondage had only grown ever since she had taken his anal virginity. Now he had bought the very accoutrements she had wanted and needed to place him into even more secure and strict bondage than before.
"Aww...you really do love me." Sasha sighed. "You've grown to love this as much as I have, haven't you."
"I know you so well." Barbara submissively replied.
Sasha now considered that she had never actually punished him, even though her authority to do so was clearly spelled out in their agreed upon rules of chastity.
Punishments and rewards are sole province of the key holder; Mistress Sasha who reserves the right to punish slave/submissive for failure to follow the rules and give rewards for compliance with the rules.
The key holder Mistress Sasha is sole arbiter of what reward or punishment shall be meted out.
"I think someone is being very naughty and needs discipline." Sasha suggested.
Barbara seemed to sit up and take notice as her interest was piqued and she squirmed briefly in her seat.
"Come with me girl, you can clean up later." Sasha commanded. She took Barbara by her hand and led her to the bedroom.
**
Two hours later Barbara found she was kneeling on a thick blanket (to protect her knees from the hardwood floor) cuffed, shackled, and gagged. Her knees were starting to hurt and a string of drool from her gag nearly reached the floor.
Well that was a disaster.
Bondage play went awry shortly after it had just begun. After Sasha had placed Barbara into position and locked the safety locks on the cuffs and shackles she went to the bathroom to get ready.
Sasha smiled inwardly a she showered. She was hastily planning what she wanted to do to use Barbara for her pleasure tonight.
Cunnilingus was foremost on her mind as she toweled off. Sasha didn't bother with makeup. She figured she would blindfold Barbara as well. She was eagerly slipping into the proper mindset for the bedroom role play she was imagining.
Tonight was going to be...very kinky...tormenting her feminized husband. She was thinking of trying out a few new femdom dominance and submission scenes with bondage she had read up on and was eager to try.
Sasha, wearing a black bra and panty set she had taken with her into the bathroom, added the black stockings and black garter belt. She slipped on her black high heels to complement the dominant appearance she wished to project.
As soon as she brushed back her long hair into a more 'authoritative' style, she exited the bathroom and approached her submissive feminized husband.
She admired him, kneeling there, transformed into Barbara. She was submissively kneeling in her traditionally kinky French maids dress, white apron, white stockings and heels. Barbara's hands cuffed behind her back and the silver chain links of her shackles glinting in the low light of the darkened bedroom.
Sasha especially admired how the petticoats under her dress caused her dress to flare out so femininely, encircling her waist and hips.
Barbara's mouth was gagged with the new lips shaped ring gag with a center plug currently plugging it. Her red luscious lips stretched around the outside of the gag. She admired her blond wig with voluminous pigtails crowning her head and her wonderfully applied makeup beautifying her face.
Sasha had early improvised a hog tie from an old belt that went from the ankle shackles to the hand cuffs behind Barbara's back. She was staged kneeling on the floor by the foot of the bed.
It had been 20 minutes since she had placed the restraints on Barbara and put her into bondage. Sasha imperiously strode forward, eager to begin her playful torment.
Suddenly; her cell phone rang. Sasha frowned. She forgot to silence her phone. She hesitated at first reluctant to pick it up. Thinking that no one ever called her this late unless it was an emergency, Sasha decided to answer, certain whatever it was would take only a moment.
Unfortunately, her playful dom/sub session ended abruptly as family drama intervened.
Barbara watched as Sasha took the phone call, listening to her half of the conversation. She shifted slightly on her knees to keep comfortable, felt the tightness of the handcuffs on her hands and the weight of the shackles on her ankles. She would have liked to stretch a bit but the improvised hog tie would not let her fully sit up.
From what she could piece together from just one half of a conversation it would seem one of their children had been arguing with his fiancé and now everyone was upset.
Sasha slowly had to redirect her attention from fun adult play to managing the children's elevated emotions. A process that involved several phone calls and text messages...and time. She had become involved now and was working to help the children resolve their issue.
As Sasha worked the phone, she did take a moment to glance over to Barbara. She saw that she was left kneeling and restrained on the floor by the foot of the bed. Seeing she was safe and secure and not bothering her Sasha decided to leave her there for now to focus on the crisis.
Barbara wasn't sure what to do now. As Sasha paced and talked and worked her phone talking and working the problem Barbara could do nothing. She could only kneel and sit quietly. He gag ensured her silence. For some reason, she felt tightening and stirring in her panties as her penis became tumescent.
Barbara was completely unprepared for how much she was enjoying it. Sasha was supposed to dominate her and torment her, not ignore her!
But isn't that also what she should do? Barbara was supposed to be there to serve Sasha, so if Sasha needed her to be bound and silent, isn't that altogether right and proper that she remain bound and silent?
With Sasha focused on the crisis Barbara was indeed well and truly ignored...yet still a part. She was now a part of the background scene, being feminized and restrained, as if she were merely part of the room decor. Yet she was also an active participant as a witness and a voyeur watching as "Mistress Sasha" dealt with the issue.
It was frustrating...and being frustrated was...arousing! She felt her cock shift in her panties, the stretch cotton currently restraining her growing erection.
Barbara worried at only one point as Sasha offered to come over to their kids place so they could all sit down and talk together. Barbara didn't know where the keys were to the cuffs and shackles. She assumed that Sasha had staged the scene such that she had the keys on her somewhere. Certainly she would free her first before she left?
Barbara wasn't sure how long the crisis took. She couldn't see a clock from where she was kneeling. It had to have been 45 minutes? Maybe an hour?
Many minutes more passed before Barbara breathed a sigh of relief as it sounded like maybe Sasha had helped to resolve the crisis. After Sasha finally hung up her phone, Barbara watched and listened as Sasha paced and ranted a bit as she worked through her emotions.
Barbara felt her cock, un-caged since her release that morning to go to work, pulse from arousal. Barbara waited, the desperate urge to stroke her cock unfulfilled as she still knelt restrained on the floor for awhile as Sasha angrily vented her frustrations. Barbara knew Sasha would need to work through her emotions as a means to calm and center herself and recover from the emotional drain of the crisis.
Barbara waited patiently as Sasha spent probably another 30 minutes or so talking to her as she worked through her emotions and ranted and raved and voiced her complaints about spoiled children, her desire to be a good mother, and many other related topics.
Barbara, considering her current bound and gagged state, was obviously a very good listener.
Sasha finally stopped pacing and ranting. While she was rather angry with her kids for calling her she was also glad that they knew they could call on her to help them out when needed.
She lifted her wine glass and took a sip of her wine that she had long ignored, and then once again looked over to see Barbara, her feminized and sexy husband, still kneeling on the floor.
She had largely forgotten about him.
"I'm sorry. I think our fun's been ruined. I'm just not in the mood right now to play." She stated, distractedly taking another sip of her wine. "Please get up and put everything away."
Sasha drank the last of her wine, and then looked back to her husband. He hadn't moved yet.
Barbara's eyes flashed with amusement. She tugged at the cuffs behind her indicating that she was rather "tied up" at the moment.
Sasha snapped at her, her eyes flashing momentarily in anger.
"Figure it out!" She shouted as she put down her empty glass and stormed out of the room.
Barbara was stunned. Did she literally tell me to "figure it out"? How did she think I was to somehow escape these restraints? Barbara felt her cock pulse again as her erection finally slipped up and over the waist band of her panties. The soft cotton felt pleasurable and now the tip of her cock was caressing the taffeta of her two tier petticoat. Barbara tried thrusting her hips slightly in a vain attempt to somehow get some additional stimulation from her cock and from the soft fabric of her intimate attire.
Bound as she was she just couldn't get any additional friction or pleasure. Barbara moaned in frustration into her gag as more drool dripped down onto the blanket she was kneeling upon.
As frustrating as it was Barbara had to admit to herself, she was strangely enjoying being denied.
Sasha made her way to the kitchen and found the bottle of white zinfandel. She poured herself a new glass and then went to the family room and sat down, exhausted from the family drama.
She sipped her wine and looked over her phone. She estimated that she had spent over an hour of time just dealing with their issues and drama. Sasha crossed her legs and felt the comfortable smoothness of her stockings. She glanced at her heels, and then realized she was still dressed in the black bra and panties she had chosen to wear to present a dominant image for role play.
Sasha took another sip of her wine, relaxing on the couch.
Interestingly and unexpectedly she had still had a very good time as the domme, despite everything falling apart. Her sub...her subby hubby...Sasha giggled, had stayed put and let her deal with the issues. Not having him involved meant she could devote her full attention to solving the problems.
Another sip and Sasha felt the relaxing effect of the wine. Her earlier glasses of wine had worn off. No doubt she had burned a lot of energy dealing with the children. Her plans for role play that evening with her husband and well and truly gone far off script.
Sasha finished the last of the wine, left the wine glass on the coffee table and went back to her master bedroom.
Barbara heard Sasha's approach as the staccato taps of her high heels grew closer and closer.
When Sasha entered the bedroom Barbara looked to her, pleadingly. Her presence only enhanced her arousal that was already elevated by her state of helplessness. She had spent the entire evening watching as Sasha turned from playful dominatrix to mama bear protecting her young, to being the captive audience and witness as she recovered from the drama.
Sasha approached Barbara and unstrapped the mouth gag from her head.
"You need to clean up the kitchen and put everything away, and then come to bed." She commanded.
Lost in lust Barbara could only nod her head in agreement and obey her command. Sasha then removed the handcuffs and leg shackles. As Barbara rubbed her wrists and slowly stood up Sasha reached for Barbara's cock.
"Wait, you're un-caged." Sasha stated surprised. Barbara's cock was fully erect and hard!
"Well, yes, ever since you unlocked me this morning Mistress." Barbara answered.
"Lock it up!" Sasha commanded. She followed her feminized husband to the master bathroom. When he lifted up his skirt and petticoats she saw his purple turgid monster 8 inch cock pointing up straight and true.
"I'm sorry we didn't get to play as planned. You know, I really liked having you there. With you safely bound I was able to manage the crises and give it my full undivided attention."
"I really hope we can do this again...sooner rather than later." Barbara softly replied.
"Me too."
Sasha took her husband's cock in hand and with a firm grip on the base of his cock applied sufficient pressure to cause his cock to slowly deflate. Once it was flaccid enough she monitored her sexy husband as he applied a touch of lotion to the base ring and snapped it shut, then a touch of lubrication to the cage before slipping it over the shaft of his cock, caging it.
Sasha had the lock ready, placing the clasp through the device and then snapping it shut, locking him securely in chastity.
"You need to go clean up the kitchen and dinning room before bedtime." She reminded him.
"Yes mistress." Barbara replied with just a hint of disappointment. She pulled her panties over the cage and fluffed her petticoat and skirt portion of her dress out before exiting the bathroom.
Sasha doffed her heels, stockings and garter belt. She also slipped off her bra and climbed into bed. She needed sleep. As she heard the staccato tapping of Barbara's high heels as she putter around in the kitchen, cleaning up from earlier.
Sasha had to admit one thing; she really did like it when her husband was bound and left to her whims and desires. She had him for the whole weekend as Barbara. Maybe tomorrow she would actually get to do something with him.
Sasha climbed into bed, naked and tired. As she settled into bed she had one more satisfying thought; this was one of the Best Birthday's Ever!
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Loving FemDom
Sasha woke up and again heard her husband struggle in torment with his discomfort. She glanced at the clock. It was 3am; his morning wood was arriving right on time.
Frustrated and horny after last night's events she turned over to see him in the darkened room. She saw him turn his head and look at her as well, noticing she woke up. He had cast off the sheet and blankets and she could see his supine form lying next to her.
She saw that he had removed his makeup and wig before he came to bed but he still wore his bra and breast forms turning his slim chest into a bosom.
She saw he also wore his thong panty and that he also still wore his garter belt and thigh high stockings. Moonlight entered the darkened room from the windows. The low level ambient light just bright enough to make his white intimate attire luminous.
His caged cock stood as a hard bulge in the bottom front of his panties. Sasha's arousal grew seeing it and just thinking about it. She was left frustrated at the interruption of their Domme Sub play the previous evening and the crisis that ruined their scene and her mood.
But right now, with her sexy husband still dressed femme, her libido and her arousal had returned in full force.
Sasha saw her husband turn away.
"No.' she whispered.
She put her hand on his leg, stopping him. No doubt he was about to head to the bathroom to take care of his erection.
Turning away, Sasha retrieved her key to his chastity.
She fumbled a bit in the darkness, pulling down his panties, finding the lock on his chastity cage and inserting the key.
The soft click as the lock unlocked thrilled her. She appreciated the control she held in her hands, the control she was given by her husband, and how she wanted him...now!
Sasha unlocked his chastity cage, and set the lock and key aside on her nightstand.
Carefully in the darkened bedroom her feminized husband removed the cage and base ring, freeing his dick from captivity and allowing it to spring free.
Now kneeling on the bed next to him Sasha took the cock in her hands. She stroked him, smoothly, firmly, sensually.
With one hand she pushed her husband back onto the bed, lying flat. With her other she continued to stroke him until his cock was full and hard, his turgid member throbbing in her small grip, filling her hand with warmth.
Sasha let go of his cock, removed her panties, and swung one leg over her husband. She straddled him on his side of the bed. She took his cock in her hand again and aligned it with her moist pussy, spreading her labia apart with her other hand.
Lubricated with her natural excitement Sasha lowered herself slowly onto his throbbing member. She sighed involuntarily with pleasure as the tip then the head penetrated her tight vagina.
Her husband now placed his hands on her hips and held onto her, holding her steady. With his cock head now inside her Sasha let go of the rock hard cock, placed her hands on her husband's chest for balance and lowered herself onto him.
Pleasure she had denied herself the previous evening now flooded her senses. The fullness of his cock deep in her womanhood reached deeply inside her, as far as his 8 inch length could go. His thick girth also stretched her delightfully. After 20 years of marriage she never got tired of how full he made her.
Now fully impaled upon his rigid tool, Sasha paused and ground down upon him, rotating her hips to push her clitoris against his pubis, her natural juices slickening all around the base of his cock. The pressure and friction stimulating her to heights of pleasure she was well familiar with and eager to experience again.
Not quite ready to orgasm, she was more inclined to make their love last. He had let her keep him in chastity every night for a week and now was the perfect time to show her appreciation.
Sasha began to slowly lift and lower herself up and down upon him. His cock slid smoothly, evenly, fully inside her and stirred inside her carnal feelings of lust and pleasure.
Sasha was struck for a moment as she considered how he was always eager to make love to her and his desire for sex and pleasure seemed almost the same for her as when they were first married. She suddenly understood his physical desire quite well. She was feeling it now.
The raw, unbridled, passionate desire to fuck and be fucked!
She increased her tempo and rode up and down his cock with greater frequency. Faster and faster she went, letting gravity do the work on the down stroke and just a bit of a bounce off his pelvis to help her come back up.
Sasha wanted to feel him harder...deeper...she moved her hands up and they came to rest on his bosom. His bra and breast forms made perfect hand holds for her. The contradiction between his hard cock, smooth stomach, narrow waist and full fake breasts driving her wild with desire.
Sasha gasped as a first tremor of ecstasy rippled through her mind, her pussy, and her body. Too fast and fleeting to hold on to it nevertheless presaged what was to come.
Sasha could see her husband was also giving in to the throes of pleasure. His lips parted as his breathing increased, the pleasure of physical love building inside him. Even his cock deep inside her pussy felt harder somehow. He had moved his hands up along the sides of her body, from her hips, to her waist, and to the sides of her breasts.
Sasha's bouncing increased automatically as if on its own accord, she was giving herself over to lust, love and pleasure. Stronger and more frequent tremors rippled through her mind and body as the intensity of her pleasure increased. Sasha now slipped her hands under his bra and under his breast forms. His nipples were warm, hard, and aroused; just like hers. Gently she rolled his nipples between her thumb and forefinger.
Heavy wet slapping sounds as she slammed down each time onto his cock filled the bedroom. Her husband's luminous white bra was heaving slightly as his breathing quickened. Sasha was now gasping as well; from the exertion as well as the ecstasy.
Sasha was so close, and when her husband's hands moved to her breasts, aureoles, and pinched her nipples, the shock and pleasure was the final straw.
With a gasping sigh Sasha plunged down one final time and ground down as hard as she could. Her wet warm pussy filled with rock hard cock, her clit fully stimulated, her nipples pinched, her pussy clamped down hard upon the eight inch dick deep inside her.
Sasha's cry of rapture as her orgasm broke upon her, filled her soul, sounded throughout the bedroom.
For several long seconds Sasha was oblivious. Her eyes had rolled back into her head as a spectacular explosion of lights bloomed upon her conscious mind driving away awareness of the world around her.
As her orgasm slowly, oh so slowly faded, she became aware of her husband, thrusting up into her. She became aware of his cock; pulsing, and of the warm wetness that was his cum spraying inside her. She realized she was still gently rolling and teasing his nipples under his bra and forms. Her nipple play no doubt the final inducement that pushed him over the edge and caused his orgasm
Sasha resumed riding his cock and timed her bounces with her husbands thrusting hips, ensuring he enjoyed his orgasm to the fullest. Sasha clenched her pussy tightly, this time voluntarily to milk his cock of more cum. She wanted all of it inside her.
With a final gasp and grunt her husband now lay exhausted beneath her. Almost every time they made love he would have to be on top of her in order to come. But now, this time, she had ridden him like a cow girl and he had cum inside her.
Sasha felt the satisfaction and heady feeling of power from making him cum. This was indeed a very, very good birthday.
**
Saturday
After sex they were both spent and fell asleep still embracing each other. One of Sasha's last thoughts as she fell asleep on top of her husband was the feeling of his hard cock still deep inside her.
She awoke when he did, much later in the morning. At some point in the night they had separated. She smirked when she noticed that he was the one to have spent the night sleeping on the wet spot.
And, unsurprisingly, his dick was hard again. His morning wood was glorious to behold yet somehow seemed not as firm as it had felt just hours ago. She assumed that despite their night of passion taking its toll on him, his spent cock was still strong enough to show up for its second appearance of the morning.
Her husband kissed her good morning, an action Sasha enthusiastically enjoyed.
"Ugh. Morning breath."
Her husband merely laughed.
"Well good morning to you too." He replied.
Sasha rose from bed, following her husband. She slipped past him as she made her way to the shower. She watched peripherally as he removed his white intimates. Thong, bra, garter belt, and stockings. He had her intimates from the bedroom floor and placed them and his bra, panties and garter in the laundry hamper, otherwise empty from all the laundry he did as 'Barbara' yesterday as her French Maid and birthday present.
As she slipped into the stream of the hot shower she also noted how he placed his breast forms on the counter as he went to the sink to wash out their stockings.
Sasha smiled as the hot shower water washed over her. She had trained him so well.
**
After their showers it was one of life's simple pleasures to see him standing naked by his bathroom sink while getting ready.
"So did you enjoy being tied up last night?" Sasha asked. She was touching up her makeup
Her husband smiled for a moment, and paused from shaving.
"Actually I did. Despite nothing sexual happening because of the interruption it was strangely...fun...to be there, waiting for you. It's hard to explain. Watching you be mama bear in that black lingerie really made me hard."
"It's strange that I never really considered how denial would affect arousal before all this. Being kept in chastity until you want me, or being restrained last night, waiting for you..." He trailed off, unsure how to finish his thought.
Sasha smiled back. Although piqued that she had left him unlocked all day long after unlocking his cock that morning before he was supposed to go to work, the day ended up fruitful as well as fun.
"Well, I'm glad you liked it as well. I was worried from time to time if you were ok. I kept looking over to make sure and when I did you always seemed fine."
"I was ok. My knees got a bit sore after two hours but otherwise it was cool." He finished up the last spots on his chin with a disposable razor.
"Should we come up with a safe word or something? I've read about them. It's a code word, a way for you to tell me 'stop' when we're playing if things get too crazy."
"That sounds like a good idea. What word should we use?" He rinsed off his face, his baby smooth face free of whiskers.
"I dunno. We'll come up with something."
"Hey, how would I tell you the safe word if I'm gagged like last night?"
"Uh..." Sasha paused, uncertain. "I'll have to look it up and see what other people do in similar situations."
Sasha's husband put away his shaving gear. She noted the closeness of his shave and watched as he applied lotion. Good skin care would help when he applied his makeup.
"What do you want for breakfast?" He asked.
"We are going out for breakfast." Sasha pronounced.
"Out?"
"Yep. We'll stop at the coffee shop and get coffee and hot breakfast sandwiches. Then it's shopping time." She finished with glee.
"You want to go out shopping...with me?" He said, confused and uncertain.
"Yes, with you." Sasha said firmly. "I want to take my girlfriend out shopping. We both need a few things."
"Are you sure? I could stay home and clean and stuff." He offered.
Sasha stopped what she was doing, turned and embraced her husband. She looked up into his eyes and held him tight.
"No. You did everything yesterday. The house is already spotless and I want to take you out for a day of fun. You said it yourself; I have you for the whole weekend. That's two more days! We're going shopping."
Sasha gave him a quick kiss and then let go, returning to her vanity.
"Besides, you've been out before. You totally pass as a girl. No one who sees you would think you're anything but a pretty woman."
"Our dinner date was at night. It was dark out." He stated, obviously.
"But those guys sent over drinks at dinner and the coffee shop after that was well lit."
He hesitated, although Sasha noted his cock was stirring in front of her. Before she could cajole him some more he spoke and capitulated.
"Well, if you're sure."
"Sure I'm sure. Now you get pretty and I'll lay out what you should wear. Oh...and babe..."
"Yes?"
"Don't forget to lock it up." Sasha flirted and nodded with her head to his incidental arousal.
Her husband laughed and then obediently reached for the cage, now clean and dry, sitting on the counter.
**
Sasha waited until the last minute to actually lock up the chastity cage. She let the lock hang unlocked until after her husband had fully transformed into Barbara.
She watched closely as he emerged from the bathroom, his face fully transformed with cosmetics and the long blond wig on his head with feelings bordering on lust as he dressed in the outfit she had laid out for him on their bed.
She approved of the more subtle shades of eye shadow, blush, and lipstick he had used. His contouring was once again on point and feminized his face perfectly. Her teaching and the video tutorials she found really worked their magic.
Getting dressed now, first he put on the light solid grey bra and panty set. She wanted to help with his breast forms but held back and ended up simply watching with admiration as he settled them into the cups of his bra. He now sported perky c-cup breasts.
"Hey, my eyes are up here." Barbara chastised.
"Yes, but your boobs are right there." Sasha replied, still admiring his chest turning into her bosom.
"I like the way they stick once they get warm." Barbara remarked.
"I'm told we can also glue them on if you ever need to go braless." Sasha replied.
Her matching panties were hipster style by Victoria's Secret. Sasha admired the way the skimpy panties sat low around his hips, the amount of exposed flesh on his butt cheeks and the way the fabric pulled slightly into and between the cleft of his full firm round bottom.
Next he...she...Barbara, opened the package containing a new pair of grey thigh high stockings, rolled them up, and then put them on, unrolling them back up her long smooth legs. The silicon bands of the thigh highs would hold them up without need of a garter belt.
Sasha admired his legs and also the way the stockings both covered and flattered them. Most women didn't wear stockings anymore, but they were perfect for Barbara. Her legs were femininely shaped, albeit a bit more muscularly, like a female athlete, but once covered with heavy stockings they were transformed completely.
She put on the granite grey leather skirt next. The A-line skirt looked flattering as it draped around her waist and over her hips, ending at just above the knee. The bands of her stockings were now hidden from view.
Lastly there was the complementary grey v-neck woman's blouse. The front lace details really drew attention to her bosom and were flattering to her cleavage. The blouse was shaped to flatter her curves as well, drawing in around the waist and then flaring back out slightly at the hip.
She then watched as Barbara put on a new pair of low 3" block heels. The first pair of heels she ever bought on line on her own. The low heels were comfortable, looked good, and had an adorable grey bow on the toes and a delicate looking ankle strap with a faux buckle around the ankle. They were high enough that her ass and legs would look even more amazing from the heels elevating effects.
Good posture was important after all.
"Lots of grey today?" Barbara asked, commenting on the color coordination of her outfit.
The light grey top she wore matched the grey of her thigh high stockings. The darker granite grey skirt matched the grey of her block heels.
"MmHm...it looks so nice, but conservative too. It's perfect for a day out shopping as a woman and blending in with the crowd."
Sasha did help with the clip on earrings as well as a bracelet and necklace from her jewelry box. Simple gold chain with a small charm.
Once finished she stepped back to admire Barbara's presentation. She was flawless and suitably dressed for a day trip of shopping!
Sasha herself wore black leggings and a loose peasants blouse in pastel colors, her full c-cup bosom matching Barbara's. Sasha did feel justified in selecting the breast forms she purchased for Barbara. The forms, being the same size as her breasts, felt right to her. She didn't think that she would be jealous if Barbara had bigger tits than her, rather it was as if same sized breasts were simply something they had in common. Sasha matched with similar black low block heels as well, ankle booties more appropriate for her leggings.
She handed Barbara one of her older black purses and made sure she put her wallet inside adding it to the few well chosen items she had already stowed inside it, a few cosmetics, a hair brush, and accessories; just in case.
Now that Barbara was fully dressed and transformed from her husband to her girlfriend, with a knowing grin of satisfaction, Sasha reached under his skirt, lowered his panties, and finally locked the small padlock. She savored the satisfying sound from the lock as in clicked closed, locking his cock in chastity.
Once satisfied that her cross dressed husband's cock was securely constrained she took one more moment to admire her and how pretty she was.
Before pulling her panty back up and dropping her skirt hem she gently cupped and squeezed her balls. Barbara gasped and flinched ever so slightly despite the gentle touch. Trapped in chastity her testicles were held up and out by the base ring; exposed and vulnerable.
Sasha looked to Barbara. Once fully transformed, dressed, and locked in chastity it was easier, even felt natural, to think of her as Barbara rather than as 'him' anymore.
Sasha led the way out their front door as they made their way to her car, the staccato taps of their high heels announcing their progress.
"So where are we going?"
"We're going to the city. Better shopping, better stores and nobody knows us. We can shop in perfect anonymity." Sasha replied. She figured he would like the anonymity while she eagerly anticipated the wider variety of stores than was available in their small town.
As she drove out she mentally compiled a varied itinerary. She figured they would go through the thrift stores and a few discount department stores to see what new items may be in inventory. It would be a good first outing for Barbara to let her get comfortable. In fact, the whole point in going to multiple stores was to help get her out and be comfortable being out. It should allay any of her fears of being read or made.
But of course she also intended that the flagship store of the luxury department store would also be a lot of fun. She would finish the day with a stop at a lingerie store, a shoe store and even an adult store.



Barbara still didn't have a pair of women's sneakers for general wear around the yard and garden. She had been meaning to get Barbara her first pair as she didn't have them yet.
Sasha knew she also needed a new pair of women's sneakers and hoped her femme husband would find shopping as fun and enjoyable as she did.
Shopping alone could sometimes be boring but shopping with a friend was almost always more fun.
**
The drive to the ferry was quick and traffic was sparse for that time of day. The line of cars was short and they were able to board the next ferry easily. They stayed in the car for the 30 minute crossing to the city. Both women...Sasha smirked; her femme husband was certainly a woman right now, were playing on their phones as the trip passed mostly in silence.
Sasha was momentarily distracted from her phone when she took a second to admire his legs. When he got into the car she saw how he scooped the skirt under him when he sat down so as not to wrinkle the skirt. Very important as it was nearly impossible to get a crease out of leather once it was folded. Then there was the way she fussed with the hem of her skirt, just above her knees. She watched as she also ran a hand over her leg, perhaps feeling the silky smoothness of her stockings.
Her gestures and mannerisms were so cute!
"We should probably discuss your voice." Sasha said, breaking the comfortable silence.
"My voice?"
"Yes, I loved the breathy Marilyn Monroe voice you did yesterday but not sure how believable that is."
"Well, what should I do?"
"To lighten your voice, just speak softly, and more from your upper chest." Sasha advised. Sasha spoke reassuringly so as not to cause Barbara to feel any trepidation.
"I think you were really onto something last night and with a bit of practice we can have a voice more feminine and less...androgynous."
"I do have a question.' Barbara asked, practicing her voice.
"What is it?"
"The contents of my purse. I understand why the hairbrush, lipstick, mascara, and simple eye-shadow palate, would be in here. I also have my phone and my wallet. But could you explain to me why you have a pair of thong Panties, a condom, a small bottle of lube, and...tampons?"
Sasha burst out laughing.
"Well not that I think you'll need them but a girl should always have those things. You never know when or if you will need a cute guy."
"You remember the rules though; nothing that breaks the law or could result in arrest." Barbara replied levelly.
"I know, so no, I'm not going to ruin what we have over a reckless something" Sasha reassured her "but it's still fun to fantasize."
Barbara blushed furiously.
"And tampons are 'just because' as well. Imagine you are in the ladies room and someone needs one. Complete strangers will hand one over. It kind of funny, even if the woman is your worst enemy, if she needs to borrow a tampon, you just hand it over without comment."
**
"Don't you see anything you like? There are a lot of really cute dresses here." Sasha commented, perusing the racks of clothing. They had been in two stores already and while Sasha had found things she wanted her feminized husband had not. So far she had claimed that nothing interested her.
Her apparent disinterest broke quickly as Sasha saw her reach suddenly into the rack and pull out a dress.
"This one." Barbara said with barely contained excitement.
Sasha looked to see Barbara was holding a golden sequined mini dress. She saw a look of wonder on her femme husband's face as he was admiring the gown. The sequins of the dress were sparkling in the store lighting. The short dress looked figure hugging
"When would you wear it?"
"Christmas!" Barbara said seriously.
Sasha smiled. "Yes. That would be perfect for the holidays." Sasha admired the dress. The holidays were still 5 months away, and Sasha hadn't even begun to think of what they would do for Halloween, much less Christmas. But the dress did look cute. If it fit it would be perfect.
"You need to try it on."
Barbara's happy face fell slightly and she started to put the dress away.
"I'm not sure I can...the changing rooms..."
Sasha acted quickly. She took the dress and put it back in Barbara's hand. She grabbed the next dress one size up as well. She then took her by his hand and started moving her towards the changing rooms.
"Yes you can. You are beautiful, and you can pass. No one will know. You are going to try these on and see which one fits best." Sasha spoke softly. The store wasn't crowded but there was no need to draw attention. She spoke casually as she easily gave Barbara the reassurance she needed.
Barbara didn't look convinced.
"It will be ok. I'll go in with you." Sasha reassured. "Besides, you helped me in the other stores. It's not that different for you to try on something than it was when you were with me trying things on."
Sasha led the way as Barbara followed, their heels tapping reassuringly on the tile flooring. Sasha had with her another dress besides the two gold sequined dresses Barbara would try on. She had selected a black body con mini dress earlier as it was on sale. She had originally intended to try and coerce Barbara into trying it on as a way to experience the thrill of trying on new clothes but now that she had found a dress on her own it would not be necessary.
Once they checked in with the attendant they made their way to a changing booth. Once the booth door was closed Barbara stripped down to her bra and panties and laid her blouse and skirt on the bench. Sasha admired Barbara's figure.
Standing before her in bra, panties, thigh highs and heels Barbara looked hot! Sasha especially like the way her panties clung to her butt and the way her panties covered her bulging cock cage. The cage, invisible under her skirt it was now prominently displayed. Sasha found the eroticism undeniable seeing her caged, femme husband stand demurely before her in her intimate attire.
Dressed as she was she also displayed a feminine athletic physique. Her long strong legs and firm round bottom lengthened and emphasized by her heels.
Sasha noted Barbara's waist. While her waist to hip ratio was acceptable, halfway in between the feminine and masculine ideal, it could be better. Sasha found that she was idly wondering if a basque or waist nipper would help cinch her waist and bring Barbara's figure closer to the feminine ideal.
Trying the black bodycon dress first both she and Sasha were disappointed.
The dress would have looked fantastic except the lump formed by her caged cock was proudly bulging near the hem of the dress. If she wanted to parade with her caged cock clearly outlined then the body con dress would certainly allow for it.
Sasha was at least pleased with her eye for sizing as the dress otherwise fit Barbara perfectly.
Barbara doffed the black bodycon dress and now tried on the gold sequin dress. It was also a short dress. Once Sasha zipped up the back zipper the hem only came to mid thigh. The flare of the dress skirt section did cover her caged penis and showed no evidence of her bulge. The two of them went out into the common area of the changing room to admire it in the mirrors.
"This size fits well." Sasha noted. The dress Barbara had picked fit perfectly. There would be no need to try on the next size.
Barbara turned side to side to admire the dress. It was very flattering to her figure. The sequins sparkled in the room lighting.
"Yes." Barbara looked enamored with her reflection.
"Maybe some shoes to go with it?" Sasha prompted.
"Yes. That would be nice." Barbara replied, still admiring herself in the mirror.
Sasha smiled. She knew they would have fun together!
**
Barbara sat in the passenger seat as Sasha drove them to their next destination. It came as a surprise to her how much fun this shopping trip really was!
Initial nervous and hesitant Barbara followed Sasha's lead as she was led through the stores. The thrift store was a bust as nothing there that day interested either her or Sasha. The discount department store had a variety of wares but nothing there truly captivated her or caught her attention. Sasha had purchased a few home and house ware items but nothing really memorable.
The flagship luxury department store was an entirely different world altogether. Everything was so nice and new, yet so much more expensive! Finding the gold sequin dress was an amazing experience. Even the bag the clerk placed the dress into was nice. The clerk carefully wrapped the dress in tissue paper and then placed it into a heavy paper bag with string handles and the store logo printed upon it.
Walking away with the bag in her hand felt so...intense...good...arousing!
Being dressed en femme and out and about during day time Barbara was highly aware of her surroundings and did notice when other women noticed her. She noted how they seemed to look at her legs, as if evaluating her, but then look away and continue with their own interests and shopping. Barbara didn't see any other women wearing stockings and decided that was what they noticed.
The oddest part were the men. They also noticed her legs and seemed to stare more...appreciatively. One older gentleman actually approached her and complimented her.
"It's so sad. You don't see women these days taking pride in their appearance and dressing well." He said. "You look very pretty and well put together. Such a shame young women don't dress as well as they did back in my day."
Sasha had watched from the side and looked conflicted. On the one hand she seemed to want to burst into laughter, while on the other hand she seemed...proud. She seemed to preen a bit when Barbara was complimented.
Barbara also could not help her intermittent arousal. Trying on the gold sequin dress and posing before the mirror caused her pain as her cock cage constrained her bodies attempt at an erection.
It happened again after the compliment from the elderly man. When the man left Barbara turned and saw Sasha's pride. Seeing her happy Barbara's cock once again tried to become erect, with predictable results.
Barbara hardly ever got erections during the day, at least not that she noticed. When at work or when out and about as her normal male self she never really thought about it. But en femme, dressed up for Sasha, she found her body felt arousal more often and her cock was trying to get hard a lot!
She also admitted to herself that the bra, the breast forms and their weight upon her chest felt incredible. The way they would jiggle and sway when she moved caused intermittent arousal.
There was also the soft feeling of her panties, which had somehow wedged between the cleft of her bottom. Soft gusts of cool air would occasionally waft up under her skirt and past her panty clad bottom, surprising her each and every time with a pleasant sensation upon her exposed skin.
Then there was the way her legs brushed past each other and the soft swish sound of her thigh high stockings when they occasionally brushed nylon against nylon. The feminine tapping sounds of their high heels on the tile floors or concrete sidewalk.
The moment she caught her reflection walking past some windows, seeing the flip of her skirt and the sway of her hips wearing high heels induced in her walking stride, was indescribable.
Barbara had to admit it. Going out dressed en femme, passing as a woman...the experience was amazing and just so much fun!
Half way through their day they stopped for a light lunch. Barbara appreciated the rest. Her heels were comfort fit but still, she and Sasha had been on their feet almost the entire time.
"Have you had a good time?" Sasha asked. She had ordered their food and they were waiting upon the waitress now.
"Yes. God I was so nervous at first but this day has been so incredible. I can't believe that no one has read me."
Sasha smiled again. "Your doing great with your voice and your makeup is perfect. Without makeup, sure, it would be obvious, but your androgynous features help. Once you've contoured though, that's the point where you look feminine. The rest is just icing on the cake."
Their conversation paused as their food arrived; a Cobb salad for Barbara with an iced tea while Sasha savored a club sandwich with lemonade.
"You really haven't found much though." Sasha commented.
"I tend to think that separates work best for me." Barbara stated. "Most of what we saw was amazing but it's hard to justify the expense. Where will I wear it? And it's just so cheap and convenient to order skirts and tops on line."
"You just like showing off your legs. If I left it to you you'd have nothing but miniskirts and crop tops." Sasha accused.
"Those are for home, although I can't say that I haven't thought about it now, especially after today." Barbara teased back.
"What's next on the agenda?" Barbara asked.
"I've planned a shoe store, then a lingerie store, a vintage clothing store, and then an adult store." Sasha commented casually between bites.
Barbara looked concerned when she mentioned the adult store, and then simply shrugged her shoulders.
"Fuck it. I'm game." She said, sipping her iced tea.
**
At the shoe store Sasha noticed Barbara's attitude change. She was really into it and was searching for something like a woman on a mission.
"What are you looking for anyway?" Sasha asked. She had found sneakers for both of them as well as a new pair of heels that at that moment she was currently trying on and walking around in. They felt comfortable, looked cute and were reasonably priced. She decided to buy them.
"I'm not sure but I'll know it when I see it." Barbara answered.
"So you don't like any of these?"
"I like them all but I know what looks best on me." Barbara answered seriously.
Barbara suddenly paused when she found a pair of red slingback heels. She selected a pair in her size and took them to a chair to try on. She had also found a pair of sparkly gold stiletto pumps with a four inch heel.
"What are those for?" Sasha asked. She was pleased that Barbara found something and was curious if Barbara was picking them because they were cute or if she had a plan for them already.
"The red are for the tartan red mini skirt at home, and these are for the new gold sequin dress we bought." Barbara answered.
Sasha just gave Barbara a look and smirked. She looked so happy with her finds and eager to try them on to see if they fit.
"I'm a simple girl, I have simple tastes." Barbara confessed, seriously.
**
After buying their new shoes Sasha took Barbara to the Victoria's Secrets Store. Sasha knew Barbara loved their panties and bras and made her purchases on line but there was always something special about going to a brick and mortar store. The lighting, the displays, the selection and actually seeing things before deciding all made a trip to the store a more fulfilling experience compared to buying on line.
Sasha and Barbara both made several purchases and Sasha was not mistaken in her impression of Barbara when she left the store happily carrying her pink and white striped bag full of new panties and bras.
Dropping their purchases into the trunk of their car they walked to their ext destination. A few more doors down was the vintage clothing store specializing in women's clothing from the 1940s, 50s and 60s as well as new vintage style intimate attire.
There was no mistaking that look of amazement on Barbara's face. The vintage clothing store was definitely attracting her interest. She walked slowly through the aisles, clothing racks and displays, almost like a girl in a candy store, not sure what to look at first.
Sasha let her enjoy herself for a bit and followed her through the store. Barbara seemed to gravitate to the 50's era clothing. She gently, delicately searched through the racks of dresses. Once again, just like at the flagship store earlier, she appeared almost gleeful when she came across something that caught her eye and interested her.
Immediately, Sasha appeared and took the lead, guiding her to the changing rooms and made her try it on.
The 50s style dress had a blue floral print, a pinched waist, an exaggerated hourglass silhouette, rounded shoulders, exaggerated hips and a full skirt ending at her mid calf. The dress had short sleeves that covered her arms almost to the elbow. It also had a wide ribbon like design around the waist and a large bow at the back that made her waist appear smaller. The dress bodice had three large buttons up the front and a v-shaped collar that plunged down to between her breasts, showcasing her décolletage.
Sasha adored the bow. She really wanted to buy this for Barbara and have her wear it for her amusement and adoration. Sasha felt that ribbons and bows worked really well for her femme husbands presentation.
"It doesn't seem to fit too well though." Barbara remarked as she checked out he reflection in the mirrors.
"You need to have the right bra on as well as the petticoats. Wait here!" Sasha said as she darted out from the changing rooms. She quickly selected a white petticoat that would loft the dress skirt as well as a black bullet bra.
Joining Barbara back in the changing room she had her change out of her modern bra and into the 50's bra, slipping her breast forms into the new bra.
"You need a garter belt and stockings. Wait here again." Sasha found she was getting more excited. Darting out into the store she picked up a pair of white vintage high waisted nylon panties that had delicate black lacing details.
Checking with the store clerk she also took a pair of sheer champagne stockings with a black thigh hem and the black 50s style 6 strap garter belt back to the changing room. She was pleased to see Barbara had already removed her shoes and her stay up thigh high stockings in anticipation. With the new vintage panties she had to remove her hipster panties Sasha noted Barbara's caged cock appeared to strain enormously against its confinement.
Once fully dressed in her vintage intimate attire, high waisted panties, garter belt, champagne stockings, petticoat and bullet bra with its aggressive underwire, Sasha helped Barbara as she stepped back into her dress and lift it up onto her. Sasha heard Barbara's gasp of discomfort.
"Cage tight?" Sasha asked, whispering.
"Yes." Barbara answered, also in a whisper.
"Understandable. This ensemble is hot." Sasha teased as she zipped up the back zipper of the dress. She fluffed out the skit so it lay evenly over the petticoat. Barbara and Sasha went back out into the common area to check out her appearance in the multiple large mirrors.
Both of them were amazed and inspired by the flattering effect the dress had on Barbara. With the exaggerated hips and narrow waist, and the petticoat lifting the dress skirt, she looked like a well groomed, healthy and sexy woman. Her blonde wig and subtle makeup worked out well with the vintage dress, even better than with her original grey skirt and top.
Sasha could completely understand how her femme husband would be excited from seeing the vision of loveliness in the mirror. She felt ambivalence as she hoped his cage was causing him some discomfort at the same time hoping it wasn't too much discomfort.
"If you'd like to wear it out we do have vintage heels to complete this look." The store clerk said, surprising them and interrupting their admiration and fascination.
Barbara gasped slightly as she turned side to side in the mirror, admiring the dress, the strain on her cock struggling against its confinement distracting and arousing her more.
"Yes. That would be nice."
**
Walking back to their car from the vintage clothing store Barbara and Sasha both noticed the increase attention Barbara received. Carrying her previous outfit of grey leather skirt, top, bra, panties, heels and thigh highs in the store bag she stood out among the many people going to a fro in the downtown shopping core.



Barbara found her 'new'50s heels were easy to walk in. The black baby doll rounded toe heels were adorable as well as comfortable. They were originally designed for daily wear and comfort was considered in their design and manufacture. The heels also were open on the sides of her feet covering just her heels and her toes. A strap ran over the top of her foot to help hold the shoe in place.
With such a large purchase the clerk had thrown in a white faux pearl necklace to accessorize and complete the look.
Back and seated in the car Sasha admired how the dress filled out the seat around Barbara, making her waist appear smaller as she sat delicately, femininely in the passenger seat. Her heels and ankles looked so sexy despite the modesty the dress afforded.
Sasha idly wondered now if she had a fetish for Barbara as a 50s housewife. Her whole appearance had been transformed from the attractive and athletic college girl that had started this day into a demure 50s housewife.
"Where to now?" Barbara asked as Sasha started the car.
"Only one store left." Sasha answered. She gave her beautiful girlfriend a warm heartfelt smile. Barbara was still ready for more. She had really embraced what a shopping trip was supposed to feel and be like.
She was certain that she would just love the visit to the adult store. The anticipation was pure torment!



        Torment Ch. 06

        Sasha and Barbara submit to their desires.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/torment-ch-06

Title: Torment Ch. 06

Author: BJGoodhead

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Sasha and Barbara submit to their desires.

Tags: crossdress, submission, feminized, dominance, domme

Series: Torment


"Only one store left." Sasha answered. She gave her beautiful girlfriend a warm heartfelt smile. Barbara was still ready for more. She had really embraced what a shopping trip with girlfriends was supposed to feel and be like.
**
When Sasha pulled the car into the parking lot of the adult store, Barbara didn't even hesitate. She unbuckled her seat belt and was out the door, ready to shop some more. Sasha reveled in the feelings of having a girlfriend to take shopping. The trepidation Barbara had felt at the beginning of their day was obviously long gone.
Once inside Barbara and Sasha admired the clean, well lit, neat and tidy store. Clearly this was not a stereotypical seedy store in a rundown neighborhood. If it wasn't for the neatly arranged walls of marital aides openly displayed, racks of fetish clothing, and racks of sexy intimate attire this store would and could be mistaken for a boutique lingerie store.
Sasha led Barbara over to the lingerie section to peruse the wide assortment of merchandise. Contemplating the wide selection of lingerie Sasha asked Barbara an important question.
"So what do you like best, style wise?"
Barbara didn't want to admit it but she was actually enchanted by the store. In many ways this store was just too much. There was too much good stuff! The mannequins all adorned in amazing corsets, garters, stockings...feather boas, marabou slippers, truly the selection of erotic intimate attire was overwhelming.
"The corsets are nice, but are you sure you want to spend this much. I can't imagine we would get to play with them that much."
"Absolutely! Every girl should have at least one." Sasha answered.
They both found styles they liked and Barbara was surprised when Sasha agreed to purchase two corsets for her and only one for herself.
"Then why are you buying me these two?"
"Because two is more than one." Sasha shot back evenly.
She patted Barbara on her bottom.
"Because the black one is for upcoming fun while the white one is for much later." she whispered in Barbara's ear.
Sasha was planning long term. Wedding anniversaries were special and having her girlfriend dressed up for it would be wonderful. In her imagination she could already see the ensemble she would insist that Barbara would wear for her.
Sasha paused. Could they both wear a wedding dress?
She set that thought aside for later. Right now she had other ideas to execute.
Sasha led Barbara over to a section of lingerie devoted to Basques and torsolettes. Sasha hadn't given up on her idea of having Barbara in a Waist Nipper. She had done some cursory research on waist training and was eager to try.
She found exactly what she was looking for in a women's steel boned mesh waist cincher. The cincher had lace details that would work well with her current 50s lingerie as well as lacing that would help tighten and pull in her tummy.
Sasha thought about buying it right away and taking Barbara to the changing room to put it on. But there were still several things she needed to get. She would have to save the waist nipper for later. She could help Barbara put it on at home and then have her wear it for the rest of the day....and night...probably...
Placing the waist cincher in the basket they walked together to the toys section. Barbara smirked at the sign over the store's toy section: FUN WITH TOYS.
"So how about one of these?" Sasha teased, holding up a small anal dilator.
Sasha and Barbara had talked about these before. Barbara wasn't entirely sure. The butt plugs certainly didn't look comfortable although her brief on-line investigation gave conflicting statements about them. Some product reviews reported them as being fun and pleasurable while others simply stated they were painful if used for a long length of time.
"I'm just not sure." Barbara answered.
"Would you be willing to try? For me?" Sasha asked coyly, fluttering her eyelashes.
Barbara initially, merely smirked.
"For you? Yes." She finally answered.
As much as she hated to admit it Barbara was really enjoying having her wife be the dominant partner of their relationship. Submission to her was just...so...easy.
Sasha placed the small butt plug into the store basket with the waist cincher and 3 corsets.
"And maybe this for later." Sasha whispered as she selected another butt plug from the selection.
Barbara gulped. The plug she had selected was larger, vibrated, and was internet compatible.
"Are you sure you want to buy that now? We haven't even tried the small one." Barbara was almost whining.
Sasha seemed to consider it for several moments as she read the product details printed on the butt plug packaging.
"Yes!" Sasha decided and smiled. She placed the wi-fi and internet compatible plug into the store basket.
Sasha had wanted this plug since she first came across it while reading about them. The thought that she could send her feminine cross dressed or even under dressed husband out and about while she could remotely activate the vibrating plug from anywhere in the world positively excited her.
"There is one more thing I want to get." Sasha said as Barbara followed her to the next section.
"You already have a strap on." Barbara commented, blushing.
Barbara was embarrassed but not from the idea of her wife wielding a strap-on cock. She was flush with embarrassment by how much she had enjoyed getting pegged the one and only time so far that she had been the recipient of anal sex.
Sasha had to be in the just right mood for her husband to fuck her in the ass. As such sodomy between Sasha and her husband had been a rare occurrence.
As Barbara though, she was self aware enough to know that she was just the opposite of Sasha. She knew she was very willing to try sodomy and be pegged again. The orgasm she experienced while being fucked had been amazing.
"Actually, this is for you...to wear." Sasha informed.
Barbara looked confused.
"This is a Strap-on 'for him'" Sasha pointed out the image on the packaging. "It's so I can still get some dick while you are locked up and chaste."
Barbara blushed even more. Her cheeks were flushed red with warmth. Her caged cock again tried to swell in arousal causing extreme discomfort under her vintage panties, petticoats and 50s dress.
Sasha placed the strap on into the basket with the other items. The idea of her husband all locked up and chaste while she was still able to receive pleasure was another source of arousal. She felt the warmth and moisture form in her panties and she was getting wet just thinking about the idea.
Sasha was pleased with how their experiment in chastity was going. Keeping him frustrated and eager to please her had, thus far, been working perfectly.
Truthfully she did envision sending Barbara into the store alone in the future. She had a sneaking suspicion that after today, and her experience being out dressed en femme that Barbara would like that.
Together Sasha and Barbara also added Lube and a special formulated toy cleanser solution to their basket. On the way to the register Sasha made two more purchases on impulse.
The first item was a fetish collar. Barbara spotted it and paused to look it over. She picked it up and turned it over in her hands as she admired the quality. She held it in both hands, and then turned her head, looking Barbara right in the eyes.
Barbara gulped and blushed yet again as Sasha, with a look of satisfaction added it to the basket.
The last item was a package with two small heart shaped locks. Sasha saw the little pink metal hearts and instantly knew that they would be perfect for Barbara's new collar as well as for her chastity cage.
"Is there anything else we want to get while we are here?" She asked.
Barbara merely shook her head in the negative.
"No? Ok then. If we think of anything else we could always come back later." Sasha said, smiling.
**
The ferry ride and drive home was largely silent. They were both a bit tired from their shopping trip. It had lasted all day and once on the ferry they spent most of their time checking mail and messages on their phones.
Once they disembarked the ferry and were driving home Sasha again watched as Barbara fussed with the 50s dress and once again admired how the skirt floofed out around her as she sat in the passenger seat of the car.
The 1950s style blue floral print dress with its pinched waist, exaggerated hourglass silhouette, rounded shoulders, exaggerated hips and full skirt ending at mid calf suited her well. The dresses short sleeves ended just above her elbows. Its wide ribbon like design around the waist and large bow at the back truly made her waist appear smaller.
Sasha just knew that the waist training cincher she bought would make her waist even smaller.
Sasha again admired the bodice of the dress with the three large buttons up the front and v-shaped collar that plunged down between her breasts, showcasing Barbara's décolletage.
What excited her most was to envision Barbara's undergarments. Her white petticoat that gave the skirt its loft as well as a black bullet bra holding Barbara's realistic silicon breast forms that gave her bosom such definition and prominence.
Sneaking peeks while driving; Sasha again looked down to Barbara's feet and her vintage black baby doll rounded toe heels. Her thoughts followed her eyes as she admired the sheer champagne stockings at her ankles and in her minds eye she envisioned them as they ascended Barbara's legs ending at the stocking's wide black hem as her thigh highs attached to the black 1950s style 6 strap garter belt.
Her imagination supplemented her memory of Barbara wearing the white vintage style high waisted nylon panties and their delicate black lacing details. Knowing her intimately kindled her arousal. As an afterthought Sasha wondered if she should have purchased a vintage style girdle. She would bet Barbara's ass would look amazing when held tight by a girdles constricting design. She wondered how the compression would affect Barbara's caged cock.
"What part of this dress do you like best?" Sasha asked as she once again watched Barbara fuss with the dress.
"These decorative buttons on the front." Barbara answered without hesitating.
"Why those?"
"I just think they look adorable."
Sasha smiled and nodded in agreement.
"What do you like best?" Barbara asked.
"The ribbon around your waist and the bow at the small of your back." Sasha answered.
"Why is that?" Barbara asked.
"They just make your waist look smaller and more feminine." Sasha responded.
Barbara felt around her waist. Sasha nearly giggled when she tried to put her hands around her waist to see if her fingers could touch. Despite her flat tummy, it wasn't even close, but the gesture was incredibly feminine to watch.
Sasha also thought about her husband and his mannerisms. When en femme, all dressed and dolled up he became Barbara in more than just appearance. She like the way 'he' became 'she'.
The way he became her in motion as well as vision, the way she held her hands and arms, not like a guy with elbows out and shoulders hunched but like a girl with elbows in and forearms slightly out, hands down and shoulders and back straight...just like a girl.
Then there was her walking stride when wearing heels, her heel to toe stroll with a subtle roll of the hips and sway of her bottom. Of course she never walked that way when just being 'him', her husband, in guy mode.
Sasha sat in wonder at the transformation that her husband underwent every time they fully transformed him into her and had play time. Sasha had to admit, she was slightly addicted to the fun of having her husband as her girlfriend and lover.
"You know, it's been, what...six, seven months now...what type of stockings do you like best?" Sasha asked. She was pleased to see from her expression that Barbara was giving it serious thought.
"I don't know that I can choose. They all have their merits."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, there is this feeling of vulnerability when wearing panties and the stay up thigh highs, especially if I wear them with a short mini skirt. Everything is so...accessible."
"It's slightly less so with the garter belt and thigh highs. It's visually more erotic but it seems like such an unnecessary contraption when silicone bands on the hem of the stockings do a better job."
"Pantyhose look nice as well with the continuous sheer material going all the way up the legs and then over the ass. Uhh...they also feel more 'secure' as they provide...umm...'full coverage'."
Sasha giggled briefly at the admission but quickly cut herself off.
"I can agree with all that. The wonderful thing is that hey all have their merits and they all have their drawbacks. But some styles just pair better with certain outfits." Sasha agreed.
"Oh totally. Absolutely. Fer sure!" Barbara said affecting a California accent.
"So what are you now? A valley girl?" Sasha asked, stifling her laughter at the unexpected impression.
"What can I say?" Barbara answered dramatically, "the mood like, you know, totally struck me."
Sasha giggled again. Barbara was way more playful than when she was being her husband.
"So what is the best part of a woman?" Sasha now asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Uh...like, are you a breast man or a butt man? Or maybe a woman's legs?"
Barbara seemed to ponder Sasha's question for many moments.
"None of the above."
"What do YOU mean?" Sasha asked, confused.
"You can't break a woman down into her component parts. A woman is a whole person; she is more than the sum of her component parts."
Barbara continued; "A woman is synergistic and wonderful. It is impossible to like only one thing more than another without diminishing her mystery and romance."
Sasha was astounded and temporarily unable to speak. She had never felt more flattered than she did at that moment. A smile of appreciation brought light and life to her face far in excess of the mere happiness she had been experiencing thus far from their day together.
Suddenly the shopping trip and day spent with her cross dressed feminine husband felt less like an outing among girlfriends and more like a date.
Sasha flushed with embarrassment as a warm feeling of affection and love surged through her body.
Yes...this definitely felt like a date.
"Well, what do you like best about your presentation?" She asked.
"The whole...all of it...the forms that give me the illusion of breasts, the cinched waist, the flare of the skirt and my heels that make my legs and butt look better...all of it."
Driving now in silence, several moments passed before Sasha responded.
"Yes. I think so too."
**
Arriving home Sasha parked in the Garage and let Barbara unload all the shopping bags. Sasha was slowly slipping into her domme mode.
"I'll pour the wine. You get the laundry going and hang up whatever doesn't need washing." Sasha said sweetly but her tone was clear. This wasn't a request.
Barbara blushed again. Her arousal strained her chastity cage something fierce. Try as she might she could not feel any irritation at Sasha's directions...her orders. There was simply something about being en femme that felt so right and when dressed en femme following orders that was provocative and stimulating.
Barbara didn't really know why she liked it so much, letting Sasha dominate her, she just knew that she did.
Besides, it was a small chore. All the laundry from the previous day and the new items they had purchased today would barely make a full load of delicates.
With the load started, Barbara went to her closet and hung up her leather skirt. She put away her grey heels she had started out the day with. She took a moment to pause and notice how many 'girl things' she had now.
One side of the walk in closet now had an entire rack of dresses, skirts and blouses that were hers and hers alone. She had about 5 pairs of heels sitting on the floor below them. Her petticoats were stuffed onto a shelf above the hanger rod.
On a whim, Barbara went to her dresser and looked inside. Her underwear drawer was now her panty drawer. She didn't even have any pairs of male underwear left, Sasha having burned the last of her boxers at a bonfire.
Her sock drawer shared space with her stockings, nylons, and garter belts. Yes, she had more than one garter belt, in fact adding the new 50s style one she was now wearing she had three. She noted how her male socks took up only 1/3 the drawer space compared to her other femme items.
'He' used to have two t-shirt drawers but now he only had one. The other drawer was now hers and was filled with her bras, breast forms cradle and women's t-shirts and tank tops and camisoles.
Barbara wasn't sure where she would put her corsets or waist nipper when they came out of the wash. She would have to find room somewhere. She set the adult items; the new strap on, butt plugs, fetish collar and locks on the bathroom counter. They would have to be washed before use. Barbara felt a quiver of anticipation and fear thinking of Sasha fucking her. She also wondered about fucking Sasha while being locked up. She had to set that thought aside as once again her cock strained uncomfortably inside her cage.
It had been an unusual day; her almost constant arousal had been tormenting her cock. She really hoped Sasha would unlock her so they could make love. She had to set that thought aside quickly as the strain of her arousal on her cock only increased the discomfort.
Barbara walked out and found Sasha had kicked off her heels and was relaxing on the couch. A bottle of chilled white wine already opened and two glasses already poured.
**
Sasha heard Barbara drawing near, the tapping of her heels on the hardwood floors betraying her approach. She lay back, reclining languorously onto the rich smooth leather of the sofa, the material cool to the touch upon her bare skin.
Barbara entered the room, and couldn't help but smile.
Sasha had stripped to her bra and panties. Her heels, top and leggings cast aside on the living room floor. Laying back upon the couch her full firm breasts were just barely contained by her demi bra. The top half of her aureoles were visible above the top edge of the bra. Her bosom tapered down to her narrow waist and then swelled back out to her full womanly hips and bottom. Her pretty panties, matching her bra, betrayed her arousal, a damp patch forming at the gusset.
"I'm so glad you finally decided to join me." Sasha said in a seductive tone. She sipped her wine.
"So am I." Barbara's smiled widely, a giddy feeling stirred inside her while yet again she felt the strain of her cock swelling against her chastity in a futile attempt to grow.
Gah! So frustrating!
She had never experienced this many foiled and frustrated attempts of her penis to become erect in a single day. The torment of inadvertent and incidental eroticism throughout the day now seemed unending. It was as unyielding as the cage keeping her penis frustrated and constrained. Barbara's breath once again hitched as the discomfort of denial overwhelmed her, a behavioral and physical response that Sasha recognized.
"Cock in distress dear?" Sasha asked knowingly.
"No...not distress...just, frustrated."
"Aww, poor baby, do I make you hard?" Sasha teased.
"You know damn well you do...or at least you try. You could unlock my cock and I'll show you how hard you make me." Barbara taunted back.
"Mmm...I just might do that." Sasha replied.
"I'll tell you what gorgeous, why don't you kiss me, then get on your knees and lick my pussy. Give me your talented tongue and maybe, if you're good I'll unlock you and ride that dick again!"
Barbara felt her mouth water. The mere thought of tasting and teasing Sasha with her tongue caused her imprisoned penis greater discomfort and yet, spurred her on by her desire, she knelt next to her wife slipped one hand behind Sasha's head, and gave her a passionate kiss.



Their lips parted at the pressure and heat from their inflamed desires. Sasha's tongue darted out to meet Barbara's and momentarily battled for supremacy. Sasha placed her hands behind Barbara's head and pulled her tight, slipping her fingers through the hair of her wig. Barbara yielded and Sasha's tongue gained dominance, penetrating the luscious red lips and tantalizingly exploring her femininely dressed husband's mouth.
Their passionate kiss lasted many long seconds until at a mutual unspoken moment they broke apart, gasping for breath. Sasha loved the sweetness of Barbara's breath. Barbara loved the taste of the white wine on Sasha's.
Sasha admired the slight smudge of Barbara's lipstick and knew her submissive husband was likely looking at the equally distressed appearance of her own lipstick. Sasha moved her hand to the top of Barbara's head and with insistence, pushed her head down between her legs.
Barbara slipped her fingers under the hem of Sasha's panties at the legs, one on each side, gripped the cotton material, and bunching up the sides, pulled them lower and lower, exposing Sasha's moist womanhood. Sasha lifted her hips up slightly and let Barbara remove her panties, sliding them down her long toned legs, past her bare feet, and tossing the panties onto the pile of clothes.
Barbara didn't need to moisten her lips, the kiss moments earlier made her luscious red lips shine with saliva as if they were covered in lip gloss. Sasha admired the look of her lover's face as she moved closer to her pussy. She felt Barbara's warm breath up her labial folds and then the tentative exploration of her tongue upon her pussy lips.
Sasha closed her eyes and let herself relax and enjoy the expert cunnilingas she was receiving. She was surprised for a moment when she felt him stop, then left her legs and pulled her closer to the edge of the sofa. He placed both of her legs over his shoulders, Sasha's anticipation grew and her pussy now felt flooded with her wetness and arousal.
Sitting on the floor, her face between Sasha's legs Barbara kissed just above Sasha's labia and her clitoral hood, savoring the delicate nectar...and then with a gentle lapping of her tongue, up and down the entirety of Sasha's labia, left a trail of warm, wet saliva.
Teasingly and tantalizingly slow, Barbara worked her tongue quickly, darting now into Sasha's woman's folds and then up to the clitoral hood to tickle her clitoris, rapid flickering of the tip of Barbara's tongue causing increasing pleasure.
Barbara teased Sasha as she tasted her, eagerly Barbara's tongue flickered across her pleasure center, darting in gently and repetitively and unyieldingly in her oral pursuits.
Sasha sighed as her body relaxed into the pleasure of cunnilingus. Her feminized husband, Barbara, had truly developed impressive oral skills. Having her pussy licked by her feminized cross dressed and chaste husband had easily surpassed her desire for manual pleasure from her masculine husband.
As Barbara lapped and licked her pussy Sasha simply lay back and let herself go. She embraced the contradictory feelings of gentleness and firmness that only a talented tongue could provide. Slowly succumbing to the oral assault Sasha's breathing caught, for only a moment as the first orgasm overwhelmed her.
The familiar warm, wet pleasure built into a crescendo and that crescendo peaked with rare ferocity.
Sasha's eyes rolled back into her head, conscious thought fled her mind, a torrent of endorphins were released and rapture overwhelmed her. Behind her mind vivid flashes of light coruscated.
Sasha wasn't sure how long her orgasm lasted; somewhere between infinity and a few minutes, the timelessness of her euphoria was interrupted by the impassioned moan of a woman. It took several more long seconds until Sasha realized that she was that woman, moaning in exhilaration and ecstasy.
Barbara maintained her oral assault upon Sasha's pussy. Throughout Sasha's orgasm Barbara felt the muscles in Sasha's thighs quiver and spasm in ecstasy and incidentally trap Barbara's head tight between them. Barbara lapped up the rush of girl cum as Sasha's orgasm rippled and crashed through her body.
"Stop!" Sasha commanded with a ragged gasping sigh.
Sasha knew that when dressed and femme her husband would not yield and would eagerly lick and lap and drive her to a second orgasm if she didn't make him...her...stop.
Sasha would typically let her do it to, but she had another idea and was eager to experience something new.
"The strap on. The new one...for you...go get it!" Sasha gasped out her order; aftershocks of pleasure were still wreaking havoc with her body making speech difficult.
She gazed adoringly down at her husband's face as he smiled from between her thighs clamped tightly on either side of his head, face now coated in wetness. Sasha had to force her body to relax enough so as to part her legs and release Barbara from her trapped position.
Barbara, her sexy cross dressed husband took her cue and moved back, kneeling before her on the living room floor. Sasha absolutely knew his cock would be straining mightily inside the clear plastic cage. His...her...balls bulging outward as her body tried to allow his erection to attain fullness; fullness the cage restrained admirably.
Without another word, Barbara moved back, then stood up and made her way to the master bedroom.
Lurching up from her reclined position, her body still barely responsive from pleasurable aftershocks, Sasha followed. She would move the next act to the king sized bed.
Sasha noticed Barbara at the master bathroom sink. She had removed the male strap on from the packaging and was giving the strap on toy a quick wash.
Smart.
She noticed Barbara had also doffed her dress and was about to remove her lingerie.
"Leave those on."
Barbara obeyed her order. Sasha savored the heady allure of desire that was smoldering and ready to burst into open flame. Strange how their years of marriage had improved with the torrid love affair they now shared.
Sasha turned down the comforter and pulled down the blanket and the bed sheets. She climbed onto the bed and waited.
When Barbara exited the bathroom and entered the bedroom Sasha sighed in adoration. Barbara had doffed her dress and her high cut vintage panties. Clad now in only her bullet bra, thigh high stockings, garter belt and heels Barbara was a vision of loveliness. Despite the glistening on her face from saliva and Sasha's pussy juices her makeup was largely still intact.
Sasha adored how Barbara's wig and makeup feminized her facial features and her overall appearance. The distressed appearance of her makeup and the long curls of her blond wig appeared tousled from having been between Sasha's thighs giving her that freshly fucked look!
Of course, with her panties now gone, the view of her caged cock, locked in clear plastic chastity with her testicles pushed up and out by the base ring brought its own sense of empowerment and lust. Barbara's penis and balls were blue from strain and denial.
Sasha's eyes were ultimately and unavoidably drawn to the newest feature, the stiff dildo now resting above that caged cock. Sasha felt her arousal and lust grow as she gazed upon the leather belt around Barbara's waist, the veiny dildo jutting ludicrously large from just above her caged and restrained cock, and the leather straps that encircled her cock securing the dildo to her body.
"Come here girl."
Barbara obeyed again, climbing onto the bed and taking position between Sasha's thighs.
"How's your cock?" Sasha asked.
"It hurts." Barbara answered, desire exuding from her answer.
"Hurts good or hurts bad?"
"Yes."
Sasha smirked even though Barbara's answer drove her already elevated passion and lust even higher.
"Give me that dick." Sasha commanded.
"Yes Mistress." Barbara replied. The make up of her eyes giving her a smoldering fantasy presentation.
Barbara slowly placed the tip of the dildo strapped onto her into Sasha's swollen exited pussy lips. Glistening with wetness Barbara stroked the head of the dildo against the labial folds, transferring Sasha's natural lubrication to the head of the faux penis.
Surprisingly, the unfamiliar strap on posed challenges for Barbara and was slightly difficult to use. The fake cock was mounted on her slightly higher than her real caged cock and extra effort and thought was required to wield it properly.
Teasing Sasha's aroused pussy was easy, and once aligned, Barbara began thrusting. Despite the denial felt from her swollen trapped penis in her chastity cage Barbara wanted to give Sasha pleasure.
She wanted her Mistress to cum!
With gently thrusts, both to gain familiarity with a strap on as well as ease the dildo deeper into her pussy, Barbara quickly demonstrated her skills. Deeper and deeper, each thrust of the dildo stretching out Sasha's tight pussy. Each thrust delving to new depths; and all too soon the 8 inch dildo was bottomed out and fully buried inside Sasha's warm, wet, excited pussy.
Sasha was in heaven...again! The dildo now inside her was every bit as full and hard as her husband's real cock. The way Barbara wielded the cock than now filled her was wonderful!
The newest sensation was a unique one. When Barbara bottomed out the dildo in her pussy she could also feel the hard plastic cock cage striking against her asshole.
Barbara was now thrusting repetitively in and out, in and out, driving that cock inside her, filling her, exciting her, driving her wild. Her chastity cage was tapping against Sasha's back door. Barbara and her beautiful face was so close to Sasha's own. Sasha took Barbara's head in her hands and drew her close. With heady desire Sasha kissed Barbara.
Their lips and tongues tangled as Barbara maintained her steady thrusting pace; the huge dildo penetrating every available space of Sasha's love channel.
Sasha also noted the provocative subtle scent of her own pussy juices on Barbara's face when she kissed her as well as the illusive taste of her pussy on Barbara's lips.
It was breathtaking!
Having orgasmed once already from Barbara's earlier oral attentions Sasha did not last long; mere minutes after she was filled with fake cock her excitement was rapidly approaching its peak. Keeping Barbara chaste meant that their lovemaking for once was all about Sasha.
About her wants, her needs, and her desires.
The sense of power and empowerment was exhilarating!
The cock, the kiss, the taste of pussy, and the knowledge of Barbara's chaste denial was driving Sasha wild and inescapably drove her lust and desire over the top.
Sasha orgasmed!
Sasha orgasmed hard!
As always her eyes rolled back in her head. Her back arched. Her legs clamped tight. Her toes curled. Her nipples stood erect in excitement.
Sasha's hands which had been holding onto Barbara's head now gripped the back of Barbara's head and neck tightly. She broke the kiss as her cry of rapture sounded loudly into Barbara's mouth.
Her rapturous cry expended, Sasha gasped for air as her mind was awash with color and light and nonsensical visions of ecstasy. She was starting to come down from her orgasm.
But Barbara resumed thrusting.
Immediately the unexpected plunge of the dildo driven deep into her pussy filled her with a second and equally powerful rush of pleasure. Sasha resisted at first. The first orgasm was so powerful, she couldn't possibly have another so soon...could she?
Unable to find her voice and order Barbara to stop, to wait, to let her rest, Barbara's steady rapid deep thrusts caused Sasha's orgasm to pivot. Instead of coming down from her orgasmic high she was driven back up onto the peaks of pleasure.
Out of breath, suffering from lack of oxygen from all her previous exertions Sasha's second orgasm burst onto her mind and body even more explosively than her first.
Yet again her eyes rolled back into her head. Her body tensed and her muscles trembled and spasmed in joy. Her whole body gripped Barbara tight. Her pussy clamped down so hard that even with her lubrication coating the dildo and soaking her pussy she caught the dildo and held it tight deep inside her.
"Stop..." Sasha breathed heavily, deeply, lustfully. Her instincts for survival automatically finding their voice...her voice...
Barbara waited and watched in awe as Sasha was ravaged by her orgasmic bliss. She tried again to thrust with the strap on dildo but Sasha had clamped down hard. She would have to wait until Sasha had fully relaxed.
It took a couple of minutes before Sasha's breathing had returned to normal and her eyes finally opened. Sasha let go of Barbara's head at about the same time her vaginal muscles finally relaxed enough to let go of the long, hard dildo buried deep inside her. She pushed back on Barbara to get her off...and out...of her.
Two orgasms!
One right after the other!
Three orgasms in one night counting having her pussy licked!
It was...amazing!
It was...fantastic!
"Wow! We will have to do this again and soon!" Sasha sighed with satisfaction.
Her husband smiled at her in her post orgasmic bliss.
"As you wish...Mistress."
"Now it's your turn."
Barbara smiled shyly, and watched eagerly when Sasha disappeared into the walk-in closet. For some reason she took her time coming back and Barbara couldn't help but be confused. She must have hidden the key to the chastity cage in there. Barbara's confusion became shock and awe when Sasha exited the walk in closet, and then stood before the closet doors.
Standing nude Sasha was now sporting her strap on dildo. The realistic veiny eight inch cock jutting proudly from the leather belt cinched around her waist and pulled up through the cleft of her bottom.
"Don't you want to unlock me?" Barbara asked, pleadingly.
Sasha smiled with an evil lustful grin on her face.
"No. I want to fuck you like this and let you be fucked like a girl!"
Barbara swallowed hard. Her cock was so hard and trapped in its cage was causing incredible discomfort. She remembered how the only other time she had been sodomized she had cum, despite the chastity device preventative design. She felt the pucker of her asshole quiver in anticipation.
"Take off your strap on and bring back the lube." Sasha commanded.
Barbara obeyed, quickly moving from the bed to the bathroom. Once there she unbuckled and removed the strap on belt. She put the dildo in the bathroom sink. She could wash it later. She retrieved the lube from a drawer and returned to the bedroom.
Once there she saw Sasha, sitting on the edge of the bed, feet spread apart, stroking her dildo with one hand, like a guy would when waiting for his lover to return.
"Come here baby. Kneel down and show my cock some love."
Barbara hesitated, but only for a moment. She knew what Sasha wanted. She still didn't see the point but locked in lust as she was she acted now on instinct and learned behavior. After all, Sasha had her do this once before.
Sasha watched as even in the short distance from the bathroom door to the bed she was able to appreciate Barbara's long legs and high heels that were a perfect display of femininity. She walked with her heel to toe stride and the sway of her hips as she approached that was just so precious.
Barbara got on her knees between Sasha's legs. She started slowly as she reached for the dildo strapped to Sasha. Barbara casually stroked it with her fingertips, and then her hand. She smiled up to Sasha. She wanted to create and maintain the illusion of her as her wife's girlfriend. With a casual chaste kiss she kissed the tip of the dildo with her lipstick coated lips.
Barbara looked up from between Sasha's legs; her lips parted as she slowly, sensually took the silicon cock into her mouth.
Barbara had years of experience with cunnilingas but this would be only her second blow job ever. She took the head of the dildo from the tip to the crown into her mouth and swirled her tongue around the head. She had to swallow excess saliva and inadvertently drew more of the cock into her mouth when she did so.
Barbara began to bob her head up and down upon the silicon dildo bringing more and more of the length into her mouth and soon enough she had over half the length in her mouth.
Barbara struggled every time she hit her gag reflex. She was able to bob fully up and down half the length of the dildo each time gagging when she hit her gag reflex. The head of the cock triggering her reaction each time it reached the back of her mouth.
"Need help?" Sasha asked.
"MMMhhhmmm." Barbara answered.
Barbara answered no. She thought she was understood.
Sasha placed her hand on the back of Barbara's head. She wanted her help. As soon as Barbara began bobbing downward onto the dildo Sasha pushed down on the back of Barbara's head.
Taken completely by surprise, Barbara tried to simultaneously gasp and swallow as the massive head slipped past the back of her mouth and down her throat. With astonishment Barbara found that her nose was now pressed tight against Sasha's leather strap-on belt and an eight inch silicon cock was now firmly embedded in her mouth.
Barbara first struggled to find a way to breathe. She managed short breaths through her nose since her mouth was full, experiencing the subtle evocative fragrance of Sasha's arousal in the process, her pussy now just below Barbara's nose.
Barbara's jaw ached and she could feel the length and girth of the shaft as it pressed down on her tongue and up onto her palette. Her cheeks also felt the displacement caused by the faux penis shaft occupying every available space of her mouth.
With her oral discomfort increasing Barbara pushed back with her hands resting on Sasha's thighs. She sensed every inch of dildo as it slid in her throat, up past her uvula, and then back across her tongue until she was able to spit out the crown and head of the silicon phallic prosthesis.
"Such a good girl." Sasha praised Barbara. "You took it all in."
Barbara was annoyed but didn't say anything. Her eyes were watering from the stress and strain. Strangely, the discomfort from Sasha's 'help' was offset by the realization that for her first time ever she had managed to deep throat the strap on dildo. Sasha's 'praise' actually made her feel...better.
"Now get that ass up here girl. I want you."
Barbara blushed. Being called 'girl' caused such conflicting feelings inside her. Nevertheless she eagerly took her place on the center of the bed, on all fours as she anticipated Sasha wanting her.
"Oh no. Not like that. I want to look into my lovers eyes when I fuck her." Sasha commanded seriously.
Again, with embarrassment and with excitement, Barbara turned over and lay on her back. She slowly spread her legs apart to allow Sasha access to her naked bottom.
Sasha took her place between Barbara's legs,
"Open that ass up for me." She said.
Barbara's embarrassment grew as her anticipation also grew. She gripped her buttocks and pulled her cheeks apart, holding them open for her lover.
"Good girl." Sasha praised again. She had noticed how Barbara would always blush when she called her that. Sasha was kind of getting off on the power that teasing her feminized husband gave her. A thought suddenly occurred to her.
"Did you clean out today?"
Barbara nodded yes.
"Yes Mistress. I used the enema this morning before we went out shopping."
Sasha licked her lips. Knowing Barbara was empty and clean would make her sodomy much more enjoyable for both of them. Sasha took some lubrication and applied it to Barbara's exposed anal star. She put a bit more on the tip of her strap on dildo and then aligned the tip of her strap on cock, slick with saliva and lube, with Barbara's anal entrance.



Slowly, with her hips, Sasha pushed forward.
Barbara did her best to relax. She knew from her previous experience it would be better if she did. Despite her best efforts her nervousness grew and she was overcome with tremulousness.
Sasha slowly, with tiny rabbit like back and forth thrusts pushed against Barbara's anal star. The lubrication making fractional inroads each time she pushed forward.
Barbara squirmed timidly from inexperience and fear. Somehow the cock would breach her anal defenses and a momentary flash of agony exploded in her mind. And then just as quickly, the agony would disappear and the anticipation would return. Despite those moments of agony Barbara found she was eagerly wanting that cock inside her.
Sasha finally pushed enough that the head of her dildo slipped past Barbara's anal sphincter. She immediately paused and held still allowing Barbara to come to grips with the cock head now inside her. She was rewarded for her patience as Barbara arched her back and wriggled as she sought to find a comfortable position. Her bosom in her 1950s vintage bomber bullet bra was pushed up and out as her back arched emphasizing her bountiful appearance.
Looking down on her narrow waist, flat tummy and at her hips Sasha was once again stuck by how athletically feminine Barbara really was.
When she again looked at the caged and chaste cock she noted how blue and full her penis was as it strained in futility against the unyielding clear plastic of her cage.
Sasha pushed forward another inch of fake cock into her lovers ass and was rewarded with a gasp from Barbara as she let go her ass and gripped the sheets below her. Her face was a studied mixture of pleasure and pain as she sought to cope with the cock now just a bit deeper inside her.
Once Sasha judged that Barbara was nearly recovered from the intrusion of the head and first inch of the dildo into her ass Sasha slowly pushed forward. With consistent speed and insistent pressure she drove the entire length of shaft slowly, irrevocably, it's full length into Barbara. She didn't stop until he base of her strap on was now pressed tight against Barbara's caged chaste penis.
Barbara gripped the sheets tight and held on for dear life as Sasha drove her strap on into her. She closed her eyes and water formed in the corner of her eyes as she struggled with the dildo. The fact that she had done it before, taken it before, and loved it once before stiffened her resolve. Time itself seemed to pass slowly as she hated and loved the agonizing torment of cock entering her ass.
It took her a few seconds to notice that Sasha had stopped pushing. Barbara could feel Sasha's lap pressing against her chastity cage. Sasha was holding still, waiting for her to adapt and overcome.
Sasha enjoyed waiting. She enjoyed watching Barbara squirm. She watched with attention to detail asher breathing become ragged, then become more calm and regular. She watched the tears form in Barbara's eyes change to lust and desire. She watched her body succumb to desire as Barbara's hips and pelvis, as if with a mind of their own, began to tilt back and forth. They began to rotate up and down; left and right.
Sasha smiled as Barbara's body was automatically grinding her ass down onto the cock buried deep inside Barbara's ass.
Sasha waited. She wanted to torment her; she began thrusting in and out, but only slightly. She would then stop or go slow and make her wait. She would make her want it. She would tease her, make her crave it...make her beg.
"Don't stop, why are you stopping?" Barbara cried out with a hint of desperation in her voice."
Sasha held still and was rewarded for her patience when Barbara began to aggressively roll her hips up and down and pushed herself onto her silicon phallic shaft. Barbara lifted her legs and wrapped them around Sasha's waist as she was desperately, eagerly attempting to hump Sasha's strap-on cock!
What a slut!
Who knew that the missionary position could be so erotic? Looking at the lust in Barbara's eyes, her eagerness and desperation to pleasure and stimulate her prostate and bring about her own orgasm.
Sasha took charge. Surprising Barbara she pulled back leaving Barbara nearly empty of cock, held still for a moment until she saw anticipation on Barbara's made-up face, until she felt the tightening and pulling of Barbara's legs around her waist and back urging her onward.
Sasha thrust forward and plunged the dildo deep into Barbara's anus.
Again and again Sasha withdrew and then thrust her fake cock into Barbara. Carefully so as not to drive in too hard against Barbara's cage and her bulbous testicles Sasha took great pleasure in fucking her slut.
Finding just the right angle she was soon able to spank her lap against Barbara's bottom without striking Barbara's caged cock or hitting Barbara's swollen testicles. Barbara was soon moaning like a whore in heat.
For many long minutes Barbara was fucked and enjoyed being fucked by her wife. Sasha's dildo was slipping and sliding inside her and more importantly was stimulating her prostate. That special spot inside her was receiving nearly continuous stimulation from the fullness and pressure the dildo provided.
Barbara wanted desperately to cum. She felt her cock strain in captivity, unable to straighten and become erect. Pleasure inside her grew greater and greater with no release available in sight. Her breathing was broken and she was panting and gasping, soft sighs bordering on desperation escaping her lips in high pitched squeaks.
Driven nearly to hysterics with desperation Barbara was astonished when her bent and captive penis began to leak cum. Unlike her usual male orgasms there was no explosive release, rather it was like a faucet had been tapped and opened. The miniscule release was torment as well as agonizingly exquisitely pleasurable.
With that unexpected slow release, Barbara squealed in rapture as she succumbed to orgasm and blissed out.
Sasha watched in surprise as Barbara's cum began dribbling steadily, slowly, freely from the end of her caged cock. Sperm, semen, cum, was dribbling onto the dildo Sasha was plunging into her ass. The cum that dribbled onto the dildo was being fucked into and pushed into Barbara's ass with each plunging thrust.
Sasha realized Barbara was cumming into Barbara with Barbara's own cum!
Sasha felt the pleasure of the strap on each time she thrust into Barbara push back against her clitoris. She allowed herself to slip into one more orgasm as she fucked Barbara. The sight of Barbara's cum being driven into her own ass triggering one last bout of orgasmic delirium.
Sasha didn't stop until Barbara's cum had tapered off. Once satisfied she had fucked all the cum from Barbara's swollen balls she slowed down the pace of her fucking and allowed Barbara to come down from her orgasmic high.
Sasha looked down at Barbara laying in her lingerie; bullet bra, stockings and garter belt, the hair of her wig splayed around her head and face, her arms and legs now akimbo from orgasmic exhaustion, her penis now resting peacefully inside its chastity device, she looked every bit like the dictionary definition of a well fucked slut.
Sasha took her belt and dildo to the bathroom and dropped the dildo into the sink with the other one. Barbara could wash them in the morning. She left all the other various clothes and incidentals where they were as well. Barbara could clean those up in the morning.
Returning to bed she briefly considered unlocking her.
Should she leave Barbara un-locked tonight?
Yeah right, even having had sex, with her 3AM boner arrives she wouldn't trust her not to masturbate. She would leave her unlocked when hell freezes over.
Sasha climbed into bed with her sleeping and exhausted and wholly fucked cross dressed feminized husband. His chastity had certainly evolved into new and exciting diversions. Feminizing him, dressing him up, role playing, dominance and submission; and it was only Saturday night.
As sleep overcame her she couldn't imagine life any other way.
**
Sunday
"Good Morning Darling."
Sahsa opened her eyes at the sound of the voice. She had slept soundly and felt amazing. She looked to her husband and realized that he was still Barbara. He had even spoken in the feminine voice they had him practicing yesterday.
As she stirred, rested she took note of Barbara's appearance.
She noted he had done up his makeup. Eyes, lips and face were all done in complementary shades of pink. He had never used those colors before and it look adorable on him.
Barbara, her feminized husband was wearing an outfit she had purchased on line a few weeks ago that she hadn't had the chance to wear before.
She was wearing a simple sheer white A-line dress that was decorated with a pattern of pale pink hearts. Under the skirt section of the dress she wore a white tulle two layer petticoat. She had on satin and lace thigh high stockings with a white heart pattern woven in.
She wore her inexpensive blond wig with pigtails and had accessorized with neon pink hair bows around the base of each pigtail, and a matching pink ribbon and bow around her neck as a choker.
She also had on a pair of white block heels and had another matching ribbon and bow around each of her ankles.
Sasha was impressed by how girly and overly feminine the outfit really was. It exceeded her expectations from when she first saw it on line. She found she was already thinking of accessorizing it with even more ribbons and hair bows, maybe around her waist.
Wait...is her waist smaller?
"Is your waist smaller?" Sasha asked.
"Yes!" Barbara squealed just like a young girl would. "I took the waist nipper trainer thing and tried it on. Do you like it?"
Barbara now gave Sasha a twirl, showing off her smaller waist as well as letting her dress skirt flare outward as she spun around.
Sasha couldn't help but smile.
The waist trainer. Of course!
"Yes. It looks amazing!" Sasha praised. She knew she would make the time to measure Barbara's waist later and see how much closer she could get to the ideal female hip to waist ratio. "Is it comfortable or does it hurt?"
"It's a little tight. I didn't go all the way, just the first set of hooks." Barbara answered.
Sasha had to admit that Barbara's cinched appearance was visually appealing. She could already see how the waist nipper helped with Barbara's posture, and the way it supported her back.
"I'm glad you're awake. Wait here." Barbara said, running off.
Sasha watched as Barbara walked away. Once again she admired Barbara's heel to toe stride and the sway of her hips. God he really was the perfect girlfriend.
Moments later, after hearing sounds emanating from the kitchen Barbara returned, her high heel taps on the hardwood floors preceding her approach. Sasha was surprised to see her carrying a breakfast tray.
"You should've had breakfast in bed Friday on your actual birthday, except we were both working." Barbara said, winking at Sasha. While she didn't 'go' to work she did end up working all day serving Sasha and making her birthday special.
She placed the tray across Sasha's lap. Once again using the fine china from the wedding set, Barbara served Sasha fresh hot coffee with her favorite creamer, two eggs just the way she liked them, two strips of bacon, dry white toast, and a freshly squeezed glass of orange juice.
"Oh, wow, thank you." Sasha sat up and let Barbara help her by fluffing and placing pillows behind her back.
On a whim Sasha slipped one hand up under Barbara's dress skirt and petticoats.
"Are these the ruffled panties?" Sasha asked.
"Yes they are Mistress." Barbara replied.
Sasha smiled again. She loved it when Barbara addressed her as Mistress.
Sasha found Barbara's cock, still locked in chastity, and saw her involuntarily flinch when Sasha gripped her testicles.
Sasha slowly and softly massaged Barbara's testicles and watched as she visibly relaxed, only to hiss in discomfort a moment later.
"Getting hard?" Sasha asked flirtatiously as she continued to massage Barbara's exposed testicles, the impossibility of stroking her cock given the chastity cage making her torment more meaningful.
"I think you tease me deliberately so you can make my cock hard so the cage squeeze will hurt me." She muttered.
"Well maybe I do." Sasha sarcastically replied.
Oh I absolutely do, she thought maliciously and proudly.
"Maybe I'll let you out later so we can make love again." Sasha proposed. She noted the instant interest in Barbara's eyes.
"I'd love to, although I don't think I can. The past few days have been amazing but I'm totally spent."
"Good!" Sasha let go of Barbara's balls and turned to her breakfast.
"Wait...well...hold on now..." Barbara sputtered. "We could, you could unlock it...me...if you want..."
"Oh no, you said you're fine" Sasha replied dismissively
"My good girl needs to know her place, I'm just reminding her." She said, enjoying warm feelings of love and authority from tormenting him...her just so.
Barbara felt the conflicting feelings warring inside her. She should feel annoyed but counter intuitively she instead was feeling protected and cared for.
"Well, I guess I'll just go and finish the laundry then." Barbara pouted.
As Sasha enjoyed her breakfast she realized that she had to guard against the temptation to award points to her caged husband too freely. Truthfully she and Barbara had been ignoring their agreement of using earned points to gain freedom from Chastity. Their role-playing and shared exploration of dominance and submission and feminization had largely replaced their earlier play.
It also occurred to Sasha that she hadn't ever had to or wanted to discipline him...yet! She had been enjoying the newly erotic feminization and domination role play much more.
She wondered about discipline though, about disciplining him for some offense, taking away points instead of awarding them; prolonging his time in chastity.
What would his reaction be?
What form of discipline should she award and for what offense?
Sasha finished her breakfast at the same time Barbara returned with a basket full of folded laundry. Sasha recognized the load as the clothes and intimate apparel they bought the previous day.
"Are you finished mistress?" Barbara asked.
"Yes. It was wonderful." Sasha said sincerely. "You really know how to spoil me. I could really get used to this."
Barbara smiled warmly receiving Sasha's praise.
"Maybe I like to spoil you." Barbara said as she took the breakfast tray away.
"I don't suppose you would mind just spending the day at home today."
"No, I wouldn't mind mistress."
Sasha blushed. She really liked being called mistress.
"Maybe just stay in and watch a movie or binge watch a show together?"
"We can order delivery, and day drink wine." Barbara agreed playfully.
"Yes, exactly." Sasha stated firmly.
"That sounds wonderful mistress. If you give me a moment I will come back and draw you a bath?" Barbara asked.
"Yes. That sounds wonderful." Sasha said, playing off of Barbara's submissive serving girl pesonna.
Yes. Indeed it did.
**
Monday
Sasha's husband woke up.
Despite his exhausting weekend making Sasha's birthday perfect, despite the amazing day shopping dressed en femme and the nights of sex and pleasure, despite the marathon fuck session he and Sasha had enjoyed and despite the day spent cuddled on the couch, drinking wine and binge watching shows he still woke up one minute before his alarm was programmed to go off.
Sasha's husband rolled over, sat up, and shut of the alarm before it could sound. He rubbed his eyes, stretched, then tried to scratch his balls. His hand found his testicles, jutting forward from the base ring of his chastity cage.
He gently rubbed them and could feel how spent he was from their weekend adventures.. His cock filled the cock cage with his morning wood but it was hardly causing any discomfort.
He looked once again over to his sleeping wife, his mistress, his key-holder; sound asleep on her side of the bed, breathing deeply.
He didn't have the heart to wake her.
Sasha woke up. Her phone had dinged. She looked and saw there was a new text message. She reached for the phone, noticed the time, and sat up in alarm as a surge of adrenaline coursed through her body.
She had overslept!
Sasha practically leapt from the bed and rushed to her computer. She quickly started the PC and logged into work, logging in exactly on time. She sent morning greetings via the app to her coworkers and booted up her email.
As her email inbox booted up Sasha remembered her phone and checked her text message. It was her husband.
*Good Morning Honey! You must have been exhausted as I couldn't wake you up when I got out of the shower. If you're up, let me know. Don't be late for work! Love You!*
Sasha smiled. She was wide awake now. Normally she would be up with him to unlock his cage for work, make coffee and select her husband's panties for wear...
Sasha's thoughts stalled...unlock him...
She rushed back to the bedroom. She went to her hidden key. It was still there.
Sasha hesitated, and then sent her husband a text.
*Are you still locked??*
Sasha's patience was almost nonexistent as the seconds ticked by. She saw the message delivered status change to 'read' and then the writing bubble pop up.
*yes*
Sasha couldn't describe how her emotions fought and roiled inside her. She felt trepidatious, confused, tormented, nervous and delighted all at once.
*Why? U should have woke me.*
Sasha now felt concern. She had never sent him to work locked up. If he was still locked in chastity then...
*Tried. You wouldn't wake up.* His text interrupted her thought.
Sasha's emotions settled and she felt calmness return. She barely stifled her smirk. Despite the sudden surge of energy she felt from waking up quickly and rush of concern for her husband's caged cock she now again felt the amazing afterglow from being fully fucked and sexually satisfied.
*Will U B OK?* She sent.
*Yes Mistress ;)* He sent back.
Sasha now felt relief. She also knew he had once spent a full four days locked in chastity as well as entire weekends from time to time. He had just spent the past weekend mostly locked up as well. One more day should be fine.
**
Sasha's Husband put away his phone. He smiled to himself and turned his attention back to his work. He would probably spend all day on AutoCad making the new drawings for the submittal. With the morning meeting now over it was likely he would be left alone to his work for the entire day.
After he had showered he tried to rouse Sasha again but she was completely out, slumbering soundly. He went back to the bathroom and made sure to thoroughly clean his cock through the air holes and pee hole with cotton swabs. It was slow careful work but good hygiene was very important, especially when caged. Blasting water through the base of the cage in the shower earlier had washed away a majority of what little cum managed to get trapped near his cock head but it was very important to be thorough.
Once complete he came back to the bedroom. Since Sasha was asleep he selected a pair of panties on his own. The simple pair of blue Victoria's secrets hipster panties in a faux denim print. They cupped his caged cocked and nestled it. The hipster cut still showcased the curve of his but and rode just a bit high on his hips, earning their name.
After an entire weekend en femme he felt a bid sad to have to put on his drab male clothes as he made ready for work.
Throughout his whole commute and arrival at work he felt a sense of satisfaction and overall was pleased with the past three days. Sasha's birthday weekend had been a wonderful experience.



Sasha's husband adjusted his caged cock slightly in his seat and took a minute to dwell on the fact that he was now caged while at work. His ass was now sore, but delightfully so. Sasha had ridden him hard and despite chastity had made him cum.
Strange as it was, since his wife had convinced him to use chastity, everything seemed better. Giving his wife control of his cock, giving his consent to her dominance had really improved their relationship, their marriage, and their sex life.
Sasha's husband still didn't really understand why he liked it. Male chastity in many ways seemed like a counterproductive counterintuitive idea. It didn't make sense...except that maybe, in some strange unfathomable way, it did. He didn't know exactly why he liked it...he just knew he liked it.
Sasha's husband decided he didn't need to torment himself and agonize over the why. That his wife responded so well to his consent was enough.
Sasha's husband let go of worry and turned his attention back to his work. They would play again when he got home.
**
*I hope you've enjoyed this story. The next chapter is a Halloween themed story and is already written but will not be published until October.*
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Sasha's husband returned home from work. He felt his spirits lift from the labors of the day as soon as the car engine shut off. Entering the house from the garage he made his way down the hall to the master bedroom. He noted idly that there was no laundry to do. He had caught up on the weekend and kept up during the week. He had planned it that way so as to be able to enjoy Friday evening with Sasha.
Once in the master bedroom he doffed his work clothes, polo shirt and khaki pants, socks and panties into the laundry hamper. Being Friday, he took time and care to clean out his rear using an enema solution. Anal douching on weekends had become a routine, necessary for him and his wife and the erotic play that had become their new normal. A couple of minutes later he emptied his bowels in the toilet. A second douche with sterile water rinsed out any last remaining ick from inside his posterior.
Unpleasant necessities complete he then took a quick shower with a gentle vanilla scented body wash to rinse off. Once complete he toweled dry and made his way to the bathroom vanity. A brief examination of his face necessitated the use of his razor to remove the day's growth of whiskers.
Quickly his bristles and whiskers fell and with a quick rinse once again his face was smooth and soft and youthful. Another brief inspection revealed he was now ready to apply his makeup.
A subtle mental shift in thought occurred as soon as the beard concealer and the smooth even application of foundation were applied occurred in his mind. A deeper sense of relaxation overcame the stresses from the daily toil. A sense of well-being settled within as he contoured his face. A sense of ease whelmed within as he used the blender brush on the contouring bronzer and highlighter to soften his features and make them over into hers.
She relaxed still more, tension leaving her shoulders as blusher was applied to the apple of her cheeks. Opening her eye-shadow palette she felt flush with amazement and gratitude at the plethora of color choices available. She had long practice now and easily selected the three colors she wanted to use for this evening. With practiced hands she applied the colors feminizing her eyes and further accentuating her feminine appearance.
Liquid eye liner was still a bitch but she got lucky and managed to draw perfect wings at the corner of her eyes on the first try. Mascara went on effortlessly and her long strong dark lashes became even longer with the mascara application.
The last step this early evening was lipstick. She complemented the greens and gold of her eye shadow with color appropriate lipstick. She selected the softer pink color from her available selection and applied it to her full lips. Subtle use of her lip-liner helped to expand the boundary of her lips drawing them even fuller, allowing the impression of her full lips to seem even fuller. A quick coat of lip gloss and her lips were now full, glossy, and luscious.
With her makeup complete Sasha's husband reached for the natural hair blond wig on its head stand. With careful hands she took the wig, brushed a few stray hairs into place and set the blond locks upon her head. A quick tug and slight adjustment and the transformation was complete
Barbara looked into her mirror and liked the woman she saw looking back at her from her reflection.
Without hesitation she opened the drawer near the vanity basin and withdrew the clear chastity cage within. She had to move quickly, her arousal would make installation of her cage difficult if she didn't move quickly.
Arousal caused her penis to start to swell as soon as she used applied lotion around the base of her penis. Lotion would help prevent skin from pinching as the base ring snapped shut. Once it was closed and situated around the base of her shaft (forcing her scrotum and testicles forward and away from her body) she slipped the locking pin though the ring, holding the ring shut.
Barbara next used a water based lubricant and applied a thin coat of the lube to the inside of the cage tube. She had to move quickly now as her arousal was growing. Her emerging tumescence actually helped with the quick insertion of her cock into the cage tube. She was fortunate to have only begun her arousal as the tube and spacer slipped over the locking pin trapping her swelling member before it became too large and uncontrollable.
The last item was of course, the lock. Sasha had left the lock with the cage. Barbara took the unlocked lock and placed the hasp through the eye of the lock pin. The hasp with lock would now keep her cage in place. Barbara left the lock unlocked, only Mistress Sasha was allowed to lock of unlock her chastity.
Exiting the master bathroom for the master bedroom Barbara, on a whim, put on her thigh high stockings. Sasha had left out red stay up thigh highs and Barbara preferred stay up thigh highs to other styles. The silicon bands around the thigh that held them up without need of a garter belt looked and felt amazing.
Barbara also put on the high heels that Sasha had selected and set out for her. She took one last glance at the outfit Sasha had set out for her before she turned and left the bedroom. She mustn't keep mistress waiting.
Naked except for stockings and heels, Barbara walked out the bedroom and made her way to Sasha. She would be sitting at her desk and just finishing up for the day. The tap of Barbara's high heels on the hardwood floor and the click of the tiny heart shaped padlock against the plastic of her chastity preceded her arrival before Sasha.
Barbara presented herself before her wife and mistress. Sasha made her wait. Barbara stood contrapposta pose until her wife deigned to notice her. Once she did, Sasha smiled, reached for the lock, gently shook the lock to assure the hasp was within the eye of the locking pin and with a tiny flick of the wrist pushed the lock up and closed it onto the hasp.
A soft click seemed louder in Barbara's ears as the lock closed, trapping her in chastity until her wife decided to free her.
Would it be a few hours? All day? A few days? Barbara never really knew how long she would remain locked up once their weekend began. Their chastity play gave full control of the duration of her chastity to Sasha. And since she and Sasha had the next full week off she knew there was a very real possibility she could be locked up for up to nine days.
Nine days was a disquieting thought as she had never been locked up more than 4 days on any of their other long holiday weekends or vacations.
Sasha acknowledged Barbara and waved her off with a flick of her hand. Barbara returned to the bedroom to don the outfit Sasha had selected, a coy, demure smile never leaving her face and gracing her with a shy feminine expression.
Barbara returned quickly to the master bedroom. She put on the rich red panties and matching brassiere and slipped her realistic silicon breast forms into the bra cups. Her faux C cup bosom was full and fit her frame well. Barbara admired the plunge of the bra that exposed her faux cleavage. She also noted the panties were already creeping into the cleft of her bottom. The tight cotton poly-blend material was creeping irrevocably and indecently deeper between her butt cheeks. While not quite as minimal as a thong strap the high cut panties did an amazing job of hiding in her ass crack and placing her full firm and round bottom admirably on display.
Barbara put on the dark red pleated mini skirt and the ice white cami top Sasha had selected for her. The mini skirt Sasha chose for her hung from waist to mid thigh and did an admirable job of accentuating her legs and full bottom while the spaghetti strap spandex blend cami top highlighted her remarkable bosom. Her red brassiere was visible through the material of the thin white top.
Barbara now inspected her high heels. Glossy black 4 inch stiletto heel closed toe pumps decorated her feet. She took a moment to admire her finished presentation in the mirror. Barbara turned to one side to admire her flat tummy and narrower waist; the waist training corset she had been using was beginning to show its effectiveness on her now smaller waist. She wondered how often she would be wearing it during their vacation.
She admired her profile and her full bosom, and then her full bottom. She adored the swing and flip of the skirt when she turned. Her caged cock bulge didn't show at all thanks to the forgiving nature of her skirt pleats. She was proud of how fit her legs were. She lifted the skirt slightly until she could just see her panty covered cock cage. She turned and saw in the mirrors reflection that she could even boast of having a thigh gap!
She let her skirt drop as she gave one last final critical inspection of her cosmetically feminized face, and satisfied with her presentation, made her way to the kitchen. Sasha would want a whiskey and coke to end her work day and Barbara needed to get dinner started. Sasha wanted to cook on the grill tonight.
Grilling was something Sasha's husband had once enjoyed doing but in an acknowledgement of how their relationship had evolved Sasha now preferred to run the grill. Barbara would need to put the marinade on the meat and also ready the vegetable kabobs. She would prepare the salad as well and make sure Sasha's drink was always full. Barbara had stopped on her way home from work and filled a growler with the newest offering from their local craft brewer that they wanted to sample tonight.
Preparing the meat Barbara also noted how her steak was now no longer the largest one. Indeed, when they went shopping at the grocery store they had deliberately selected portions of equal size. Smaller meals were helpful in keeping her weight and tummy under control as well as another method she used to keep her back door clean and free for her wife's enjoyment.
Satisfied and happy, her stress of work having completely left her body Barbara slipped easily and fully into embracing her role as her wife's housewife. Her coy satisfied smile remained a fixture upon her soft face as she flitted and twirled around the kitchen preparing their meal.
Her latest weekend in chastity had begun.
**
After they ate dinner and after Barbara had cleaned up, washed the dishes, and made sure their glasses were full...the new ale from the craft brewery was really something...Sasha took control of Barbara and brought her to the bedroom. Sasha had been fantasizing about starting the weekend off early and really getting a jump on their vacation.
Sasha and her husband had a taken a full 5 days of vacation time and had two full weekends as well. Sasha intended to make the most of the time she had available.
Sasha looked down Barbara's back as she worked her mouth up and down over Sasha's strap on. Lying back on the bed, legs spread, Barbara on her hands and knees between Sasha's legs, Barbara was bobbing up and down on Sasha's strap on dildo.
Sasha admired her feminized husband, now presenting as her girlfriend and lover as she gave her dildo a severe working over with her moist, wet and talented mouth.
Barbara's full red lips were wrapped around the dildo shaft, her saliva slickening and making the silicon rod glisten in the soft lighting. The soft sounds of her labored breathing and the sloppy sound of fake cock sliding into and out from her mouth were the only music the room needed.
Barbara had removed her top and skirt earlier. From her seated and reclined position Sasha easily looked down upon Barbara, her long legs elevating her ass high while her head was held low over the dildo filling her mouth.
Barbara's bare back sloped down from her ass to her head where only the red bra straps on her shoulders and the clasps of her bra band clipped together between her shoulder blades. Her hair had been flipped back to keep it clear of her face as she orally worshipped Sasha's girthy strap on. An action she had to repeat from time to time as the hair from her wig would slowly, irresistibly droop down and obscure her face.
Sasha let her eyes wander over Barbara's back and loved how narrower her waist had become and how full her bottom appeared in relation to her waist. Her husband had always been blessed with nice hips but now with waist training feminizing him further, Barbara's hip to waist ratio had got even closer to the feminine ideal.
And her full bottom was flattered quite well by the red panties she wore. The skimpy panty had pulled up taught between her bottom cleft and disappeared, allowing the red waist band of the panty encircling her hips to provide visual contrast emphasizing her hips to waist ratio and the globes of her elevated ass.
On her knees, Barbara still wore her red thigh highs flattering her firm legs and her black high heels were still on her feet.
Sasha smiled in satisfaction. As she lay back, relaxed upon a pile of pillows behind her supporting her head and back, she had the perfect view of her girlfriend and feminized husband as she was kneeling on the bed, serving her mistress.
Life couldn't get any better.
As Barbara's oral attention pushed and pulled against her strap on cock, Sasha's pussy grew damp from the teasing. The little nubbins on he back side of the strap on belt dildo mounting piece pushed and slid against her clitoris and her arousal grew exponentially.
Sasha's juices were flowing as her natural lubrication made her pussy wet and ready.
Barbara worked her mouth hard, sliding the dildo up and down her throat and mouth. She controlled her breathing, only drawing in air as soon as the head reached her lips on every third stroke with her tongue. The sharp gasp of inhalation coinciding with the slurping sound of her tongue and lips on the cylindrical silicon staff shoved slowly and sensually back into her oral cavity.
Barbara had become quite an expert at the art of manipulating a cock with just her mouth, lips and tongue, a testament to her oral prowess.
The vision of loveliness coupled with the slippery sensation of her engorged and aroused clitoris and labial folds finally brought Sasha to the brink of orgasm. As Barbara plunged her head and mouth down, as the faux cock once again disappeared between her lips, and as the base of the toy pressured and pleasured her clit, Sasha lost control as rapture exploded throughout her mind and body.
First one, and then a second burst of orgasmic bliss burst upon her as Sasha lost all sense of time and space...suffused in cascading lights and the exclusion of conscious thought, only aware of warmth and pleasure.
Coming down from her orgasmic high Sasha clasped her hands onto Barbara's head and pushed hard to get her to stop. Her body was spent from the dual orgasms and she needed rest.
As Barbara let the cock slip from her mouth, careful to slurp up the last drop of saliva she and Sasha now made and held eye contact.
The mutual expression of love on each of their faces was reward enough.
Her orgasm achieved, Sasha now took direct control. She directed Barbara to stay on her hands and knees and took position behind her. The strap-on was thoroughly slickened with Saliva but Sasha still applied water based lubricant to Barbara's anal star. She paused to enjoy the moment and the view as Barbara's sphincter flinched slightly from the cool wet sensation of the lube's application.
Sasha lined up her dildo with Barbara's ass. Once the tip made contact Barbara exhaled softly. Sasha easily, with firm steady pressure pushed the tip and head of her strap on cock into Barbara's ass.
Watching Barbara's ass spread and her sphincter expand and then clench onto the silicon penis was always a highlight to enjoy. Sasha felt her nipples and aureoles tingle with excitement as she pushed the cock into Barbara until the silicon balls at the base were pressed against Barbara's caged cock and balls and the silicon shaft fully buried.
Barbara's whimper once she bottomed out was another reward all its own.
As Sasha began to slowly stroke her dildo in and out of Barbara's ass she had time to muse on her earlier oral ecstasy.
Sasha had many occasions to experience fellatio as a giver of head and thought of it as somewhat embarrassing and also somewhat empowering. Her husband (probably) used to think that a woman had to submit to a man to give head.
Nothing could be further from the truth. Giving head was one of the most empowering things a woman could do for her man. When giving head; women held all the power. A man's most sensitive and delicate organ was literally in her mouth and between her teeth. The pleasure she gave her man was entirely voluntary and could be given or withdrawn at will.
She now had a better perspective from the typical man's point of view. Seeing it for herself, from the vantage point of the receiver she could fully understand the attraction men found.
The look of lust on Barbara's countenance was inspiring!
The way her lips stretched ever so slightly into an "O" around the cock shaft; amazing.
The way her cheeks would fill, bulge out, and then collapse as the cock head travelled past them and down her throat, then back up from her throat to her lips; awesome!
She had also found that when a string of drool stretched from her mouth to the cock wasn't as embarrassing as she had thought. Seeing that for herself; when a string from her dildo to Barbara's lips stretched out, seeing the connection between cock and mouth...it had to be experienced to be truly understood!
Sasha felt fortunate that with her feminized husband she had the opportunities to make these discoveries and experiences to appreciate and accept her new found understanding.
Sasha slowly increased the pace of her fucking. She could plainly see that Barbara and her ass had relaxed enough now to go faster and give her ass a pounding it deserved. With the increased pace Barbara also started to sigh and moan as the stimulation on her prostate would be increasing.
Yep, Sasha thought, there's no denying it...Barbara is a slut!
Sasha tried to think of one single time that Barbara had ever refused or tried to beg off from having sex. She couldn't think of a single instance. She never refused to put out and eagerly let Sasha peg her whenever she wanted.
So hot!
Sasha considered the sensation of receiving clitoral stimulation from oral sex via her strap on dildo versus oral sex directly from Barbara's tongue to her pussy. She now knew she liked oral through her dildo just as much as oral directly to her pussy if not more so. Oral without the intervening dildo was sweet and sensitive, but oral sex using the strap on cock as an oral joystick was more exciting even though both methods served their purpose...getting her off!
Barbara's moans began to increase both in frequency and volume and Sasha began to thrust her eight inch long girthy strap on cock faster and deeper into Barbara's ass. The repetitive slapping sound of lap to buttocks increased in tempo.
Sasha now felt push back from her strap on to her clitoris. Even having cum twice from Barbara's earlier oral endeavors Sasha was growing wet and her clit was being stimulated something fierce.
Sasha compared how getting pounded by her husband was amazing, but would leave her sore from his aggressive masculine fuck stick.
Contrasting that with her strap on was easy. She would still get her pleasure but would not be as sore. Sensitivity of her clitty was increased when she was the one doing the fucking. Another reason to her mind that justified her decision to continue feminizing her husband and garnering acceptance in her mind.
Even though she was kneeling behind her, Sasha was able to notice that Barbara's precum was dribbling from her trapped cock onto the bed sheets.
No big deal though; she would simply make sure Barbara changed the sheets after...or just make her sleep on the wet spot she created!



As Barbara's moans grew louder Sasha knew she was close. The stimulation from the strap on dildo onto her clitoris was driving her wild and Barbara's moans indicated she would cum any second. Sasha smirked as she knew Barbara's cum could not erupt explosively from her trapped and chaste cock. Confined as it was her orgasm would instead dribble out heavily but consistently as the strap on milked the prostate and the pistoning of her plastic penis pushed out Barbara's cum.
Barbara suddenly cried in rapture and Sasha drove in hard, triggering her orgasm. She felt lightning bolts of pleasure wrack her body from her clit, to her toes, from her lips to her nipples!
Sasha's finally thrust into Barbara left her faux cock buried as deep as it could possibly go, her silicon testicles dangling against Barbara's chastity cage base ring trapped scrotum and balls.
Sasha regained awareness before Barbara did. She had already had two orgasms earlier. Barbara took a bit longer. Sasha monitored the torrent of cum that had been drained from Barbara's balls, forming a wet puddle on the bed sheets. She waited until the torrential flow decreased to just a few dribbles and then slacked off to near nothing. Sasha gave a few more subsequent thrusts with her faux cock to help push the last few drops of cum from inside her, out; much to Barbara's enjoyment.
Sasha held tight to Barbara and left her full firm silicon strap on remain deeply embedded in Barbara's ass.
Just as before she thought, life couldn't be better...everything was just...perfect!
**
Barbara sat delicately upon the toilet as she let her stream of urine flow into the bowl. She sat uneasily as her bottom and her asshole was still sore from Sasha's aggressive use of her earlier.
Barbara, tired, exhausted, rested her chin in her hand as her bladder drained and her cock relaxed and softened inside its caged confinement. Even after being so roughly used she still experienced the discomfort of her morning wood's inability to break free of her plastic penis prison.
As her bladder drained from all the beer she had drunk the evening before, Barbara sighed in satisfaction at the memory of how her wife had used her so roughly and brought her to two amazing anal orgasms in one night.
Once finished she wiped the tip of her trapped cock and cage with tissue, flushed the toilet, pulled up her panties and returned to bed. She was surprised to note Sasha roll over to face her.
"Did I wake you?'
"No, not really." Sasha replied.
Barbara got back in bed, on the wet spot, and pulled he covers back up.
"Want to go again?" Sasha asked.
Barbara's eyes went wide and her jaw dropped...before she noticed Sasha's expression. She was teasing her.
"I don't think I can. You really pounded me. My ass is sore." Barbara answered truthfully.
"Good." Sasha smirked.
They lay quietly in the dark. There were still a few hours to go till morning.
"It seems that I spend more time now as Barbara than as myself" Barbara mused.
"Is that a problem?" Sasha asked.
Barbara seemed to think a bit and this made Sasha worry. She loved how things were going this past year and didn't want to go back to what they were. She loved the way they were now and wanted to explore even more.
"No, I guess not. In lots of ways this is just...just...feels..."
"What?"
"Natural." Barbara summarized.
Sasha let go a breath she wasn't aware she was holding. Her heart filled with joy and lust at knowing she could continue with her husband's feminization and their mutual erotic explorations.
Exhausted, they fell back asleep till morning.
**
The next day, lying outside in her bikini, Sasha smirked as for the first time in a long time Barbara actually seemed to be nervous. The tucking of her penis and testicles had given her the smooth flat front and the v-shape of a woman's mons beneath her biking bottoms. While Sasha lamented that she couldn't keep her feminized husband chaste in a cock cage without ruining the smooth frontal appearance, the adhesive they had used to glue her penis in place between her legs was working admirably.
Barbara's testicles had been pushed back up into her inguinal canal, the recess from which they had long ago descended during puberty. Her penis was tucked back against her now empty scrotum that was now glued together into the center of her crotch with the head of her cock pointing back towards her anus.
Barbara would need to sit to pee, something she was already familiar with when she wore her cage anyway, and that was most of the time these days.
Her bikini was cut to expose as much of her bottom as possible without being a thong. The 'cheeky' cut did it's job well as it expertly exposed and flattered her firm and round bottom. The 'cheeky' style cut covered the cleft of her bottom without becoming nestled in between. The cut also left exposed a lot of leg and was flattering to her overall figure.
The matching bikini top was large enough to adequately cover her C cup breast forms and still plunge down between her 'bosom', exposing her chest between her firm silicon forms.
Similar to her penis, Sasha had used adhesive to secure the forms to her smooth clean and hairless chest. Sasha was surprised how much she liked applying glue to Barbara's forms. When the adhesive had set her 'breasts' were now firmly attached to her chest.
Barbara rather enjoyed the novel sensation of breast hanging from her chest once the adhesive had set. They pulled on her chest and pectorals and improved the illusion and sensation of having full round breasts sitting upon her chest.
Sasha thought that Barbara looked wonderful when topless. The skin tone of her forms was selected to match her natural skin tone. Sasha directed Barbara to use a bit of filler and waterproof makeup to blend the edges of her forms with her skin and once finished they looked completely natural. It was almost a shame to cover them up with her bikini top.
Sasha wore her preferred black bikini while Barbara wore the white bikini Sasha had gifted her as a surprise. Sasha wanted to have a fun vacation and seeing her feminized husband in a bikini was a long desired goal. She had even splurged for white leather strappy sandals for Barbara and a white and blue floral Aloha beach wrap for wearing over her bikini should they choose to take a walk anywhere.
Sasha took Barbara outside so they could sunbathe; making sure Barbara carried the tray holding their margarita glasses and a full margarita pitcher. Sasha followed so as to watch one more thing; the sway of Barbara's ass.
Sasha had insisted that after Barbara's morning enema and anal douching that she use the butt plug they had purchased awhile back. Barbara already had a practiced heel to toe stride when en femme that gave her a feminine walk but DAMN! The butt plug was really giving her hips a more pronounced roll with every single step! That and her full bottom actually had just a bit of jiggle!
Barbara daintily set the tray on the table between the two lounge chairs. Sasha admired her full bottom and long legs when she bent at the waist to set the tray down. Her bent over posture formed the perfect picture of pulchritude...so hot!
The lounge chairs on the deck were a perfect place to tan and enjoy being outside. Sasha made sure Barbara liberally applied sun tanning lotion on her back as she lay on her belly on the lounge chair. Once done Sasha also made sure that Barbara applied enough lotion on her own body, liberally used to prevent sunburn.
Their skin glistening from oil, Sasha and Barbara lay down on their backs upon their towels on their deck lounge chairs. Aloe and coconut scented lotion providing a pleasant fragrance.
Comfortably situated, the unanticipated comfort of wearing a bikini, the warmth of the sun on her body, and the intoxicating effect of the tequila from the margarita's they were savoring worked their magic as Barbara closed her eyes and slipped easily into deep relaxation.
**
Her relaxing moment was interrupted by a loud crash!
Startled, Barbara sat up quickly, just in time to be splashed with margarita mix from the pitcher. She caught sight of a volleyball flying past.
Now soaked by margarita mix, Barbara pieced together what must have happened. The volleyball had crashed onto the table that was holding the margarita pitcher between Sasha and herself, spilling and sending the contents flying. The ball bounced away as the pitcher broke upon the ground.
"I'm sorry girls, are you two ok, my ball just got away from me."
Barbara looked over as an extremely handsome young man in board shorts ran up to them. She glanced over to Sasha who seemed similarly surprised.
"Um...yes...you just got me wet is all." Barbara answered simply. Sasha seemed to smirk at her response.
"What happened?" Sasha asked the tall handsome stranger.
"Sorry ladies, the ball got away from us. Tried to dive for it but knocked it the wrong way."
"Oh...it's ok," Sasha said as she handed a towel to Barbara. "These things happen."
Barbara irritably dabbed away at the margarita mix that had splashed all over her.
"No harm no foul." Sasha said politely.
"What's your name?" Sasha asked.
"Scott, Scott Free." The handsome young stranger picked up his volleyball. "And who might you two be?" Barbara and Sasha could both see his straight even white teeth as he smiled.
"I'm Sasha and this is my...friend...Barbara."
"Nice to meet you both." Scott smiled again as he tossed the ball from hand to hand. "You know, if you want, you can come join us on the beach. Maybe play a bit of ball with us."
Sasha didn't even hesitate.
"You know what, that sounds like fun. We'll grab our towels and be right over." She smiled brightly at Scott.
"Great. I'll tell the guys you're coming." Scott said as he ran back to his group.
Sasha and Barbara gathered up their beach towels and made their way out from their patio. Of course Sasha refused to let Barbara wear her aloha wrap and Sasha left her black beach wrap on their lounge chairs before they strolled down the beach near the surf, making their way across the sand to the Volleyball net.
Sasha had Barbara lead the way, for selfish reasons. She could never help herself as she admired her feminized husband, presenting as her sexy girlfriend. Her flat tummy, trained narrow waist, and just enough hips to fully pass as feminine. Now with her practiced walk and the sway of her full bottom fully exposed by her bikini she felt arousal make her own bikini bottom wet and sticky.
Following the young man Sasha and Barbara found an open spot near the court and lay down their towels.
"Hey everybody, this is Barbara and Sasha." Scott announced as they set down their towels.
Barbara and Sasha waved.
"Sasha, Babs; this here is Willie Stroker, Drew Peacock, Scott Free, and Bill Ding."
Babs? Barbara felt irked.
"And the girls over here are Ivana Onatop, Victoria Mystère, and Ophelia Grope."
"So are you two here on break like us?" Victoria asked.
"Yes. Just here for a few days of fun in the sun." Sasha volunteered.
"Cool, at what hotel are you staying?"
"Oh we rented that condo right there, number 69." Sasha replied, waving breezily to the beach front condo.
"Nice." Willie, Bill, Scott and Drew all said simultaneously. Ivana, Victoria and Ophelia rolled their eyes.
"A condo on the beach, how awesome!" Ivana Onatop remarked, glaring at the boys.
"Your not students though are you?" Ophelia Grope casually inquired. Barbara and Sasha were young looking but they didn't look young enough to be college students.
"Oh no, we're faculty." Sasha lied, answering for both of them.
"C'mon Scott, it's your serve." Drew shouted.
The young men went back onto the sand court with the ball and soon enough their game resumed.
Sasha and Barbara settled onto their beach towels for some sun, but not until after Barbara had applied more lotion onto Sasha's back, and Sasha eagerly did the same for Barbara. Both of them noticed the interest they attracted as they spread lotion onto their bodies.
Sasha smiled knowingly while Barbara blushed profusely when she noticed they were being watched by the many fit and tanned men in their board shorts and other appropriate beachwear. It would seem that two hot girls in bikinis rubbing each other down with sun block tended to attract certain levels of male attention. Ophelia and Ivana focused on the game but their actions didn't escape Victoria's notice. She seemed to watch longer than necessary.
Barbara's thoughts were interrupted by cheers from Scott and Bill and groans from Willie and Drew. Obviously Scott and Bill must have won.
"So you girls ready to play?" Scott asked as the guys all came over to the girls, raiding the cooler for water and beer.
"Do you two play?" Ophelia asked.
Barbara noticed that Ophelia and Ivana stood up and were getting ready.
"We're total amateurs." Barbara said, finally speaking for the first time. She was careful to speak slowly and evenly to control her femme voice and not give anything away.
"So are we. Mixed double doubles?" Ivana replied and asked.
"Sure." The guys answered as one.
"Ok, teams of four; Scott, me, Bill and Ophelia on one team...and you two with Drew and Willie." Ivana said, dividing up the teams.
Barbara immediately knew now who was single and who was dating. The girls with dates were setting up their boyfriend's friends with her and Sasha. She wondered if Sasha knew it. She wondered what that meant for Victoria and how she fit in with the group.
As the game began Sasha knew exactly how much attention they were getting from the young male athletes. They were trying not to be obvious but she knew full well that she was considered a MILF by younger men and while Barbara tended to appear even younger than she did...lucky bitch...she also clearly presented as a potential conquest for a brave or overeager young suitor. Were these guys mistaking them for anything more?
While Barbara was a natural athlete, Sasha noted that she really dialed back her skills. Was it because she was playing nearly naked in a white bikini with breast forms? Or perhaps it was the attention her full bottom and bouncing breasts garnered that caused her to dial back her game, playing less aggressively than she normally would or could.
Sasha did notice that Barbara followed her lead, as well as the leads of Ophelia and Ivana, playing 'like a girl' and lettting the 'men' do the spikes while she and Barbara were content to bump and set the ball as necessary.
Sasha also watched as Barbara would occasionally have to pull her bikini bottom from between the cleft of her butt cheeks. The 'cheeky' style and cut of her bottoms would normally be sufficient material not to nestle between her ass cheeks when walking or resting but even the smallest amount of athletic activity was enough exertion to cause the fabric to creep up between her bottom globes.
Sasha's full cut bikini bottoms gave didn't trouble her at all so she got to watch the reaction of the men when Barbara reset the bikini back into its proper place. She tried to be discreet but Drew and Willie never failed to notice when she withdrew the bottom strap and their smiles belied their apparent admiration.
Factually speaking, Barbara did have a nice butt!
The game was actually a lot of fun and both teams appeared evenly matched. The score was close as the game was nearing its end.
With the game this close Barbara started to feel her natural competitiveness appear. They were down by one and needed to get the serve back if they wanted any chance of winning.
After the serve the volley went back and forth for several seconds and in a desperate move Barbara dove to try and bump the ball when Scott went up opposite her and spiked.
She knew that men tended to go easy when playing girls but either he didn't expect it or he didn't think she would go for it and when Barbara dove for the save, she missed.
The ball cut across her forehead. As she landed hard in the sand she felt the sting from the ball as it raked across her skin. A red mist briefly obscured her vision and she could feel pain and a wet liquid drip from her forehead.
"Oh shit." One of the girls cried out.
Somehow Sasha had grabbed and held a towel and now held it against Barbara's forehead.
"Let me see." Victoria Mystère was immediately by their side, commanded.
Sasha carefully removed the towel.
"There, that's not so bad. We can wash it out and get a band aid on it and you'll be fine." Victoria announced after assessing the wound.
"Are you sure." Barbara sniffled.
"Sure I'm sure, I'm a nursing student."
"Ok." Barbara sniffled again.
"Thank you Victoria." Sasha said politely, thankful for the assist.
"Don't mention it, and please, call me Vicky. C'mon, I'll help you."
The three girls walked toward the condo, guiding Barbara and promising the guys to be right back.
Once there Sasha went to retrieve the first aid kit while Vicky soothed Barbara and gently washed the wound at the bathroom sink.
"Here you go." Sasha handed over a band aid and antiseptic lotion, letting Vicky expertly apply both. Once finished, on a whim, Vicky leaned in and gave Barbara's boo-boo a kiss.
"There, there; all better."
Sasha watched with surprise as Barbara leaned back into Vicky and reciprocated her kiss. Barbara must be grateful for her care. She was even more surprised when Vicky responded.
The kiss was more than a chaste and pure kiss of thanks; Sasha saw pressure on their lips and even passion when Vicky closed her eyes and held Barbara's forearms in a gentle embrace.
When the kiss broke Barbara noticed Sasha's expression.
"What?" Barbara asked, confused.
Did I do something wrong, she wondered?
"That was hot." Sasha gasped. She surprised herself with her admission.
Vicky looked shy but also happy, happy with what she had done.
"You two are together, aren't you? You're more than just friends...I can tell." Vicky pronounced softly.
"Yes." Both Barbara and Sasha answered together.
"You're so lucky to have each other." Vicky acknowledged, sounding sad.
Barbara and Sasha merely shared a look before Sasha did what she loved to do, she took control.
"You can be lucky too." Sasha smirked.
Truthfully, Vicky was hot! The busty coed was stacked in the breast department. She made Barbara's C cups look small. Vicky was easily a DD cup. Taking a good look at her Sasha estimated Vicky was about 5'3" maybe 125-130 lbs. She wore her hair short, in a long pixie cut that suited her delicate features and facial structure. She had a tiny tummy and perfect waist as well as a firm full bottom. She made her bikini, a full cut bottom and top similar to Barbara's but in a striped pattern look good.
Sasha leaned in to give Vicky a kiss of thanks and was pleased when Vicky reciprocated. Taking the side of Vicky's face and chin with one hand Sasha held Vicky's head steady as her tongue teased Vicky's lips. Exploring with the tip of her tongue she was pleased when Vicky's lips parted admitting her tongue's access to her warm, wet mouth.
Barbara meanwhile stood still, completely forgetting her injury to her forehead as she enjoyed the view of her wife kissing a hot college coed. Her stunned expression gave way to awe as their kiss turned French, then to frustration as her penis, tucked and trapped by adhesive between her legs struggled agonizingly to become erect. Unable to grow long and hard despite the throbbing blood flow it was unable to stop her precum from leaking out the head of her hidden ardor.
The precum flowed freely from her penis into her bikini bottom, becoming wet, and forming a dark wet spot that slowly expanded larger and larger.
"I see someone is getting excited." Sasha remarked, her comment serving as a reminder to Barbara that a lady sits with her legs closed.



**
5 minutes later...
Barbara couldn't believe what Sasha and Vicky were doing, even though she was figuratively and literally in the middle of it.
Some how Sasha had naturally assumed control and now Sasha and Vicky had Barbara spit roast between them.
Barbara's legs were definitely now spread wide apart!
Well...maybe...was it a spit roast if only one of them, Sasha, was fucking her? Or did being in between two partners pleasuring one orally while being taken by the other anally count as well?
Barbara lapped lustily upon Vicky's wet pussy, tasting the honey flow from her excitement, pleasuring her labia and clitoris with her tongue.
But each time Sasha drove her strap on into Barbara's ass, Barbara let her tongue dive deep into Vicky's pussy, tongue fucking her perhaps two to three inches deep inside her womanly folds and sex.
As Sasha withdrew the eight inch cock from Barbara's ass, Barbara brought her tongue to bear down upon Vicky's clitoris before tonguing her puffy and swollen labia majora.
Vicky's pussy lips were swollen with arousal and puffy from Barbara's expert tongue. Barbara savored the subtle flavor of Vicky's flowing juices and was pleased by the fresh fragrance of her pleasant pussy.
Ever attentive, as Sasha had trained her to be, Barbara was quick to note when Vicky's breathing became more labored.
Vicky gasped raggedly.
Vicky's thighs became taught against Barbara's ears.
Vicky's pussy clamped down upon Barbara's tongue delving deep inside her vagina.
Vicky's juices flowed and she arched her back as she bore down upon Barbara's face, grinding down with her clitoris and labia.
Barbara's air was cut off with Vicky's pussy now pressed air tight against her mouth and nose but Barbara wasn't worried. She knew she could hold her breath for as long as necessary for Vicky to ride the wave of her orgasm from its peak back down to its satisfying conclusion.
Sasha had trained her well.
Mindful of Barbara's feelings Sasha increased her pace as she delved deep inside Barbara's ass with her eight inch long and 3 inch thick veiny strap on dildo. She adjusted her angle slightly and placed more pressure against Barbara's prostate.
With lubrication and additional pressure Sasha could watch as Barbara's whole body shuddered in rapture when her orgasm came. Sasha had merely pulled aside the bottom of Barbara's white bikini bottoms to access her anal star and her back door. She had been gripping Barbara by her thighs to really drive her bitch home.
When Barbara came, Sasha noted that her Dildo benefited from the tucked and trapped penis between Barbara's legs. Her precum had provided additional lubrications but once her cum began to drizzle out, coating the dildo with her slippery white seed, Sasha orgasmed at the sight.
Despite her whole body rapture, Sasha blindly and automatically continued to thrust into Barbara with her strap on, driving Barbara's own cum back inside Barbara's ass.
So hot!
Once her orgasm peaked and fell Sasha became aware of her surroundings.
"That's so hot!"
Vicky and Sasha both looked to see that Willie Stroker, Drew Peacock, Scott Free, and Bill Ding, Ivana Onatop and Ophelia Grope were standing in the living area of the condo...watching.
"We wondered what was taking so long." Ivana said while Ophelia licked her lips.
Willie, Drew, Bill and Scott were all sporting noticeable bulges in their swim shorts.
"You mind if we run a train on your bitch Sasha?" Scott asked.
Sasha smiled and flicked a switch on her dildo. The dildo now started to buzz and vibrate inside Barbara's ass.
"Not at all...what do you think Barbara?"
Barbara felt the vibrations reverberate through her whole body from her ass spreading outward to her torso and down to her legs. The dildo in her ass sent wave after wave of vibratory pleasure throughout her whole body. Tingling after shocks rolled down her arms and legs suffusing every inch of her being with bliss.
"Barbara"
"What?"
"Barbara!"
"What?"
"BARBARA!"
"WHAT?" Barbara yelled in surprise mixed with ecstasy as she sat up from her lounge chair and saw Sasha, holding her phone. Her index finger slid across the screen and Barbara felt the vibrations slow down to almost nil.
"Um...What??" Barbara asked, confused.
"You need to turnover or you'll get sunburn."
"Um...ok..." She answered dumbly, shaking the sleep from her brief surprise nap from her eyes.
Sasha watched closely as Barbara rolled over, off her back and lay on her front. Her pale back now exposed to the sun. Watching her wake up startled...hearing her gasp for breath...watching her bosom swell on her intake of breath...nice!
"Are you ok? You fell asleep and were mumbling something." Sasha asked snarkily, taking a sip of her margarita.
"Uh...yes...I guess I was dreaming." Barbara answered slowly, reaching now for her margarita and taking a sip of the cool beverage. She realized that Sasha must have turned on the butt plug vibe from the app on her phone. Even now the strong pulse continued deep in her colon.
"Oh, what about?" Sasha asked flirtatiously. She noted the expanding wet spot in the bottom of Barbara's bikini bottoms. Barbara was leaking precum from stimulation and arousal.
Barbara paused. Should she tell her? Should she tell Sasha what she dreamed?
"Oh, I can't remember now. It seemed so real at the time but it's nothing I guess." She sighed as she sipped the cold tequila and margarita mix. "Something about a beach I think..."
Barbara spread her legs apart slightly in attempt to reduce feeling of the plug vibrations in her ass, and also to allow more sun to tan her legs. She desperately wanted to touch her cock but it was forbidden. With the adhesive gripping and holding her tucked she was unable to become fully tumescent anyway.
She lay upon her forearms so as not to put her weight upon her silicon breast forms. They really weren't made to hold her body weight like that. She opened a nearby magazine, Vogue, and perused the contents, trying and failing to distract herself from the sensations emanating inside her bottom.
Barbara did her best to lay still and tan...her arousal caused by Sasha and the remote controlled butt plug and her denial from her tucked and taped penis slowly, relentlessly, irresistibly; frustrating, exciting, and tormenting her.
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*The following is a blending of three separate events that happened some time ago...*
*The story is 70% true, 20% exaggerated, and 10% fiction.*
*I'll let you decide which is what...BJG*
As Barbara prepped for Halloween she let her thoughts wander. Her routines had become automatic from practice and repetition that she didn't have to think about them anymore. As her mind wandered she thought about and realized how many things she had to love about her wife. Clearly one of the most important ones has always been their sex life.
Initially, for the first few years, it had been a highly erotic and experimental time for them. Two young lovers discovering the joys of each other and each other's bodies; the sex had been passionate and enthusiastic.
Eventually, after having children their wild bedroom romps had settled down and missionary position was the only position she allowed for physical intimacy. Sasha had become a bit reserved, and her husband usually had to be persistent before Sasha would finally consent to anything 'kinky'.
For years, much of their intimacy had to be suggested and initiated by her husband before she would eventually agree to a bit of role-play or fantasy in the bedroom. But once started she typically lost her inhibitions and would again become quite an enthusiastic vixen.
Two days ago Sasha and her husband had made love. It was rare since discovering her dominant streak for Sasha to want him to be dominant in their lovemaking. For almost a year Sasha had chosen to assert her dominant streak while her husband had been happy to assume the more submissive role.
But as they made love her husband felt empowered by the dominant position he was in. After mutual oral pleasuring, and then missionary coitus, Sasha was soon on her hands and knees, submissive as her husband fucked her doggy style.
While making love to Sasha, her husband had improvised his role playing a bit.
Barbara felt her cock, currently free from the cage as she showered, grow hard at the memory. She stroked it gently with the body wash...just to clean it of course, as her memories played out.
Her husband initially had Sasha by her hips and was driving his cock deep. Feeling powerful he took her hands and pulled them back. Her face now rested on a pillow as her husband held onto her wrists, her arms straight by her sides and hands by her hips and bottom as he pulled her whole body down onto his cock each time he thrust forward with his hips.
The powerful slapping sound as her husband pounded Sasha's pussy could be heard throughout the house. Her husband heard Sasha groan and assumed she was getting close to orgasm.
Her husband let his imagination free. As he thrust his cock inside her he began whispering to her.
"Oh, Baby...hnnghh...you're such a dirty girl...mmphh...my dirty girl...mmphh...my dirty little whore...you're such a dirty, little, whore..." over and over into Sasha's ear as he had thrust deep inside her, fucking her hard while she was on her knees, submitting to his carnal lust.
Sasha groaned loudly and Sasha's husband felt her vagina clamp tight on his cock. He knew she had just cum!
Certain now that she had cum, he used her body, roughly, to finish himself off. His orgasm drew closer and closer, his thrusting was more aggressive, her body was pistoning back and forth on the bed. Soon enough his cum sprayed deep inside her wet and warm vagina. He ground down hard and held on tight as his cock emptied the contents of his balls into his whore's pussy.
Exhausted now, he collapsed on top of her, completely spent. He felt Sasha shift slightly from discomfort of his weight upon her back and rolled off her to one side. They lay next to each other, both of them breathing heavy from their efforts. He held her, spooning, recovering from the effort.
Sasha felt her arms regain feeling. When her husband had pulled her arms back he held her wrist tight and her hands fell asleep from lack of blood flow. The tingling as sensation returned was nearly painful. She had groaned in pain but wasn't able to let him know of her condition. He had been pounding her so hard he had knocked the breath out of her with every single thrust!
"Babe, I love you but I really didn't like it when you called me a whore." Sasha said evenly, her orgasm was amazing but the word play had been distracting...and demeaning.
"You don't?" her husband, sexually sated, asked as his breathing returned to normal.
"I love our sex life and what we do in bed but you calling me a whore was a real turn off." Sasha enunciated each word carefully. She wanted to be clear and make sure he understood she wasn't happy.
"Oh babe I'm sorry. It was spontaneous. I didn't mean it literally." Her husband was concerned and disappointed...with himself.
"I know. I just don't like it is all."
The tone of her voice was enough to convince her husband that for some reason this really did bother her.
"I'm sorry babe. I won't do it again. You know I love you." He said, trying hard to mollify Sasha and her concerns.
She seemed satisfied and scooted closer into him, cuddling in their shared warmth as their bodies pressed against each other.
"Unless you really want me to." Her husband snarked, then ducked to avoid her hand as she tried to slap him...playfully...he hoped.
"Ok, it's not that big a deal." He apologized again.
He saw Sasha glare at him but then settle down in a huff.
Her husband sighed, relieved, and assumed he had been forgiven. Seconds later he put it behind him and forgot all about it.
Sasha stewed in anger. "Not a big deal?" She thought. How can he be so dismissive?
Sasha was convinced her husband didn't 'really' mean it when he called her a whore but for some reason she just couldn't let it go. She was irritated and wondered why it bothered her so much. She would tease Barbara with much worse when she dominated Barbara and Barbara loved it.
Sasha wanted to address it right away. It was rare for her to hold anything back about anything that was bothering her, but what her husband had said was much too dismissive of her feelings. Her annoyance was slowly eating at her, festering within her like a cancer.
**
Two days later
Barbara's jaw was just a little bit sore. Her mouth was salivating and saliva was drooling from her mouth and dribbling onto the silicon testicles just below her chin. Her mouth was open wide to accommodate the silicon strap-on dildo now occupying her oral cavity.
The faux cock was manufactured, realistically molded, as if circumcised and with bulging veins. The crown would slide past her lips, coated in fire engine red lipstick and stretched into an "O" shape tight against the veiny silicon shaft.
As the crown of the cock reached her lips she gasped for air. The difficulty in drawing enough air to her lungs, to bring in air in between each head bob caused the lining of her cheeks to suck inward. The drawing in of her cheeks caused the outline of the head and shaft of the dildo to be seen through the impression it formed on her face cheeks.
Barbara could feel the crown of the fake cock as it slid across her tongue and rubbed across the ridges on the roof of her mouth as she bobbed downward. The ridges of her hard palette drawing across the head of the cock would have likely caused great pleasure to the bearer had the cock been real, not one simply molded in silicon.
More saliva was escaping from her submandibular salivary glands, flooding the floor of her mouth under her tongue and then coating the silicon cock shaft. Unable to swallow that much saliva with her mouth full of cock, most of the saliva spurt and drooled out her lips and down the exposed portion of the dildo shaft. More still flowed downward onto the faux silicon testicles and scrotum dangling below.
Barbara's saliva coated the shaft.
Her drool dribbled over and pooled on the fake testicles at the cock base.
Spit dribbling down her chin now slowly soaked into her bra holding her breast forms.
Saliva slowly washed away her lipstick and the makeup on her chin.
Barbara bobbed her head up and down on Sasha's strap-on cock. She was aroused by the subtle evocative scent of Sasha's warm and wet pussy, the fragrance bringing fond and recent memories and feelings of sexual satisfaction and submission.
"You've really gotten good at this." Sasha complimented as her feminized husband bobbed up and down on her strap-on cock.
Barbara was giving enough downward pressure on each downward head bob to cause pressure against and stimulate Sasha's clitoris under the leather triangular base that mounted the dildo to her strap-on belt. The little nubbins teased and tantalized her.
Sasha's arousal and excitement caused her natural lubrication to flow, moistening her pussy, slicken the strap-on belt base and letting the base slip smoothly and erotically across her clit. The gentle friction was irrevocably building her pleasure.
Barbara let the cock head slip from her lips. Drool from her mouth and lower lips stretched out as if on a string connecting her lips to the tip of the fake cock. Linking them in their erotic exploits before drooping then breaking as gravity overcame tension.
"Thank you Mistress." Barbara replied submissively. A sly grin briefly graced her lips. She looked up to make eye contact with Sasha and held it as she let the silicon cock head press against her lips then push past them on her downward head bob, bringing the slickened shaft back into her oral cavity.
Sasha looked to her feminized husband and admired his presentation. Once dressed and transformed her husband fully embraced and became the submissive feminized girlfriend she had always wanted.
His...her...makeup was on point! She had truly mastered foundation and the contouring for her features and the ability to transform his sharper masculine features into her softer feminine appearance was absolutely amazing.
The makeup afterward simply painted the picture with her femininity. She had gone lighter today, youthful with soft blush on the apples of her cheeks, natural eye-shadow in pinks with a splash of gold. Her eyeliner today gave her provocative Egyptian eyes and her mascara lengthened and volumized her already long lashes.
Sasha was even a bit jealous of Barbara's lashes. They were already naturally long and thick and dark that once she applied the mascara it almost looked as if she had put on falsies.
She had even styled and shaped her eyebrows. Now they were a full looking and sharp presenting as a feminine "M" shape over her eyes. Sasha had thought that high and thin 'surprised' arches would make for a better bimbo build but conceded that was impractical and likely would never really be suitable for her features. Keeping Barbara's eyebrows full yet trim and sharp actually softened her face and forehead making for a more feminine appearance overall.
Lastly, there was her typical red lipstick. Although she had a few shades of pink and a couple other colors available, Sasha preferred red lipsticks for Barbara. From ruby red, to fire engine red, to lighter shades, red simply worked best for her.
Barbara was even blessed with full lips for a man but with judicious and careful use of lip-liner and lipstick her lips could be made up to be full and almost pillowy in appearance! Sasha admired those full red lips again in their tight "O" shape around her dildo shaft.
Made-up as she was, Barbara truly presented as having dick-sucking-lips!
Sasha turned her attention to Barbara's attire. Barbara's female wardrobe had grown quite large over the year. Sasha idly wondered if it was now larger than her male wardrobe he wore when he went to work.
Barbara was wearing a new pleated purple tartan miniskirt. It was a school girl skirt that hung from her natural waist down to mid thigh. It draped beautifully over her narrow waist and full hips and bottom. The curves of her ass were really quite something to look at when draped fashionably so.
Sasha sighed as Barbara's downward head bob caused more friction and pressure upon her clit and she relished the building pleasure emanating from her pussy.
Above her skirt Barbara had stripped from her cami top which now lay discarded on the floor and wore just her bra and breast forms. The tops of her bra and forms were positively coated in saliva and light glistened upon Barbara's chest, neck and chin from the wetness. Her bra straps bore the logo of the lingerie manufacturer and aptly framed her graceful neck and shoulders. Her waist was nice and narrow and her tummy was flat and firm.
Barbara worked out just enough to keep her figure fit and trim.
Below the waist Sasha knew that Barbara was wearing the purple panties she had laid out for him that morning and under that would be his chastity cage. Sasha smirked and sighed as knowing her cross dressed husband was secure in his chastity caused her libido and arousal to surge and grow stronger. She also knew his submission would make his caged cock hard and the discomfort would drive him...uh...her...wild with desire, elevating her submission and desire to serve.
On her knees, Barbara knelt in her white thigh high stay up stockings and wore her almond toe white 3" block heel pumps on her feet.
Barbara's cock sucking skills had improved greatly from repeated practice over the course of the year and Sasha knew that the pressure and friction Barbara was providing via the silicon prosthetic phallus would eventually give her the first orgasm of her day.
Weekends were so much fun! Barbara would be dressed all weekend and Sasha would benefit from the company her husband-as-girlfriend would bring as well as the sexual satisfaction they would share.
Barbara; meanwhile continued to perform her service for her wife. From months of practice she knew she could go on for awhile longer before her jaw became sore and the effort grew difficult.
Barbara exercised great oral control over the shaft of the cock in her mouth, and could now deep throat as well, although for now she kept most of her head bobs to half length and used her mouth and tongue to manipulate the shaft to provide maximum stimulation to Sasha's clitoris. Orally operating the dildo like a joystick Barbara played with Sasha's pussy as she worked to bring Mistress Sasha to rapture.
With her growing arousal and inevitable orgasm Sasha closed her eyes and slipped into enjoyment of her unorthodox clitoral stimulation. Only the repetitious "Slawp... slawp... slawp..." sound of Barbara's warm, wet, bobbing mouth could be heard resonating throughout the room.
Assaulted by Barbara's oral skills Sasha finally succumbed to the pressure and pleasure presently pressing upon her pussy.
The orgasm she felt was mild compared to one she would receive from Barbara's talented tongue but it was more than adequate to begin her day.
Ripples of pleasure expanded outward from her pussy and her mind as tremors rocked her body and her voice hitched and breathing grew ragged. Gasping for air as lights and fireworks exploded in her minds-eye, Sasha lost all awareness or the world around her, floating in a sea of unending bliss.
Barbara felt, heard, smelled, and tasted Sasha's orgasm.
Barbara felt Sasha's body tremble in ecstasy via the tremors transmitted via the dildo in her mouth to her tongue.
She heard Sasha's breathing catch and her cry of pleasure escape her lips.
Barbara could smell the sweet scent of Sasha's nectar as her natural lubrication soaked her pussy lips and the back of the strap-on belt.
Lastly, Barbara could taste some of Sasha's girl cum that managed to leak past the strap on leather and mingle with her saliva at the dildo base.
While Sasha was lost in orgasmic oblivion Barbara bobbed down with strength and determination. Relaxing her throat Barbara let the silicon cock head slip past the back of her mouth, moving quickly to limit her gag reflex reaction time to a minimum and let the entirety of the dildo shaft penetrate her throat and mouth.
With her nose pressed tight to Sasha's belly and strap-on base Barbara held firm for as long as she could, allowing the monster eight inch long dildo to stretch out her throat. The dildo was so tight she cold barely let slip her tongue to lap at Sasha's girl juice flooding from her pussy. She held on as long as she could before she ran out of air. With an easy motion she let the cock head slip back up past her gullet.
An embarrassing and uncontrollable "Aawwpp" sound escaped from her as the cock slid past her uvula, and quickly it slipped free from her mouth as she spat the dick out.
Barbara looked up as Sasha, recovering, now petted her on her head. Strings of Saliva connecting the cock head to her lips sagging under gravity and collapsing as soon as string tension broke until nothing connected her lips to the dildo before her.
"Good girl...such a good girl..." Sasha praised as she slowly drifted down from her orgasm.
"Go clean up and then draw my bath. We have a busy day ahead of us." Sasha softly commanded, her ragged breathing now returning to normal.
"Yes Mistress." Barbara answered. She picked up her cami and went to the bathroom to draw the bath and clean up the spit from her chest and chin and redo her ruined makeup.
They had a busy day planned indeed.
**
Halloween
Sasha's husband had been very busy getting the house decorated. While he was happy he would not have to worry about finding a costume to wear this year he still worried slightly over Sasha's plans. Dressed in his normal male clothing he put those worries behind and concentrated on his tasks.
Sasha's husband's enthusiasm for decorating their standard ranch home gave him energy. Decorations saved from years of holidays were carefully mounted, place, and arranged on and around their property. Sasha's home, located in a secluded and private lot just outside the suburban sprawl was slowly transformed into a delightfully eccentric haunted house.
Spending over 6 hours hanging and testing lights and fog machines. Changing batteries in motion sensors for animatronic monsters, putting up the graveyard with the whimsical epitaphs, even this late in the cool October weather, Sasha's husband had worked up a serious sweat.
Sasha's husband was busy putting on the finishing touches, putting out the last of the decorations, plugging in the inflatable monsters, and various and sundry smaller stuff that he didn't want to risk getting blown away in a storm or damaged by pranksters.
Finally, the house was ready and Sasha's husband had reached the point for the day where there was nothing left to do until the evening. Already it was starting to get late and in a couple of hours it would be near dark.
Sasha's husband finally stepped back out on the street to get a good look at his work. He felt happy at how things had turned out. With the sun setting and the arrival of evening the lights on the house were really beginning to show and soon passers-by on the road would be able to see it as well. Sasha's husband felt proud of his work, he knew that it was often the envy of their neighbors and they always complimented them for their decorations when they brought their kids over for candy during trick or treat.
Sasha's husband supposed it helped that they always bought the full size candy bars, and the nearby neighborhood kids all knew this.
Out of the corner of his eye he caught a glimpse of a car coming down the street and when he turned to look, he was able to see that Sasha was pulling up beside him in their driveway.
Sasha stopped next to her husband and rolled down her window. She smiled up at her husband from the driver's seat nodded her head to the house.
"Good Job. You've really made it look scary, even better than last year."
Sasha's husband smiled at the compliment and he bent down to the window to kiss her lips.



"Thank you".
"Whew, you've really worked up a sweat there." Sasha wrinkled her nose as she spoke. "Why don't you put away those ladders and come inside. We'll get ready."
A strange, flirtatious smile flittered across her face, making me take pause.
"OK, give me thirty minutes. Beer tonight?" he asked her.
"No. I bought some wine, but we're taking it with us to the party." She smiled again and pulled the car away and into the garage.
Sasha's husband still had a little bit of work to do, and bent to his task of putting away all the tools, ladders and storage boxes, stowing everything away until after the holiday. Sure enough, 30 minutes later he kicked off his shoes and was walking through the door toward the bathroom shower.
**
Barbara finished her shower. Ever since the spa visit and the laser hair removal treatments her shower time was drastically reduced such that she no longer needed to daily shave away hair growth on her body and legs. Once toweled off she went straight to her bottle of lotion to help keep her skin smooth and moisturized.
Barbara stood naked before the vanity mirror and carefully applied her makeup. Her hands flew quickly with practiced ease. Months of weekends and evening's after work presenting as her wife's girlfriend had made her as experienced and competent as any natural woman in the application of cosmetics.
With the Halloween holiday Sasha had insisted that they dress as twins for their costumes. Barbara was feeling a bit trepidatious; going out in public dressed fully as a woman still didn't feel entirely comfortable. She didn't do it often enough to be acclimated to the experience. Several trips for coffee and a couple of shopping trips over the months was not a lot of exposure. Even though she knew she could pass in public flawlessly she still feared being 'read' or 'outed' as a man dressed as a woman.
"Relax. Halloween is all about fun. Even men who couldn't pass like you do get their one free day out dressed up. Nobody will care, and even if they did clock you they won't think anything of it since its Halloween." Sasha earlier affirmed. She considered her husband's fears irrational. Her husband had never been read with his presentation and appearance.
In a normal year, Sasha would head out shopping and would ask what her husband wanted to be for the holiday, and she'd pick up everything that they needed for their costumes.
Sasha and her husband had always dressed up, usually in complementary costumes; but the past few years for him seemed as if the actual costume ideas had run out. There are only so many years one can recycle an idea; "Jason" style machete killer with hockey mask; Sasha would be a 'camp counselor', Dracula; Sasha as Bride of Dracula, Frankenstein; Sasha as bride of Frankenstein, hobo, mad scientist, ghost, Spartan warrior, zombie...you get the idea.
Barbara put on her makeup. Foundation and contouring went on as normal and didn't need any changes or anything special for their costumes. Putting on the rest of the make-up though was a bit more challenging...everything needed to be "heavier" and "sluttier" in order to support their twin presentation.
What also worried Barbara was their intended venue.
"Do you need anything from the store while I'm out?" Sasha had asked.
"No, I think I'm good." Barbara replied. Truthfully she probably had too much make-up. Her cosmetics drawer was almost overflowing.
"Don't worry," she said, "If I think of anything, I'll get you what you need. Besides, I told you we're going over to my boss's Halloween party this weekend, so if you think of anything just send me a text."
"Yes dear." Barbara replied, and with that Sasha was out the door and gone.
Barbara had not forgotten about the party. She knew that they were all Sasha's friends from work, and accompanying Sasha as her 'friend' shouldn't be a problem. Her husband had never met any of them, so that was something. Barbara was also worried about their kids coming over. Sasha had gone ahead and made arrangements for their eldest daughter to stay over that night so that she could take their kids trick or treating at the neighborhood nearby.
Even though Halloween was their 'excuse' to go out dressed as Barbara, their kids would see Sasha's husband, their dad, dressed as "Barbara" for the first time. If everything went well they would simply assume he was dressed as a girl for Halloween. Also, when they got back from the party their daughter and her children were going to sleep over in their old rooms. To say Barbara's stress levels were higher than normal would be wholly accurate.
Nonetheless, Barbara was determined to have a good time and resolved that a night out with Sasha's coworkers and friends would be fun. With their kids and grandkids staying in the house for he Halloween holiday they planned to go have fun, stay awhile, and really enjoy themselves without worrying about time.
Barbara now looked at her finished face. Her make-up was slutty, just as Sasha had requested. Barbara used an excessive amount of blush on her cheeks and her lipstick was a deep rich red. Her skills with lip-liner had helped her already full lips seem even fuller and naturally the coat of lip gloss gave her lips a shiny, luscious presentation.
It was the eye makeup that helped push the slut factor over the top. Barbara had used shades of blue, traditional slut colors and really emphasized her eyes with a smoky eye presentation. Black eye liner with prominent wings at the corners of her eyes helped to fulfill Sasha's stated expectations.
Leaving the bathroom Barbara met Sasha in their bedroom. Barbara's breath caught for a moment. Even after all these years of marriage Sasha looked perfect standing naked and having completed her own preparations. Sasha had relaxed with a hot soaking bubble bath lit with several candles. Her smooth skin was pink and perfect. Barbara admired lustfully her nude appearance. Sasha's narrow waist and her full breasts, feminine hips and full round bottom.
Where Barbara presented as a female college athlete with her toned physique, Sasha was more womanly. Barbara felt her cock stir. She wasn't locked up yet and wondered if she would be locked up in her chastity cage or tucked and glued for the evening.
Seeing Barbara, Sasha held up the bottle of adhesive. Tucked away with adhesive it is!
Barbara spread her legs wide, then very carefully, pushed her testicles back up into her inguinal canals. She worked with Sasha, who applied the adhesive to her penis. Once coated with the glue Barbara pulled her penis back between her legs such as the head was pointing back towards her anus. Barbara gently pulled and wrapped her now empty scrotum over the penis shaft.
She stood there, awkwardly, for several long minutes and held everything steady as the medical adhesive quickly set. Sasha was already using solvent to clean her hands. Once the solvent set Barbara took the solvent to remove residue from her hands as well.
"Good work." Sasha complimented as she carefully inspected Barbara's trapped and tucked penis. With everything tucked and her scrotum folded over the shaft of her penis she now appeared to have a labia and a woman's mons where her penis and testicles had been.
"Here, put these on." Sasha said as she handed over a new pair of panties. It was more of a command than a request.
Barbara accepted them and noticed they were of the cheeky style she loved and that Sasha liked seeing on her. The panties were mostly white but with a red tartan print pattern as well. The panties also had a sewn in ruched seam between the two globes of her ass, further separating and emphasizing the fullness of her bottom.
Barbara slipped them up her legs and let the flimsy panty material caress her bottom and pull up neatly over her illusory mons.
Clad now in matching panties with Sasha, Sasha now revealed the Halloween costume she had selected. Just as promised there were two school girl outfits laying side by side on the covers of their king sized bed.
Barbara felt her cock stir, trapped and tucked, a fail in its struggle to become erect. Barbara still enjoyed the erotic feelings that stirred within when she contemplated dressing en femme. It wasn't just arousal from anticipating sexual intercourse later with Sasha; the clothes themselves now caused her to experience erotic satisfaction.
Barbara followed Sasha's lead as together they dressed for the evening.
As they dressed, Barbara emulated Sasha, the way she moved, the way she donned the articles of clothing. Barbara knew full well that one of Sasha's favorite acts was to tease her and the way Sasha flaunted herself seemed designed to taunt and arouse her.
First they put on white thigh high stay up stockings. Next, they both donned their red tartan pleated mini skirts. Barbara couldn't help smiling as the short skirt slid up her legs and over her bottom. The Tartan pattern was cute and the size was perfect. Closing up the side zipper Barbara felt her penis surge again in its futile struggle to escape from is trapped tucked state.
Barbara and Sasha next put on new white bras. The bra had full cups and easily held her realistic silicon breast forms inside without need of adhesive.
After that Sasha and Barbara both put on their blouses, white for both of them. Sasha demonstrated to Barbara how to tie the front across her bosom in order to bare the midriff and to accentuate her cleavage.
Despite knowing how much skin she would be showing Barbara felt pleased with how her costume was proceeding. She watched Sasha don a white lace cameo choker necklace. Barbara felt less pleased, nervous really, as Sasha withdrew the collar she had purchased at the adult store awhile back.
Barbara didn't complain though as Sasha affixed the collar around her neck. Barbara did swallow nervously as Sasha took the heart shaped lock and locked her collar in place. The soft click of the hasp locking shut causing a twinge of fear as well as a twinge of arousal.
Her scanty outfit was causing her excitement to swell.
Sasha selected the long blonde costume wig Barbara had purchased for months ago for her French maids uniform and placed in on Barbara's head. The voluminous pigtails on either side of her head further accentuated her already slutty appearance. Barbara sat on the edge of the bed as Sasha adjusted the wig, fussing until it was 'just so' in her eyes.
Next, Sasha went into their closet and pulled out her pair of black 4 inch patent leather stilettos. Barbara admired the lengthening effect they had on Sasha's legs. They also gave her the appearance of tottering on her heels even though Barbara knew full well that Sasha could go ballroom dancing in heels that high quite easily.
"Do you have a pair for me?" Barbara simpered playfully, batting her eyes. She assumed that she'd get to wear her black 4" stiletto heels as well.
Sasha actually laughed. "I saved yours for last. I think you'll really like them."
Sasha came out from the closet bearing a shoe box with a brand new pair of black stiletto heels. The patent leather was glossy, not matte, had wide ankle straps as well as red colored stiletto spikes.
Barbara admired them and thought they were adorable...and slutty, perfect for her costume!
"Give me your feet." Sasha commanded.
Barbara obeyed and presented one foot at a time as Sasha put the heels on Barbara's feet. Barbara didn't know why Sasha was helping with the heels. Barbara enjoyed the feeling of having Sasha tend to her like this. Despite her excitement Barbara pointed her toes to help Sasha slip them on.
"They seem a bit tight in the toes." Barbara said. She felt a tad bit of disappointment as she figured that she wouldn't get to wear her new shoes.
"Stand up first and walk in them, but don't worry, they're leather. They'll give a little as you break them in."
As Barbara stood up, Sasha was still bent over by her feet, arranging the rather wide strap around Barbara's ankle. It came as a complete surprise then to hear the click of a lock click shut.
Barbara looked down quickly just in time to see and hear Sasha lock the other ankle strap around her other ankle.
Barbara's heels now boasted two heart shaped locks, identical to the one on her collar, around her ankle straps, locking her heels to her feet.
Barbara was taken completely by surprise. When Sasha saw the look of surprise on her face she just laughed.
"I found these on line two days ago and paid extra for rush delivery. They were delivered this morning." Barbara quipped.
At Sasha's urging Barbara practiced walking in her new stilettos. Thankfully her months of practice wearing heels around the house and on their few coffee and shopping dates really helped as she could feel the new leather give and mold slightly to her feet as she worked and warmed up the leather.
Barbara made her way back and forth a few times until eventually she found she was standing in front of their full length mirror. Barbara twirled around, practicing a turn in her new high heels and then paused to check out her outfit and Halloween costume.
"Whoa...wow!" She half whispered, half gasped.
"What is it?" Sasha asked, joining Barbara at the mirror.
Barbara couldn't speak right away, still admiring the sexy girl...girls...once Sasha stood next to her, half a head shorter, reflecting back at them. Barbara admired her figure, comparing hers to Sasha's and the way their skimpy school girl costumes accentuated their curves.
"See. We almost look like sisters, or best friends from school." Sasha cooed.
What caught Barbara's eye in their reflection was she could finally see how incredibly short the pleated mini skirt really was. The curve of the bottom of her ass was just visible and the hem was so short that even bending over a miniscule amount would allow a tiny part of her tartan ruched cheeky panties to be seen from the back.
From both the front and back views the skirt was so short she could see her thigh gap atop her thigh high stockings. Holy Fuck! The small stretch of bare skin from the tops of her legs above the thigh highs to where her leg disappeared under her skirt looked so sexy! Sasha's matching outfit was equally erotic.
Both of their tummies were exposed under their front tie blouses and thankfully they both had taught firm tummies, their workouts and proper diet showing their effectiveness. Of course the front tie tops also accentuated their cleavage.
"Any reason why this skirt is so short?" Barbara finally managed to ask.
"Sluts wear tartan pleated mini skirts, everyone knows that." Sasha said. She rolled her eyes, her tone implying Barbara was dumb for questioning the obvious.
"So I'm...we're...going out as sluts?" Barbara asked trying to hide her confusion and trepidation.
"Yes! You are MY slut! Is that a problem?"
"Umm...no Mistress...I really like the look, but..." Barbara absentmindedly licked her lips. She really DID like the look. These costumes were hot!
Still aroused, Barbara looked at Sasha and just had to ask her; "Are you sure this is OK. Not a bit too...well...risqué? I'm not sure what the neighbors would think."
Sasha just smiled. "We'll be out across the water. None of our neighbors live close enough and they won't even see you anyway."
Barbara hesitated a bit. Sasha reached under Barbara's skirt and put her hand between Barbara's legs over Barbara's trapped cock and felt the twitch as it strained against the adhesive and tucking.
"Come on now. I can tell you want to." Sasha said, feeling the throb of Barbara's penis.
Sasha's confidence made Barbara smile but inside she wasn't so sure.
"I hope so."
"Trust me." Sasha said as she grabbed the back of Barbara's head and pulled her down into a kiss.
Her kiss became much more forceful and Barbara was eager to match Sasha's passion.
Barbara melted into the kiss. She felt Sasha's tongue flick against her lips. Barbara let her lips part and opened her mouth to Sasha's wet and warm exploring tongue. The kiss was pleasing and Barbara impatiently began to seek out Sasha's tongue with her own.
Barbara's cock was throbbing now in its trapped state. That must be some really good adhesive! Barbara tried heroically to control her shaking hands, touching Sasha's body, holding Sasha by her waist but letting her hands roam; paying extra attention to her taught exposed belly and hips.
They kissed until Barbara couldn't take it any more. In a rare act of dominance Barbara lifted Sasha up by her waist, and practically flung her back onto their bed. In a rare act of submission, Sasha lay still as Barbara reached up under her mini skirt and pulled off Sasha's panties.
"I always trust you." Barbara hissed seductively flipping up the front of Sasha's skirt and lowering her head and mouth to Sasha's pussy.
Barbara reached down with her fingers where she started touching and exploring Sasha's warm and wet womanly folds. Barbara gently caressed Sasha's aroused and swollen labia. Barbara had to taste her! Barbara pushed Sasha's knees apart and with gentle controlled motions tentatively flicked out her tongue to stimulate Sasha's aroused swollen pussy lips. Barbara licked her and then licked one of her fingers and with gently increasing pressure slipped the finger inside Sasha.
Sasha sighed as Barbara's fingers penetrated her and as Barbara's tongue teased and titillated her clitoris and labial lips. Sasha arched her back slightly and let her hips respond as Barbara's finger strokes became longer and fuller and deeper inside her, soon buried up to her knuckle.
Sasha sighed again as the warm wet strokes of Barbara's tongue tease her clitoris, giving her little nubbin a thorough going over.
Earlier in their marriage Sasha has been rather indifferent to receiving oral pleasure. She always felt that her lovers would only perform it on her as a duty, and something to get over with before moving on to coitus. But now with Barbara it was different. With Barbara giving her cunnilingas she had developed quite the passion and fondness for receiving oral pleasure.
Sasha loved receiving Barbara's oral and digital ministrations because she knew Barbara would not stop at teasing her. Barbara would not stop until Sasha had orgasmed. Barbara knew, or had been trained to know, that oral pleasure was not just foreplay, but could be a complete orgasmic act in and of it self!
And this time was no different. Holding onto the back of Barbara's long blond wig,
Sasha guided Barbara's head to right where she wanted it. Barbara let her finger slip from Sasha's pussy as her tongue was now doing all the work.
With long rapid pressure Barbara licked up and down Sasha's pussy, stimulating her labia and her clitoris. Sasha's natural juices were flowing with excitement and Barbara was savoring her sweet taste. Barbara's cheeks and chin were easily becoming slick with Sasha's arousal.
With increasing pressure and frequency Barbara's tongue now also delved as deep as possible between Sasha's lips inside her, causing even greater feelings of pleasure.
Sasha's breathing, initially deep and steady soon became more shallow and rapid as the pleasure grew inside her. Soon enough Sasha's pleasure exploded in her first orgasm of the night.
Barbara felt the rush of Sasha's juices and lapped up as much as she could. She eased up on her oral stimulation and did her best to give Sasha a gentle ride down from her orgasmic high back to normal.
While performing cunnilingas for Sasha, Barbara's desire also swelled and would have become uncontrollable were it not for the adhesive that held her tucked penis in place. Simultaneously aroused and pleased from pleasuring Sasha and frustrated by her tucked and trapped state, Barbara relaxed into the patient submission of denial.



Sasha would give pleasure to Barbara when Sasha was ready, not before.
A moment later Sasha's rapture subsided and she opened her eyes and smiled at Barbara, her skin flush with orgasmic glow.
"If I fuck you now, will that make us lesbians?" Sasha asked, teasing her wet pussy with one hand and, gently slipping her long delicate fingers against her clitoris.
"YES." Barbara gasped with desire and hope.
Sasha struggled to calm down, her breathing slowing back to normal.
"Go fix your face and makeup." Sasha commanded.
Barbara knew without looking that her face was probably a mess from the time and effort she had just spent between Sasha's thighs.
"Yes Mistress." Barbara playfully simpered in response.
"Good girl." Sasha praised.
**
Barbara and Sasha both cleaned themselves up while Barbara also redid her makeup. She quickly restored her slutty naughty school girl appearance.
Barbara walked out the bedroom before she decided to make a last check of the house before she and Sasha left. She was entranced by the sound of her high heels clicking on the floor, and the feel of the hem of her mini skirt as it flipped ever so slightly with each step.
Barbara made it to the kitchen where she was surprised to find Sasha and their eldest daughter and...a friend.
Barbara paused in embarrassment. There was a moment of what could only be described as stunned silence. Their daughter and her friend also look stunned as they each gave her the once over. Their eyes roved up and down her body.
Barbara blushed in embarrassment, to finally be seen in such a skimpy slutty costume was...awkward. Their daughter and her friend suddenly squealed and burst into peals of laughter.
"Dad, this is my friend, Taylor." Their daughter introduced once their laughter died down.
Barbara noted the friend's eyes alighted on her collar with its heart shaped lock and then darted back down to her heels and the matching heart shaped locks on each ankle strap.
"So, did you lose a bet of something?" Taylor asked.
"No, not a bet, more of a dare." Barbara replied carefully. It was true after all, mostly...
"So...why a school girl costume?" Taylor continued.
Barbara looked to Sasha for help, but found only amusement dancing in Sasha's eyes.
Sasha watched, wearing her matching costume and merely smiled before taking a sip of her coffee. Barbara realized she would get no help there.
"Oh...well...we've pretty much exhausted all of our ideas. We've done so many couples costumes over the years and we didn't want to repeat anything. Sasha got to choose this year since I chose last year so...you know..." Barbara finished lamely.
"I've never gone out on Halloween as a girl before, much less a slutty one." Barbara added truthfully. She smiled; technically correct is the best kind of correct!
"You're not embarrassed or anything?" Their daughter interjected.
"Embarrassed, no..." Barbara answered truthfully. She couldn't very well admit she was aroused and excited though.
"Well you're taking it really well and look believable" Taylor added "If I didn't know I don't think I'd be able to tell."
"It is just a costume." Barbara added. "Not really sure how I feel about my butt hanging out like this though." She finished glibly.
Both the girls giggled and Barbara heard Sasha snort some of her coffee.
"Still, not a word to anyone." Barbara said, smiling in mock indignation, "And I better not see this on FaceBook." She added sternly.
Barbara watched as Taylor slowly put away her smart phone upon hearing the warning.
"We need to do our nails." Sasha mentioned.
"Our nails?" Barbara asked, rather dumbly. Sasha only had her get her nails done when they were going out together...Oooohhhh...
"Of course." Barbara answered, stiffly.
Barbara had spoken the entire time using her male voice and felt awkward with two other people, her daughter and her friend Taylor sitting with her. She knew she shouldn't reveal too much. Discretion was still important to her after all.
Barbara sat down at the dining room table and watched as her daughter took out a bottle of nail polish. Sasha must have given it to her earlier, or mentioned what color she wanted. The girls giggled and whispered briefly to each other as Barbara slowly extended her hands across the table towards them.
"Mom gave this to me. She said she needed help making you look....um...real." Their daughter said rather simply.
"And do I pass?" Barbara asked.
"Oh. Yes. Definitely!"
"Totally, fer sure." Taylor added.
Barbara relaxed a bit as her daughter quickly applied the deep red quick drying nail polish to her fingernails. It looked like the color of the nail polish would match the color of her lipstick.
Sasha left Barbara largely alone with the girls for about 20 minutes, coming and going and making small talk about where they would be and how long they would be out and when they planned on returning while Barbara's nails dried.
Barbara did her best not to stare too much. Watching Sasha parade around the house in her scandalous costume was difficult, her trapped penis not giving her any respite from its struggles for freedom. Saying that Sasha looked hot really didn't do her justice. Her matching naughty school girl outfit hugging her curves in all the right places.
Barbara's hid her discomfort each time she would feel her arousal try to grow. She was simultaneously thankful that the pleats of her skirt were able to conceal her crotch, the panties to cover it up, and the glue that would prevent an erection from growing. She couldn't imagine the embarrassment she would feel if her cock actually sprung free and tented her skirt.
It seemed everything was working just fine to keep her ardor in check.
"Here, you hold these." Sasha said as she handed Barbara two purses. One was a clutch purse and the other a coach bag.
"Why me?" For some reason the thought of carrying a purse seemed silly. Barbara wasn't sure if she was just playing up her reluctance for her daughter and Taylor.
"These purses have our wallets and phones and everything we need for tonight." Sasha said. "Besides, I'm driving. Unless you think you can drive in those heels." She gave Barbara a knowing look.
Their daughter and her friend suddenly start to giggle again. If they hadn't noticed the locks on her heels before then they sure did now.
Barbara glanced at her feet in their glossy black pumps with red stiletto heels. The girls looked too, still giggling but trying and failing to stifle their laughter
"Ok then, you can drive. Off we go!" Barbara tried to give her daughter a quick kiss goodbye on her cheek, but her daughter just snorted as she tried to stifle another laugh, and turned her head away. Probably just as well Barbara thought, she wouldn't want to smear her lipstick.
The drive over was uneventful. Sasha kept smiling every time Barbara would nervously fidget and tug at the hem of her skirt. Barbara tried her best to keep the pleats smoothed out and her red and white tartan panties from showing. She would absolutely have to keep her legs closed tight when sitting down or she'd flash her panties to anyone looking.
Sasha and Barbara arrived at the ferry terminal in perfect time to make the ferry. Barbara noticed the small clutch bag had Sasha's wallet and one or two items. Looking through the larger coach bag Barbara found her wallet and figured it must be hers for the evening.
She had to dig a bit through 'her' purse as there was so much stuff inside it! Digging through a bottomless pile of make-up and accessories she finally found 'his' wallet at the bottom.
Sasha took the card and paid the toll. They didn't even have to wait and were able to drive right on.
"Why so much stuff?" Barbara asked, indicating all the cosmetics.
"Everything we need for a girls night out partying. All that stuff in there is just in case you need a touch up or anything, especially after earlier." Sasha winked.
Barbara knew she was referring to her earlier cunnilingas.
"And the extra panties and stockings?" Barbara asked.
"Just in case you get lucky and need a change." Sasha giggled as she answered.
"Do you want to get out and walk around?" Sasha asked. She put the car in park, shut off the engine and set the parking brake.
"Um...no...I'm fine." Barbara looked down at her costume and again realized exactly how much clothing she was wearing. Or rather, how much skin she had exposed. Barbara decided that discretion was the better part of valor...she knew she was chickening out by choosing to stay in the car for the 30 minute crossing.
"Coward!" Sasha accused, laughter alighting her face.
Barbara just smiled back as she realized Sasha was teasing her.
After the crossing and disembarking the ferry in downtown Seattle; Sasha and Barbara arrived 40 minutes later at the party.
Barbara had to admit, as far as costume parties went, this one was a blast. Plenty of food and drink, everyone there was in costume and the mood lighting of the darkened house certainly helped with her presentation.
Even knowing she could pass in public Barbara was nervous. These people were complete strangers to her but they were Sasha's friends and coworkers. Sasha's husband had never met these people before so the chance of being recognized or 'made' was almost zero. Sasha had presented Barbara as a friend and made apologies for her "husband' not being able to come due to work commitments.
Barbara was careful but still had a wonderful time. With her voice control she was able to pass as female and she had just enough of a boring back-story to explain how she and Sasha knew each other, to answer inquiries, and to kill interest at the same time.
The only problem seemed to be with some of the single men. Sasha had to keep fielding inquiries as to the availability of her "friend". Sasha flirted and teased them a bit about Barbara solely to make her uncomfortable, but in the end spun a tale of a recent breakup and how Barbara wasn't yet ready to date again.
As with everything, all good things must come to an end though. After hours of fun and games and drinks, the time had come for Barbara and Sasha to say their goodbyes and leave. Sasha and Barbara had to get back to the terminal before the last ferry sailed for the evening. As they said their goodbyes Barbara felt incredibly awkward as two different men pressed their phone numbers into Barbara's hand and urged her to call them "...just to hang out or get coffee or whatever..."
Once back in the car Barbara glared at Sasha as she struggled to control her laughter.
"Did you have a good time" Sasha asked in sing-song, teasing her cross dressed husband. "with those guys giving you their phone numbers?"
"No. That one guy, what his name, Sean?"
"Yeah."
"He was kind of pushy." Barbara whined.
"Yeah, well, it you must know he's a bit of a creep at work as well." Sasha informed barely stifling her giggles.
As Sasha drove away Barbara was actually enjoying not having to drive and was even starting to feel a bit sleepy, the afterglow of the party and effects of the spiked punch working to sufficiently relax her. She did struggle to stay awake for Sasha. Sasha wanted to chat. Barbara and Sasha spoke a little bit about this and that, talking about office politics, and gossip she learned that night, and other inconsequential things.
As they were driving, Barbara noticed Sasha glance at the dashboard of the car and frown.
"What's wrong?"
"We need to stop for gas; the empty light just came on." Sasha replied.
Barbara pulled out her phone and opened up the maps app. She quickly navigated their way to the nearest gas station. As they pulled in to the station Sasha noticed Barbara began to fidget, bouncing her leg up and down.
"What's wrong with you?" Sasha asked.
"I need to pee. How long until we reach the ferry?" Barbara asked, crossing her legs tightly. She really regretted drinking so much wine and punch and not using the bathroom before they left the party.
"What are you, a child? Go use the women's restroom inside. No-one can tell you're not a girl." Sasha chastised.
Barbara nervously glanced around the station. She was acutely aware of how they were both dressed. Sasha got out and started to pump the gas into the car. She looked so hot leaning against the car in her tartan mini and long stocking clad legs with high heels.
Barbara looked around. At this hour the place looked deserted. Barbara gathered up her courage, leaving her purse behind and exited the car. With quick steps she set off for the inside restrooms.
"Remember to sit down when you get there." Sasha said, poking fun at her.
Barbara held her head high and didn't acknowledge the taunt. She wanted to move more quickly with how urgent her need was but had to walk carefully across the concrete in her 4 inch high heel shoes.
Sasha walked inside, her high heels tapping on the linoleum floor and past the station attendant, a youngish man, who in her judgment smiled a bit lewdly at her. Barbara made it safely into the ladies room and locked the door behind her. At least the bathroom was clean.
Sitting down to pee was now her normal after months of chastity play with Sasha. Barbara pulled down her panties and felt relief as she emptied her bladder. She finished quickly, using a bit of toilet paper to dry the tip of her tucked penis and pulled her panties back up. She flushed the toilet and went to the basin to wash her hands; admiring again her red glossy manicured fingernails. Barbara even took a moment to check her make-up out in the mirror.
Satisfied that her makeup was still fine she exited the bathroom and carefully walked back through the station, again with her heels tapping loudly on the linoleum flooring and again to the leers of the attendant, and outside to the car. Barbara, now relieved, felt a bit happy and proud of herself for her stealthy use of the ladies restroom.
It took just a moment for Barbara to notice that something was wrong.
The car was gone.
Barbara stood still, confused, and looked around.
Barbara rationalized that Sasha must have moved the car from the pumps when she finished gassing up. Barbara walked to the side of the building and looked around the corner. The side parking was empty.
Barbara's concern spiked, but then relief washed over her. Barbara saw Sasha, sitting in the driver's seat, looking over at her. Sasha must have moved the car forward past the gas pumps and closer to the road. Barbara turned and walked toward Sasha and their car.
She must've pulled forward so as to be ready to leave right away and make sure we make it to the last ferry, Barbara reasoned. She strode quickly, her heels tapping loudly on the cold concrete and asphalt surface.
Just as Barbara came within a few steps of the car the car suddenly lurched forward a few doze feet, and then stopped.
Barbara looked up in surprise. She saw Sasha, looking at her and grinning. Just as Barbara caught up to the car, Sasha once again suddenly pulled forward, away from her.
Barbara frowned and petulantly stamped her high heel.
"Not funny Sasha." Barbara shouted, irritation evident in her practiced girls voice.
Sasha had stopped just at the exit from the station onto the street.
After a moment's angry hesitation, Barbara resumed her walk to the car. Barbara was angry. Besides, it was cold outside and her naughty school girl costume did nothing to keep her warm.
Surprised, Barbara made quick skip steps forward, and felt relief as Sasha didn't pull away again and irritation at Sasha for the juvenile prank.
As Barbara finally reached the passenger side door she pulled on the door latch to open the door.
The door was locked.
"Uh, honey?" Barbara said, her anger rising.
Sasha lowered the car window an inch, not nearly enough for anyone to reach in and open the door.
"HEY!" Sasha yelled when Barbara tried the latch a second time.
At Sasha's loud and abrupt tone Barbara snapped her head up. Barbara had to bend over low by her waist to look in through the passenger side window. Barbara saw Sasha looking directly at her with what could only be described as an evil smile. Sasha scowled at Barbara and in a voice thickly laden with malice asked;
"Who's the dirty little whore now Bitch?!? You better get to steppin' if you want to catch the ferry."
Barbara was startled and completely stunned by Sasha's comment and the unexpected change in her attitude and demeanor from just a few minutes ago. Barbara took a frightened step back as Sasha, extending her middle finger, gunned the engine.
Barbara leapt back as Sasha peeled out, screeching tires and smoke, out onto the street and turning away, heading off in the direction of the ferry terminal.
Barbara stood there...stunned.
Oh my god!
She left me here!
Why would she do that?
Suddenly, situational awareness kicked in. Barbara became aware of several important facts:
She was alone...
She was without money...
She was without her credit cards...
She was without her cell phone...
She didn't have any ID...
She was dressed like a slutty school girl...
In a big city...
At night.
Barbara felt the chill of the night on her exposed skin.
All those things were in her purse...which she had left in the car...
Fuck!
Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!!!
She needed to get to the ferry terminal and catch Sasha!
Barbara immediately turned and started walking towards the ferry terminal. She knew she needed to hurry. The ferry could arrive any time and the terminal was easily 10 blocks away.
Barbara felt nervous but not scared. It was past midnight, so there would likely be very few people out in this part of town. She noted that there wasn't even that much traffic. As much as Seattle liked to think that it was a big city, the reality was that it practically shut down late at night, even on holidays.
Barbara hoped that was a good thing; with no one out and about there would be no one who could see her, dressed as a slutty school girl, walking the streets.
Walking the streets.
Streetwalking.
Shit!
Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit!
That thought gave Barbara pause. That realization scared her and made her really want to run now, or at least jog. But as proficient as she was walking in high heels she knew that trying to go running in four inch stilettos was asking for disaster.
Barbara looked down at her heels as she contemplated taking them off. Seeing the tiny padlocks on the ankle straps reminded her of the futility of trying to remove them. She didn't have anything to cut the leather strap with. Those tiny little locks that she had thought were so cute and erotic sure don't seem that way now!
Barbara was walking as quickly as she could, turning from Fourth Street onto Royal Brougham Way as she made her way past the sports stadiums.
Barbara was really beginning to feel the cold October weather. Her concern with and anger at Sasha, coupled with the brisk pace she kept was barely warding off the chill.
"I am definitely not dressed for this!" Barbara muttered. She drew her arms in tight to help conserve body heat.
Caught up in her own thoughts and huddling in on herself, holding her arms tight to try to keep warm, it took her a while before she noticed the white van slowly keeping pace with her. Once she did notice it startled her and she had to resist the desire to try and run. She was fairly sure she couldn't run faster than a van, especially while wearing heels. With nowhere to run to and nowhere to hide, Barbara quickly decided on a course of action.
Barbara stopped in her tracks, turned boldly to face her pursuer, and waited.
Standing in the middle of the sidewalk Barbara saw the van draw up and stop even with her position from the street. There was a long pause until she saw the window roll down and a visible wave of cigarette smoke roll out. The heavy acrid smell of smoke and alcohol assaulted her nose. Barbara looked inside and saw the driver, a rather short and dirty white man, with a scraggly beard and cheesy mustache, too much unkempt hair under a ball cap, wearing a dirty flannel shirt leering at her.



"Hey baby. You busy?" his voice sounded like someone with a 5 pack a day habit; raspy and full of phlegm.
"Yes. I am." Barbara kept her retort sharp. She turned on her heel, continuing on her way.
She had a ferry to catch.
Barbara could hear the van's engine follow her and kept it in the corner of her eye. She was irritated that the filthy man was keeping pace with her.
"Come on now," the man's voice wheezed "don't be so cold. It's cold out there and I'm sure we can find someplace or somethin' ta do ta' keep warm."
Barbara kept walking.
"Watcha' go for anyway?" The scraggly man asked.
Barbara stopped again and faced her pursuer. He thinks she's a whore!
Barbara realized that this entire time she had automatically been speaking to him with her practiced feminine voice. Barbara smiled. She turned again to face him and looked him straight in the eyes. Barbara dropped her voice back down to 'his' normal pitch and answered;
"You can't afford it."
Barbara watched as the filthy driver reared back and actually did a double take, blinking several times as if to clear his vision. Just as suddenly as he had arrived, he gunned the engine and sped off.
Barbara actually laughed out loud, partly from the relief and partly from pride at being able to handle such a dangerous situation given her current state of dress. If this had become a fight she didn't know how well she would do with high heels locked to her feet.
The moment of triumph passed quickly though. She saw that she still had maybe five blocks to go, and she didn't even know what time it was.
Turning right Barbara proceeded north now along Alaska Way. The steady click of her high heels keeping time with her heart beat. Just three more blocks now! Come on, you can make it; you can see the terminal now, only two more blocks...
With her destination so close Barbara's anger surged as yet another car pulled up next to her.
"Oh no." Barbara groaned inside, "not again." She cursed under her breath.
Barbara half expected the van driver to have returned. Looking over without slowing down she saw that it wasn't the white van...it was a sports sedan...it was Sasha!
Barbara could barely describe the ambivalent feelings of anger and relief that ran through her when she saw Sasha.
She came back and found me! The anger, worry, and fear give way to relief, and also irritation, and then back to anger, as Barbara wondered why Sasha would take off, leaving her alone to fend for herself like that.
Barbara looked down and around as she tried to figure out how to get over the knee high shrub covered berm that separated the sidewalk from the street. Barbara heard the sound of the door click as Sasha unlocked it. Barbara did a high step strut through the bushes thankful that her thigh high stockings protected her legs from the bushes and opened the door.
Barbara got inside, sat down, and quickly shut the door, the heat and warmth inside the car heavenly in contrast to the cold outside weather.
"Did you enjoy your little stroll?" Sasha asked and smiled sweetly.
"No." Barbara answered angrily. She immediately began to shiver as the heat from the car warmed her and made her realize how cold she actually was.
"Good." Sasha replied.
Riding silently, Sasha drove the last two blocks to the ferry terminal. She was able to pull right up to the ticket booth. Barbara sat shivering as Sasha paid the fare and even waited to take the receipt. Barbara watched the attendant as his eyes were glued to her and Sasha no doubt admiring their skimpy school girl attire. Sasha slowly drove away and headed over to the last place in the line of cars.
Barbara shivered as she also noticed the ferry was in and was beginning to load the cars.
"Just so you know, if you ever think of calling me a dirty little whore again" Sasha said in a firm and calm tone "I'll leave you here."
Barbara just sat there, speechless, suddenly remembering when and how she had called Sasha her dirty little whore. Barbara sat silently as Sasha firm gaze didn't waver. Barbara decided she didn't need to argue the point.
**
Sasha and Barbara waited silently, neither one speaking. As the line of cars made their way onto the ferry Barbara's involuntarily shivering from the cold she experienced during her long walk slowly subsided. She was grateful for the heat from the car's AC system, and wanted nothing more than to luxuriate in the warmth it offered.
Sasha drove slowly, following the line of cars ahead of her. Barbara could see they seemed to be the last car in the line and as Sasha drive down the loading ramp onto the ferry she noted that the ferry was, at this late hour, less than half full. Sasha stopped the car and set the parking brake.
From where they were parked Barbara could see that many of the other passengers, disembarking their cars to head up to the passenger desk, were also in costume...Halloween revelers now heading home after a night on the town with a few late shift workers scattered among them.
"Can we leave it running?" Barbara asked "I'm really cold still." Barbara's shivers and chattering teeth may have stopped but she was still pale. "Please?"
"Ask me again in your girl voice."
Barbara realized she hadn't switched back after speaking to the dirty van driver. In no state to argue Barbara repeated her question in her best girl voice.
Sasha sat there for several seconds and after almost a full minute of silence she finally answered.
"No."
Sasha noticed Barbara's shocked and hurt expression.
"Gas is expensive these days. Besides I have something else that will warm you up."
Sasha reached under the hem of Barbara's skirt and smoothly slid her hand between Barbara's legs, her hand resting on top of Barbara's panties. Barbara's cock, which lay tucked, glued, cold, and forgotten, stirred faintly to attention in Sasha's grip.
The rumble of the ferry engines and the vibration of the deck built up as the ferry departed the terminal for the last crossing of the night. Sasha stroked Barbara's trapped and tucked penis and massaged it like it was a woman's pussy.
A whimper escaped from Barbara as warmth flowed back to her previously forgotten and now straining penis.
Sasha stroked her hand between Barbara's legs vigorously, rubbing and warming Barbara's trapped penis. Barbara's arousal grew as did her frustration as she was still tucked and the adhesive was still holding her penis tuck tight and unyielding between her legs.
"You're mine and no one else's." Sasha said softly, her breath tickling Barbara's ear.
"Mmm." Barbara moaned softly in pleasure. "Yes Mistress."
Sasha stopped and withdrew her hand.
"Please, don't stop." Barbara begged.
Sasha ignored her and took some tissues from a box and wiped off her hand. Barbara realized that her precum must have soaked through into her panties and wetted Sasha's hand.
"I'm going inside. You can stay here if you want to. They do have hot coffee inside. That will warm you up." Sasha's look was one of glee at Barbara's discomfort and frustrated lust.
Already the car was getting cold inside. Not waiting for a decision, Sasha took her purse, got out of the car, slammed the driver's door shut, and walked toward the stairs leading to the upper passenger decks.
Barbara sighed and before Sasha had gone more than 10 feet, Barbara took her purse and followed. She wasn't going to be caught out again without her purse!
"Good girl." Sasha praised. "Come on Barbara, let's go."
Following closely up the stairs, Barbara fussed with her skirt's hem and pleats, making sure they lay down smoothly.
"Oh, look." Sasha said.
Barbara stopped dead in her tracks. Parked near the other stairs on the opposite side of the ferry was a very memorable white van, the driver apparently taking a nap behind the wheel of his van for the trip across the water.
"Your stalker?" Sasha asked.
"It's not funny. You don't know what happened over by the stadiums when I was trying to get here." Barbara protested.
"Of course I do. I saw the whole thing. I was following you."
In a long night of surprises, Barbara was astonished yet again. Before she could ask how, Sasha continued up the stairs. Barbara followed and together they made it to the passenger deck.
Following Sasha up the stairs Barbara couldn't fail to notice the identical pleated mini skirt she wore did nothing to conceal her sexy red and white tartan ruched panties. The stay up stockings caressing and covering Sasha's legs were equally amazing. Barbara enjoyed the view.
Barbara glanced back over her shoulder and was relieved to see that no one was following her and having the same view of her that she had of Sasha.
The sexy view did nothing to alleviate the strain her resurgent tucked and trapped cock was feeling.
Sasha and Barbara entered onto the passenger deck and Barbara was very happy to feel the warm heated air flowing from the air vents. Barbara assumed Sasha was also looking for someplace warm to sit and relax for the ride across to the other side, but it became apparent that Sasha had other ideas.
"I want to walk around." Sasha announced.
"I already had a walk, remember?" Barbara protested, irritably.
"Well whose fault was that?"
Barbara began to think that Sasha was enjoying this way too much.
"You promised me coffee." Barbara accused, sulkily.
"Watch your tone. I wanted to walk around on the trip over but you were too chicken. You can carry your coffee cup while we walk."
Sasha started off slowly, walking down the length of the ferry. Barbara couldn't help noticing the nice little flip of Sasha's skirt and sway of her hips as she gracefully moved forward. Barbara felt the exact same flip with her own matching tartan pleated mini skirt.
Barbara and Sasha were soon walking side by side and made their way to the galley. Once there Sasha ordered coffee, two venti hot mocha's, hers with whip cream, and Barbara's without.
"People are watching us." Barbara whispered to Sasha as they waited for their drinks.
"I know." Sasha whispered back. "Cool huh. All the women think we're sluts because all the men want us."
"And how is that a good thing?" Barbara asked, looking around surreptitiously.
Another enigmatic smile "You don't think women like to be noticed?" Sasha asked.
Sasha and Barbara finally got their drinks and savored the hot caffeinated goodness.
"Coffee is proof that god loves us and wants us to be happy." Barbara airily pronounced.
Sasha chuckled at the quip.
"Come with me." Sasha pulled Barbara's arm and lead the way to the women's restroom. As they entered Sasha lead Barbara over to a sink and mirror. Sasha opened up her clutch purse and expertly refreshed her lipstick and checked her makeup in the mirror.
Barbara followed Sasha's lead, Barbara opened up her purse, although she had to dig once again through the purse contents until she found her own lipstick.
"Just do a quick touch up." Sasha commanded. Sasha set her mocha next to Barbara's and turned and disappeared into a stall.
Barbara was briefly distracted by the sight of lipstick on the lids of Sasha's and her coffee cups. She found the lipstick on the cup lids erotic. Barbara took her tube of lipstick and reapplied the luscious red color to her lips.
Barbara flinched, startled, as the bathroom door opened and another woman walked in. Barbara noted a scowl form on the strangers face upon seeing Barbara's costume before she disappeared into a stall.
Barbara next found the lip gloss and carefully applied a heavy coat of lip gloss to her full red lips. Barbara smacked her lips once and then pursed her lips, making a kissy face in the mirror. Once done with that she spent just a bit of time primping and preening.
Still waiting for Sasha, Barbara took out some mascara and touch up her eyelashes.
Barbara heard a flush from the stall as Sasha exited the stall and rejoined her at the bathroom sinks, and washed her hands again. Barbara placed her cosmetics back into her purse, took her coffee, handed Sasha her mocha and together they left the restroom to resume their walk.
Sasha once again lead the way as she and Barbara made another complete lap around the ferry, once again ending at the ferry galley. Sasha briefly looked over the room until she saw an open table near the middle. Barbara noticed that her choice was also in the middle of many of the other passengers.
"Couldn't we go sit over near the sides, there are less people..." Barbara pleaded, indicating the empty tables.
"No." Sasha's smile grew wider, "This is perfect!"
Barbara saw that the table was near a group of several young men and women, all in costumes, by the coffee and soda machines, hanging out. They appeared to be together.
"You need to understand something" Sasha whispered. She reached out and stroked the hair of Barbara's wig, like a lover would, pulling Barbara's head down closer toward her.
Barbara became nervous; the sensitive gesture was attracting the attention of the other passengers while simultaneously increasing her arousal and excitement from the intimacy.
Impulsively Barbara went in for the kiss.
"You are my bitch right now" Sasha whispers in Barbara's ear, avoiding the kiss. "If you want to make it home with me you had better do what I say, when I say it."
Barbara felt flustered. The thought of being alone now, after she had already been left alone in Seattle, was distressing to say the least. Barbara did not want that to happen again. Confused, Barbara also felt her tucked penis strain again in arousal as her trapped state prevented yet another erection.
Despite not getting a kiss from Sasha, Barbara submissively followed.
Once again Barbara's situational awareness kicked in as she realized:
Sasha has the car keys.
If she were to protest, Sasha could leave her behind again.
Sasha has total control over her right now.
Barbara could feel the strain of her penis as it struggled and was thankful that she was held in place by her tuck, her adhesive, her tight red and white tartan panties and concealed by the pleats of her red tartan miniskirt.
Sasha turned away Leaving Barbara to follow. Barbara followed Sasha as they sauntered past the group of single young men. As she was squeezing past Sasha accidentally dropped her purse. Naturally, Barbara immediately bent over to pick it up.
Handing it to her Barbara sat down so that they were sitting across from each other at their table. Barbara noticed another amused expression cross Sasha's face.
"What?" Barbara asked.
"Nothing," Sasha paused "It's just that when you walked past them you bent over and those zombies over there totally saw your panties."
"Gee, I'm so glad you find me amusing." Barbara sarcastically accused. "This evening was supposed to be fun."
"Aren't you having fun?" Sasha questioned with another sweet smile.
The question gave Barbara pause, making her stop and think. It took her only a moment more to understand Sasha's point.
"Yes." Barbara said. She's right though, Barbara thought, tonight was a lot of fun.
Barbara knew deep inside that she enjoyed submitting to Sasha, the Halloween party had been a been a blast, the walk through the city was cold and scary, all of it was...
Barbara's reverie was interrupted as two zombies shambled over and stood next to their table.
The first zombie spoke. "Hi there, crowded tonight huh. Mind if we join you?"
Barbara noted that there were at least a dozen empty tables scattered throughout the galley.
"Not at all" Sasha piped up, and with a gesture from her hand indicated for them to take a seat.
The zombies introduced themselves "I'm Rick."
The other zombie held up his hand "I'm Aaron."
"I'm Sasha, and this is my friend Barbara." Sasha replied for both of them.
Barbara had no idea what to say. Frankly, before she married, she was always on their side, the one trying to pick up the pretty girl. Realizing that they're hitting on her and her wife and trying to pick them up made her mind go blank. Fortunately Sasha wasn't shy at all and answered for them both.
Barbara felt relieved that Sasha was doing most of the talking. Barbara decided to just sit there and try to look pretty, giving single syllable responses to Aaron's attempts to get her to talk and answer his silly questions. The guy part of Barbara's brain suddenly realized that she was stuck talking to the wingman so Rick could try and score with Sasha.
Barbara tried to keep aware of Sasha's conversation with Rick but also had her hands full with Aaron.
"Nice collar. So are you two an item?" Aaron tried to touch her collar and Barbara pushed Aarons hand away only to have him slip his other arm around her shoulder.
'Yes. I belong to her." Barbara tried to be firm and kill Aaron's interest. She failed.
"Cool, cool. So is she open to sharing you?"
Ugh! What a creep.
"I don't think so." Barbara replied.
Aaron totally missed the strength of her tone and disdain.
"Oh, so you don't know. Maybe I should ask her if I can have you. You'd like that wouldn't you. I bet you're a little slut when it comes down to it." Aaron was speaking softly and breathing into Barbara's ear.
Barbara ignored the untoward comment, instead moving to take a drink from her coffee cup. Aaron moved to place his hand on her thigh and tried to slide it up her leg to her panties.
Barbara very quickly found her hands busy fending off Aaron's attempt to paw at her.
Truth be told, Sasha was also getting annoyed. Although not as handsy as Aaron, for most of the 30 minute crossing, Rick was flirting heavily with her. Rick took the lead in the conversation and spent most of the trip trying to get Sasha and Barbara to join him, Aaron, and their friends over at the Indian casino for an all-night Halloween costume dance party being hosted there.
Sasha flirted with him quite a bit, but expertly avoided committing to going.
Just as Aaron's hands were getting too close to Barbara's panty a bell chimed.
Over the ferry PA system an automated recording announced the arrival at their destination. Sasha could tell Rick realized that time was short and was thinking hard.
"Look, here's my number, call me if you make it there. I'd love to get to know you better"
"I'm sure you would." Sasha replied dryly.
"Can I get your number?"
"Sure, give me your phone." Sasha took the phone and entered in her contact information. Coyly avoiding Rick's attempt to kiss her she pushed him away.
Sasha stood up and said her goodbyes, "Say goodbye Barbara."
Barbara, swatting away Aaron's hands and very glad the trip was over, made a small feminine wave.
"Bye now" She said in a relieved soft femme voice.
Thee passenger deck was emptying as people made their way back to their cars to disembark. As Barbara and Sasha were leaving the galley Barbara was perplexed.
"Why did you give them your number?"
Sasha waved her hand dismissively. "I didn't, I gave them yours."
Barbara practically choked on her last sip of coffee. "So what am I supposed to do if they call?"
Barbara looked at her as if she was mentally slow. "Tell them it's a wrong number... duh!"
"God I can't believe how handsy that guy was." Barbara complained, dropping her empty coffee cup into the trash.
"Welcome to being a girl." Sasha said, dropping her cup into the trash bin as well.
**
Walking thru the passenger deck and then down the stairs Barbara noticed that she and Sasha attracted only a few stares and appreciative looks from other passengers but by and large most of the people were simply tying to quickly get back to their cars.
As Barbara and Sasha descended to the car deck Barbara realized they had inadvertently descended on the wrong side of the ferry. Together, they crossed over the car deck and made their way to Sasha's car, easy to find given they were parked near the back.



Barbara and Sasha both had to contend with an annoying cross-wind that seemed as if it were playfully trying to lift their skirts. Barbara and Sasha had to hold them down as they made their way through the rows of cars to get to the other side.
As they arrived at their car Sasha unlocked it and Barbara noticed something she had forgotten; the white van. She looked to her left and sure enough she saw that the driver was awake now and sitting up behind the wheel. Barbara saw his jaw drop once he saw her. Barbara extended her middle finger and flipped him off. In doing so she let go of her skirt causing her skirt hem to flip up from the wind, flashing her panties. Barbara quickly opened her door and sat down, embarrassed. When she looked back to the white van the dirty driver had a shit eating grin on his face.
Ugh!
The ferry unloaded quickly and in good time Sasha and Barbara were heading up the exit ramp and were back on dry land. Barbara was startled by the ring of her cell phone.
Sasha uttered a burst of laughter while Barbara looked at her in wide eyed shock as she silently mouthed the words
"no way..."
Was Rick calling already?
Barbara retrieved her phone from her purse and looked at the caller ID. A wave of relief washed over her as she realized it was just their daughter calling.
Barbara had the presence of mind to switch back to her normal male voice and answer it.
"Hey dad, just checking in, looks like trick or treating is over. We haven't seen any kids since 10pm. I'm turning the lights out and me and my friend are going to bed"
"Well, OK, Mom and I are on our way back. You get some sleep now ok? Love you."
"Oh thank god" Barbara put the phone back into her purse. Her heart slowly resuming its normal beat.
Illuminated by the dashboard lights Barbara could see Sasha sitting there, driving, with what could only be described as a wide smile.
Barbara turned on the radio and scanned the stations trying to find something to listen to while they drove.
"Do you want to go to the casino party?" Sasha asked.
"No, it's getting late; besides, we never gamble anyway." Barbara could make out the casino lights ahead.
"I can't even remember the last time I even set foot in a casino." Sasha remarked.
"You know there is probably a cover charge, or some other catch we don't know about." Barbara replied.
"OK then, but since it's not up to you, I've decided that we're going anyway. I want to go dancing." Sasha spoke firmly, once again putting Barbara in her place.
Barbara was surprised by Sasha and her decisiveness. She and Sasha haven't gone out dancing since...wow...forever.... Not that they haven't wanted to, but being a parent always came first.
Barbara tried for sympathy.
"Honey, I'm not used to wearing these kinds of shoes dancing. I've only been able to walk in them; dancing seems to be asking a bit much. Besides, it could hurt my feet."
Barbara watched closely as Sasha appeared to consider and to think about what she had said. Sasha didn't say anything for nearly a full minute and Barbara began to think she may have convinced her. Sasha's next words let Barbara know that she was not having any of it.
"You should take them off every now and then when you sit to rest you feet."
Sasha bursts out in a full loud laugh at her own joke, knowing very well the little padlocks on the wide ankle straps would prevent Barbara from removing them.
Sasha pulled into the casino and noticed the crowded parking lot, almost full. Barbara sat patiently as Sasha bypassed the entrance to the parking lot and drove straight to the front entrance and valet parking.
"What are you doing?" Barbara asked.
Sasha ignored her. There was no time to answer anyway. A valet had already come up and opened the door. Barbara sat stock still until the valet extended his hand to help her out of the car. Barbara looked over to Sasha and tried to shoot daggers out of her eyes, but Sasha was already being helped by another valet and didn't notice.
Getting in and out of the car with her long legs and high heels was awkward. Barbara had to move carefully, especially now while the valet was watching. Carefully, keeping her knees together, Barbara swung her legs out together, bent her knees slightly and holding the valet's hand pushed off her seat with the other, something difficult to do while holding her purse.
Despite her best efforts, Barbara's miniskirt shifted a bit. Barbara was certain the valet saw the flash of her red and white tartan panties and she blushed accordingly. Barbara put her feet down evenly on the ground and managed to stand up gracefully. Barbara got her bearings, wondering what the valet could be thinking and noticed he was staring at her legs.
Barbara imagined he was undressing her with his eyes.
Given she was wearing a tartan pleated mini skirt, white thigh high stockings, a bare midriff and plunge bra and a front tie crop top with locked high heels and a locked collar...well...maybe he just might have an excuse.
Barbara let go of the valet's hand and joined Sasha a few steps away, waiting quietly as Sasha exchanged her keys for a valet stub. Once that was done they walked in through the front entrance together.
Sasha led the way and Barbara was relieved to notice that they didn't draw that much attention. Barbara relaxed further once the made their way into the casino party. The place was packed and there was certainly no shortage of eye candy.
At the entrance to the party Barbara was embarrassed to get carded. Sasha's laugh was infectious as ever when she saw what was happening. Showing ID was unexpected and embarrassing. Barbara reluctantly handed over her 'male' ID and felt her face blush again in embarrassment.
The security guard looked at the ID and clearly male name and picture but barely raised an eyebrow.
"Anything wrong Barbara?" Sasha asked, inserting herself into Barbara's embarrassment.
The bouncer handed the card back and no doubt taking the cue from Sasha politely waved her in. Sasha giggled even though the bouncer checked her ID and welcomed her the same way.
Sasha and Barbara walked around and tried to get their bearings. Barbara had to admit how impressed she was with the size of the party. Costumes were required for entrance so everyone was in costume. The crowd was active and the high energy dance music was intense. Barbara had to admit that the sheer scale and scope of the live music, people, food and drinks was impressive. She relaxed a bit more as she came to realize that they were completely anonymous, just two hot girls in a crowd.
Sasha took Barbara's hand and led her to the dance floor. Barbara was worried. She knew she could barely dance, and had often joked that she only made up for her lack of skill with her enthusiasm.
Once out on the packed dance floor Barbara simply copied Sasha and followed her lead. Instead of trying to think about her moves she just stopped thinking and let her self go, lost in the crowd Barbara relaxed and let the music move her.
Sasha and Barbara stayed close, their bodies moving together, dancing around each other, coming together, then apart. Barbara's focus was completely on Sasha. Dancing and living for the moment, Barbara found that even her high heels were no trouble.
Barbara lost track of time. She and Sasha must have stayed on the dance floor for at least 4 or 5 songs. Barbara and Sasha were generally dancing with a throng of other pretty women in sexy costumes near the center of the dance floor.
Sasha was surprised then when Barbara took her hand and led her off the dance floor.
"What's wrong?"
Barbara waited till they were out of the club section.
"Someone was grabbing my ass."
"Oh baby. That will happen. It's wrong of course, but it's not uncommon. Did you see who it was?"
"No. The first time I thought it was an accident, but the second time his hand lingered and pinched my butt."
Sasha held Barbara's hand and gave her a kiss on her cheek.
"You'll be fine. C'mon now, we're still having fun."
Sasha took Barbara's hand and led their way through the crowd to the bar. Sasha was right, Barbara thought. The evening was amazing and totally enjoyable. She felt the tender pinch point on her thigh by her panty. Still, not even someone copping a feel of her ass would spoil their night.
Sasha was eventually able to catch the attention of the bartender.
"What'll it be Miss?"
Sasha gave Barbara a sly grin. "A vodka martini for me, and uhh...a banana daiquiri for my friend." Barbara gave Sasha a faux peeved look, but couldn't care less about what drink she ordered, even if it was a 'girly' one.
The bartender frowned for a moment. Barbara knew he would be annoyed to make a blended drink during a busy time. Barbara reached into her purse to make sure she had a large tip handy to show her appreciation.
The bartender returned shortly with their drinks. As Sasha reached into her purse to pay and Sasha brought forward the tip they were surprised to hear a voice from behind.
"I've got that" The voice stated, followed by a 'decomposed' arm handing some cash to the bartender.
Sasha and Barbara turned to look and see it was their zombie 'friends' from the ferry.
The bartender took the money and asked Rick what he wanted to drink. Seeing Sasha's drink, then Barbara's drink, Rick made the easy choice.
"I'll have one of those please." He said. indicating the vodka martini.
"So where's Aaron?" Barbara asked with annoyance, taking a sip of the creamy drink.
"He's here" Rick gestured vaguely into the crowd "somewhere. You should go look for him."
Rick turned his attention back to Sasha, ignoring Barbara. "I'm glad you came. I'd love to take you out on the dance floor" Rick smiled at Sasha "and I'm sure Aaron would like to dance with you Barbara." He added patronizingly.
"Thanks for the drinks Rick," Sasha said, seriously "and I'm sorry if I led you on back at the ferry, but I'm just not interested right now."
"Why not?" Rick asked, suddenly crestfallen.
"Really Rick, I'm just not that into you."
Ouch. Harsh, but fair, Barbara smirked sipping her daiquiri.
"Well what are you into?" Rick asked, trying to salvage the possibility.
Rick, you are trying way too hard, Barbara thought, uncharitably.
Sasha took a slow sip of her drink, swallowed, and reached for Barbara.
Barbara was surprised but melted into Sasha as Sasha took her by the back of her head pulled her close and planed an extremely deep and sensual kiss on Barbara's lips.
Barbara forgot all about Rick and Aaron and the crowd surrounding them. The kiss was heavenly and Barbara was disappointed when Sasha released her from her kiss.
Sasha turned to face Rick as her hand slipped down around Barbara's back pulling her in close against her hip.
"And you think that's supposed to make me want you less?" Rick replied, a hint of desire in his voice.
Rick's a smooth one alright, Barbara thought, annoyed now by his persistence and that he wouldn't take the hint.
"No" Sasha says "It's to let you know you should walk away while you still have some dignity."
A smile parted Barbara's red lips hearing Sasha speak so forcefully.
Rick's attitude finally changed. He didn't seem to like it, seeing Barbara smiling at his rejection. Rick did not look amused. For a moment it looked as if he wanted to say something, but their kiss had attracted a lot of attention. A circle of people around them had formed to watch and witness what was happening.
Most of the men in the crowd were looking at them and smiling a bit, while the expressions of the women ranged the gamut from peeved to approval. Rick appeared to finally make a decision and walked away in a huff.
"Thanks for getting us out of that." Barbara said; appreciative of Sasha's handling of the situation.
"You are my bitch, nobody else's." Sasha smiled again and took another sip of her vodka martini.
Sasha and Barbara found a table and finished their drinks slowly, holding hands and people watching.
"Some guys just can't take a hint." Barbara observed.
"Yep." Sasha agreed.
"If we put our bodies on display like this, in an attractive and provocative manner are we not inviting men's attention?" Barbara asked, sipping her daiquiri, deep in thought.
"Attention yes, but there is no sexual guarantee express or implied." Sasha quipped.
"So it's look, but don't touch." Barbara summarized.
"Yes, exactly! A woman should be allowed to dress how she wants without harassment from some horny guy." Sasha stated firmly.
"Not for you though." Barbara took a sip of her daiquiri.
"Uh...what?" Sasha was confused first, then caught Barbara's eyes shining coyly over her drink.
"You dress me up and have me anytime." Barbara said saucily and winked.
Barbara was rewarded for her effort when Sasha laughed happily at her statement.
"Good girl." Sasha winked back.
Together they fended off the occasional request for a dance, or the offer of another drink from time to time. Finally, Sasha informed Barbara that it was time for them to go.
Holding hands, Sasha and Barbara went outside to the valet and claimed their car.
Barbara had finally lost all her nervousness. She felt comfortable with who she was and how she was presenting. Even as scantily clad as she currently was the excitement of the evening and the calming effect of alcohol had inured her.
Barbara was unfazed this time when the valet opened the passenger side door for her and helped her into the car. Barbara stepped in carefully settling into her seat with ladylike poise and decorum. The valet shut the door and Barbara watched as Sasha gave the valet a tip and gracefully accepted help from the valet into the driver's side.
"Where to now?"
"Home." Sasha answered, putting the car in drive.
"This has been a great night. Thank you very much for thinking of this." Barbara said. She actually meant it. As upsetting as the walk through Seattle was at the time, she had to admit that there was nothing now about their night that she would have changed.
"Oh it's not over yet."
"Oh? What do you mean?" Barbara asked; her curiosity piqued.
"You'll see." Sasha answered cryptically as they left the Casino and drove off into the night.
**
Driving off into the night Barbara glanced at the clock.
1:30 AM.
Barbara turned to look over at Sasha in the driver's seat.
"We must've spent over an hour at the casino, dancing and drinking and mingling." Barbara reminisced in a sing song voice. She was almost sad it would soon be over.
Sasha didn't reply. She's being attentive to the road, Barbara thought.
Looking off into the night Barbara noted how the roads were practically deserted this early with no traffic at all. With only the lights of the dash illuminating her Barbara couldn't help seeing and thinking how sexy Sasha looked, sitting behind the wheel. Her taught body, full breasts covered only by her white blouse tied together just below her bra line, her white lace bra lifting and showing her full cleavage to its best advantage.
Barbara turned slightly in her seat toward Sasha, letting her gaze fall down her body. The occasional street light providing just enough light for just enough time to showcase her smooth long legs, covered by her white thigh high stockings. Barbara licked her lips. Sasha's legs were ever so slightly apart, and from the way she was seated, her red pleated tartan mini skirt has risen up her thighs, exposing a glimpse of her red and white tartan silk panties.
Barbara also noted Sasha once again had removed her shoes, setting them close under her seat and was driving in only her stocking feet. Barbara realized she had probably had her own heels locked to her feet for nearly 5 hours now and her feet actually felt fine.
Even though it was 1:30 in the morning, Barbara was still excited from their night out partying together. Barbara felt the automatic discomfort of her trapped and tucked penis strain for freedom...and fail.
Barbara let herself hope that when they got home Sasha would leave her the solvent and allow her to remove the adhesive holding her penis tucked. Her imagination started to run wild with thoughts and desires of taking Sasha to bed and making love to her.
It's Sunday now, they could sleep in late.
A beautiful sexy woman and a warm bed to take her to, what could be better than that?
The drive was quiet, the radio too soft to hear any music as they made their way past the closed stores, darkened homes, and quiet streets. Arriving home Barbara noted that all the lights were out except for the strings of black lights, like Christmas lights, hanging along the edge of the roof. She was pleased to see that all the decorations were still intact, but just like every year, vandals somehow snuck in and smashed the jack-o-lanterns.
"Look." Barbara said, pointing them out to Sasha.
"Well, you should throw them out. We don't want them to attract any critters."
"I'll clean it up in the morning, when I put everything else away."
"No, you should do it now." Sasha stated firmly, "It needs to be cleaned up and this will give me time for one more surprise."
A surprise?
"Umm, sure, ok then."
Sasha stopped and let Barbara get out of the car before she pulled into the garage.
Barbara busied herself with cleaning up the remains of the pumpkins and throwing them into a garbage can. Noticing the can was near full she decided to take it down to the street right away. Rolling the wheeled garbage can before her was just a bit tricky in 4 inch stiletto heels and Barbara was glad she managed not to slip or fall.
"Sasha?" Barbara turned, surprised, hearing a voice from the darkness behind her.
Barbara nearly screamed, taken by surprise as a figure, shrouded in darkness, slowly approached.
Barbara's heart was racing as she considered running away only to feel her four inch heels slip. Looking up, her heart in her throat, Barbara's dread evaporated as suddenly as it appeared.
Down at the end of the driveway standing by the side of the road, Barbara could finally discern the phantom was in fact, to her great relief, her nearest neighbor, Georgia.
Barbara's breathing returned to normal as just enough light illuminated the confusion on Georgia's face as she struggled to understand exactly who was standing before her.
Barbara took the time to recover her calm and watch with amusement as realization dawned upon Georgia that she was not Sasha. Barbara began to smile as the look of genuine surprise crossed Georgia's face as she recognized Sasha's husband.
Oh, great, caught by the Neighbor!
Georgia addressed Barbara by her real name.
"What are you doing?"
Barbara could tell from the tone of her voice that she was intrigued. Clearly intrigued by her costume, and even though Barbara though it was obvious, she answered anyway.
"Oh, just got back from a Halloween party. I'm putting a few things away before calling it a night. And you?"
"Couldn't sleep." A genuine and amused and smile crossed Georgia's face. "Uh, you look...great, really great!"
"Thank you." Barbara said. Barbara wasn't sure what else to say.
"Well, see you tomorrow I guess." Barbara stated; eager to get back to her house.
"Oh...sure thing, tell Sasha I said hi." Georgia replied.
Georgia just stood there, watching as Barbara turned on her very high heels, tottering slightly and made her way back to into the garage. Barbara turned to shut the garage door and could see Georgia, standing out on the side of the street, watching. Barbara waved as the automatic garage door shut and could see Georgia wave back before the door completely closed.
Barbara went inside and stopped for a moment by the door. She glanced once at the locks on the ankle straps of her high heels, her stocking clad legs, her tiny skirt, bare waist and midriff, front tie top and bra. She touched the collar still securely locked around her throat. Barbara burst out in laughter at her appearance.



Being caught wasn't scary.
It was thrilling!
Barbara walked proudly down the hall and into her home. She saw the light coming from the bedroom. Turning to where she assumed she would find Sasha she yet again became momentarily distracted by the rhythmic tapping of her heels on the hard wood floors.
With a happy smile on her face Barbara walked into the bedroom and paused, stunned by what she now saw.
Sasha had changed.
Gone was he matching outfit she and Sasha had been 'twinning' for Halloween. The stunning woman standing before her wore an outfit Barbara had not seen before.
Sasha flaunted her body wearing a form fitting black corset. Black glossy PVC thigh high stiletto boots adorned her feet. Black opera gloves covered her hands and adorned her arms up to the middle of her upper arm. A black panty covered her womanhood.
Sasha had changed her hair style as well. He cute school girl style from before was replaced. Sasha had brushed it back and her auburn hair was pulled back into a long straight and tight pony tail.
Sasha was standing imperiously near the center of the room between the bed and the bedroom door.
Barbara's breath caught at the vision of beauty and power confronting her. Sasha held a glass of red wine. Sitting on the bed behind her was a riding crop, handcuffs, shackles, and a small length of chain.
"You bought my favorite wine." Barbara said, still using her feminine voice. She caught a glimpse of another glass of wine already poured, sitting next to the wine bottle on the nightstand by the bed.
The bottle of Merlot was their favorite red wine, seeing the label on the bottle also delighted her "And from my favorite winery too." This must be the last surprise, Barbara assumed.
Sasha smiled at me "There's still more, later." She winked. "A toast; 'to us, may we always love and respect each other.'"
"To us." Barbara agreed as she took the goblet of wine.
A pleasant tone rang out softly when the crystal wine goblets touched. Sasha was serving the wine in their wedding crystals. Tonight was truly something special.
Barbara took a small sip of her wine and took the moment to enjoy the bouquet, savor the subtle smoky smooth taste of the merlot on her palate, and watch the 'legs' of the wine in her glass as they ran back down inside the bowl of the goblet to the balance of the wine in the bowl.
Sasha reached out and pulled Barbara closer to her. Sasha pulled Barbara's head into a deep and passionate kiss. Her lips parted slightly and she used her tongue to tentatively explore Barbara's lips. Sasha pushed forward with her tongue, parting Barbara's lips and forcing her way into Barbara's mouth. Gently caressing Barbara's lips and teeth with her tongue, Barbara succumbed to her, opened her mouth and let Sasha's tongue explore and joust with Barbara's.
Barbara was lost in the pleasure of Sasha's kiss and gasped for air. Sasha took the opportunity and delved deep with her tongue into Barbara's willing mouth. She used her tongue to explore, titillate and tantalize Barbara's mouth. Sasha withdrew her tongue and pushed Barbara away, letting Barbara take a deep breath and recover.
"Mmm, you sure know how to kiss." Barbara remarked lustily.
"Because I like who I'm kissing." Sasha retorted.
Sasha took another sip of her wine and Barbara did so as well. She took a larger sip, now comparing the taste of the wine to the pleasure of Sasha's deep French kiss. There really was no comparison. Wine was great but Sasha's kiss was better. Barbara felt the struggle of her tucked and trapped cock strain against the adhesive holding it bent back between her legs. She hoped Sasha would set her free to use her cock tonight. She really wanted to move this interlude further into the bedroom.
"Do you trust me?" Sasha asks.
"Of course I do." Barbara's response was automatic. To her it was a truly strange question. Why would she even ask that?
"Because you need to be punished." Sasha stated holding Barbara's eyes with her own in a steady and firm gaze.
Oh...
"Oh." Barbara said. She swooned a bit. Her penis throbbed in contained excitement.
It was amazing how few words it took to compel Barbara to slip into complete submission.
"Do you remember the safe word?" Sasha asked.
Barbara's heart was beating in her throat, her excitement preventing her from speaking.
She nodded her head yes.
Sasha set her wine glass down and took Barbara's glass, setting it down as well. Sasha steadied Barbara with one hand and guided her by her arm, leading her up onto the bed, and had her kneel on the center.
Once centered on the bed Sasha placed Barbara's hands behind her back and secured them with the handcuffs. Sasha took the shackles and secured them around Barbara's ankles. She next took the short length of chain and connected the shackles to the handcuffs. She took a step back to admire her handiwork.
Barbara pulled delicately on the cuffs and could feel the restraints pull up against the shackles around her ankles. Barbara's breathing grew heavy with excitement.
Sasha smiled sweetly at Barbara...and then placed a sleep mask over her eyes. Blindfolded, Barbara was now plunged into darkness. Her bosom began to heave in excitement.
Barbara felt Sasha push on her shoulders. As Barbara was bent over on her knees her short tartan pleated mini-skirt rode up leaving her red and white tartan ruched panties exposed. As she was forced down she could feel the chain hogtying her handcuffs to her shackles pull up and nestle between her buttocks, forcing her panties to also delve deeply between the cleft of her bottom.
Barbara felt her face rest upon a pillow. The position was awkward but not terribly uncomfortable. Barbara heard Sasha take something from in front of her and felt Sasha's hands at her collar. Barbara heard the click and then felt the tug of a line pulled from her collar.
Sasha stepped back to admire her handwork. Barbara tried to sit up but couldn't. The line from her collar was now affixed to the headboard of the bed. Barbara was now bent over face down on her knees. Her hands and ankles were cuffed and hogtied to each other. Her full, firm, round bottom was exposed by the failure of her short skirt to be long enough to cover her panty and her panty was now nestled between her smooth and clear butt cheeks with the chain used to hogtie her.
Sasha admired her feminized slutty school girl husband and his helplessness before her. Her panty grew wet as her excitement grew. Sasha picked up the riding crop she had laid out with the restraints earlier. She wondered what Barbara was thinking right now.
Barbara's penis throbbed painfully in trapped excitement and desire.
At first she could feel Sasha teasing her.
Barbara felt Sasha's hands brush across her chest, her belly, her bottom and her back.
Sasha's fingers were tracing sinuous pathways around the edges of Barbara's bra and blouse, moving slowly down to trace the edge of the waist of her mini skirt. Sasha skipped over the skirt with her hands and touched her bottom and traced her fingers down the back of her thighs, even playfully snapping the silicon elastic of the stay up bands of her thigh high stockings.
Barbara flinched as Sasha touched her legs with the tip of her riding crop. Starting low by her high heels and ankle straps Sasha traced lazy lines up one leg, across Barbara's bottom and then back down the other thigh and leg.
Barbara flinched again when Sasha took the tip of the crop and placed it neatly between her butt cheeks. Sasha used the tip to gently tap the small hogtie chain. Barbara used all her control and willpower to try and remain calm despite her growing excitement.
Sasha's gentle use of the tip of the crop made Barbara startle when the crop tapped against her inner thighs. Barbara stifled a moan as Sasha took the crop and slid it between her thighs against her trapped and tucked penis. The thin crop frustrating her mercilessly as the stimulation was enough to tease and torment her but not enough to build pleasure or trigger an orgasm. The head of her penis had begun to leak small amounts of precum and her tartan ruched panties had a small wet spot, slowly spreading and growing at the center.
Barbara couldn't suppress her mewl of pleasure when Sasha gently raked her fingernails against Barbara's trapped cock. Barbara could feel her shaft twitch with anticipation and mewled again in frustration. The adhesive holding her cock in place, tucked back and glued down showed no signs of giving way and coming free or allowing her release.
Barbara was now keening in desire for release and for pleasure. Her frustrations were only growing and her panties were becoming soaked with precum leaking from the head of her penis.
Lost in the tactile pleasure from Sasha's riding crop and fingernails let the blow from the crop catch her completely by surprise!
Barbara yipped in pain as the crop struck her exposed bottom.
Sasha waited for a moment, watching Barbara's reaction. She listened as Barbara hissed from pain then...moan? She waited a moment longer to give Barbara the opportunity to use the safe word. When Barbara remained quiet, she brought the crop back slowly ready for another strike.
Barbara wanted to rub the stinging stripe on her bare ass but wisely kept her fingers clear. Barbara struggled against her cuffed hands. As she struggled, another blow, on her other ass cheek, whipped upon her ass.
Barbara yipped in pain again but suppressed her cry quickly. The pain of the strike hurt, but as the heat penetrated her bottom it slowly transformed. Now, it started to feel...good!
Another blow back on her left ass cheek left another red stripe of heat, caused another yip of pain, and another blow on her right ass cheek followed that.
Strike after strike, seconds apart rained down upon the smooth clear skin of Barbara's full and round bare bottom from Sasha's riding crop.
Blow after blow landed leaving red marks on the spot of her pain and humiliation. Each blow drawing from Barbara another high pitched feminine yip and cry...of ecstasy.
Barbara broke down as a wave of endorphins flooded her mind and embraced her whipping.
With ten strikes to each butt cheek, Sasha finally stopped Barbara's punishment.
She had been monitoring Barbara after each strike, gauging her blows with Barbara's response to ensure she didn't actually cause too much pain. She timed her strikes a few seconds apart. After each yip or cry of pain Sasha noted that something had changed.
"Did you...like that?" Sasha asked in wonderment.
Desperate now, Barbara pleaded with Sasha "Please honey, more, I'm so close, please free my cock. I want to cum. I want to cum inside you."
Sasha was taken completely by surprise. She had been expecting the safe word from the moment the first swat with the riding crop struck and was impressed and surprised each time she stayed quiet.
Was Barbara a pain slut?
"Oh really? What will you do if I let your cock free and let you come inside me?"
"Anything you want." Barbara cried. Barbara tried to lift up but the lash from her collar to the head board held firm. She tried to shift her body a bit and spread her knees further apart and failed at that as well.
Sasha enjoyed watching her submissive, feminized, and apparently masochistic husband/girlfriend squirm in place on the bed.
"Anything? So you want to do anything to please me?"
"Yes, anything!" Barbara begged.
"Oh you are so naughty, dressed like a dirty little whore, promising anything."
Barbara could feel Sasha's fingers flick against her straining trapped cock. She arched her back lower and thrust her hips down desperate to give Sasha greater access to her trapped penis. She needed to cum!!!
"Mmm" Barbara moaned into her pillow. Sasha's touch was electric. Desperate and lost in lust she eagerly played along.
"Yes, I'm you're dirty little whore and I will do anything."
"Dirty little whores take it up the ass, don't they?" Sasha replied.
"Yes, they do." Barbara babbled, lost in lust. Barbara thrust up again in another ridiculous attempt to put her cock into Sasha's hand.
"Say it" she coos, "I want you to say it".
Barbara didn't hesitate. She couldn't hesitate if she wanted to. She wanted it so bad!
"Dirty little whores take it up the ass. They love to get fucked up the ass. Please fuck me up the ass...Mistress" Barbara begged, her girl voice becoming hoarse with lust and desire.
"Such a good little whore."
Barbara was frustrated and horny, tied up and kneeling on the bed, desperate.
Barbara heard the heel taps of Sasha's stiletto heels on the bedroom flooring. It sounded like she went to their closet as she heard rustling. Barbara again heard heel taps coming closer and then felt the bed shift as Sasha climbed onto the bed...behind her.
Barbara felt strain on her arms release as Sasha unclipped the hogtie tying her cuffs to her ankle shackles. She felt conflicting feelings, a sense of loss as the tight chain was lifted from the cleft of her bottom, as well as relief.
Next, Barbara felt Sasha pull her panty from the cleft of her ass and then the cold wet sensation of lubrication. Barbara's sphincter quivered in anticipation. Mewls of desire escaped her lips. When she felt the tip of Sasha's strap on press against the barrier of her anus, Barbara moaned wantonly in anticipation.
With her eyes still blindfolded Barbara relaxed her ass and gave herself over to the sensation...the stimulation...the ecstasy...of Sasha's fucking her.
Barbara could feel the tip penetrate her and the head of the strap on dildo slip past her anal ring. Her sphincter, long since trained and accustomed to anal intrusion gave way, but warily, as the long thick phallus penetrated her.
Sasha drove her dildo easily into Barbara's ass. She again admired the view of her submissive feminized husband submitting to her will. The head of her faux cock had slipped past Barbara's anal ring and her ass clamped tight around the circumference of the silicon strap on cock.
The view of Barbara's ass, speared by Sasha's strap-on shaft was electric and inspiring. Sasha totally understood now why men would get off on having a woman submit to them anally. The view alone was worth it!
After pausing and allowing Barbara to adapt and accustom herself to the head of her faux cock, Sasha thrust smoothly and evenly with her hips and slowly drove forth, burying the entire eight inch shaft inside Barbara's tight rear entry.
Barbara moaned freely as the cock slowly burrowed into her and didn't, couldn't stop moaning even after the faux balls of the faux cock rested up tight against the tip of Barbara's trapped penis.
"Only the best for you, Whore!" Sasha praised. Sasha's lap was now pressed up tight against the...welts...from the whipping on Barbara's bare ass. Sasha looked over Barbara's ass where the red stripes had turned white and raised up from her bottom. Sasha held herself tight against Barbara's ass and once again let Barbara's body adapt to the intrusion of eight inches of veiny silicon shaft now fully buried inside her body.
Sasha wiggled her hips, grinding into Barbara's ass with her strap on and against the welts on Barbara's ass with her hips, the motion that elicited another moan of pleasure as Barbara submitted fully to Sasha's dominance!
Sasha gently massaged the welts that had formed on Barbara's ass causing more mewls as well as causing Barbara's hips to sway.
Barbara felt Sasha's hands on her bare bottom and on the painfully warm welts inflicted by the riding crop. The sensation was both pleasurable and agonizing. The dichotomy was driving her wild. The welts hurt when Sasha massaged and caressed them but they also felt better from those same caresses.
Barbara involuntarily started rotating her hips to try and push away the pain yet embrace the relief she felt from Sasha's massage of her bottom. Soon she found she was practically rotating her ass around the penis pole stuck inside her.
Sasha tried to gently soothe the welts with her hands as Barbara adjusted to the strap on cock inside her and was surprised and pleased to see the effects of her attentions.
Barbara was grinding down on her strap on cock!
"You may be a whore but I wouldn't want to hurt you now...not too badly anyway." Sasha gleefully declared.
Sasha waited for many, many seconds, as Barbara tried to hump back upon her. With a sigh of satisfaction, Sasha relinquished her massage of Barbara's ass, grabbed Barbara by her hips, and pulled out.
"You are so tight!" Sasha announced, sliding her cock back out Barbara's ass.
Sasha pressed one finger against Barbara's tight anal ring clamped around her faux cock. She pressed hard but her finger could not quite penetrate with her silicon strap on cock already occupying Barbara's ass.
For her part, Barbara felt the pressure of Sasha's finger and the relief that came with a cock sliding out. She could also feel the disappointing sense of emptiness that came with it. This was offset by the smooth sensation of stimulation on her prostate as the veiny dildo rubbed inside her and stimulated her arousal.
More precum leaked from her bent penis.
Sasha slowly withdrew her cock until just the head and crown was inside Barbara. Once she saw Barbara's sphincter start to expand to let the head slip out Sasha pulled on Barbara's hips and drove back in, quickly filling her up again with the girthy dildo.
Barbara moaned in ecstasy as the dildo plunged precipitously inside her. The slide across her spot, her prostate, was intense! The pleasure could not be denied. Barbara's ass was stretched around the cock but no longer felt any discomfort or pain. Only pleasure remained as Barbara took Sasha's cock.
Barbara took the cock inside her again...and again...and again!
Sasha had acquired a rhythm and easily thrust her hips forward. She drew back each time until only the first inch of the strap-on remained buried inside her bitch.
Sasha smiled at the thought.
Her feminized husband was kneeling before her, submitting to her, taking her strap on cock up the ass, moaning like a dirty little whore!
Barbara could feel tears of joy welling up in her eyes. The pleasure was immeasurable and the intensity only built with each and every thrust of Sasha's cock.
Sasha's arousal was also growing. Her pussy had become wet with her natural lubrication as her arousal and desire grew. The nubbins on the back side of the strap on dildo mounting piece rubbed against her clitoris, lubricated by her pussy juices. The cock stimulated her clitoris every time she thrust into her bitch, her whore, and give her relief each time she backed out. Sasha was going to cum soon and she knew it.
The sensation of being filled was indescribable. Barbara luxuriated in the sensation of taking and being filled by Mistress Sasha's strap-on dildo. Her ass had relaxed to just the right point where she felt no pain and her ass remained tight enough to experience every inch of cock as it plowed into her. She marveled at how her entire body was being rocked back and forth as Sasha fucked her.
Only a year ago she would never have imagined taking anything up her ass...or thinking of herself as 'her', but here she was, dressed like a slut, on her knees, cuffed and shackled with a eight inches of hard silicone cock shoved deep inside her ass.
Barbara felt Sasha's hands let go of her hips and slip under her front tie top, her bra, under her silicon breast forms, and touch her nipples. Barbara gasped as Sasha pinched her nipples hard at the same time she thrust her cock into Barbara's tight ass!
Barbara's orgasm exploded upon her!
Sasha was so close. She could tell Barbara was close as well. She loved her dirty little whore and she wanted to orgasm with her at the same time.



Pausing only a moment once her strap on was fully buried inside her slut, Sasha let go of Barbara's waist and took off her front tie crop top and bra letting her breasts free. Her nipples popped out in arousal and from exposure to the cool bedroom air.
Sasha leaned forward slightly placing pressure from her faux cock into Barbara's ass and reached up under Barbara's blouse, bra, and breast forms. She found Barbara's nipples, warm, flushed, erect. Sasha grasped each one between thumb and forefinger, splaying her remaining fingers across Barbara's breasts under her forms.
Sasha withdrew and drove her cock into Barbara's ass, again, and again, and again. As Sasha's orgasm detonated in her mind and body, she pinched hard on Barbara's nipples.
Sasha held tight to Barbara, her faux cock impaled inside Barbara's back door. Sasha was barely aware enough to sense Barbara's ass spasm in orgasm upon her faux cock from the way the cock base twitched against her clitoris.
"You are the dirty little whore. You like this don't you?"
Barbara could only moan and gasp, spent...exhausted.
"How do you like this now?" Sasha asked.
Barbara heard a soft click. The dildo, buried in her ass, was vibrating!
The sensation of being fucked was so strange and wonderful, the exquisite mixture of pain, and pleasure.
Barbara felt Sasha's hand push the dildo deep in her ass and then pull her panty, wet with lube, back over her bottom until it was once again nestled between the crack of her ass.
After about a minute Barbara felt the bed shift again and then heard two heel taps against the bedroom floor. Sasha must have got off the bed.
Sasha had left the dildo buried deep inside Barbara's ass, vibrating away, stimulating her prostate and the walls of her colon.
Barbara felt Sasha lift her hands and unlock the handcuffs and take them away. She then unlocked and removed the ankle shackles around Barbara's ankles. Lastly she unclipped the tether from her collar that lashed her to the head board.
"Lie flat on your belly." Sasha commanded. "Don't touch your blindfold."
Barbara did as she was ordered, lying on her tummy and felt the relief from being released from her kneeling position. She rubbed her wrists, feeling where the cuffs had held her tightly.
"You lay still and don't move until I get back." Sasha commanded again.
Barbara lay still. She heard Mistress Sasha walk to the master bathroom and a few moments later, the shower.
Barbara lay in the pleasant afterglow of sexual satisfaction, prolonged by the gentle soothing vibration from the dildo nestled deeply in her bottom. She lost track of time and was nearly asleep when a swat on her bottom interrupted her trance.
"Get up...out of bed...now." Sasha commanded softly.
The sting of her bare hand upon Barbara's bare bottom with her raised welts prompted Barbara to sit up, inadvertently pushing the dildo deeper inside her ass. Barbara felt Sasha's hands on her head as she removed the sleep mask blindfold, restoring Barbara's sight.
Sasha looked at her well used slut and smiled. She unlocked the ankle straps on her fetish heels but left the collar around her neck alone.
"Get undressed and go shower and clean up."
"Yes Mistress Sasha." Barbara murmured, exhausted.
Barbara went to the master bathroom and undressed, adding her clothes to the pile that Sasha had left for her to pick up and take to the laundry room. Barbara put her wig back on the head stand and went to shower. Performing her usual routine she used her shampoo, and body wash and made sure to gently exfoliate her face while washing away her cosmetics.
The dildo, still vibrating slowly, slipped from her ass and felt with a thwack to the shower floor. She picked it up and washed it off in the shower, setting it aside.
Barbara felt the warm water's soothing effect upon the welts on her bottom. Toweling off Barbara looked at the welts in the mirror. She ran one finger along the length of one welt, hissing from the pain, and then sighing from the relief as the pain faded.
Toweling off slowly, Barbara glanced at a clock. 4AM. Barbara sadly realized that this amazing night was nearly over.
Barbara walked naked from the bathroom and put on a clean pair of panties and a nightie.
Sasha was sitting on her side of the bed, playing on her phone.
As she climbed back into bed, Barbara had to replace the pillow that her face rested upon. It was smeared with makeup.
"Here, look at this. I took this with my phone." Sasha said; her voice in a sultry firm tone as she played a video file.
In the video, Barbara saw herself, walking down a Seattle street in her school girl outfit, the stadiums south of downtown Seattle clearly visible on either side as a white van slowed down, then pulled to the right side of the road, following her. After several moments Barbara finally noticed the van following her. She can see where she stopped and turned to face the van.
Barbara was amazed at the clarity of the video given the poor lighting. Barbara was even able to make out the smoke that billowed out from the window of the van. Barbara could see that she was saying something and then turned and continued walking. The van hesitated, and then pulled up next to her again. Barbara smiled as she watched the video.
Clearly she had stopped and said something else. There was a pause before the van suddenly drove away. The video ended.
Sasha took her husband by the chin and turned his head toward her. Sasha looked her husband in the eyes.
"What did you say?" Sasha asked.
"He offered me a ride. I told him no." her husband replied.
Sasha nodded knowingly. She put her phone away and rolled over, settling down into the bed to go to sleep.
"Good night...my dirty little whore."
"Good night mistress" Barbara answered.
Barbara thought how many times before tonight she had said it playfully, or depending on the situation; semi-sarcastically. Now, calling Sasha 'Mistress' truly felt right, appropriate, necessary.
Revelation blossomed in Barbara's mind; as she truly acknowledged and accepted Sasha as her Mistress. The power dynamic in their marriage, and their relationship had truly changed and settled in Sasha's favor.
Barbara lay down and quickly fell asleep...the happiest girl in the world!
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Part Four of the Trilogy!
Hey mom, I'm so tired of our porn movies being adventures set in the great outdoors.
Bigfoot and Bimbo,
Sitting in a tree,
Part four of the trilogy,
Why were we sitting in the tree? Well, funny you should ask...
You're never gonna believe it but Bigfoot and I got chased up a tree by a bear!
I know! I told you your not gonna believe it but it's true.
A bear, a real honest to goodness bear. Fur, teeth, picnic basket, the works!
So there we were, Bigfoot was fucking my brains out, deep out in the wilderness near Yosemite National Park. I was doing my patented deep throat technique of Bigfoot's eighteen inch cock. I know Bigfoot loves the first 17 inches but he says the 18th inch hits my stomach and that the acid of my stomach burns the tip and is really really uncomfortable.
Yeah, that's why he won't let me hold it balls deep in my mouth for more than a second or two.
Well, that and besides the fact that I need air to breath and an eighteen inch cock down your throat tends to cut off my air.
Anyway, we were out in the woods, both totally naked of course, lying down in a 69 position, me on top bobbing on his knob for all I'm worth when the bear just kinda showed up.
Bigfoot saw the bear first and right away he stands up and runs us right up a tree.
So there I was upside down, legs locked at the ankles around Bigfoot's head, hanging on for dear life while he climbed the tree and I could barely hold on so of course gravity forces my whole body down onto Bigfoot's dick.
I sure as shootin' got all 18 inches down my throat right then no problem! I suppose my attempt to scream in fear also opened my throat right up as well.
So once we were high enough up the tree and safe Bigfoot lifted me up and off his cock. The tip of his cock was a bit red if I'm being honest.
When he finally let me up off his dick I told Bigfoot to go fight it, after all, what doesn't kill you makes you stronger.
Bigfoot told me that don't apply to bears.
Not bears, he said; bears will only kill you.
Bigfoot says the smell of sex probably attracted the bear.
We had to wait quite awhile for the bear to leave. Like, hours and hours. The director/producer/editor/cameraman just told us to keep fucking in the tree so as not to waste time. It was awkward but the reverse cowgirl up a tree in the setting sun was apparently good porn!
Eventually the bear left and we came down and Bigfoot told me to run for safety, he'd stay behind and make sure it was safe.
It was so weird when I made it safely back to the parking lot. You wouldn't believe the stares of all the people, staring at me, with wide eyes and blank shocked faces.
You'd think they'd never seen a sexy porn star with firm bouncy breasts, covered in bigfoot cum and smeared lipstick running naked through a public parking lot after being chased by a bear before!
The director, writer, producer, cameraman and distributor told me later that he got all that on film as well so...there's that!
I know mom, I was scared...I was SO SCARED!
The good news is that the park rangers checked out the area and said that it was all clear. They even invited me back for some private filming and of course I said yes. It was the least I could do for the brave members of the National Park Service who risk their lives daily to bring law to a lawless land and protect the innocent from...bears...and stuff. The 5 of them were really kind of hot too, so I got to live and got invited to a party later!
In other news, the writer/director/producer/cameraman/sound editor really liked our last scene together!
He is even calling it "Slow Ass Fuck."
Yeah, yeah...I know mom...the ass fuck was slow as fuck...but he said he was going for sensuality, not aggressive passion.
Yeah, I thought it would be just a standard strap on ass fuck but when he switched us around where instead of you fucking me it was me fucking you, that's what caused my giggle fit.
What? Don't you dare say that! We talked about this after, about how the whole thingy where it's hotter if the daughter fucks the mommy in like...a role reversal...or something...I dunno...power? Parental Authority? Something!
The point is it was super hot and will help sell a lot of downloads.
Ok mom, whatever...I have to go, the producer/director/writer guy is calling me back on set. I think he wants to have a 3 way scene with me, Bigfoot, and the bear.
Don't worry mom, I'm sure it's just a guy in a bear costume...got to go, Love you! Bye.
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*Just a short story to try a break out of the doldrums. This story is 95% true and 5% elaborated. Hope you enjoy.*
The Work Trip
Sasha's husband finally returned to his hotel room after a long day. The opportunity to travel for work was a fairly rare occurrence but when one of the company's major clients wanted on site engineering available for a critical phase of their project the company was eager to stay in their good...and lucrative...graces.
Sasha's husband hung the do not disturb sign on the doorknob then shut and locked the door behind him. He removed his tie and stripped out of his suit, carefully hanging everything up neatly before retreating into a hot shower. His cock grew hard at the thought of his remaining evening entertainment, a video chat with his wife Sasha.
Gently exfoliating his skin with body wash and using a sugar scrub to clean his face he had to exert will power to avoid stroking his cock too much as he cleaned his privates. Sasha's opinions on how much attention was needed before hygiene became masturbation were well established.
Toweling off after his shower he went to the bed and opened up the other suitcase he and Sasha had carefully packed. A shy smile graced his face as the pastel colors and feminine finery was opened to the light.
Sasha's husband could feel the irresistible pull inside his soul as he carefully unpacked each item and dressed to thrill.
First there was a blue Victoria's Secret tie dye bra and her realistic silicon breast forms.
Next, a matching blue Victoria's Secret thong panty. It was multi-color blue that complemented the tie dye of the bra and was just so cute! Sasha's husband reveled in the sensual feeling as he pulled the panty up over his long legs and as the strap of the thong was pulled up and nestled snugly into the cleft of his bottom. His penis bulge in the front of the panty was pulled snug.
He was careful as he opened the packaging to a pair of brand new teal (neon blue) thigh high stockings. Paired with a white 1950s vintage style garter belt, the combination felt heavenly and looked amazing on his long coltish legs.
The next item was brand new; a pale blue pleated mini skirt. The same luxurious feelings of femininity he savored when he donned his panty happened as he donned his skirt; the flutter of the fabric teasing his smoothly shaved, soft and hairless, glistening legs. The lotion he used earlier on them was truly amazing but the thigh high stockings really impressed him! The pleats of his skirt completely hid his penis bulge and furthered his ascent into 'her' feminine mindset.
Next he put on a white waist nipper under a teal blue cami top. The nipper pulled in his already narrow waist and the camisole tops artificial fiber clung smoothly to his effeminate form. He took a moment to slide his hands down over his bra, bust and down his tummy relishing 'her' improved slimmer figure.
The last article of clothing were white 3" block heel pumps. The chunky heels and their enclosed almond toe design was absolutely adorable and contributed to 'her' already youthful appearance.
Sasha's husband returned to the bathroom vanity. A glance at the clock confirmed he had only 30 minutes before he was due for his video call with Sasha. Opening up his...Barbara's...cosmetics case he carefully verified is whiskers had been full shaved and the sugar scrub had properly cleaned his face before he expertly began the process of fully transforming his face into 'hers'.
Nearly 30 minutes later, with the makeup applied and the blond wig with voluminous pigtails set snugly onto his head Sasha's husband completed his transformation into her.
Sasha's husband made a mental shift fully embracing his presentation and once again became "Barbara".
Using the time to full effect Barbara accessorized her appearance with dangly blue stone ear-rings, a white leather "PRINCESS" charm collar, and a silver chain multi-heart charm dangling from the collar leash ring.
Barbara smiled as she put on the final item. Her outfit would not be complete without her "PROPERTY OF SASHA" heart shaped dog tag on a silver 18" necklace. The heart shaped tag hung exposed and centered in her cleavage.
Perfect!
She set up her phone and dialed Sasha's number and as the phone rang she admired herself in the mirror and the camera phone display.
Barbara stood and made turns from side to side in front of the full length mirror admiring her feminization. She couldn't help it and didn't fight it; she enjoyed it way too much.
She admired the short skirt that left her garter belt suspender straps visible.
She admired the flounce of her brand new pleated mini-skirt.
She admired her full bust and taught tummy.
She admired her beautiful long legs and heels.
She admired the wig and the loose voluminous pigtails that bounced slightly when she moved her head. She admired a silver hair barrette with silver butterflies that she had placed on top of her hair like a tiara.
"Well hello pretty girl." Sasha's voice came from the phone and Barbara saw the beautiful smile fill her wife's face.
She was feeling so pretty right now!
"You look so pretty." Sasha said as she admired her feminized husband. She hated the time away despite the extra money he earned. "Good enough to eat."
"Do you really like it?" Barbara asked.
"Of course I do. I picked it out for you didn't I?" Sasha replied.
Sasha felt warmth between her legs as her arousal grew. She missed her husband but she missed her girl time with 'Barbara' even more.
Sasha watched as Barbara moved to the mini bar and retrieved a small bottle of wine. She had a wine glass and carefully poured the chilled wine into the goblet. Sasha admired how her feminine mannerisms came so naturally when she was fully transformed from her staid husband into her lesbian she-male lover.
"There is one more thing though." Sasha smirked. "Did you get the package I sent?"
"Yes. It's right here actually."
Sasha watched as Barbara set down her wine and turned to retrieve the package. She smirked again and felt the dampness in her panties increase as Barbara bent over to pick up the package from where it lay. Sasha had a perfect view of Barbara's smooth full bottom and the blue of her thong strap when her mini skirt rose up and exposed her bottom and thighs to the phones camera.
"May I open it?" Barbara asked.
"Of course, it's a gift for you after all." Sasha took a sip of her own wine as Barbara gently tore into the package. She admired the look of concentration on her face. The pursing of her ruby red lips, the focus of her heavily made up eyes, the flush on her cheeks. It was all she could do to stop herself from pulling down her own panties and Jilling off right there.
The look of astonishment on Barbara's face when she realized what made up the contents of the package was priceless!
"It's a new chastity cage!" Sasha exclaimed!
Barbara set aside the box and wrapping and held up the new cage. She was stunned silent and her expression showed it. Despite her shock she felt her penis stir in her panties...aggressively...in arousal, the tight cotton fabric of her thong straining to hold back her tumescence.
"Do you like it?" Sasha asked. She could barely hold back her laughter seeing Barbara's expression. This was the perfect gift.
"I...I..." Barbara stammered.
"It's the Cell Mate II. With this, and with WiFi I can help prevent you from cheating by succumbing to your base desires when you travel." Sasha pronounced.
"I...uh...I..." Barbara slowly turned the cage over in her hands. She closed her mouth and admired the sleek black opaque chastity cage and the strange electronic module integrated to the top of the cage itself.
"These are controlled by an app on my phone. Using this we can ensure you remain chaste and save your arousal for when we are together. I bought the larger model since you are well endowed. We don't want to encourage shrinkage, do we?"
"I...uh...no...no, we don't." Barbara slowly struggled to bring her emotions under control.
Damn it! Why does this make me hard? Why does Sasha torment me so? Her panties were straining and if she didn't get herself under control she would likely start to tent her skirt out.
"Well...go ahead...put it on." Sasha commanded. Her tone was sweet and controlled yet Barbara responded easily and immediately. Nearly a year of conditioning to chastity showing their effectiveness. She rose from her seat and made her way to the bathroom...
"Wait. Where are you going?" Sasha inquired.
Barbara stopped and immediately answered from off screen.
"To get the lotion Mistress."
Addressing Sasha as 'mistress' came automatically once they began their chastity play and Barbara didn't even notice her immediate use of the title. Once again nearly a year of conditioning to chastity showing its effectiveness.
"Well, bring it back. I want to watch you try it on." Sasha smiled again and sipped her wine when Barbara disappeared off screen. She was gone only a moment before returning with a bottle of lotion and a towel.
"Now I know you weren't thinking you would masturbate when you were gone on travel were you?" Sasha inquired.
"No mistress." Barbara responded automatically.
Truthfully she had been wondering about it. She was wondering if she would have the will power to resist. She was incredibly horny as she, they, had not had the chance for almost a week prior to the work trip to make love. Dressing up and transforming into her feminine alter ego only increased her desires.
"I know we decided we had to leave your regular cage off for travel. I'm sure explaining anything to the TSA would have been awkward." Sasha teased.
"Yes Mistress." Barbara agreed. Having the padlock of her chastity cage set off the metal detectors at the airport would have been less than ideal.
"Well, go on then." Sasha commanded, sipping her wine.
Barbara quickly skimmed over the enclosed instructions. After only a moment she set them down and lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties. Her engorged cock sprung free, nearly fully hard. She took the lotion and squeezed out a dollop and then applied the lotion to her inflamed aroused cock.
"Now don't stroke it Barbara." Sasha commanded again with just a hint of edge to her voice.
"No mistress." Barbara dutifully replied.
Truthfully, she really wanted to, but her mistress had given her a command. Barbara took the cage and placed it over the head of her cock and gently slid her cock inside the confined space. As soon as her cock began entry, her tumescence decreased and her cock slowly softened.
Barbara...and Sasha...watched in amazement. It's like her cock had been trained to submit to her cage over the course of nearly a year of chastity!
Slowly Barbara pushed her cock into the cage. As her erection subsided she was able to fit all of her penis inside. The single piece construction was different from her regular cage and she struggled a bit pushing her testicles through the adjustable snap ring before sizing it appropriately for her scrotum.
"Are you in?" Sasha asked.
"I think so." Barbara replied. She was somewhat short of breath from her efforts and her bosom was heaving ever so slightly.
Sasha admired Barbara's heaving bosom as she activated the app from her phone.
Barbara's cock was once again securely locked in chastity.
"Pull up your panty and stand up."
Barbara did as commanded. She pulled her panty up over the cage and stood so Sasha could watch, and inspect.
"Drop your skirt and give me a twirl." Sasha commanded.
Barbara let her pleated blue miniskirt drop down, smoothed down the pleats and gave her wife a twirl. Once again facing the camera phone she noted that even caged her pleats were still able to conceal the front bulge. Her feminine appearance was still perfect and unmarred.
"Now this needs to be fully charged and it got here late so I didn't have time to make sure it had a full charge so be sure you plug in the cable tonight and fully charge the battery."
"Yes Mistress."
Barbara's cock had swollen again as if testing the boundaries of its new cage and home. Her imagination surprised her with an image of her cock wired to a charging cable, furthering her engorged discomfort.
"I've can also program it to unlock automatically at a preset time so I don't have to wake up to see you freed each morning."
"That's...nice." Barbara agreed.
"And I even set it to wake you up."
Barbara was confused "How does it do that?"
"Like this."
Barbara yelped in surprise and her hands shot out to lift her skirt and reach for her cock cage. Before she had even lifted her skirt the pain stopped.
"Did that hurt?" Sasha asked; a look of real concern on her face. The ability to 'shock the cock' had been one of her biggest selling points in selecting the model she chose but she didn't want to really hurt her husband...just torment him a little.
"Uh...no...no mistress, not really. It was just...surprising...is all." Barbara admitted.
"Oh, good. There are 3 settings and I think that was the lowest one. I've set it for your normal wake-up time."
"That's very thoughtful mistress." Barbara admitted again. She found that she was equally humiliated and aroused by this feature. She felt her voluntary submission to her wife deepen.
"I can unlock it anytime if you have an emergency or feel distress. Just send me a text or call." Sasha affirmed with a broad smile and another sip of her wine.
God! Why did control over her feminized husbands cock feel so satisfying? Why did she love the feeling of dominance so much? Why did it take her this many years to discover this side of herself?
"So it will wake me up and then unlock automatically before I go to work." Barbara stated simply her understanding of her mistress's plan.
"Uh, no. I didn't say that. I said I can program it to do that but actually you will be locked up for the duration of this trip."
"The whole trip?" Barbara yelped.
"Relax. It's only a week and a half to go. Besides, I want to save your cock and cum for when I have you back here all to myself."
Barbara's arousal reached a fever pitch and her engorging cock strained futilely against its new prison. The torment she felt was intense. She struggled to calm herself and reconcile herself to her mistress's intentions. Slowly her torment decreased as her cock strain lessened.
"Now maybe you should play some music and give me a sexy dance." Sasha commanded lustfully.
Barbara calmed herself and took another sip of her wine. She selected a song from her playlist, dimmed the lights of her hotel room, and slowly so as not to display her eagerness, began a slow and sexy dance for Sasha's entertainment.
It was going to be a long, hard, 10 days.
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Sasha luxuriated in the warmth of her comfortable bed. Deeply cocooned in the blankets she slowly stirred from her slumber. She could feel her husband's body pressed against her back, spooning her as the big spoon. His soft, even breath tickled her hair and the nape of her neck; no doubt what caused her to stir from her slumber. His arm was draped over her, above the blankets and around her waist. More importantly, she could feel the hardness of his chastity cage nestled against her buttocks. The tiny padlock nestled atop the hard plastic cage pressed annoyingly into the cleft of her buttocks; no doubt a contributing cause to her awakened state.
Nevertheless Sasha wiggled back against his body and his cock cage and dwelt in the perfect moment. She opened her eyes and could tell it was morning from the gentle light of dawn radiating through the open window. The curtain sheers suffused in the beauty of a morning sunrise.
She glanced at her phone and noted the time. Sleeping in on a Saturday morning after a busy week was something to enjoy. Waking up naturally instead of with an alarm blaring; insisting, forcing her to "rise and shine" and prepare for work.
After her husband had returned from his work trip she had freed him from his ten continuous days of chastity. She reminisced about their video chats each evening and how she had tormented him, teased him, made him dress up and dance for her amusement.
Sasha had been sorely tempted to Jill-Off during those sessions. Watching him every might as she commanded him to perform for her, culminating in her command to sit on the dildo Sasha had secreted into his luggage. Watching with rapt attention as the dildo penetrated Barbara's rear entry; slowly disappearing inside her dark tunnel, disappearing from view on her computer screen. Sasha's arousal grew inside her watching 'Barbara' as she would slowly rock back and forth; rotating her hips, working the dildo around her ass and against her prostate...
It appeared when he returned home that her torment may have been a tad bit too effective. His caged cock, straining nightly to break free and achieve tumescence, showed the after effects of too much stimulation and too little room for expansion. Despite his most tender care with his caged hygiene routines and generous application of lotion his cock once freed was red and angry looking and apparently quite sore from the enforced chastity.
Sasha immediately took matters into her own hands and gently stroked her husbands cock, bringing it back to life and fully erect for the first time in 10 days. She made him stand against the wall as she stood before him, with lotion and a firm grip, massaging his sore, neglected penis.
It didn't take long before his turgid member seemed to recall what freedom felt like and saluted her tender ministrations. Sasha gave his cock a careful inspection; visually as well as tactile. Sasha was happy to see that his cock, despite the many months of routine daily chastity had not shrunk. Selecting the largest cage she could find to house his 8 inch endowment had been prudent. That and her practice of releasing him from chastity prior to sending him off to work on the weekdays appeared to have effectively mitigated the threat of shrinkage. Confinement alternating with freedom, in her judgment, allowed for a healthy cock.
Sasha smiled as she mused about her husband's cock. His large cock was for her pleasure and hers alone and protecting it from his masturbatory excesses was the only reason she had enforced chastity upon him.
Her smile grew wider as within mere minutes his cock spasmed and his blue balls spewed their load, and then spew again, and yet again, as she relieved his stress with her firm and competent hand job. Four ropes of cum sprayed upwards like a geyser as Sasha directed his spewing issue away from her and onto his abdomen. Her judicious aim meant his belly was coated in cum while only a small dribble of cum managed to cover her hand.
Sasha used the dribble to supplement the lotion as she milked the last of his cum from the head and shaft of his cock. She smiled as her husband slowly recovered from his ejaculatory bliss. Before he could say anything she commanded him into the shower.
As he showered Sasha washed the residual cum from her hands and mused how owning a cock meant accepting certain responsibilities. The health and hygiene of the cock was important! Keeping her husband chaste meant she would brook no dissent in how she managed care of the cock.
Sasha, in a gesture of charity, had allowed him to have the following week off, free from chastity, to promote his...and the cock's...full recovery.
Of course she monitored him closely. There would be no opportunities for him to masturbate. Cheating was not allowed!
The next day she treated him...and the cock, with another hand job, stroking with smooth lotion until the cock...HER cock, was again erect and again had released his issue.
The third day; a third hand job! As soon as her husband returned from work, she took a break and attended to the health of the cock. It may be a part of her husband's anatomy but Sasha was now THE OWNER.
Her husband, meanwhile, naturally, made no objections. Due to his training and submissive nature he readily submitted to the torment of Sasha's dominance. The fourth day and his fourth hand job in as many days, he was taken completely by surprise by Sasha's actions.
Sasha held open her cum coated palm. Unlike the previous tree days she didn't direct his sperm to spew onto his belly. It seemed so...wasteful. This time she cupped her hand and caught most of his cum in her palm. After milking the last of his cum from the cock she admired the glistening viscous liquid pooled upon the palm of her hand. She could feel the warmth slowly cooling of his fresh load.
"Swallow this."
Sasha spoke softly as she brought her hand up from the cock to her husband's mouth, bearing the load of cum. His gasp of surprise only spurred her resolve. She knew this was the right thing to do. His gasp and his heavy breathing from enjoying her manipulations of his cock meant his mouth was open. Sasha easily covered his open mouth with her palm and let the cum slip from her palm.
Sasha's husband quavered for only a moment before obedience, submission, curiosity, and a stern look from Sasha won over his reluctance. The cum was at his lips and tongue too quickly for him to protest or question anyway.
Sasha's husband's tendency to obey was strong. His heavy breathing from his previous orgasm hadn't subsided. He sensed a musky aroma, strong but not unpleasant, on the air in the chamber of his mouth for an infinitesimal moment before the cum flowed off Sasha's hand and onto the tip of his tongue...
The cum had an unusual consistency he couldn't easily identify. It slid through his lips and mouth like...oysters perhaps, but not as solid. Once on his tongue the cum spread instantaneously, coating the entirety of his tongue, spreading around his teeth and over his gums. His mouth watered and furthered the spread.
It got everywhere!
Sasha's husband swallowed, and felt the cum slip down his throat like a slug of...well, cum!
He noticed Sasha as she smiled with her piercing gaze evaluating his reaction.
"Well?" Sasha asked.
"Uh...not bad. I guess. Not like anything I've ever, uh, tried before." He dissembled. He swallowed again trying in vain to remove the cum residue from his mouth. Instead the scent, flavor and consistency of residual cum lingered.
Sasha merely smirked as she ordered him into the showers. She could smell the cum on his breath.
On the fifth day she stroked him to completion and again fed him the cum he had spewed. Sasha was thrilled as he took his cum and swallowed without resistance or reluctance. As she sent him to shower she admired the sway of his ass and reminisced about all the times she had blown him during their years of marriage. She felt inordinately proud somehow that now he knew what she had experienced when she had swallowed his ejaculate.
Strong and healthy that he was he recovered quickly, after five days, and once his cock's recovery was apparent, she immediately placed him back into chastity.
Sasha snuggled once more down onto the cage cock nestled between her ass cheeks; his panties and her panties preventing the caged cock from nestling deeper between her buttocks. She could feel that his caged member was awkwardly poking at her, beginning to strain inside its hard plastic shell.
His cock was attempting to get hard.
Soon he would wake up from the discomfort and make his way to the bathroom to urinate, and relieve as much stress and strain as possible, his attempt at erection doomed to fail. In the meantime Sasha closed her eyes and drifted off back to sleep. It was still too early to get up just yet.
**
Sasha's husband woke up and could feel the strong discomfort of his cock as it struggled against its implacable foe; his chastity cage. He found he was now spooning his wife as she slept. His caged cock was straining to break free and nestle deeper between his wife's buttocks, the minimal amount of room causing it to poke outward slightly, tenting his panties.
The strain and tenting further caused tension in the fabric of his panties that pulled them deeper into the cleft of his bottom. Five hand jobs over the five previous days had made his erections come back even stronger than before.
Was it possible that his cock had been trained to not strain as hard when caged? When he was initially placed into chastity so many months ago his cock would positively rage inside its cage. The struggle of his cock to break free had lessened over time. He still got hard and the cage was still tight, but it had gone from unbearable to...uh...bearable over time.
Sasha's husband groaned softly as he rolled over and away from his wife.
His wife.
His mistress.
His key-holder.
After a moment to glance at the clock he saw it was nearly time for him to wake up anyway. He needed to make the coffee and get their breakfast going. Rubbing his eyes he rolled out of bed and made his way to the master bathroom. He clasped his caged cock and tried his best to adjust it, failing; as he couldn't' even touch his cock through the hard plastic shell imprisoning him.
Lowering his panties and pulling them free from his ass cheeks he sat down on the toilet to pee. It took a few moments before he was able to relax enough for his cock to let his stream flow. His penis had filled every available nook and cock flesh was even bulging slightly from the vents and cleaning ports arranged around the hard plastic cage.
Once finished Sasha's husband dabbed at the end of his cock cage with tissue to wipe away and residual liquid, stood up, pulled his panties back up and flushed the toilet.
He moved over to the mirror.
Sasha's husband passed a critical eye over his reflection. His complexion was perfect and flawless. He recalled overhearing some of the women from his office comment about him. They assumed he was somewhat metro-sexual since he took "such good care of himself".
If only they really knew what my wife and I get up to, he smirked. Those spa treatments were amazing!
He looked over his body and admired his hairless arms, torso, and legs. The sports bra he was wearing cupped his pecs and made him look like he had an "A" cup bosom, the bra band and shoulder straps, being slightly tight, leaving their temporary delible impression in his flesh.
He turned sideways to admire his narrow waist and taught tummy. Even without the help of body-shaping clothing he had a respectable figure. Even without his breast forms filling out his sports bra he looked simply like a casual runner or swimmer, someone who was fit and took care of himself.
His panty clad butt was round and firm and quite feminine looking in its fullness. From the front; his cage bulged downward, implacably restraining his endowment which was thankfully quiescent right now. The impression of the small padlock was visible at the top through the fabric of his cotton panties. From the back he could see his thigh gap below his round full bottom, and the cleft of his ass as his panty nestled tightly.
Sasha's husband tapped at the miniature padlock with his finger, the small padlock striking the tube portion of his cock cage with a hard click. Leaving his cock free to recover had been necessary after ten days away, locked up for the entirety of his trip. But during and after a week of recovery he had been surprised to find the very idea of his cock being free was...wrong.
It was a most unexpected feeling, being tormented by the loss of his chastity cage and the symbolism it wrought. His cock cage was Sasha's assurance that he wasn't and would not masturbate. His cock being outside its confinement had felt somehow wrong... improper... scandalous!
He tapped the padlock again and elicited another hard click sound as the lock struck the tube. Lengthy periods locked away in chastity appeared to be unwise from a hygienic standpoint as well as a probable means to cause actual harm and injury. It would seem that only in pornographic fiction would extended time locked be possible; in actual practice, not so much.
He reached for his bathrobe and took it off the hook. The robe was actually part of a set with his peignoir, but both he and Sasha thought it was too adorable to leave for special occasions; so he used it for everyday wear. Donning the sheer white lace robe he could see that his darker colored panty and matching sports bra were visible through the diaphanous robe. He left the bathroom and made his way to the kitchen. It was time to start the day and some coffee right now would be wonderful.
**
Friday, One week later
Sasha's husband arrived home after work and breathed a sigh of relief. With all of his projects caught up and on schedule, at work and at home, he would again have a full weekend with Sasha to play.
The week day routine of waking up each morning for Sasha to unlock his chastity cage before work, working and then returning home, changing from his male suit and tie, or business casual, and into something feminine that Sasha had chosen for him before she locked him up in chastity again, then making them drinks before catching up on household chores now gave way to their weekend routine.
There usually wasn't time for a full cosmetic transformation during the weekday, and lipstick and a touch of eye shadow and mascara was considered enough. Once feminized and after Sasha locked the lock of his cage it was time to serve.
Sasha's hours were offset compared to her husband. Eventually, Sasha would log off from work and tease him as he did laundry, or vacuumed, or dusted, of any of the innumerable chores necessary to maintain and clean an orderly home before he would then retreat to the kitchen to prepare their meal.
But now that it was Friday there would be a full transformation. Sasha's husband doffed his male clothes and set them aside. He smirked as he would take them the next day to the dry cleaners dressed and transformed as Barbara. His ability to pass in public meant that he would be posing as a wife just picking up and dropping off her husband's dry cleaning.
Next came the least enjoyable but highly important act of douching his anus. The enema would typically be unpleasant but it would be far less pleasant to have an unclean ass if anal sex were to happen. Sasha's husband had even improved his diet, both for his health, and his figure, but with the added bonus of ensuring a healthy and clean colon. Although not quite bordering on obsession, he did everything he could to ensure he was ready should his wife and mistress want him to submit his ass.
He was embarrassed to admit how much the thought of anal submission to his wife both scared and thrilled him.
Once fully cleaned out he made his way to the shower. Unlike his brisk morning showers during the work week, his weekend shower would last quite awhile. Exfoliating, scrubbing, moisturizing, deep conditioning and even a careful shave to remove any new body hair and to remove his five o clock shadow. Amazingly, after his many spa visits throughout the year, laser treatments and waxing meant he had almost no hair below his neck. Touch-ups with a safety razor were quick and easy.
Naked from the shower, after toweling dry, he carefully applied lotion to his cock and took the chastity cage, base ring, locking post and end cap and carefully placed it over his semi-turgid cock. Once it was assembled he looped the tiny padlock hasp through the locking post and end piece, leaving it unlocked...only Sasha was allowed to lock or unlock his cock!
Sasha's husband, "Barbara" now that his cock was snug in its cage, scrutinized his face. It was time to prepare. As she assembled her cosmetics she wondered idly if Sasha knew that it was now nearly one full year since they had first begun keeping her in chastity...
**
Lost in thought and deeply involved with work Sasha nearly missed when Barbara made her appearance. The tapping of Barbara's heels on the hardwood floors barely penetrated her focus and it wasn't until Barbara set down an adult beverage on the coaster on her desk that Sasha deigned to notice what stood before her.
Sasha looked up as the polite thanks she intended to express died in her throat. Her mind went momentarily blank. She stared at Barbara.
Barbara momentarily went stiff with concern.
"Do you like it? Did I do ok?" Barbara turned slightly on her heels to model for Sasha.
Standing before her Sasha was stunned. Barbara's face was beautifully made up and her skill with makeup had expertly feminized his face into 'hers' but the outfit she was wearing...
Sasha found she was grinning like a fool. Standing before her was Barbara transformed into her very own Japanese Neko inspired school-girl/cat-girl!
"This is not the outfit I laid out for you." Sasha stated, obviously.
"No mistress. It's a special night so I wanted to surprise you. Did I surprise you?" Barbara asked, coyly.
"Is this why you've spent so much time shopping online?" Sasha demurred. She caught herself as she moistened her lips.
"Yes. Do you like it?" Barbara posed as she did her best to show off her assets to her wife-mistress.
On top of Barbara's head were white furry fox or cat ears. Obviously well made ones that were quite a step above the simple cat's ears barrette she had worn on previous occasions. The ears complemented the blond wig with pigtails she wore as part of her normal transformation. They looked positively real!
Around her neck she wore a white leather collar. The collar had rhinestone letter charms that spelled "PRINCESS" in front of her throat. She held a similar white leather leash that was attached to her collar in her hands.
Her wrists also had what looked like smaller and narrower white leather rhinestone collars she was wearing as bracelets or straps.
She wore a typical white crop top that was cross tied under her bosom. The black lace tops of her white bra were showing above the white fabric of her shirt. Her bra was visible through the fabric of her top as well. The material of her top was diaphanous. Her c-cup breast forms gave her amazing cleavage and the silicon nipples seemed to poke through the bra and the top, leaving a visible protrusion.
Her tummy below her bosom was exposed and a tiny silver cats-paw charm dangled as a belly button ring from her navel.
Her pleated mini-skirt was also obviously new as Sasha had never seen it before. It appeared to be made from four different color types of tartan; red tartan, grey tartan, blue tartan and yellow tartan. It wrapped around her waist just below her navel and down to just above mid thigh. A cute decorative white leather belt, also bejeweled with rhinestones encircled her waist.



Barbara's legs were covered by white thigh highs with a black lace hem. Her suspender straps from her garter belt disappeared up under her skirt. On her feet she wore glossy black Mary Jane block heel shoes. The two inch heel and the rounded toe helped accentuate Barbara's ass...and her ability to look much younger than she really was.
Barbara smiled happily seeing Sasha's reaction. On a whim she spun around quickly to show off her feminized appearance for her wife and mistress. The box pleats of her miniskirt floated up slightly when Barbara pirouetted and Sasha became even more astonished.
Barbara had a Tail!
A bushy white faux fur tail! It matched her fox ears perfectly! It must have come as a set.
Sasha wasn't just astonished, she was awestruck! She had missed seeing the tail as it hung behind Barbara when she first approached. Now it pitched outwards from her motion.
Once Barbara's pirouette was complete Sasha swallowed hard before she summoned Barbara over with a crook of her finger. Motioning Barbara to turn to the side she clearly saw the bushy tail hanging from below the hem of her miniskirt down to the tip just behind her knees. Sasha lifted up the skirt hem and took a closer look.
Sasha had an unobstructed view of the bushy white tail protruding out from between Barbara's ass cheeks. Barbara wore white ruched panties that also had black lace hems for the waist and legs. Obviously there was a hole in the center of the panty that allowed the tail to connect to a butt plug nestled inside her bottom.
Sasha licked her lips again and crossed her legs. Her panties were becoming quite damp. Of course Sasha had several butt plugs and anal toys collected for Barbara's use over the past year. Most were simple inert plugs while one was a vibrating model that even had a remote control. Now there was one with a tail?
"Is this..." Sasha trailed off.
"Uh-huh." Barbara giggled. "The plug is a bit larger than the ones you usually make me wear. I think because of the batteries and stuff. It's controlled by an app from your phone."
"Like the chastity cage I gave you for travel?" Sasha probed.
"Yes! Just the same, you can control speed, frequency; there are different pulse patterns, a timer..." Barbara finished by jiggling her butt causing her tail to flick from side to side...just like a real fox tail.
Sasha had to admit that Barbara's realistic tail and ears were cute and they showed a whole new level of dedication to her submission.
Barbara was jaw-droppingly adorable! And wait...did her eyes seem...larger?
"Did you do something with your eye makeup?"
Barbara smile grew wider with happiness.
"Yes Mistress, I watched a tutorial on how to make eyes look larger and more like anime eyes."
"Wow! They look...bigger...I approve."
Barbara clapped her hands gleefully, satisfied her efforts were noticed and appreciated and her surprise had worked.
Sasha watched as Barbara's tits jiggled...and her tail bounced...as Barbara made a small happy hop. Her heels clicked on the hardwoods.
"Why don't you get dinner started? I'll just finish up..." and go change into dry clean panties "and then we can play." Sasha ordered suggestively.
Barbara gave her most best-est curtsy ever, "Yes Mistress, but aren't you forgetting something?"
Barbara watched as Sasha seemed momentarily flushed and confused. After another moment Barbara lowered her hand to the front of her skirt and gently tapped her finger where her cock cage lay underneath, causing a soft 'click' sound.
Sasha smiled! She was so impressed by Barbara's transformation and presentation she actually forgot to lock her submissive feminized husband's cock into chastity!
Sasha lifted up the hem of Barbara's skirt, admired the impression the cage and lock made through Barbara's panty and then pulled down the front of Barbara's panty. Sasha could see his...Barbara's...cock strain a bit from excitement and arousal. Sasha merely rolled her eyes at the familiar scene of a trapped and straining cock before she took his cage and one hand and padlock in the other and snapped the hasp of the lock shut, trapping his cock in chastity.
She took a moment, as she always did, to admire his smooth, shaved cock clearly visible through the clear plastic cage, framed by his smooth shaved testicles, held outwardly taught by the base ring of the cage.
There was something so erotic about being able to see his cock through the clear plastic cage...trapped...yet knowing that he couldn't touch it no matter what. Barbara's cock was now Sasha's property, securely locked away to use or not use as Sasha saw fit.
Relinquishing her caged cock, snapping the hem of her panties back up into place and allowing the hem of the multi-tartan pleated miniskirt to drop Sasha made a dismissive wave with her hand, signaling Barbara to go start dinner.
Barbara flounced as she quickly turned on her heels and headed for the kitchen. She dropped the leash from her hands and let it dangle loosely behind her. Her dangling leash and bushy white tail both swaying as Barbara flounced away. Sasha noticed how the tail held the mini-skirt aloft just enough for her to admire Barbara's panty covered bottom.
After Barbara turned the corner and disappeared from sight Sasha opened up her cell phone. She quickly noted the icon for the new app, right next to the app for the CellMate wi-fi chastity cage.
Barbara must have been sneaky with Sasha's phone to download an app without her knowing. She considered punishing her later, but first things first.
With a wicked grin she opened the app and found it to be simple and intuitive. After a brief familiarization tour she made a selection. If her selection was correct the butt plug should begin to pulse...slowly. Sasha was rewarded by the sound of a high pitched feminine 'yip' emanating from the direction of the kitchen.
Sasha was blushing as she set her phone down and turned back to her computer, eager to finish her work and log off. She was flushed with arousal. The thought of Barbara as her very own personal foxy sex pet...
She finished her work quickly. She definitely had better plans for the rest of the evening!
**
Barbara's cooking skills were up to their usual high standards and Sasha truly enjoyed their meal.
Of course, during the meal, Sasha made sure to request things from the kitchen, forcing Barbara to rise up and fetch whatever it was she needed. Sasha would admire Barbara...and her swishing tail...and her panty covered bottom, as she sauntered around, serving Sasha.
Each time Barbara completed her latest task Sasha noted how Barbara had tolower herslelf down rather gently, delicately even, onto the edge of her seat, no doubt to protect her tail, and the plug nestled inside her. Sasha made sure Barbara only got a bite or two to eat before sending her off for more miscellaneous chores. She was equally pleased with Barbara's eagerness as she fulfilled her duties as her feminized submissive.
It still seemed all too quick before dinner was finished and the dishes were cleaned and put away. And Barbara was still eager as she stood ready to serve...
"Is there anything more I can do for you Mistress?" Barbara asked demurely. The lustful feminine tone in her voice was enough to make Sasha's panties damp again.
"No. The house is clean, dishes are done. You don't need to do any more."
Sasha admired Barbara as she stood, poised, ready, eager...
"Come here." Sasha retrieved Barbara's white leather leash that had been dangling behind her the whole evening, clipped to her "PRINCESS" collar. With a gentle tug of the leash, Sasha compelled Barbara to follow.
Barbara obeyed the command and followed Sasha to their living room. Sasha sat down on the edge of the couch.
"Kneel down Barbara."
Barbara dropped to her knees and knelt before her wife and mistress.
"It's time for you to put that talented tongue of yours to good use again."
Barbara's breath caught for just a moment. She licked her ruby red lips in anticipation.
As Sasha settled into the backrest of the couch she gave the leash another tug, urging Barbara forward. Barbara reached for Sasha's leggings and pulled them down and off Sasha's legs. Barbara felt her mouth water as the heady fragrance of Sasha's arousal assaulted her senses. Barbara noticed the gusset of Sasha's leggings as well as panties were soaked.
"If you get me off in ten minutes, I will free your cock tonight and ride you to orgasm."
Barbara, now properly motivated, with a delicate touch, slipped her fingers under the waist band of Sasha's panties and tugged them gently down and away and then off...
Barbara saw Sasha manipulate her phone. Was she setting a timer? She felt the slow pulse of the butt plug in her ass suddenly increase in both frequency and intensity.
Barbara wanted to sit back and enjoy the intense pleasure pulsing in her ass but the prospect of having her cock freed spurred her into action. She hadn't had any sexual contact since her 'recovery' hand-jobs a week ago. That and the piquant aroma of Sasha's pussy became irresistible to Barbara. She pushed against Sasha's knees, prompting her mistress to spread her legs and expose her pussy to Barbara.
Sasha's womanhood lay bare before her. Barbara dove slowly, her tongue darting out to savor the taste of her mistress. Her face eased in between Sasha's legs as her wet pink tongue gave the gentlest lick across her mistress's vulva.
Sasha gasped in pleasure as Barbara began cunnilingas.
Barbara eagerly commenced her duty to please her wife and Mistress. With gentle pressure she used her tongue to part the labia and expose the inner labia and clitoris. Soon she was eagerly lapping large swaths across the delectable moistness that was Sasha's cunt.
Barbara rested her nose just above Sasha's pussy, above her clitoris and briskly lapped across the nubbin of nerves that would send pleasure screaming through Sasha's brain and body.
Barbara lapped like a kitten eager for her milk as Sasha's flow of juices increased. Barbara's face; her lips, cheeks, mouth, and chin became wet with the mixture of her own saliva and Sasha's natural lubrication.
Barbara cupped her hands under Sasha's ass, gently manipulating and massaging Sasha's butt cheeks as her tongue delved deeper into Sasha's pussy. Each tongue lick across Sasha's labia and clitoris were now matched by a tongue darting, penetrating into Sasha's vagina.
Barbara's efforts were soon rewarded as Sasha's breathing hitched and Sasha gasped softly for a moment. Barbara could feel the muscles of Sasha's inner thigh, pressed now tight against her head start to tremble. Barbara had no idea how long she had been lapping upon her mistress's cunt. Her mission was to arouse and satisfy Sasha and Barbara knew Sasha's orgasm was imminent.
Barbara did hope she would cause Sasha to orgasm in time. Her caged cock was straining with Barbara's own arousal. The near agony of her confined frustration driving her even harder to accomplish her goal...Make Sasha Orgasm!
With barely any forewarning Barbara felt...and heard...Sasha cum!
Sasha's breathing hitched, and then she gasped, and then she drew in a long...sighing...breath...
Sasha's thighs quivered, then spasmed, and then her legs clamped down hard on Barbara's head, trapping Barbara's face and tongue tight against Sasha's pussy...
Sasha's pussy gushed! Her juices flooded down onto Barbara's face as she eagerly lapped up all she could...
Sasha's back arched. Barbara could see up and see Sasha's erect nipples protruding above the mountains of her breasts...when did she take off her bra and top Barbara wondered?
Barbara could barely make out the look of pure ecstasy on Sasha's face as Sasha's orgasm took her. Sasha's faced was flushed and her lips were parted as she struggled for air against the overpowering rapture!
Barbara knelt, her face trapped by Sasha's legs as Sasha, in a moment of clarity or desperation, now tried to push Barbara's head away from her pussy and relieve the oral assault Barbara was still executing against Sasha's cunt. An effort that failed as Sasha's thighs were still clamped tight against Barbara's head!
Nevertheless, Barbara took her cue and stopped. She waited patiently for Sasha's orgasm to recede. She worked gently to free herself from between Mistress Sasha's thighs and once free, remained kneeling on the floor before her mistress.
It's not like should go far anyway, Sasha still gripped her leash and held her tight.
Barbara watched rapturously as Sasha recovered from her orgasm. Sasha's pussy glistened from Barbara's saliva and Sasha's juices. Barbara noted a small puddle of liquid on the couch between Sasha's legs. She merely smirked; the leather couch would be cleaned easily enough.
Barbara also admired Sasha's tummy and bosom, both heaving, and then recovering, and then breathing normally as her orgasm faded away to nothing.
Sasha's eyes had been closed as her orgasm ravaged her body and Barbara watched until Sasha opened her eyes and her face shown with happiness and pleasure!
Sasha finally opened her eyes. Having been lost in bliss for god knows how long her first glimpse of Barbara, her foxy school girl, kneeling between her legs was beautiful.
Barbara's face was covered in girl cum!
Barbara's lipstick and makeup were smudged. Barbara's eye makeup seemed fine but she could use a moment to recompose herself and fix her appearance. Overall, Barbara looked like she had a well fucked face!
Sasha glanced down at her phone and her smile faded slightly.
"Well, you didn't make the 10 minutes."
Barbara was disappointed. Her cage cock hurt! It was struggling mightily to escape its prison. But mistress had commanded it and Barbara knew she would submit. In a perverse way the denial of her pleasure was a pleasure all its own.
"But I have another idea anyway...Princess!"
Barbara waited patiently, her heart leapt in her chest.
"Go get my strap-on and meet me in my bedroom."
Barbara moved with alacrity.
"Yes Mistress." She acknowledged as she gracefully rose from her knees. She knew what was coming next.
**
In the master bedroom...uh...Mistress Bedroom...Barbara retrieved Sasha's faux cock and strap-on harness. She expertly placed the dildo into the retaining ring. She retrieved the water based lube and laid the items on the night stand. Finally she turned down the bed. Once finished, she took her place in the center of the room, knelt down and submissively and obediently waited.
Sasha arrived soon enough. Barbara noted Sasha was now completely naked.
Barbara admired her Mistress, her key-holder, and her wife, as she strode into the Mistress Bedroom and stood imperiously over her. Barbara could still smell the faint evocative aroma of Sasha's recent arousal and orgasm.
Sasha retrieved her strap on and stood before her kneeling feminized husband.
"Help me put this on."
Sasha's command was simple. Barbara knew what to do and easily and expertly assisted Sasha. Barbara cinched the waist straps aligning the belt on the center of Mistress Sasha's body, then took each leg strap and aligned and cinched them into place as well. Her efforts were hindered only slightly by the 8 inch protruding dildo that stuck out provocatively from the front of Sasha's strap on harness. The girthy and veiny flesh toned dildo would sway precariously close to her face and threatened to slap her across her cheeks as she worked to secure her mistress's harness to her mistress's body.
Soon though Barbara was done, the harness was secure and Sasha now stood before Barbara, her dildo protruding menacingly at Barbara's face.
"Suck it."
Sasha's command was as simple as it was direct.
Barbara leaned forward slightly and brought the sinister dildo to her lips. She gave the tip a long, slow, French kiss. She lavished it with caresses from the tip of her tone along the head. Barbara reached out with one hand to hold still the pendulous dildo as she ran the length of her tongue up and down the length of Mistress Sasha's dildo.
Once coated with saliva Barbara opened wide and took the head of the dildo into her mouth. She swallowed just the head at first, swirled her tongue around it, and marveled at how the dildo just seemed to fit her mouth perfectly!
Sasha watched Barbara, her feminized submissive husband perform more of his...her...oral magic. Sasha placed her hand on top of Barbara's head, between her faux fox/cat ears and helped to guide Barbara further and further down the shaft of the strap-on dildo.
Sasha also admired the tight stretched "O" Barbara's ruby red lips made as they formed a seal around the head, then shaft, of the veiny fake cock. Sasha delighted in the vision Barbara's wet lips and mouth made swallowing, then bobbing up and down upon the dildo.
Barbara's mouth really was made for sucking cock!
Guiding Barbara's head up and down the cock, Sasha also noted how Barbara was able to keep her eyes open the entire time. Her face never really appeared strained, not like when she was first learning to suck cock. Even when the dildo was fully down Barbara's throat and Barbara's nose finally pressed down upon Sasha's mons Barbara didn't appear to be in any distress. Sasha felt her arousal increase. Watching Barbara suck her fake cock was stimulating and not just from the pressure Barbara's efforts made on Sasha's clit.
The nubbins on the back end of the dildo slipped and slid against Sasha's clitoris. Despite her early orgasm she could feel the exhilarating effects of Barbara's blow job on her body and libido.
Sasha made sure Barbara got her fake cock good and wet. She nearly giggled watching Barbara's wet and sloppy blow job and hearing the "awp, awp, awp" sounds she made each time the dildo slid into her throat.
"Get on the bed. Get on your hands and knees. Put your face down on the pillow, ass in the air."
Barbara let the dildo slip from her mouth. It had only been a few minutes and she could have gone on for awhile longer. Barbara gave the fake cock one long last kiss before moving to the bed and assuming the commanded position.
Barbara waited patiently and listened curiously as Sasha apparently went to the pleasure chest first. It came as only a bit of a surprise when Sasha took both of Barbara's hands and cuffed them behind her back.
Sasha took the shackles next and secured Barbara's ankles. She took a small 8 inch long hog tie and clipped the handcuffs to the d-ring of Barbara's white leather 'princess" collar. Barbara's cuffed hands were now held near the middle of her back above her waist.
Sasha next use Barbara's leash and with a snap ring clipped it to the chain of Barbara's shackles. The leash now served as a hog tie that ran up between Sasha's knees, and under her belly and bosom where it was still clipped to Barbara's 'princess' collar.
Barbara was now kneeling face down on a pillow and hog-tied at the center of the bed.
Sasha noted that something a dripped on her arm when she routed the leash under Barbara. A small drop of glistening liquid had landed on the back of her hand. She looked carefully and noted Barbara's caged cock was struggling uselessly against its cage and Barbara's panties were soaked in pre-cum!
Sasha smiled at the torment she was inspiring on her submissive feminized husband. She had been using the app controlled plug to edge and torment Barbara all night. Cycling through the various settings, increasing and decreasing the intensity, adjusting the strength of the pulsing and vibrations...Barbara's eager submission and obedience clearly demonstrated her desperation to serve and submit.
She returned to the pleasure chest and retrieved one more item. The plugged ring gag slipped easily into Barbara's mouth, holding Barbara's jaw wide and mouth open. Almost immediately saliva began to leak past the plug gag and soak into the pillow under Barbara's face.



Sasha took the bottle lube from the nightstand and mounted the bed.
Barbara felt the mattress shift as her Mistress climbed up and onto the bed. Barbara's cock was straining ineffectually against the implacable prison of her cage. Her body was practically vibrating from the torment her Mistress was leveling against her. She could feel the mattress shift again as Mistress Sasha took her place between Barbara's legs. Barbara involuntarily struggled against her bonds, the handcuffs, the ankle shackles, and the leash and the hog tie but knew it was futile. Her arousal and excitement wouldn't allow her to relax.
She was about to be fucked and she knew it!
The greatest torment was actually the anticipation. Knowing it would happen...knowing that she was powerless to stop it (not that she wanted to) and knowing that she had no control over how long her mistress would use her body...
PURE TORMENT...AND SHE LOVED IT!!!
Sasha carefully watched over her submissive for any signs of distress. Their safe word was useless with the gag but Barbara's hands were relaxed and Barbara knew what gesture to make should the scene become unbearable.
Knowing Barbara as she did though...
Sasha flipped up Barbara's multi-tartan pleated miniskirt and admired once again Barbara's panty covered bottom and the bushy white fox fetish tail protruding from Barbara's ass through the hole in the bottom of the panty.
Sasha took her phone and used the app to shut down the vibrating butt plug. With a gentle tug on the tail she slowly, torturously withdrew the plug. She made sure to linger when the plug was at it's widest against the tight hole of Barbara's rear sphincter, before finally letting the plug slip out.
Sasha admired the slightly gaped ass of her submissive and noted the plug was clean and free of material. Nothing spoiled a mood faster than a dirty anus. Fortunately Barbara had become expert in douching her ass and the use of enema to maintain a tight clean butthole.
Sasha decided to let the skimp white and black lace panty stay in place. Barbara's butt looked amazing. Barbara truly had an eminently fuckable butt! The skimpy fabric emphasized the curves of her bottom and clung perfectly to her ass. The hole that the tail had used would serve well as the entry point to Barbara's gaped open ass!
Sasha set the plug and fetish tail aside, took the lube and squeezed out a generous dollop. With two fingers she spread the lube inside Barbara's ass cheeks then easily penetrated her rear defenses, smearing the lube deep inside Barbara's back door.
Now gripping Barbara's waist Sasha aligned the head of her faux cock with Barbara's slightly gaped asshole. Her dildo still had a slight sheen to it meaning Barbara's saliva hadn't quite dried. That and the lube Sasha applied should just be enough to give Barbara the good hard pounding she deserved...the slut!
With one leisurely measured thrust Sasha penetrated Barbara's rear defenses and drove her 8 inch long, 2&1/2 inch thick flesh toned veiny realistic strap-on cock into the depths of Barbara's ass/
Barbara moaned loudly as the cock entered her body!
Sasha would normally drive her cock in incrementally with each succeeding thrust just a bit deeper than before. Barbara's stretched ass stretched out more as the shaft burrowed down deep inside her. Time stood still as the fake cock seemed endless, more and more and yet still more plunging unhurriedly into the depths of her bowels.
Finally Barbara felt Mistress Sasha's lap and the bulge of the fake cock's balls push hard against her stretched and straining sphincter.
Barbara nearly orgasmed, but her mistress apparently had other ideas...
Sasha bottomed out inside Barbara and rather than linger, steadily withdrew her cock from Barbara's ass-pussy. Unrushed, Sasha made sure to withdraw her strap-on cock just as slowly as she had driven it in.
Sasha admired the glistening cock as it emerged from Barbara's dark tunnel. The lubrication was spread evenly. The cock was surfacing clean and unspoiled! Her dildo was much longer and reached far deeper than any of their butt plugs so the lack of any 'material' meant Barbara truly had a neat and clean ass-pussy for fucking!
Besides, a pristine bottom had a unique charm all its own and in many ways was its own reward.
As Sasha plunged her cock back into Barbara she could easily admire the pucker of Barbara's ass clench tightly around the shaft of her cock. She noted the flexing and squeezing as the pressure from the head and the initial shock as resistance against penetration crumbled and acceptance began.
The stretching of the sphincter, the slow expansion as the widest part of her cock penetrated, the soft sound of whimpering Barbara was making as the cock plunged, then withdrew, then plunged again into her defenseless helpless restrained body.
Soon enough the whimpering from pain and discomfort transformed into sighs of pleasure. Her sphincter fully relaxed and accepting the intrusion...it submits...and the straining reduced to that barely enough to clamp around the circumference of the cock shaft with a tight, wet, lubricated seal.
Sasha was taking her time. With her earlier amazing orgasm behind her she knew she would last awhile before the pleasure from the dildo pushing back on her clitoris would be sufficient to induce another climax. She mused patiently as she slowly, calculatedly, fucked Barbara.
Sasha mused on the privilege of dominance in their dominant and submissive relationship. It suited her to be dominant. It felt right, it felt proper; it felt natural now to assume the roles appropriate for the positions in their relationship.
Sasha listened as Barbara was mewling now as her pleasure increase. No doubt the dildo was deeply stimulating her prostate. Barbara's mewls were suffused due to the ring gag gagging her mouth. Barbara checked again to make sure Barbara did not appear in distress, bound as she was, and not making the 'safe gesture' letting her know to stop.
Barbara also mused on the responsibility to provide proper dominance upon her submissive. Being a submissive had been easier, she thought. Simply do as you are told. Converting to a dominant role though had been...liberating!
Sasha's thoughts were growing difficult as her physical pleasure increased. Slowly and inevitably her arousal grew. Soon her breathing was as deep as Barbara's. The slowly, gently fucking gave way to faster and faster thrusting.
As her pleasure grew Sasha absentmindedly noted Barbara's moans were louder and faster as well. Now the bedroom was filled with the sound of skin slapping panty covered skin as Sasha's lap slapped against Barbara's panty covered ass. Barbara's bottom was actually turning slightly red from the repeated strikes, the dildo plunging fully into her with every thrust, bottoming out inside her, before the inevitable withdrawal.
Sasha's natural lubrication was flowing and the nubbins on the back end of the strap-on dildo were relentless in their stimulation of her clitoris. The harder she thrust and plunged and delved into Barbara's submissive body, the more stimulation and pleasure she earned in return.
Sasha tightened her grip on Barbara's pelvis. Her good grip made it possible to pound Barbara's submissive ass as aggressively as Barbara could possibly take it. With no signal and no signs of distress Sasha pounded Barbara's ass furiously! Her technique would make her bitch, her princess, her slut cum and Sasha was on the verge of orgasming. She only had to hold on until Barbara...
Barbara suddenly moaned loudly. Her ragged breathing suspended as her cry filled the room. Barbara's body tensed, and her hips bucked wildly, her pleated mini skirt flapped wildly, her bosom was heaving, she thrust her cock meaninglessly against the air, her bound form giving her no where to go.
Sasha redoubled her efforts and almost immediately surrendered to her orgasm. The held on tight, her faux cock buried deep inside Barbara as Barbara's gyrations ground the dildo back against Sasha's clit.
Rapturous bliss filled her soul. Sasha blanked out as only pure joy engulfed her very being. Her second orgasm of the evening was every bit as intense as her first!
Barbara endured the pounding of her ass as long as she could but it was inevitable. The stimulation deep inside her was too much to bear. It was overwhelming!
On her knees, her hands cuffed behind her back and hog tied to her leather fetish collar, her ankles shackled and also leashed below her to her fetish collar, Barbara submitted to the inescapable.
The slow fucking, building up to the intense pounding stimulated her ass and her prostate, and once again Barbara, being fucked like a girl, came like a girl.
Desperation drove her as her penis, encased in its plastic prison, could not achieve full erection. The chastity cage held her penis in its implacable grip, yet her orgasm would not be denied. The thrusting of the dildo in her ass, the pure torment of her cock's trapped situation, only drove her body deeper in torment.
Barbara's orgasm shattered across her whole being. She thrust her hips in desperation as her cum could not erupt explosively but instead leaked out in a steady yet token stream dependent upon each plunging thrust of the dildo in her ass to drive the cum out.
Barbara's body was entirely dependent on Sasha fucking her hard to get her cum out and achieve orgasm.
As her cum dribbled into the gusset of her panty, Barbara experienced the full body torment of rapturous bliss and then passed out.
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Barbara woke up.
Her legs were sore, her ass was sore, her wrists were sore, her ankles were sore, her neck was sore, her jaws were sore and her mouth was sore.
Yet right now, somehow, she felt wonderful! She felt energized! She felt...amazing!
Her body whole body and mind were still basking in the afterglow of one of the most amazingly intense orgasms she had ever experienced.
Barbara rolled over and noted she was no longer completely bound. She took note of her surroundings.
She was on her side of the bed. Her handcuffs were...umm...only locked on one wrist. Her leg shackles were off, now lying on the floor. Her leash was still attached to her fetish collar and her hog tie was also on the floor...next to her butt plug...the one with the bushy white fox tail.
Barbara sighed. Her ring plug mouth gag was on the floor as well as Sasha's strap-on harness and dildo. Lots of sex toys Barbara knew she would have to clean and stow later.
Barbara felt damp stickiness under her skirt and in her panties. Her probing hand quickly confirmed her suspicions. Her panties were soaked in cum. Her caged cock and balls had leaked precipitous amounts of cum last night as Mistress Sasha pounded her ass. Her inner thighs were also sticky with cum; cum that had leaked and spread as she slept. A trail of cum that trickled down in between her ass cheeks and congealed around her sphincter. The sticky cum that leaked from her cock had also spread down her inner thigh and into the lace tops of her thigh high stockings. Barbara had been left to sleep in the wet spot of her own creation. So Squishy!
Glancing to her left Barbara saw her mistress, her key-holder, her domme, dominant wife sleeping mostly atop the bed covers. She was completely nude; a sheet barely covering her as she slept. Her breasts were rising and falling slowly in satisfied sleep, her nipples jutting up proudly indenting the sheet in the cool air.
Barbara glanced to her clock. It was just before midnight. It was still Friday night.
Barbara was still wearing her anime school girl fox girl outfit and ears. Her multi-tartan pleated skirt was rucked up around her waist. She could feel the weight and pressure of her silicon breast forms; her tits, inside her bra; rising and falling with deep satisfied breaths. Her front cross-tied crop top was still tied around her torso and under-bust. Despite the vigor of her fucking her tits had held in place.
Barbara knew she would also have plenty of laundry tomorrow as well. Her black rounded toe block heel high heeled shoes were still on her feet. She wiggled her toes in her heels. Mistress Sasha loved and insisted she always wear her heels when in bed. Seeing mistress's pleasure at her submission was reason enough to endure the mild discomfort her feet would suffer from wearing them. Mistress was right about one thing; they did look so cute on her feet! Barbara stretched her ankles and wiggled her toes then rotated her feet a bit to stretch out her calf and foot muscles. Better!
Barbara wallowed deeply in contentment. She was lying in bed dressed like a slutty anime cat girl. She had been anally fucked like a slutty girl. She had leaked cum from her trapped caged cock into her panties like a slutty gurl. Unable to stroke her inaccessibly caged cock, bound and gagged, she had been entirely dependent upon her wife's dildo to bring her pleasure and gratification, to simulate her prostate and to pump her cum out from her body....like a slutty girl. She had orgasmed, riding a wave of bliss and then passed out from the sheer intensity...just like a slutty girl!
She wanted to do it again.
But first she needed to recover. Her ass was sore. Gloriously sore, but still sore nonetheless. She needed more rest. Despite still laying in the cool sticky wet spot created from their fucking Barbara took a deep satisfied sigh, shut her eyes and let sleep take her again.
Tomorrow was a new day.
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When she awoke again it was Saturday morning. The sun was just shining in through the windows. Barbara checked her clock. Mistress Sasha would probably wake up in an hour or less.
Sitting up Barbara rubbed her eyes. She noted the residue of makeup on her hands. She glanced down at her pillow and noted the makeup stain on her pillowcase, making even more laundry for her.
Barbara gathered up the scattered sex toys from the bedroom floor and took them with her to the master bathroom. She placed the toys in her bathroom sink and filled it with warm water and a gentle soap. She'd let them soak a bit.
Barbara stripped out of her clothes and dropped them into the hamper. Plenty of delicates needed washing as well. She'd have to be sure to pre-treat all the cum stained items before washing.
Naked except for her thigh highs, chastity cage and the handcuffs locked to her left wrist she entered the shower. She let the warm water cascade over her sore yet invigorated body. Barbara took gentle soap to wash the cum from the tops of her thigh highs. She stripped them from her legs, soaped them again, and once satisfied they were clean and free of cum and sweat, wrung them out and then hung them outside the shower to dry.
Feeling the shower spray invigorate her she now took a gentle exfoliant and soft cloth to wash and rinse away all the makeup from her face. With softly scented body wash she washed and rinsed away all and lube and cum from her ass, thighs and chastity cage.
Barbara took great care to clean her now quiescent penis lying dormant inside her cage. She flushed water and liquid soap through the cleaning ports before using cotton swabs and lotion through the cleaning ports to thoroughly clean her caged cock.
Sasha's feminized husband usually kept his hair cut short, barely more than a crew cut. It had become obvious from wearing a wig to present as feminine that longer hair simply got in the way. A straightforward shampoo was all that was needed to clean and massage his scalp. She applied conditioner and let it set as she moved on to the next step of her shower routine.
Barbara filled her enema bag with clean water and a gently scented soap specifically formulated for enema use. She cleaned the nozzle and applied a dollop of lube to her tender sphincter. Gently, fully inserting the nozzle into her rear she opened the valve and squeezed the enema bag to push the cleaning fluid inside her ass. Her tummy cramped slightly once the entire contents of the bag filled her. She clenched tight to hold the water as she rinsed out conditioner from 'his' hair. After rinsing she squat down over the drain and expelled the liquid. She was pleased to note the water was still clear.
An idea struck her.
Barbara worried greatly about always keeping her ass clean for her mistress. It seemed that anal sodomy was now a routine part of their lovemaking. Barbara was tormented with thoughts of what would happen if her ass wasn't clean enough. The idea of 'icky poo' coating Mistress Sasha's dildo made her squeamish.
Usually just verifying that the water she expelled was clear was enough to satisfy Barbara that her ass was clean. Barbara now felt she needed to be certain. Barbara went to the bathroom sink and retrieved Mistress Sasha's dildo. She returned to the shower and stuck the suction cup base up against the glass shower wall. With another dollop of lubrication she coated the dildo then positioned her ass over the head of the faux cock.
Pressing back against the dildo she carefully let the veiny silicon phallus penetrate her stretched and sore anus.
Barbara smiled at her cleverness. She could use the dildo as a dipstick to verify she was thoroughly clean as deep inside her ass as Mistress Sasha and her strap-on could possibly plunge.
Barbara allowed a small smile to grace her features as her initially quiescent cock locked inside her chastity cage responded to the pleasurable delving of the dildo in her ass. There was a momentary tremor in her inner thighs as the dildo slipped past her prostate. She had thought she was thoroughly spent. But apparently she had recovered somewhat since last night and still had a bit of stamina remaining. Barbara slowly leaned forward to allow the dildo to withdraw, ignoring the tremors of pleasure in her inner thighs and then slowly leaned back sliding the dildo back inside.
She sighed. Her cock swelled and reached to limits of her confinement. The sense of denial was still as exquisite as ever. She felt the surface of the glass shower wall pressing against her buttocks as she bottomed out. She should plunge it once more in and out, and then check it for cleanliness...
"WHAT the HELL are you DOING?"
Barbara jumped, startled, and stood up straight, the dildo sliding free from her ass. A barely audible popping sound as the dildo slipped free punctuated her surprise.
"Are you MASTURBATING?"
Barbara looked through the shower door to the source of the voice. Unheard, Sasha had come into the bathroom and caught her...
"Oh my god! You're riding my strap-on dildo...AND GETTING HARD DOING IT!"
Sasha was shocked. She had just caught Barbara cheating! Barbara's caged cock was swollen to the limits the cage allowed...not much...
Barbara was still in shock. No thoughts or words formed. How could she explain herself?
Sasha's look of surprise changed to one of disappointment.
"We agreed to lock away your cock because you could not be trusted to NOT masturbate and save yourself for when I was ready. And now I catch you like this." Sasha was fuming.
"But, but, but..." Barbara finally found her voice, but not a coherent thought.
"NO BUTS." Sasha's shout firmly silenced Barbara. "Actions have consequences and you will have yours."
Only the sound of the shower water now filled the silence between the two of them.
"Hurry up and finish your shower. Start your normal chores. I've laid out what I want you to wear today so you know how I expect you to present yourself. Make it happen." Sasha commanded.
Caught by Sasha, embarrassed and humiliated, Barbara hesitated.
"NOW!" Sasha snapped her fingers in Barbara's face before turning on her heel and leaving.
Barbara quickly completed her shower routine. Once finished she shut off the water and emerged clean, refreshed, embarrassed and worried. She toweled dry and while the vent fan removed the steam from the air and the mirrors de-fogged she washed each of the adult toys, dried them, and lovingly put them away in the pleasure chest kept inside the master closet.
Once that chore was done Barbara stepped back up to the mirror and studied her face. Another quick touch up with the razor, not that it was necessary, just a precaution, before she reapplied fresh cosmetics to her face. She would have giggled at the handcuffs still on her wrist were she not worried about what her mistress was going to do to punish her for her transgression. The idea of Sasha punishing her was keeping her cock hard with arousal. The chastity cage kept denied her arousal and her feelings of torment intensified.
Sasha never wanted to see her in the morning with her cosmetics in ruin after a hard night of fucking. Barbara had to admit she enjoyed cosmetically feminizing her face. This time she used extra care to make sure her appearance was above reproach. Barbara's cheeks hardly needed any blush; her embarrassment was enough to color her cheeks pink. When Barbara emerged from the master bath Sasha would be greeted by a beautifully made up feminized husband.
Barbara emerged from the bathroom and saw his wife and mistress had returned to bed. She was busy on her phone and barely spared Barbara a glance. Barbara noted the clothes Sasha had laid out for her. It looked as if she was going out to town today?
Making her way to their shared walk in closet, Barbara dressed simply in clean panties, a nightie, and her peignoir robe; she put her wig back on and made her way to the kitchen. After all, it was now time to make Sasha's coffee...
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Barbara now found herself driving alone to complete necessary chores. It had fallen to her months ago to do all their grocery shopping. Since it was 'his' suits that needed cleaning it had also fallen to her to take them to the dry cleaners and retrieve the previous weeks clothing.
Most of the chores Sasha used to do before Barbara's submission to her wife had since become Barbara's chores instead, freeing Sasha to enjoy her dominant position in their relationship.
Barbara, for her part, savored her submissive role. Shopping out in public had become second nature for her now. Fully made-up and casually dressed Barbara's ability to pass as a woman out in public was unquestioned.
Her attire, at Sasha's insistence, always had to be fully feminine. No pants or leggings, always skirts or dresses. Barbara didn't mind this as, unless she was fully tucked, leggings or pants would show off her chastity cage bulge, outing her.
And while skirts or dresses were a bit 'dressy' compared to a typical woman's attire of jeans or leggings, the tradeoff was worth it to indulge their lifestyle. Barbara admitted to enjoying the looks of appreciation she received and sometimes even compliments from older men for her womanly attire.
Unfortunately, the handcuffs she was still wearing as a bracelet on her left wrist were also attracting their fair share of raised eyebrows and questionable lustful looks.
While exchanging 'his' office suits at the dry cleaners went with only the usual minimum amount of conversation, and just one raised eyebrow from the store clerk, the grocery store was far more active.
She only wanted to dash in but her list was quite long today and would take awhile. Her need to top of routine staples such as milk, eggs, bacon and cereal as well as purchase all the ingredients for Sasha's favorite Chicken Alfredo dish added up.
Making the Alfredo sauce from scratch had become one of Barbara's signature cooking skills. It was simple really; butter, heavy cream, parmesan cheese, garlic, and fresh parsley!
And while she would normally escape too much notice while shopping, today was not her day. Perhaps it was her skirt. Knee length, pleated, gathered waist emphasizing how narrow her waist really was compared to her full bottom.
Certainly the stranger's hand that brushed her backside and groped her ass cheek as she reached for the fresh parsley may have thought so. Barbara's sudden reaction; to stand up and turn to confront whoever it was that grabbed her ass...there was actually a few men around her and she wasn't sure which one of the two closest to her was the culprit. The closest one was ambling away as if nothing had happened. The smiles on the men further away who watched what had happened gave her no illusion they would identify the suspect.
Barbara sighed with disappointment. She filled a baggie with fresh parsley quickly and strode away...in a huff...The click of her low heels sharp against the store's tile flooring.
And that was another thing that drew attention. Not many other women wore heels and stockings to shop for groceries. Barbara considered that she was dressed more like a trad-wife enthusiast than a typical modern woman. Skirt and blouse, heels and stockings, purse, full makeup, her brunette wig with it's perfectly coiffed hair...
Checking out with the clerk was again distracting, both for the check-out clerk and bagger, who kept glancing awkwardly at the handcuffs on her left wrist.
Barbara had one more stop to make after leaving the grocery store.
Barbara hadn't planned to visit the Adult Store today. Sasha had added it as her last stop of the day. Sasha didn't even give Barbara any instructions other than to go to the store and let them know she had a package to pick up.
Entering the store shortly Barbara did as she was told. While she no longer felt awkward shopping there anymore having made several previous visits, the high-end store did have a fair share of customers present. Barbara again noted the male customers, who obviously noticed her, as she entered and were clearly checking her out. Barbara went straight to the service counter.
"Hello, I'm picking up a package for Barbara."
The older woman with a blond hair streaked with grey bouffant looked up and seemed to give Barbara a careful evaluation, glancing at the handcuffs on her wrist, then with a shrug she retrieved a bag from under the desk.
"That'll be $99.95 please."
Barbara paid and thanked the woman, tucking the brown paper wrapped box under one arm, she quickly left the busy store.
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Later...at home...
Barbara stood silently before Sasha as she took the package.
"Do you know what this is?" Sasha asked.
"No mistress." Barbara's instructions earlier had been clear. She had followed them to the letter, retrieving Sasha's order from the store and transporting it straight home. Barbara didn't let her curiosity override her desire to obey her dominant wife and mistress despite the torment her curiosity was causing her caged straining penis.
"Good." Sasha replied as she tore open the brown paper wrapping and removed a small box. On the box was a picture of a stainless steel butt plug with a princess jewel.
"You have been so good for so long and I can't tell you how disappointed I was to see you riding that dildo this morning without my permission."
Barbara wanted to respond, to explain, but she knew better than to interrupt her mistress and key-holder and wisely chose to remain silent. Her heart was pounding in her chest and her cock in its cage was practically throbbing as her arousal submitted to the denial chastity enforced.
"But I suppose I have only myself to blame." Sasha continued, wistfully "I am the one who turned you into a butt slut and anal queen. I should have seen this coming and made arrangements earlier."
Barbara waited, patiently and obediently. She still hadn't been asked a question so knew to wait until her mistress invited a response. The insults actually fueled her arousal. Her cock was straining painfully against the unforgiving cage.
"Come with me."
Sasha gestured to Barbara, leading the way to the master bathroom. Barbara hesitated only a moment before following.
"Bend over; place your head on the counter."
Barbara obeyed.
"Hike up you skirt and pull down your panties." Sasha commanded.
"Umm..." Barbara hesitated only a moment. She wasn't really worried about the butt plug, it looked normal sized although usually Sasha would insist Barbara insert it herself.
A firm hand came down on Barbara's bottom. The swat didn't hurt but was loud and made Sasha's intentions clear.
"Are we going to have a problem or do we have other behavioral issues I need to address?"
"No Mistress." Barbara yipped as she pulled up her skirt to her waist and then lowered her panties to her knees.
"Spread your legs wider." Sasha ordered.
"Yes Mistress." Barbara then spread her feet as far apart as the panties stretched between her knees would allow. Her submission and humiliation causing her arousal to become even more distressing as her caged cock struggled inside the plastic penis prison. There simply was no more room for it to expand.
Barbara shivered in anticipation and was barely able to watch as Sasha opened the box and removed the stainless steel butt plug from the packaging, resting it on the counter next to Barbara's head. Barbara looked upon the plug and was concerned. The pink jewel at the end looked cute but she thought she saw lines or possibly seams running up and down the plug? What's that all about?
Barbara continued to watch as Sasha put on a pair of latex gloves and then opened up a small bottle of KY jelly. Taking the plug, Sasha lubed the steel butt plug with the KY. Barbara lost sight of Sasha as she took position behind her.
"Pull your butt cheeks apart." Sasha ordered.



"Yes Mistress." Barbara did as she was commanded, grasping each cheek with one hand and spreading them apart.
"Mm. Nice. Clean and hairless sissy smooth ass. Caged cock, swollen, as expected" Sasha commented.
It seemed as if Barbara could not stop blushing. She hissed in surprise as a dollop of cold lubricant dropped onto her sore anus.
"I know you already know that you want to relax as much as possible." Sasha said needlessly as she slowly massaged the lube around Barbara's sphincter. Barbara wasn't sure how much she would need to relax as her ass was still sore and wrecked from the pounding of Sasha's dildo the night before. Her ass easily accepted first one and then another gloved finger as they slipped inside her as Sasha spread the water based lubricant.
"I'm going to insert the plug now. Are you ready?" Sasha asked.
"Yes Mistress." Barbara replied submissively. She was touched as the expression of concern wasn't something Sasha usual did when fulfilling her role as Barbara's 'mistress' and domme.
The plug wasn't any larger than some of the other plugs Barbara had worn but her ass was still wrecked from last nights hard fucking. While her ass was as accommodating as possible Barbara still moaned slightly and winced as Sasha pushed the plug smoothly inside her dark back tunnel.
Sasha explained to Barbara what she was doing as she worked. Once the plug was nestled inside Barbara's ass Sasha turned the jeweled knob causing the plug to open up inside her like a flower. The leaflets of the plug spread outward widely. Once opened, the plug could not be removed without closing the "leaves". Sasha popped off the princess jewel exposing and describing to Barbara the locking hasp mechanism. She then took a small padlock and locked the plug in its opened configuration. Sasha flicked and tugged at the lock, pulling briefly at the butt plug and causing another small moan of discomfort from Barbara's lips. The soreness of her ass, the fullness of her plug, and the sensation of her caged cock straining with arousal wreaked such sweet torment. Once locked Sasha snapped the princess plug back into place, concealing the anal lock.
"I'll keep this key with your chastity cage key." Sasha murmured, perhaps to herself.
"We're done here sissy. You can go now." Sasha said as she walked away.
Alone in the room Barbara pulled her panties back up and stood up. She blushed in humiliation and lust at being called a sissy, a butt slut, and an anal queen. The plug felt extremely large inside her in its opened configuration. Through her panties she gently touched the jeweled cap that covered and concealed the locking device and the padlock. The jewel end of the plug was nestled tight against her sphincter. Fixing the hem of her skirt around her waist she let the skirt pleats fall down around her stocking covered legs.
Barbara was both tormented and thrilled by her humiliation. Sasha had just made her pay at the store for a device to have her ass locked away and was 'making her pay' for her earlier transgression by locking her ass away.
With both her cock and her ass locked, Barbara was now even more dependent and at the mercy of Sasha. Desperate to regain Sasha's good graces Barbara reminded herself to thank Sasha profusely. The submissive feelings coursing through her as she knew Sasha was only looking out for Barbara's best interest...preserving her cock and ass until her mistress wanted her. The discipline aroused her greatly and she struggled to endure extraordinarily strong feelings of desire tormenting her body.
As always, the anal dilator added sway to her hips as she exited the bathroom. The tapping of her high heels on the tile and hardwood floors echoed suggestively to her erotically charged mind and body adding a sweet counterpoint to her submission. Barbara easily slipped into her expected submissive role to continue her day of service to her wife, mistress, dual key-holder and domme. Barbara knew she would have to work hard to redeem herself and get back into Sasha's good graces. She eagerly embraced the challenge.
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After locking away her ass, and after completing the minimal amount of chores remaining that day, Sasha directed Barbara to change.
Having completed all her assigned tasks Barbara obediently and submissively complied and now twisted and turned in the mirror as she gave her outfit one final inspection. A full twirl in front of the bathroom mirror gave her a small thrill as her dress and petticoats flared around her. As much fun as it was to admire her feminized appearance in the mirror she reluctantly knew it was time to let go of her self-admiration to resume her day as Sasha's submissive sissy servant.
Her black French maids dress had an adorable white 'bib' section with lace, ruffles and black buttons, emphasizing her bust.
Her white 'Lolita' style apron had black lace details, black bows, and white ruffles along the shoulder straps framing her bosom. The apron straps crossed behind her back seeming to have a minimizing effect on her athletic shoulders.
Barbara loved her intimate attire and how it helped form a foundation for her feminized figure. Her black Victoria's Secret Bra and silicon breast forms gave her a full and lovely bosom. Her black Victoria's secret thong held snug her caged cock as well as her expanding princess plug butt plug nestled deeply inside her full yet athletic bottom. A black ruffled booty short panty over that gave additional frills while still exposing a lot of the curve of her bottom for her mistresses viewing pleasure.
Barbara's white waist nipper cinched her natural waist just a bit tighter. The constriction around her waist, less than a corset, still felt divine. A black two tier tulle petticoat gave loft to the skirt section of her dress, the petticoats frills peeking out just below the dress hem.
Black above the knee stay up thigh high stockings reached mid thigh on her long toned legs. More adorable white bows at the hem of the stockings helped accentuate how overtly feminine the outfit was.
White fingerless opera gloves covered her hands and arms to just above the elbow, the handcuffs still locked around her left wrist adding suggestively to her submissive presentation.
Barbara accessorized with her own white rounded toe two inch block heels, her studded white leather collar with "PRINCESS" in rhinestone charm letters, her black and white cats ears head piece, the uniform black and white maids headpiece and finally with a black oversized hair bow at the back of her head. She had switched back to her blonde pigtails wig from her brunette 'daytime wig' and the effect was priceless!
So many bows!
She rustled her petticoats one last time and gave her cosmetically made-up reflection a kiss in the mirror. Her makeup was so on-point. She relished her ability to pass as female. She was just happy she was also considered pretty.
Barbara adjusted her dress one last time before adjusting the apron hem around her natural waist and verifying the bow knot she tied was large and centered on the small of her back, the ends of the apron strings, ribbons really, draped flirtatiously down towards her bottom.
Having kept the house clean very little needed to be done before she started dinner service. Barbara had made plans to serve Sasha her favorite meal and with all that had happened she decided to expand her dinner plans significantly.
The best way to win back the good graces of her dominant wife...was through her tummy!
When the time came, Barbara knew from her expression that Sasha was suitably impressed. Barbara as French maid was performing perfect 5-star restaurant banquet French service. Plates served from a silver tray from the left and cleared from the right. The table was set with their best china and silver and with candlelight and soft music providing ambience.
Sasha, seeing Barbara's efforts had even dressed-up somewhat for the evening with a simple shift dress, heels and pearls.
The five course meal of stuffed mushroom as hors d'oeuvre seemed particularly well received, followed by bacon wrapped asparagus as appetizer. A small César salad plate preceded the main course of Sasha's favorite Chicken Alfredo. Sasha was surprised with a side dish of green beans almondine. Barbara worried a bit about the green beans almondine as she had never made it before and was simply following a recipe book.
Barbara made sure that Sasha's water glass was full, though Sasha never touched it. She also made sure her wine goblet was always properly full with Sasha's favorite Pinot Grigio; a complementary wine for the main course.
Once the main course was finished, desert went flawlessly. Cheesecake was always well received. Barbara served a new goblet of Sauterne with desert. The wine paired well with the berry cheesecake served.
At Sasha's request, and to Barbara's surprise, Barbara also prepared and served tableside a small cup of coffee and Irish cream as a digestif after the meal. Barbara rarely used the French press. Fortunately she managed to make and serve the coffee without mess or mistake.
As she cleared table, Barbara only ate in the kitchen from the leftovers while cleaning up.
Once finished with cleaning up Barbara joined Sasha in the living room to attend to her mistresses needs.
"I'm so impressed. You've really went all out tonight."
Sasha's compliment made Barbara smile.
"Yes Mistress. You deserve it." Barbara responded. Truth be told she was enjoying her submissive service role and was rather sad that the evening was nearing the end. Soon it would be bedtime and Barbara thought how sad it was to have it come to an end.
"But are you having fun? Are you happy? Is your ass and cock still...ok?" Sasha asked, sipping her coffee and cream.
Barbara realized Sasha was setting her domme personality aside. She was concerned about Barbara, her feminized husband and his well being.
Barbara felt her chest and heart warm, touched by Sasha's love and concern.
"Yes. God I...sometimes, I am embarrassed...humiliated even to admit it, but I do love dressing up and serving you." Barbara answered honestly with a genuine smile gracing her pretty face.
Sasha smile back.
"I do love how our relationship has evolved. I can't believe we've been doing this for, what, over a year now." Sasha sipped her coffee again.
"The new plug isn't too much is it?" Sasha asked, concern again touching upon her voice and expression.
"No...I love it...the things you do to me...the...torment...it feels, so...right." Barbara struggled with humiliation but persevered. She felt compelled to admit her feelings.
"I love it too." Sasha replied, staring into her coffee and not meeting Barbara's eyes.
"I worry about it though. That I enjoy being dominant in our relationship. That I love having you as the submissive partner in our marriage. Dressing you up like my doll. What it says about me that I like it all so much. I'd never want to actually hurt you but god I do love our BDSM and role reversal...role play..." Sasha trailed off.
"It's ok, I know our safe-word." Barbara quipped, her heart swelling with love and joy for her dominant wife. Seeing Sasha's expression of concern Barbara added "Besides...I love it too. You've never gone beyond what I was able to enjoy. I've never even had to use our safe word or even the safe-gesture when you've gagged me. I think the worst I've ever had were a few welts on my bottom from when you've spanked me." Barbara paused and looked around conspiratorially, "I...liked it."
Sasha smiled warmly, openly and fully upon her sissified feminized husband. God, he really does look good feminized. His ability to present as female and pass in public was not in doubt. Sasha actually blushed; petticoats really suit him!
"Then come with me to the bedroom, you have one more task tonight."
"Will you unlock me dear?" Barbara asked, hopefully.
"No. Tomorrow, maybe, I have plans for you, but tonight, you still serve me."
Sasha took Barbara's hand and led her to the master bedroom.
"Strip to your lingerie and get the pocket rocket." Sasha commanded as she disappeared into the master bathroom.
Barbara doffed her maids uniform quickly, the apron, headpiece, petticoat and maids uniform dress dropped softly into a pile on the floor.
Now clad only in her intimate attire Barbara retrieved the pocket rocket from their pleasure chest, a cedar chest that housed all their various sex toys. Barbara strapped the dildo on around her hips and above her caged cock. She took a step to evaluate her appearance in the floor length mirror before her.
Her wig and make-up were still perfectly on point. The cat's ears barrette was perched atop her blond tresses. The overlarge hair bow on the back of her head was secure and centered. Her breast forms filled her black bra. Her white waist nipper cinched her waist perfectly as her hips flared back out and down to her bottom. The strap on dildo jut out from her hips provocatively...lewdly...swinging and bobbing in the bedroom air...
Barbara's ruffled panties mostly concealed the bulge from her chastity cage. Her penis, locked away, raged impotently inside its cage, trapped, useless, tormentingly so...
Her ass even tingled and clenched against the expanded princess butt plug, tormenting her with fullness but failing to stimulate her prostate and give her any sexual relief.
Her long legs clad in thigh high stockings shimmered in the low light, toned and perched atop her white rounded tow two inch block high heels that perfected her posture and pushed her butt up and out, accentuating the curves of her full, firm ass.
Barbara exited the closet just as Sasha emerged from the bathroom.
Sasha had stripped naked.
Wearing her heels, Barbara was now just a two inches taller than Sasha. Barbara immediately went down to her knees before her mistress. She knew she should not make her wife and mistress have to look up at her.
"Good girl." Sasha praised Barbara as Barbara knelt before her.
Barbara noted that Sasha must have taken a quick shower. Water still glistened from her damp skin, her perfect breasts, her narrow waist and her womanly hips. Her nipples were erect with arousal and from the chill air. Sasha truly had a figure Barbara could aspire to. Only in her corset could Barbara ever match Sasha's waist, and while Barbara's butt was full and firm, she would need padding to be able to match Sasha's perfect globes.
Barbara felt arousal, then the denial of her chastity, and then the torment brought by the denial as she lusted after her wife, mistress, lover, key-holder, and domme.
Barbara relaxed into submissive servitude as Sasha hooked a finger around Barbara's "PRINCESS' fetish collar and led her to the bed. Placing Barbara on her back in the center of their bed Sasha turned and lowered her pussy to Barbara's face.
Instinctively, eagerly, lustfully, wantonly, Barbara grabbed onto Sasha's thighs and guided Sasha's pussy to her mouth. Barbara's pink wet tongue darted out to tease Sasha's labia. Her ruby red lips kissing Sasha's nethers. Sasha's subtle scent further aroused Barbara as she pressed her nose against Sasha's pussy and darted out her tongue penetrating the labial folds seeking Sasha's clitoris. Barbara was rewarded with the wonderful taste of Sasha's wetness and excitement and, of course, with the sighs of satisfaction each time Barbara's tongue swept across Sasha's nubbin of pleasure.
Soon enough Barbara was lapping furiously, dragging and pressing her tongue against Sasha's vulva, stimulating Sasha and driving her pleasure. Barbara could feel small tremors across Sasha's thighs as a precursor to her impending orgasm.
Barbara's own caged cock frustrated her with her denial, unable to achieve full tumescence and inability to achieve freedom from its prison. Truly; the torment of denial drove her efforts to bring her mistress the pleasure she deserved.
Now alternating licking and lapping at Sasha's labia and clitoris while delving her tongue inside Sasha's pussy. Just as Barbara was confident Sasha was about to come, Sasha stopped her, rose up, and moved further down towards the foot of the bed until she was straddling Barbara's hips. With an ease of motion, and desperation for pleasure that was thrilling to behold, Barbara watched as Sasha impaled herself upon the pocket rocket dildo strapped around Barbara's hips.
Completely wet and lubricated from Barbara's expert tongue lashing the dildo slipped into Sasha's warm, wet, waiting pussy. Sasha literally squealed with delight as the veiny, long, thick, silicon toy filled her!
Barbara now grabbed onto Sasha's hips, steadying her as Sasha savored the moment of full penetration from the artificial penis. Riding Barbara's strap on in reverse cowgirl position Sasha slowly rose up, rewarding Barbara with a view of the slickly coated silicon strap on cock as it emerged from Sasha's warm wet stretched folds.
Barbara felt again the torment of denial of her caged and trapped cock, wishing only that her cock could be free to experience and express the joy of loving and satisfying her mistress, wife and lover.
Nearly fully withdrawn, Sasha slammed down hard onto the strap-on, waited another few seconds to savor the moment, and then again rose up slowly, exposing the slick dildo stretching and filling her pussy to Barbara's eager and wanton view.
With each succeeding stroke the pace of Sasha's ride increased. Within a few more minutes Sasha was bouncing up and down on the fake cock strapped to Barbara's hips with abandon.
Barbara held firm to Sasha's hips to make sure the cock never fully withdrew from Sasha's pussy. It could be very unpleasant should the cock slip out and batter Sasha painfully, or worse, slip into the wrong hole with no proper preparation.
That thought drove Barbara's torment to new heights. Sasha clearly considered that anal sex was now solely for Barbara...never Sasha.
With a glorious view of Sasha's whipping hair, a back side view of her bouncing breasts, and the jiggling and slapping of Sasha's ass each time she crashed down onto Barbara's hips Barbara worked eagerly to ensure Sasha reached satisfaction.
It took several minutes but finally, without warning, Sasha crashed down one final time with a long, soft, lustful sigh. The sigh transformed to gasps, and then to a full on moan of feminine pleasure as Sasha ground down hard on the strap on dildo buried deeply inside her. A long pause, then a second, and then a third deep heavy grind against the strap-on dildo as Sasha rode the wave of pleasure to it's end.
As Sasha wallowed in the aftershocks of her orgasm she soon lay back onto Barbara, the strap on dildo still buried deeply in her pussy. Barbara could tell that Sasha was using one hand to play with her clitty and eke out the last bits of pleasure that her pussy could generate. When Barbara tried to use her own had Sasha merely swatted it away and resumed stroking her labia and clit while the strap on kept her stretched and full of fake silicon cock.
Barbara held onto Sasha and steadied her as she gasped for air, recovering her breath and recovering from her orgasm. Barbara felt as if the effect of Sasha riding her strap on cock had been edging her for the entire time. Barbara was frustrated that her caged tumescent cock and the butt plug in her ass stimulating her prostate was not nearly enough to push her over the edge and cause rapture.
Nonetheless, Barbara held onto her wife and cuddled her. Barbara took Sasha's breasts in her hands and gently massaged her nipples and aureoles. Sasha's body was coated in a slight sheen of sweat from her athletic exertion. No doubt her thighs would be burning from the effort of riding the strap on dildo reverse cow girl style so energetically.
Barbara was rewarded for her touch when Sasha's body shivered as she moaned away one last minor orgasm.



"What did you fantasize about?" Barbara whispered in Sasha's ear.
Sasha sighed, opened her eyes and then turned her head to meet Barbara's questioning gaze. She smiled as she answered.
"Keeping you this way forever."
XXX
Monday Morning.
Sasha's husband thought about how he had now been kept in chastity for three days straight. It was Monday now; the start of his third day locked and chaste. Immediately after returning home from work Friday he had been locked away. Then he had spent the whole weekend with his cock locked away. And then another whole day with his ass locked away as well.
Normally Sasha would free his cock from chastity so he could go to work...except he had just begun a new work schedule...instead of a daily 8 hour (or more) grind 5 days a week his company had begun cost saving measures. One of these was that his section now worked four 10 hour days. He would work 10 hour days, four days a week, having Mondays off.
Barbara was ambivalent about her new schedule. One the one hand she hoped she wasn't setting herself up for more time in chastity. Too much chastity was not necessarily a good thing.
On the other hand, cross-dressing was fun and dressing up and transforming into Barbara and serving Sasha was simply their usual way to relax and relieve stress, and had been for months now. They still maintained their discretion and privacy as she knew her cross-dressing would be frowned upon by outsiders. She mentally shrugged off the annoying thought. After all, their routine feminization and domination play worked well and was enjoyed by both of them and that was all that mattered. She grinned ruefully as she also thought that the torment of denial was in fact a good thing.
Barbara was momentarily flustered when she finished donning the outfit Sasha had selected for her. She turned and flounced in the mirror taking it all in.
She looked like a whore.
She was wearing many new intimates from a previous shopping trip to Victoria's Secret.
Her red Body by Victoria bra held her silicon breast forms tight against her chest.
She wore her black VS thong panty to hold her caged cock snug next to her body.
Over this she wore her VS red and white plaid ruched hipster panty.
Red thigh high stockings with silicon stay up bands around her thighs covered her legs.
Barbara couldn't help but find the faux lacing tied in a bow knot on the back of her thigh highs perfectly cute! She had really become fascinated with bows!
Sasha had insisted that she finally wear her white corset and had helped tie the strings as tight as she could possibly withstand. Her waist had been cinched enough that she was finally able to match Sasha's!
For a skirt Sasha had surprised Barbara with a red pleated micro-mini stripper skirt. The skirt had two adorable red bows, one on each hip, and the hem was so short that the entire lower half of her bottom was exposed. Her panties were clearly on display showcasing her firm, round, pert bottom.
Her white crop top had lace cap sleeves. The cross ties tied under her bosom left her red bra and the top of her breast forms fully on display as well.
On her feet she wore red slingback heels. In her hair, her blonde pigtail wig had a small red bow at the base of each pigtail and a huge oversized red bow decorated the back of her head.
One of the earlier fetish collars purchased long ago from the adult store encircled her neck. The black nylon collar had rhinestone charms spelling "TEASE" at the front of her throat.
Lastly her silver "Property of Sasha" charm necklace hung between the cleavage of her bosom.
She definitely looked like a whore.
Barbara had time to admire the effect the silicon bands of her thigh highs had on her upper thigh. There was just the perfect amount of compression to form a perfect circle around her thighs. The soft pinching effect made her legs look long, firm, full, and feminine. They really helped accentuate her butt!
The skimpy ruched panties she wore barely covered her bottom, leaving more flesh exposed than covered while the ruched seam cleaved into her bottom and defined each globe of her ass.
Barbara felt her cock strain in her cage in arousal at her slutty reflection.
Satisfied her appearance was perfect for her wife; she left the bathroom and set off to the home office where Sasha was tele-working. The tapping of her heels on the hardwood floors would announce her approach. Barbara wondered what the day would bring and hoped her service would be rewarded. She really hoped that with a release from chastity she would be allowed to fuck her mistress with her own cock...it had been awhile...
XXX
Barbara's hopes had been rewarded...partially...
Barbara felt the strain of her aroused cock. Sasha had in fact freed her cock from chastity and freed her ass from anal chastity as well. And while Barbara had hoped that she would finally be free to have sex with Sasha, Sasha had other ideas.
Barbara's cock strained against her panties, her full erection held captive by her thong and her ruched hipster pair. Barbara desperately wanted to stroke her cock, but her circumstances wouldn't allow for it.
Sasha had her bound and gagged.
Once again with her hands handcuffed and the cuffs hogtied to her fetish collar, once again with her feet shackled and a hogtie clipped to a leather bondage belt around her waist, once again Barbara felt the strain in her bottom as a glass dildo stretched her sphincter and was buried deep inside her rectum.
Barbara was panting heavily as she knelt astride the liberator pillow holding the glass dildo upright inside her.
Sasha had pulled the strap of her thong to one side, and her ruched panty to the other, and allowed the dildo to slip between the two wisps of fabric. The hard glass dildo had been cold...at first.
With Barbara's legs shackled and hog tied to the belt around her waist Barbara could not rise up more than two or three inches. The dildo was easily seven inches long and remained deeply in place.
The glass dildo had veiny ridges that relentlessly stimulated her anus and prostate. Barbara's erect cock was leaking precum. Barbara wanted desperately to cum but with so little freedom of movement she could not get enough of the dildo shaft in and out to push her over the edge.
Sasha was tormenting her by edging her and Barbara was going slowly mad from the merciless torment. There was just not quite stroke from the dildo to generate enough stimulation to let her cum
Barbara felt the drool slip from her plugged ring gag. The silicon gag looked like a pair of lips wrapped around the circular plug. Her jaws were sore from being held open. Her saliva was running out the edges of her gag, past her lips, down her chin, and dribbling onto her chest, breast forms, bra and crop top.
Sasha looked up from her computer to see Barbara's look of lust filled desperation.
The house had been thoroughly cleaned the day before and tasking Barbara with another day of service had seemed foolish. Instead Sasha realized she could torment her submissive and feminized husband by displaying him for her amusement.
Sasha typed away at the invoices she was working on, glancing every now and again upon her desperately tormented spouse. Barbara's bosom was heaving and her whole chin, throat, and chest were wet and glistening.
Barbara was trying to bounce her ass up and down upon the embedded dildo but there wasn't enough slack in the hog tie from her shackles to her waist to let her achieve a half stroke, much less the full strokes she would want to truly send her over the edge. It looked like she could barely manage one inch of stroke at best.
Sasha smirked as she saw Barbara's un-caged cock, trapped tight by her panties. The two pairs of panties and the elastic waist band were obviously enough to prevent her straining cock from slipping free. Even trapped by two thin layers of cotton Barbara's cock veins could be seen from the impression they made through the fabric.
Sasha wasn't sure how long she would keep Barbara bound. The sight was truly something to behold. Bound and gagged and dressed as a whore Barbara formed a study in contrasts; desperation and lust struggling against bondage and restraint. Barbara was truly Sasha's work of art. She was a tormented and horny slut desperate for sexual release and dependent upon Sasha as her mistress to grant or deny her that privilege.
Gagged as she was Sasha was comfortable enough to make her regularly schedule hour long conference call. None of Barbara's gasps, moans, or gurgles could be heard over the microphone though Sasha made sure to mute it anyway when she wasn't needed to speak.
When the call was finally complete Sasha stepped away from her home office and stood commandingly before Barbara, admiring her kneeling submissive feminized husband. With one hand she reached down and freed the panty clad cock from its cotton prison.
Barbara gasped in pleasure as she gazed adoringly upward to her mistress. With her cock free she yearned for pleasure. Disappointingly, once freed and exposed to air, her cock now had no stimulation at all. The stimulation of confinement that the cotton that had once trapped her cock had provided was gone. Now jutting lewdly in front of her, her eight inch endowment swayed drunkenly in the warm room air.
"Aww...poor baby...can't cum?" Sasha's condescending tone tormented Barbara. She knew it was role play but damn it, she was desperate! She needed to cum!
Sasha double checked to make sure her gagged and bound husband wasn't in distress. He wasn't making the safe-word hand gesture he would make with his fingers if he was fearful or in distress. Sasha pondered that she had never seen him make it when they were deep in role play. She wondered if that meant she hadn't ever really pushed his boundaries, or if that meant he...err, she...was fully immersed in her role as submissive.
Sasha smirked as she already knew the answer. Open and honest communication really was key, and today, she was eager to push his boundaries, just as they had previously discussed.
Sasha slowly stripped out of her clothes, tormenting her submissive feminized husband as she revealed her body. They had never really had a 'noon-er' while she was still at work. With her husband's new schedule, maybe Mondays would afford them the time to explore new opportunities in dominance and submission.
Naked before her husband Sasha's arousal was now obvious to her bound and gagged and feminized submissive husband. Wetness coated Sasha's vulva and was slowly spreading to her inner thighs. Her nipples were proudly erect in the warm room air. The look of lust on Barbara's face was thrilling to behold.
Sasha straddled Barbara's thighs. She aligned Barbara's proudly exposed penis with her labial folds and guided the tip of Barbara's cock into her vagina. Once the head of her cock slipped inside her Sasha pushed Barbara back slightly using her body weight to let Barbara's cock glide inside her warm wet vagina and force Barbara down onto the glass dildo embedded in her ass.
Holding her feminized husbands corseted body against her naked breasts Sasha rode Barbara's cock slowly and easily. She didn't bounce up and down on her not wanting to hurt Barbara's thighs, rather she ground down in small circular motions with her hips. Barbara's breathing continued her ragged gasps as her cock received the pleasurable stimulation she so desperately craved.
With her legs spread widely Sasha now rose up and down slowly, letting Barbara's cock glide in and out of her pussy. Sasha held tightly to Barbara's small corseted waist pressing her bosom into Barbara's jutting silicon breast forms. It would probably do nothing for Barbara as the over-bust corset and massive fake boobs would not translate anything more than pressure through them down to Barbara's chest, but the stimulation of the corset brushing against Sasha's aroused nipples was heavenly.
"Cum for me baby!" Sasha whispered the command softly into Barbara's ear.
Barbara felt the warm breath of Sasha's command against her ear and the torment was exquisite! Her cock was buried in Sasha's pussy and her ass was stretched and full of glass cock!
Sasha was riding her but it still wasn't enough.
"Cum for me baby!" Sasha again commanded.
Barbara's restraints were tight, but desperation drove her forward. Her bonds wouldn't allow her to rise up and down enough to drive her cock as deep and as fiercely as she would like. She could barely manage an inch of thrust. Desperately, she slowly rotated her hips, matching Sasha's performance. If she could synchronize just enough...
"Cum for me baby!" Sasha commanded a third time. "Or I'll leave you here for another hour with no chance to cum."
Desperate and horny and on edge for well over an hour already, Barbara redoubled her efforts. Once she matched Sasha's pace and synchronized her hip rotations opposite of Sasha she found she was able to gain almost two inches of stroke with each hip rotation.
But there was more.
Each time Barbara rolled her hips and each time she withdrew from Sasha she found the glass veined dildo in her ass would grind down just a bit more than before. Each time she was thrusting up to the limits of her bonds her ass would clench tightly against the dildo, generating even more pleasure.
"Gah...gah...gah..." Barbara gasped through her plugged ring mouth gag as she thrust and withdrew in a controlled manner into Sasha's tight warm wet pussy.
"Yes...cum for me baby..." Sasha commanded. Barbara's eyelashes were fluttering and her eyes were starting to roll back in her head. Her eye-shadow, long lash mascara, and doe eye makeup perfectly feminizing her. Barbara could be beautiful when properly made up so...
"HmmmmMMMMMmmm..." Barbara's moan started softly, then built in volume, then faded slowly as her orgasm ravished her body.
Barbara felt her ass quiver, and then her cock swell then spurt. Her hips now rotating furiously as she sought to expel her seed deep inside her dominant wife's pussy.
Sasha could feel Barbara's cock swell inside her prior to Barbara's ejaculation. She ground down against the eight inch cock buried in her pussy and let her feminized husband spew his seed inside her. Her ejaculate lasted several long seconds, even after the main volume spurt inside her Sasha felt Barbara's jack-rabbit thrusting as she eagerly tried to drain her balls of her issue inside Sasha's warm deep cunt.
Sasha waited until she was certain Barbara's balls had been drained and Barbara's cock slowly began to deflate inside her. Rising up slightly Sasha let Barbara's endowment slip from inside her. Sitting back she could now see Barbara's cock, slickly coated with Sasha's natural lubricant and Barbara's cum residue jut before her, spent yet proud.
Sasha took the cock in her hand, gave it a stroke, gathering up the pussy juice and cum. Popping open the plug from Barbara's ring gag she stuck her cum and pussy coated fingers through the ring gag into Barbara's wet warm mouth.
Barbara obediently licked at Sasha's fingers, tasting and taking the offered cum and pussy juice mixture.
Once Barbara had cleaned off Sasha's fingers Sasha removed the gag from Barbara's mouth. She retrieved the handcuff keys and pressed them into Barbara's hands, still cuffed behind her back.
"Free yourself, I have to get back to work." Sasha whispered. The smile of sexual satisfaction on Barbara's face was absolutely precious.
Sasha pulled on her panties. She knew they would soon be soaked in cum leaking from her pussy. Maybe she could make use of them later? Once she was dressed she returned to work, her "break" now over. She felt truly refreshed and ready to begin the second half of her day. Maybe there was something to indulging in noon time sex after all.
Barbara for her part was slowly coming down from her sexual bliss.
She had nearly blissed out from the pleasure of her orgasm.
Barbara held tight to the handcuff keys in her palm. She knew it would be a bit of a struggle to unlock and free her wrists from the cuffs behind her back. It was difficult doing it by feel alone and could take several long minutes, especially as Sasha had left her hog ties in place still restricting her range of motion.
Barbara also felt her cock deflate. The room air now felt cool on her softening member. The cooling intensified by how slick and wet her cock was from Sasha's pussy juice. Lastly Barbara felt her ass quiver against the glass dildo that still sat full embedded inside her and stretched out her sphincter. She knew her ass would probably be gaped for quite awhile until she fully recovered from Sasha's anal dominance over her.
With a deep sigh Barbara slowly began her struggles to free her wrists. She gazed adoringly at her wife, back at her desk and already back at work. Barbara found she was already longing for and fantasizing over the opportunity to submit again.
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"Sold" Chapter one.
An acquisition and trafficking tale in the future dystopian country of Allegoria.
This is just a short story idea that I had. I decided I wanted to publish chapters quickly but I don't have a specific overall agenda or plot line. So you can help by suggesting ideas for Bianca in the comments or via feedback. Let me know what you think. What should happen to Bianca? How will her life change, for better or worse?
**
Mindy Tartovsky sighed as the work piled up. She had envisioned that since the shakeup of the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department following the scandal of former Head Administrator Horace Jarod Inon her promotion to division head and transfer from personnel management and oversight to personnel acquisition would involve less work and more time for leisure.
But instead of hobnobbing among the elites and nobles as befitting her station she was drowning in the morass of paperwork left over from the scandal. Royal audits were no joke and once the Department of Income, Revenue and Taxation got involved...
Working through her inbox Mindy was gratified to see that a new recruit was due to be delivered today. Mindy skimmed over the provided images attached to the application form and hoped the new acquisition was as cute in real life as her photos. The digital images could have been modified with filters.
Mindy made sure to dot her i's and cross her t's and ensure all the paperwork was in order before she signed ass final authority. The seal of the notary public on the application, the psychologists report and the impartial peer review, the endorsement of the noble house and the necessary countersign by the local court were all in order.
Mindy checked her schedule to allot the time needed to be there to greet him. Having a new she-male gifted to the service would help alleviate the chronic shortage of feminized male service providers the NSSA&M had to deal with. The latest data was showing that feminized sissies were a growing fetish for the population and keeping up with demand was becoming an ongoing concern.
Ensuring that her division was able to meet minimum staffing levels and field enough trained and capable service providers able to provide services to help alleviate the elevated passions of the subjects and citizens of Allegoria was a duty she took seriously.
**
Bianca felt tremors in her soul as she slowly transformed herself. Bianca's wife had insisted that he cross dress and transform into his femme self for a very special scene she had planned. Bianca applied her lipstick to her full luscious lips finishing up her cosmetics. Her foundation and contouring were perfect; her blush was evident and understated; her eye-shadow and eyeliner were bold and dramatic. She had them made up for evening style at his wife's insistence.
During that day he worked and dressed in his normal masculine attire, and for the past several months, once he returned home from work, ..."she" was expected to conform to every aspect of femininity his wife expected.
Bianca's wife hadn't always supported his cross dressing. Early in their dating when they were both younger and she discovered his fetish she had thought it was cute and fun to have a 'girlfriend' to go out clubbing and to socialize. Bianca's average height, below average weight, and androgynous looks as a man gave him the ability to fully transform into a stunning female.
Surprisingly, as their relationship grew more serious; Bianca's wife had hoped he would eventually give up his silly hobby and settle into a more masculine role. When he wasn't cross dressed and made up as Bianca he certainly enjoyed all the normal masculine things like football and politics. Landing his first job as a licensed mechanical engineer gave them the income they needed to finally get married.
Bianca's wife actively discouraged his cross dressing once married. A fact Bianca resented, but for the sake of their marriage he reluctantly agreed to conform. Purging his feminine clothing was one of the most painful acts he had ever had to undergo, but he was willing to sacrifice for his wife and marriage...
Unfortunately the urge to cross dress was too strong and after many months of regret and longing he slowly built up a small stash of skirts, tops, dresses, bras and panties that he secreted away.
But it was only a matter of time before he made a mistake and was caught dressed en femme as he cleaned their home. Bianca's wife was supposed to be attending her college classes giving Bianca "Her Time."
When Bianca's wife came home, with a friend in attendance no less, Bianca's harmless little secret was out. Bianca's wife went into a rage, saying many hurtful things. Being called a sissy fagot by his wife and being witnessed dressed en femme by the strange female friend with her had hurt. Bottled up feelings of guilt and repressed feelings of inadequacy quashed what had been a happy and fun afternoon.
Surprisingly his wife hadn't divorced him. Instead she insisted on counseling and professional help. Allegoria had a robust national health care service and it was recognized as having one of the preeminent mental health care systems in the world. It was quite another surprise when the psychiatrist took his side, educating his wife on cross dressers, transgendered theory, and how the desire to appear and emulate the feminine was something innate within him.
Reluctantly, over many sessions, Bianca's wife accepted that cross-dressing and presenting as "Bianca" was not a childish indulgence and was there to stay. Bianca's wife knew that her husband wasn't about to "grow out of it." She agreed to once again let her husband cross dress as long as she knew ahead of time. Over time Bianca and his wife even resumed going out together as 'girlfriends'.
For awhile after that Bianca had been in cross dresser heaven. He had worked during the day as his male self, supporting himself and his wife as she attended college, paying for her degree, and then dressing up after work and taking care of their home; cooking, cleaning, laundry and a host of other chores while his wife studied and worked on her college assignments.
They had agreed back when his wife had worked and supported them as he finished college that he would do the same for her. Landing a good job with a decent starting salary had enabled him after graduation to do exactly that, so he kept his word.
When his wife finally graduated with her degree in finance she was similarly lucky landing a job at Smith Financial, one of the premier global investment firms. She had made good use of her time there earlier as an intern during college to make contacts with well placed individuals in the firm and that had parlayed itself into a job where soon she was earning even more than he was!
Life was good!!!
**
Now dressed, Bianca admired herself in the bedroom mirror. She twirled and flounced and let the warm glow she felt when dressed en femme suffuse her soul. Bianca's wife had chosen her outfit. Bianca loved when her wife took the time to select the clothing she wore and looked upon it as a sign of her love, affection, and acceptance.
Bianca's hot pink Mary Jane heels shod her feet. The leather shoes had a three inch block heel, a glossy highly reflective surface, and a rather juvenile rounded toe.
Her denim pleated mini skirt slightly pinched in at her natural waist and the 15 inch length barely covered her bottom when she was standing. Bianca's thigh gap was just visible below the hem of her skirt.
A white spaghetti strap cami crop top with small red and green cherries in a repeating printed pattern covered her bust but exposed her midriff and left her shoulders bare. Bianca was proud of her taught tummy and didn't mind the exposure. Her wife often admired and envied her firm belly. Bianca noted her bare shoulders felt cool in the cold bedroom air and she shivered slightly.
Under her top she wore a full bust rose clay colored bra filling the cups with c-cup silicon breast forms. Bianca's wife insisted that her forms always be glued in place when she wore them. Bianca readily agreed to this demand as she enjoyed the weight of the silicon forms adhered to her chest. She could even make her boobs jiggle slightly by flexing her pectorals when she wanted. The faux nipples of the forms were large and prominent and often poked into her tops when going bra-less.
Under her skirt she wore glossy white hipster panties with a complementary cherry blossom print pattern. Bianca admired her full firm bottom and the amount of coverage the panties provided, or rather, the lack of coverage. The cut and style of the panties allowed her to emphasize the shape and fullness of her bottom. Even Bianca's wife thought her butt was one of her best features!
Another fun addition to her dressing that her wife had convinced her to try was locking away her penis.
"Think how hot it will be! I'll have the key and can unlock your cock whenever we want, but think how frustrated and eager you will become. It gets me wet just thinking about it."
At the time Bianca's wife had lifted up her dress and exposed her soaked panties, showing her arousal. Bianca agreed and initially it was exactly as Bianca's wife had promised. Their sex life had increased in frequency and duration...at first...
The slowly over the months Bianca's wife left her cock locked away for longer and longer periods. Days became weeks, and the weeks became months. Bianca had submitted to his wife in an effort to spice up their love life but his wife slowly grew more distant, more demanding, more dominant.
Bianca had feminized her face with cosmetics and wore her favorite blond wig with pigtails. A cute blue denim overlarge bow decorated the back of her head. Her wig was held in place by numerous hair pins.
At the beginning of her transformation Bianca's wife had locked a fetish collar around her neck before leaving her to her make-up. The denim and white lace choker was decorated with rhinestone letters; WHORE, that covered her nearly nonexistent Adams apple.
Bianca could feel the cool air on her bare legs. Way back when she was single she had purchased a home laser hair removal kit and treated her legs periodically. After only a year she no longer had any hair growth from her legs to worry about. While she preferred dressing up with nylons or stockings Bianca's wife had insisted on bare legs today. Bianca acquiesced of course as she had long since come to accept her wife's dominance over her.
Bianca had used the laser on other parts of her body and was now virtually hairless below her eyebrows keeping only a small landing strip of pubic hair that she nonetheless shaved off. Her whiskers were also permanently removed, electrolysis being covered by the Allegorian Health Services as a common privilege.
**
Bianca made her way from their master bedroom to the living room. Her wife had promised a new and exciting scene for them to role play. Bianca was nervous and excited! Her breath was coming in short gasps as she struggled to control her arousal and desire. Bianca's wife had heavily insinuated that Bianca's submission could lead to an amazing sexual interlude.
Their condo had been the first major purchase during their marriage after Bianca's wife's graduation. The comfortable 12th floor 3 bedrooms, 3 bath apartment was in a desirable up and coming area of the capitol city and had more than enough room for the two of them and even a spare bedroom for a guest, or maybe even a child. But for now, Bianca's wife wasn't ready to have children as she wanted to establish her career first. Their condo was easily within walking distance of both of their places of employment, although in opposite directions.
Bianca's wife had promised something new to spice up her desire for dominance. Something kinky that she insisted Bianca would enjoy. As Bianca made her way to the front entrance and living area her anticipation and arousal grew exponentially. Making the final turn Bianca stopped short. She gasped and her hand flew up to cover her mouth. She was utterly flabbergasted by what she saw.
In the living room of their condo Bianca was stunned to see a cage.
"Don't you love it Bianca? It's a dog's kennel." Bianca's wife proudly proclaimed.
Bianca lowered her hand, her eyes glued to the sturdy black cage that dominated the center of the living space.
"Baby, for tonight's scene I want you to be my pet. I know you'll make such a cute little kitten. I'm getting so excited just thinking about it."
Bianca's wife waved her closer and Bianca automatically staggered forward. Months of submissive obedience compelled her to follow her wife's direction.
"Imaging, you, locked away until I let you out. God, I bet you'll look even sexier than you do now...caged and helpless."
Bianca couldn't make a sound as she drew closer to the cage. She could easily see the sturdiness of the construction of what was a pet carrier for a large dog. The matte black powder coated bars were intimidating. The top of the cage was opened as well as a side door. A thick cushion rectangular dog bed completely covered the bottom of the kennel.
"This cage is top of the line," Bianca's wife began "It allows for access from the top for the owner to interact with her pet." Bianca's wife smiled as she expounded upon the kennel's features "a side door to let the pet in and out, sturdy bars so even a large dog can be kept safe, and locks for security."
Bianca's wife watched as Bianca slowly walked around the kennel, Bianca's hand timidly reached out to tough the sturdy metal bars. Bianca's hips swaying slightly as she minced past.
"I want you to try it out. Are you ready to get inside?"
As astounded as she was by the unexpected appearance of a kennel in her living room Bianca merely nodded agreement as she wanted to support her wife in her fetish and desires the same way she was supporting him in his cross dressing.
"The get in; crawl in through the side door and stay kneeling."
Bianca lowered herself to her knees to follow orders. She was excited and her breath was coming in short soft gasps as she struggled to calm herself and ease her excitement. Her caged penis was positively raging in a futile attempt to become erect. Bianca and her wife had staged scenes with bondage before. Bianca's wife always played the dominant and Bianca was always the submissive. Many times, after their role play was complete Bianca and her wife would talk and discuss and relive the event. Bianca and her wife both confessed to their love of their respective roles.
Crawling in through the side door of the kennel Bianca awkwardly assumed position in the center, kneeling on all fours. Once inside she was equally excited and dispirited by how little room there actually was. For a large cage she barely fit. She imagined having to sleep inside this cage being curled up in the fetal position as there was not enough room to stretch out and lay flat. At least the dog bed mattress was soft and easy on her knees. It still had it's brand new smell.
Bianca wasn't surprised when his wife knelt down behind him. Looking over his shoulder she watched as her wife took leg shackle restraints, first locking one cuff of the ankle shackles around one ankle, routing the chain out the kennel around the bars, then back in through the bars into the kennel, locking the second cuff around her other ankle.
Bianca's legs were now spread slightly apart and her heels pressed against the back wall of the kennel cage.
Kneeling down as she was on all fours in the kennel her panties and full round bottom were on display to anyone who stood behind her. Knowing this caused her penis to throb again inside her chastity cage.
Next Bianca's wife took a pair of handcuffs and similarly cuffed and restrained her hands and arms in front of her through the bars at the front of the cage.
Satisfied that Bianca was secured, Bianca's wife returned to the back of the cage. Bianca looked over her shoulder again as her wife opened a bottle of lube. Bianca gasped softly when her panties were pulled to one side as her wife massaged the cold lube into and against her asshole. Her anal star opened reluctantly as sodomy wasn't one of their usual acts. What did come as a surprise was the fetish tail butt plug his wife now retrieved. Bianca tensed as his wife pushed the small anal dilator inside her. Her ass burned slightly and tried to resist the stretching as the plug pushed deeper inside. Bianca cried out when the widest part slipped past her anal ring and then clenched tight onto the narrow base of the plug.
Bianca now sported a bushy fetish tail protruding from her butt. Her panties felt awkward now, pulled to one side as they slipped deep between the globes of her bottom. She could feel the wetness of the water based lube soaking into her panties.
Without any time to get used to the butt plug speared inside her ass, Bianca wife now took a bridle bit gag, fitting the straps over Bianca's head and into her mouth. Bianca was concerned as every other time they used a gag they always discussed and rehearsed the safe gesture to make sure both of them remembered it and observed proper protocol for Bianca's safety. Bianca's protest was muffled as she was now biting down on the gag and unable to speak.
Despite the unusual break from protocol Bianca was not actually worried.
Bianca's wife attached a pair of realistic fetish cat ears to Bianca's head. Once in place Bianca's wife shut and locked the top and side doors of the kennel. Bianca's arousal caused even greater strain on her caged cock. It was bordering on becoming painful. Fortunately, or unfortunately, depending on your view, her cock had acclimated over the months of enforced chastity to know exactly how full to become, how hard to get, and now she suffered the torment of strained denial.
Bianca took stock of her situation when her wife walked away. With her hands cuffed to the front end kennel bars and her ankles cuffed to the back end kennel bars the need to lock the top and side doors of the kennel seemed unnecessary as her steel bonds would keep her in place and compliant.
Gagged, cuffed, kennel locked, cross dressed in a clearly immodest outfit Bianca succumbed to the inevitable thrill of arousal as she submitted to her dominant wife. When her wife returned and tossed a cover over the kennel, blocking her view and plunging her into darkness her penis throbbed again in denied arousal.
She couldn't wait to see what her wife had in store for her tonight!
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Barbara relaxed as Sasha unlocked her chastity cage. Every morning before getting ready for work Sasha would unlock Barbara's cock, allowing her to become him again and transform himself back into the dutiful husband and provider.
As Sasha slipped the key into the tiny heart shaped padlock, Sasha's husband was already thinking ahead, planning through his morning routine, the need to wash away all traces of his cosmetics, place all his delicate lingerie into the hamper, shower and shave.
While he knew that his coworkers tended to think of him as metrosexual for how well he took care of himself, it wouldn't do to leave a skerrick of eyeliner, nor a smudge of lipstick, nor a hint of eyeshadow...especially since last night's eyeshadow included glitter.
Ugh...glitter was the worst! Absolutely beautiful when done right, but a pain in the ass to completely clean and remove ever single glit...
His reverie was interrupted by a strange snapping sound and a gasp from Sasha.
Barbara glanced down and immediately felt stricken.
The plastic chastity cage had broken.
Sasha withdrew her lock from the chastity locking post while Barbara slowly lifted the chastity tube, freeing her cock from its confinement. A cursory examination revealed the plastic base forming the end that locked onto the base ring had cracked and broken completely off.
"Well..." Barbara muttered, at a loss for words. A sense of dreadful foreboding overcame her.
"I guess it's time to buy a new one." Sasha remarked, the brief look of surprise that flitted across her face transforming into acceptance of the unfortunate event.
"Do you want me to?" Sasha's Husband asked...Sasha interrupted him quickly...
"No. I'll go out and get a new one today. I'm supposed to stop in at the office today anyway. I'll go out after work and have it here it time to lock you up tonight."
"Yes Mistress." Barbara responded automatically. A soft sigh of relief escaped her lips.
As she turned to continue her morning routine Barbara nodded her head in obedience and acceptance. As she thought about it more, she acknowledged to herself that her feelings of dread at being unlocked were dissipating, slowly to be replaced with calm and comforting thoughts where her penis would once again be chastely secured by her wife.
**
8 hours later...
Returning home that evening after work, Sasha's husband followed his prescribed routine of stripping naked in the laundry room, dropping his clothes into the laundry and starting the wash before proceeding to the master bedroom and bathroom to begin his transformation into Barbara.
Truthfully, he had wondered on and off throughout the day about the new chastity cage Sasha was going to buy but his workday was busy enough that there was never time to truly dwell on it.
Entering the master bathroom, Sasha's husband gasped in surprise.
Sitting out in the open on the bathroom counter was the new cage.
Sasha's husband stared, fascinated, as the light glistened off the shiny steel cage.
Chainmail!
Sasha had purchased a stainless-steel chainmail chastity cage!
Instead of simply buying an identical replacement plastic cage to replace the broken one he was familiar with, Sasha had bought something completely new.
Sasha's husband immediately noted the differences from his previous cage. The hefty base ring was one solid piece. The chain mail 'tube' was flexible and not rigid like the previous plastic cage. The length of the chainmail tube appeared to be about the same length as his previous plastic cage. He carefully assembled the cage in his hand, mating the cage to the base ring and then sliding in and locking the integrated lock.
Holding the completed cage in his hand, then taking it apart again, Sasha's husband wondered about the difference in sensation between plastic and steel, but he realized that he didn't have the time to think about it. He needed to hurry and put it on...his cock was becoming aroused.
It took some trial and error to figure out how to slip his testicles through the base ring. Uncomfortably he had to pinch his scrotum and pull his balls through one at a time, then twist and turn the ring adjusting it until it was level and true.
The real difficulty came trying to pass his penis through the ring. Using lotion to help it slip through would only go so far when he was struggling to control his aroused cock. Eventually, effort paid off and he managed to slip his cock through the ring. Once there he slid the base ring up tight against his body placing the maximum amount of cock and balls below it.
His semi-hard erection continued to give him trouble as it wasn't easy to slip the chainmail cage over the end of his growing cock and then struggle to slide the cage ring down onto the base ring to mate them together. With patience and gentle pressure Sasha's husband slowly caused his semi-hard cock to deflate. Calming, soothing thoughts and a year of previous chastity experience helped him as his cock, reluctantly, succumbed to the inevitable. As his erection diminished, it was finally flaccid enough to allow him to mate the chainmail chastity cage to the solid steel base ring.
With the chainmail chastity cage ring now mated to the base locking ring, Sasha's husband had one final struggle. Slipping the integrated lock into the recessed slot locking the base ring and cage ring together.
The machine tolerances appeared to be tight and at first it looked and felt like the lock wouldn't fit into the recess. No doubt the remaining pressure from his cock was forcing the cage out and away, causing a slight mismatch between seating surfaces.
Eventually, with minor frustration, he managed to slide the lock completely into place.
Sasha's husband realized he now faced one final quandary...only Sasha was allowed to lock and unlock their chastity cage.
Leaving the key in the lock for now, Sasha's husband continued his transformation into Barbara. Panties held her caged cock in place despite the autonomous attempts to become erect. The glistening steel cage and key could be clearly seen through the thin cotton panty.
Barbara couldn't help but dwell on the feeling of the cold steel chastity cage against her straining cock causing her new and unfamiliar forms of torment!
Barbara's caged cock even hung differently. Where the previous plastic chastity cage had forcibly curved her cock downward, the flexible stainless-steel chainmail allowed her semi-tumescent cock to stick straight out.
A stubby chubby cock held perpetually partially erect never able to achieve full tumescence.
The weight of the base ring, the sensation of steel chain mail encompassing his semi-erect cock. The glittering of the steel in the bathroom lighting...all multiplied his sense of submission while an equal and opposite feeling of arousal and strain warred against the confinement imposed by the steel cage.
Barbara was suddenly horny, aroused, on fire, hot, randy, titillated...
Barbara struggled with her feelings of arousal as she completed her cosmetic transformation. A weekday palette of simple and natural colors for a youthful coquettish presentation.
With her makeup complete, Barbara quickly left the bathroom, but not before looking longingly at her reflection in the mirrors, and an equally adoring look at her glimmering steel cage trapped by her panty. She hoped the ensemble Sasha laid out for her would hide her tempered ardor as well as it had for her previous plastic cage.
Either way, Barbara passionately hoped her mistress and wife would be just as excited as she was!
**
That evening...
"Do you remember the first time we tried anal?" Sasha asked. Having changed into her sheer babydoll nighty with matching panty and now ready for bed, Sasha lay on her side facing her feminized husband.
Barbara lay next to Sasha in their bed, on her side facing her wife. As much as she wanted to have her cock free to make love to her wife, Sasha had breezily ignored all of Barbara's attempts to flirt, tease, and even openly proposition her with her desire for sexual intimacy for the entire evening.
With dinner, and dishes, and all the other evening chores that Barbara always did complete, and having doffed her typical weekday evening schoolgirl attire; the pleated mini-skirt, and blouse had been placed in the laundry; Barbara now lay supine in only her lingerie and suffered the frustration and distress caused by her turgid caged cock. Not even the bottle of wine they had shared that evening with dinner and finished off later into the evening had taking the edge off her tormented caged penis.
"Yes. We were very young. Newly married still. It wasn't even our first anniversary yet."
Sasha watched as Barbara shifted to turn to her. She still wore her wig and hadn't removed her makeup yet. Her intimate apparel was sexy and flattering. The blue torsolette she wore around her waist pinched it in and contrasted with her full bottom gave her a sexy hourglass figure. Her thigh high stockings and garter belt showcased her legs to perfection and her breast forms were fully contained in the matching blue fully formed bra. Sasha had insisted Barbara wear her heels to bed as well. The black leather stilettos had a minimizing effect on her feet.
Lastly, yet unmistakably, Barbara's matching blue panty could not hide her chubby chastely contained erection that protruded lewdly. Despite the incongruity Sasha thought that Barbara's panty bulge was adorable!
Sasha had to stop admiring her feminized husband or she might just succumb to her own frisson and intoxication and go ahead and fuck her. It delighted her to be able to see just how much her husband loved and desired her and thrilled her to exercise the control and restraint that kept her feminized and sissified husband in a near constant state of arousal.
"What else?" Sasha asked quickly.
"We were flirting and drinking after finishing some project together,"
"Cleaning up and clearing out the old garden." Sasha prompted.
"Yes! It was our first project since buying the house. We were all dirty from the work, our clothes were filthy, we had just opened that craft beer you had picked up earlier that day and we started drinking and relaxing and flirting."
"I remember that. You kept hinting at it at first but finally asked if I had ever done 'butt stuff"." Sasha snickered at the memory.
"How could I have been so lovestruck as to neglect to find out before we married?" Barbara said as she theatrically threw her arm across her forehead in dramatic emphasis. She smiled fondly at the recollection.
"And you said I'd have to get you a lot drunker than this first." Barbara added.
"So, we finished up the whole growler of beer between us." Sasha giggled at the memory.
Barbara was giggling as well. Sasha loved how her feminized husband could become so girly as to be just like her best girlfriend ever.
"So, what did you do?" Sasha asked once their giggling fit had passed.
Barbara smiled happily at the memory. "We both got drunk, then started to kiss, and fool around, and I was taking off your clothes as you pulled mine off me. It was just getting dark and still hot that summer so..."
"Somehow you went inside and got the lube, and you came back out and took me right there, in my backdoor and in my back yard." Sasha teased.
"I used your words against you." Barbara remembered. "You had once said something about just doing it and taking control. That if you want something you have to just take it. You thought I was about to take you doggy style. Then I took your arms together behind your back and plunged my cock into your helpless ass." Barbara giggled fondly again at the memory.
"I fucked you for quite a while." Barbara reminisced, then winced slightly. Her cock was try to swell inside it's cage. The cage wasn't having it.
"You couldn't remember it the next day." Barbara replied once she got her giggles and passion under control.
"I still don't, I just remember when I woke up the next day I was really really sore back there. I assumed I was waking up sore from overwork from all the hard work we did."
"Until I asked if you wanted to do it again." Barbara smirked. "Your look of disbelief was funny...at first."
"Yeah. I feel bad about that. You cum inside my ass and I don't even remember if I enjoyed it or not."
"Mmmm." Barbara sighed softly.
"Did I?" Sasha asked, even though she knew his answer. This wasn't the first time they had reminisced about it.
"You seemed to. At first you cried out and begged me to go slow, so I did, but after several minutes you begged me to go faster, so I did. I didn't see you cum or anything but after awhile I couldn't hold back. I came inside your ass and collapsed, exhausted on your back. We lay there, my dick inside your ass for quite awhile until it softened and slipped out. We eventually went inside and fell asleep shortly after that."
Barbara and Sasha lay quietly as they mulled over the old memories.
"It's different for you though, isn't it?" Sasha inquired, finally breaking the tender silence.
"Yes." Barbara quietly replied. Another tender moment paused their conversation.
"You love it, don't you?" Sasha waited patiently for Barbara to answer. After yet another long pause she finally did.
"Yes." Barbara answered softly, shyly, and honestly. Even though she loved having her dominant wife feminize her and pound her, it still embarrassed her from time to time exactly how much she enjoyed being tormented by Sasha's dominance.
Being submissive and tormented by her dominant wife was who, and where, she really longed to be.
Sadly, Sasha didn't want sex that evening. She didn't even want Barbara to perform oral without hope of reciprocity. As Sasha settled into bed, Barbara picked up their wine goblets and took them to the kitchen, handwashing them and leaving them to dry.
She returned to the master bathroom to remove her make-up. Sleeping with makeup was a foolish thing to do. It was bad for ones complexion and Sasha routinely insisted she perform skin care prior to bed.
With great reluctance, Barbara finally returned to bed and found Sasha already asleep. Without further ado, Barbara climbed under the covers, her heels still on since Sasha hadn't given permission to remove them, and fitfully fell asleep.
**
Two weeks later...
"My career goal was to have a job with a company that recognized my skills and gave me a sense of purpose." Sasha's husband remarked.
Boxing up his desk was annoying. He had seen it coming long ago and had made many preparations. To finally have it happen was still a blow to his pride, even though it wasn't his fault. The company was finally going under. Word had it there may be a buyer in the future, but rumors certainly didn't help the present.
"We're more bout menial thankless tasks here." A coworker across the aisle was also boxing up his personal effects. The mood in the whole office was glum, depressing, angry...it depended on which way one looked out across the cubicle farm.
Both men looked up when they saw upper management walking briskly through.
A pang of anger, revulsion, and jealousy coursed through Sasha's husband. Management and Leadership were rumored to have received massive payouts.
With the last of his personal effects boxed up Sasha's husband dropped his laminate badge on his...former...desk, picked up his things, and moved on.
**
"I'm really not gonna miss that place. So much of my life spent there, and now it's all over." Sasha's husband spoke to Sasha over the phone. "At least I moved my 401k and other accounts into my personal ones."
"Don't worry your pretty little head about it," Sasha replied. "We knew this was coming long ago when your work got slow, and they put you on alternate hours. We made all the right steps so it shouldn't affect us."
"I know. It still sucks though. I've never been without work or out of work a day in my life."
"It'll be ok, with my promotion we won't be hurting. Besides," Sasha's voice became more seductive "I have plenty of things you can do...and look pretty while doing it."
Sasha and her husband said their goodbyes and as the call ended Sasha's husband's mood lifted some. Financially they had been frugal and careful with their money and invested wisely. After college, Sasha's husband had taken a steady job and remained loyal to one company, and while he provided the steady income they needed at the beginning of their marriage, Sasha had tried a different tack.
What he had once thought flighty and a bit reckless had paid off over time. Sasha would apply for new jobs and new positions every two to three years. If one company wasn't meeting her goals, she never hesitated to look for better opportunities elsewhere.
It would seem her approach had paid off better than his. Her most recent change resulted in a promotion that moved her into an upper management position. Her salary now, for the first time since they started working, exceeded his, and not by a small margin.
Sasha's husband pondered what he should do next. With Sasha's new salary he didn't need to look for work right away. They didn't need to apply for unemployment. Maybe he could work on some professional development courses; or maybe take a sabbatical.
Whatever it was, and whatever he would do next, he knew he would work it out with Sasha first.
**
Two months later...
As Sasha worked, she watched her husband-as-Barbara flit around the house performing her chores. Sasha rang the little bell she kept on her desk to summon him when she needed something.
"More coffee please." Sasha requested. The slight yet firm tone in her voice she used when Barbara was her servant, ensuring what sounded like a request was more of a command and an expectation.
Barbara curtsied, retrieved the coffee cup, then spun around, flouncing her petticoats as she skedaddled to the kitchen to refill the cup. Mere moments later, the coffee cup, refilled, was ushered to her on a silver serving tray.
Sasha took the cup from the tray and thanked Barbara.
"Anytime Mistress." Barbara's soft feminine voice replied submissively.
Once more she curtsied before spinning around, flouncing her petticoats, and returning the tray to the kitchen. Barbara watched her go. With that task done Sasha knew Barbara would resume her routines.
Sasha took a sip of her fresh hot coffee and returned to work, but not until after admiring Barbara in her maid's uniform. Today's uniform was all in pinks. Fuchsia thigh high stockings with white suspender straps to her white garter belt, pink heels with white lace details on her feet. The pale pink maids dress, so incredibly short as to barely cover her ruffled pink panties. A two tiered tulle pink petticoat gave the skirt section loft and flounce.
Her bosom was filled out and straining against the too tight dress. With her naturally narrow waist Barbara's figure curved inward before flaring out at her hips and bottom. Her maid's apron, gloves, and headpiece all in pink hearts on white lace. Her blonde pigtails wig and full makeup that transformed her into a pretty and sexy submissive slut.
Sasha mused how before her husband was let go from work that they only had the time to let her play as her sissy maid once a week on his routine day off.
Since then, Barbara was made up to be her sissy maid almost every morning. Barbara would wake up early, dress, and prepare Sasha's breakfast in bed. While Sasha ate, Barbara would draw her bath. When she bathed, Barbara would lay out her clothes for the day. And once she was at work, Barbara quietly performed all the household chores necessary to keep their home clean and neat.
In the past Sasha had him dress up and transform every weekend; usually for the full weekend, unless there was some event where it was more convenient or practical to let him go as 'him'. Since the company he worked for went bankrupt and he was laid off, those events were now exceedingly rare, virtually nonexistent, and with his recent unemployment, unnecessary.



Now, every weekend was a complete transformation including her wig and cosmetics. Trad-wife attire with 1950s inspired dresses for daily shopping trips and homemaking; or cocktail dresses for date night and evening wear.
Sasha had Barbara living with her full-time and was loving the change!
Nevertheless, soon, all the chores would be complete for the day and Sasha would make Barbara change. Previously, every afternoon on weekdays after coming home from work, at Sasha's discretion, her husband would cross-dress into her kawaii style, wearing her Korean or Japanese style schoolgirl clothes for Sasha's viewing pleasure. Now that Barbara was home all the time Sasha insisted that some traditions remain and had her maid transform into her sissy schoolgirl.
And the effects of having all domestic chores done wasn't lost on Sasha and her work performance.
Without needing to worry about domestic duties Sasha's ability to focus on her work when at work really excelled. She was even being noticed by upper management. There was also talk about upcoming openings as two senior executives were scheduled to retire soon. Sasha knew she was one of the front runners for consideration to fill the vacant position.
**
One hour later...
Sasha was momentarily nonplussed when she noticed Barbara come into the room with a drink in her hand, flare out her pretty maid's dress, and sit down on the couch.
"Shouldn't you be cleaning?" Sasha asked levelly.
"It's all done Mistress." Barbara replied as she smoothed out her dresses skirt ensuring she sat in a perfect circle of pink satin and taffeta and tulle.
"Oh really? What have you done?" Sasha wondered.
Barbara began her recitation of all the chores she had completed during the week so far.
"Well, the Hardwood floors were mopped and polished on Monday. I swept them again today and yesterday. They are swept every day you know."
"The carpets are vacuumed twice a week. That was done Monday and Wednesday. We also had them steam cleaned two weeks ago, and they are still in excellent condition."
"All the dishes are done, and the kitchen was wiped down again. It's immaculate." Barbara quipped, knowing how perturbed Sasha could get if the kitchen wasn't perfect.
"The bed was made, and all the bedrooms are neat and tidy. I went ahead and changed the sheets on the guest rooms because that hadn't been done in a while."
"All the dusting is done and I even finished cleaning all the windows. All of the windowpanes have been wiped clean and are spotless. I even cleaned out the tracks on the windows that open."
"What about laundry?" Sasha pleasantly asked.
"Because I can now do Laundry every day, all the laundry is now cleaned and folded and put away." Barbara took another small sip of her beverage.
Sasha didn't really need to look around. It had been the case for the past couple of weeks. Truly the house was immaculate!
"Weren't you also taking some on-line practical courses to update your skills and resume?" Sasha asked.
"I've finished that course already. Just an hour a day, and now a month later I'm done." Barbara replied. She really didn't want to look for work just yet. She was enjoying life right now and was reluctant to look for a new job. Fortunately, Sasha insisted she stay home and take time off. Clearly Sasha enjoyed having her sexy feminized husband turned maid and girlfriend attending to her every wish and whim.
I should reward her! Sasha knew exactly how good she had it the past month with her feminized and submissive husband serving her as she was now the primary breadwinner. Sasha really loved her job, mostly for the amazing pay, and having all the household duties attended to by her cross-dressed feminized wife...er...husband...was a benefit she didn't want to lose.
"It's true. You've done an amazing job. I love having you as my sissy maid and sexy wife." Sasha praised. It seemed proper to call him 'wife'.
"But...I did not tell you that you could have a drink. Day-drinking? Really? Without permission?" Sasha chastened Barbara, causing Barbara's smile to fade.
"Aww, please mistress. I've been so good." Barbara teased back.
"Clearly you don't know how much trouble you are in." Sasha scolded.
"Go stand in the corner, put your nose to the wall." Sasha's command was firm.
Barbara felt her cock in her cock cage swell in futility as her arousal grew under Sasha's dominant attitude. She quickly set her drink down on the coffee table and briskly strut to the corner of the room.
Sasha let Barbara stay in the corner while she typed and sent a quick message that she would be taking her lunch and would be unavailable for the next hour. Sasha felt moisture between her legs and her panties become damp as thoughts of control now filled her mind.
With Barbara in the corner Sasha went to their pleasure-chest and retrieved two small 12-inch leads, handcuffs, and her riding crop.
Returning to the living room, Sasha took one lead and attached it to Barbara's fetish collar. She admired the glittering rhinestone letters encircling the fetish collar. Of the 6 collars Barbara currently possessed, she certainly approved of todays' selection.
FUCKSLUT
Sasha next clipped the vibrant studded pink collar to a small eyebolt in the corner of the wall. Barbara would not be able to back away or leave the corner without being released.
Taking the handcuffs, Sasha cuffed Barbara's hands behind her back. Using the other 12-inch lead she clipped the cuffs to the back of the fetish collar. Now Barbara's hands were uselessly trapped behind her. She would not be able to release the lead and free herself from the wall.
Sasha took her riding crop and whipped it through the air creating a distinctive whooshing sound and caught a glimpse of Barbara as her whole body shivered in anticipation.
"You should know better than this by now." Sasha whispered breathily into Barbara's ear. Sasha slipped on of her hands down into Barbara's panty and squeezed her caged cock. The trapped penis was swollen with arousal, yet the unyielding chainmail cage held her cock steadfast in denial of the ability to achieve full tumescence.
Sasha let the trapped and chaste cock go. She lifted up the back of the maid's uniform dress and pink tulle petticoat exposing Barbara's pretty pink rhumba panties, white garter belts and suspenders, and stocking tops to the room.
"If you run out of chores to do," Sasha brought the riding crop down hard onto Barbara's pink pantied ass. Eliciting a yip of pain from Barbara's pretty pink lipsticked lips.
"Then you ask first," Sasha struck again, eliciting another yip of pain...and a small moan...
"If there are any more chores you can do," Another strike from the riding crop. Another yip...and a slightly deep moan...
"Before you take a break..." another whoosh of the whip...another feminine yip of pain...another involuntary moan of pleasure...
"Or help yourself to a drink." Yet another whoosh of the whip...yet another feminine yip of pain...and yet another, sultrier, involuntary moan of pleasure...
Sasha held herself back from really letting loose. She knew how much she enjoyed dominating Barbara but made sure to keep her blows just this side of pleasure. Barbara's moans were becoming deeper and sluttier. Sasha loved the control and authority she wielded when giving Barbara a much-deserved spanking!
After only 6 stripes, three per butt-cheek, Sasha stopped. She made sure Barbara only received 6 small welts upon her bottom. The ruffled panties helped absorb the blows but there would still be reminders for at least a few days 'helping' Barbara to remember her place.
And yet with the discipline complete there was still plenty of time to reward Barbara for her excellent service. Sasha's panties were quite wet at her own arousal after dominating Barbara so completely.
Returning to their master bedroom and walk-in closet, Sasha returned the riding crop and retrieved a few more items. Making her way briskly to the living room she set up a reward for her sexy slutty 'Barbara'.
First, a blindfold over Barbara's eyes. She would have to fix her mascara and eyeshadow later.
Next, their liberator pillow and her hard realistic dildo in the center pocket holding it upright.
Sasha released Barbara's neck lead from the wall and lead her to the middle of the living room. Easing her down onto her knees Sasha positioned Barbara's ass over the lubricated faux cock.
Using leg shackles and the lead from the wall, Sasha cuffed Barbara's ankles. Pulling Barbara's pink rhumba panties aside she guided the rigid veiny dildo to Barbara's back door. As Sasha pressed down on Barbara's shoulders, forcing her down, the dildo pressed against her anal star, and with momentary reluctance, breached Barbara's defenses and slipped into her dark rear tunnel.
Barbara gasped as she was forced down onto the strict and stiff silicon cock. Sasha did not allow her to bounce any either to ease the girthy dick into her tight rear confines. Once the cock was fully embedded and she could feel the fake bulbous testicles pressing against her taint she felt Sasha take the remaining 12-inch lead and connect it to the ankle shackles. A bit of tugging and the other end of the lead now clipped to her handcuffs.
Barbara was now blindfolded, kneeling, hog tied and penetrated by a massive fake cock up her ass! Try as she might she could not move more than an inch or two off the penetrating phallus filling her from behind. Then the muscles in her legs would feel the strain of her awkward position and she would collapse back down onto the cock.
It was ecstasy.
It was agony.
It was both!
Sasha stood back to admire her handywork. Her sexy sissified slutty hubby let her discipline him and place him into slutty bondage without complaint. In fact, he truly seemed to enjoy it!
Has it really been only a year since She and Barbara embarked upon this strange journey into submission and feminization?
Barbara was gasping softly as the penetrating dildo slipped and slid inside her ass, stretching her sphincter, and teasing her prostate. Ceding dominance in their relationship to Sasha had come so easily...naturally...as if a tremendous weight had been lifted from her shoulders.
Now, here she was, riding a liberator pillow with an 8-inch dildo up her ass, bound and helpless and blindfolded...and she couldn't be happier!
Sasha slipped one hand into her wet and willing panty. She gently fingered herself as she watched Barbara suffer the indignity of becoming her pretty plaything. Sasha's arousal only grew the more Barbara struggled against her bondage, the more Barbara's breath gasped and hitched, and the more vigor she showed as she was desperately trying to get off.
Sasha diddled her clit with one hand as she teased her firm aroused nipples with the other. Watching her bound and chaste maid suffer with her arousal and frustrated denial was hot! Lost in her own fantasy Sasha's orgasm struck hard and fast. It shook her as she fantasized about keeping Barbara permanently as her wife. Barbara's cock chastely caged in femininity!
Sasha looked at the clock and realized she still had half an hour for lunch. She looked back to Barbara, desperately humping up and down on the dildo. The faint odor of cum began to waft through the room and Sasha knew Barbara must be leaking from her trapped and chastely contained penis. The thought once again brought a smile to her lips.
Normally, Sasha would release Barbara from bondage once she had achieved her own orgasm. If Barbara didn't manage one on her own in time that was just too bad for her and part and parcel of keeping her in a submissive frenzied state of arousal.
"Now you stay there while I finish up. The video conference should only last about an hour." Sasha lied. She didn't have a video conference to attend. Rather, on a whim Sasha returned to her computer and went online shopping. She was curious how much a wedding dress costs nowadays anyway.
**
Their wedding anniversary, one month later...
Barbara rolled the sheer ice white thigh high stockings up her long smooth legs and attached the clasps of the matching ice white 4 strap garter belt to the hem of the thigh high stocking. Her assistant helped and made sure the vintage intimate style suspender straps lay flat against her thighs and ran straight, flat and true.
Barbara slipped on the white panties with "Bride" embossed in white thread in cursive font on the rear. The panty cupped her bottom perfectly and seemed to mold itself to her full bottom. The high cut showed plenty of leg and a feminine V shape presented in front thanks to her cock having been tucked away with adhesive since the start of their vacation. Barbara smiled shyly to herself in the mirror, seeing her intimate attire feminize her, knowing she was observing the custom of wearing panties over her suspender belt in preparation for her consummation.
Barbara was thankful Sasha had the foresight to hire a dressing service for trans and CD girls. Their help was appreciated and the girl assisting her would also act as witness for the upcoming renewal of their vows.
Next her assistant handed her an ice white long line bra. Taking place behind her she helped Barbara as she settled the cups over her breast forms, glued on with the same medical grade adhesive since the start of their vacation. They both fussed with the silvery shine style shoulder straps until the fit was just right.
Barbara posed for a moment in front of the floor length mirror as her assistant took a photograph for the wedding album. With her bridal makeup feminizing her face, a new up-do wig adorning her head, and her wedding night intimate attire decorating her feminine form she was the very model and picture of sexy innocence.
Matching lingerie was just so sexy!
Barbara's bosom had never looked better. Barbara thought back fondly to the the time when she and Sasha stuffed his bra cups with socks long ago. That had done well for a while, but eventually they splurged and purchased silicone breast forms. That had been a game changer. The perfect fit of the breast forms into the bra gave him a curvier, fuller, more feminine appearance. The weight of them had felt like she had real breast, adding to the realism. Dressed in bridal intimate attire, the forms completed the illusion of femininity and let him succumb easily into a submissive mind state.
Again, with the help of her assistant, Barbara was helped into her wedding dress.
The dress was a simple A-line wedding dress that Sasha had found at a bridal store during a spring wedding sale. Sasha had developed a good eye for dresses and outfits that would fit her husband but, as always, until he tried it on and until she saw the dress on her husband Sasha had no way of being absolutely sure.
That was a problem of course. They couldn't just trust that it would fit. They had to know; and that had entailed sending Barbara to the bridal salon to try on the dress and have it adjusted and tailored by the seamstresses to fit her perfectly.
Sasha had exercised her willpower of NOT seeing Barbara in the dress while the adjustments were made. She didn't want to spoil the effect of seeing her submissive feminized husband dressed as her new bride until she walked down the aisle.
Once the assistant had done up all the buttons on the back of the dress, Barbara knew Sasha would love it. Barbara loved it! She felt trapped in silk and lace and femininity and loved every sensation of the smooth silk as it draped over her body.
The fit and the effects though were thoroughly worth the anticipation. In her dress her figure was perfect!
The narrow waist of the dress and the compression of his long line bra helped cinch his waist just enough such that the bodice of the dress flattered his figure giving him a convincing waist while the floor length A-line dress skirt draped then flared over his full bottom before falling gracefully down to his feet.
Meanwhile, the bodice of the dress had cap sleeves to minimize his athletic shoulders. The open neckline exposed a lot of her upper chest and bosom and shoulders yet covered the tops of his long line bra straps giving his bosom an impression of full cleavage while remaining modest. The bodice fit perfectly to his torso and the elaborate lace details overlaying the dress beautifully feminized his figure.
Next, the assistant helped Barbara into her heels.
Surprisingly, her shoes were the most expensive purchase. Finding the right size was paramount and stores didn't usually carry pairs of heels in his...her...size. The glossy white faux leather 2&3/4-inch stiletto heel pumps were adorably perfect and complemented his feminized figure by the natural effect heels have on posture; longer looking legs and straighter back and shoulders.
Next, the assistant hooked the bridal train to the hooks at the waist of the dress. Her wedding train was just over 5 feet long as the assistant spread the train behind her.
Lastly, Barbara's assistant placed on her head a two-tier lace bridal veil. The veil draped over her face, covering her exposed shoulders, exposed back, and exposed bosom. The sheer veil obscured but did not hide the feminine impression of his overall presentation.
With her dressing done, her assistant handed her the bouquet and Barbara smiled and posed for a few more wedding photos for the album. Once done, her assistant, dressed as a bride's maid, picked up her own bouquet and together they left the dressing room.
**
Barbara nervously made her way to the end of the aisle. An escape to Las Vegas for a vacation was the perfect ruse. Barbara excitedly moistened her lips, tasting the lip-gloss coating them. Sasha's insistence on a white wedding for the renewal of their vows at a Las Vegas Wedding Chapel was an idea Barbara wholly endorsed.
After leaving the dressing room from the dressing service, Barbara and her assistant embarked into a limo. The open vehicle was perfect for the sunny weather. Being out in public on the ride over in her wedding dress had been exhilarating. Barbara's ability to pass in public once again survived scrutiny.
The ride to the chapel was swift and after they alighted from the limousine and entered the chapel there was only a short wait until the proceedings could begin. Having only a moment alone with her thoughts Barbara shivered in nervous anticipation. Warring inside mind and body were the feelings of trepidation of being out in public presenting as a pretty bride complete with white bridal gown, the eagerness of renewing her vows to Sasha, and a curious sensation welling within her of euphoric happiness.
Barbara waited as her bride's maid walked down the aisle, she could see Sasha with another assistant from the dressing service standing with her as the groom's-person. Sasha's smile on seeing her was infectious and Barbara smiled back.
Now, with the bridal march playing over the speakers, Barbara began a slow and steady walk down the short aisle to her waiting wife, mistress, and keyholder. Sasha looked so lovely Barbara's heart ached with longing. Her tucked and glued cock also ached in sympathy and arousal.
Her testicles were shoved back up her inguinal canals, her penis tucked between her legs and her scrotum folded over to resemble a pussy, all securely chaste due to the medical adhesive they used when she wasn't caged in chastity.
Fortunately for Barbara's nerves, and straining cock, the ceremony went quickly.
There was a short speech by the officiant, and then the exchange of vows. Barbara was caught by surprise when her vow included the vow of obedience and Sasha's didn't.
Of course, the exchange of rings followed their vows. Barbara and Sasha had purchased matching wedding anniversary bands to add to their existing wedding rings.



While Barbara's original wedding band was gold, The new anniversary bands represented a reaffirmed symbol of their love and marriage. Barbara couldn't help but smile as the anniversary band settled onto her finger. It fit perfectly next to her new princess cut 1/4 carat diamond engagement ring.
Gifted by Sasha when they agreed to renew their vows on their wedding anniversary, the diamond on Barbara's ring finger glittered in the light and affirmed her submissive status to her wife's dominance.
Once done the officiant finally intoned the words Barbara was most eager to hear.
"You may kiss the bride."
Sasha lifted the veil and smiled again in pleasure at seeing the beautifully made-up face of her submissive wife. In her mind the man who was once her husband was now her feminized wife and submissive.
With one hand behind Barbara's head and another on her shoulder, Sasha took control of Barbara and brought her in for the kiss.
Lipstick on lipstick kissed could be messy but Sasha exercised perfect dominance over Barbara and once she sensed Barbara's longing submission to her kiss and her control she broke the kiss.
Sasha noticed easily that Barbara was a bit flushed from the passion of her kiss. No doubt Barbara's arousal was causing her incredible discomfort with her tucked and trapped cock.
Sasha smiled again in happiness. Now was time for her to consummate their vows!
Barbara couldn't wait for them to get back to their hotel room. She was flushed with passion and eager to shed her wedding gown and display her bridal attire and feminized body to her wife, lover, mistress, and keyholder.
The open-air limo ride was just as exciting as before although Barbara only had eyes for Sasha, sitting next to her, holding her hand, canoodling and petting each other through their respective dresses.
Barbara couldn't remember anything about alighting from the limo at their motel, nor the elevator ride up, nor somehow where they stripped each other out of their dresses...
Lost in lust, Barbara was barely aware that the eight inch strap-on dildo they normally used had ever been changed out. Sasha finally brought herself to get and use something larger than her feminized husband's real cock.
She may enjoy feminizing him, sissifying him, and having him as her cross-dressed girlfriend and lesbian lover, but she would never want to emasculate him. She loved him too much for that. But facts were facts, despite his above average endowment, bigger cocks were still better cocks.
The new dildo was ten inches long, proportionally thicker, circumcised and had a realistic "veiny" appearance. The molded silicon strap on dildo she brought, a bought, specifically for their consummation would serve its purpose and fulfill its utility.
Barbara's first non-lust filled thought finally occurred when she was made to suck Sasha's dildo. It seemed she only awoke to find she was now on her knees as she took the phallic symbol into her mouth. An alarm rang in her mind as she somehow was having difficulty swallowing the fake cock her mistress-wife presented her.
Barbara felt momentary fear. Had her deep-throating skills failed her? On her wedding night?
Rather than be humiliated Barbara redoubled her efforts. Her mistress-wife and lover and keyholder would never need know if Barbara just gave it her all! With renewed vigor Barbara flattened her tongue, widened her jaws, and stretched her ruby red lips over the veiny shaft in front of her.
Focusing solely on satisfactorily performing her oral worship before her wife, Barbara descended back into lust fueled sexual servitude. She didn't truly wake-up from her addled and lascivious state until she found she was now on their marital bed, facing out the window with the illumination of the Las Vegas strip lighting their darkened room, as her dominant wife and mistress plundered her ass.
Barbara keened in pleasure as the sore, slow, plunging dildo filled every available space inside her. Her ass felt even more stretched than it had the first time she was sodomized. The fulness threatening to tear her apart causing her to squeal ecstatically each and every time the dildo inside her moved.
In or out! The agonizing pleasure of Sasha's fake cock as it slipped and pleasured Barbara's prostate proved counterpoint to the pleasurable agony the girthy cock imparted upon her stretched and sore sphincter.
Sasha was pumping her hips steadily now. The strap on dildo plunged smoothly into Barbara's ass until Sasha bottomed out and the silicon balls pressed up tight against Barbara's anal cleft and perinium. Sasha admired the depth to which her dildo had plunged into Barbara's bottom and how the silicon shaft of her faux cock could proceed no further. The tight ring of Barbara's anus as it clamped around the strap on cock was ever an inspirational sight.
Sasha held tight for a moment to admire the view of her feminized husband, dress up doll and part-time girlfriend. She watched admiringly as beads of sweat from Barbara's exertions gathered in the small of her back, made the bra straps and the fabric of her ice white long-line bra moist with perspiration.
Sweat also trickled down her bottom and mixed with the lubrication seeping from her tight back door. Her ice white garter belt, and thigh high stockings were equally damp and glistening from the hard, passionate fucking she was enjoying.
Sasha let go of her momentary reverie and resumed her plundering of Barbara's ass.
Having her husband feminized and submitting to her will was intoxicating.
Having her husband assume the role of Barbara full-time had been one of the most liberating events of her life.
Having her husband become her wife with their vow renewal and rededication had been a stroke of genius.
Sasha paused her lovemaking.
Her feminized husband had now become Sasha's wife.
Sasha was briefly struck dumb as she momentarily stopped to comprehend what Barbara had become for her. In that moment Sasha's body shook as she was overwhelmed by the depths of love she was now feeling.
"Turn over babe, I want to see your face while I fuck you." Sasha's breathed heavily.
Sasha had dispensed with Barbara's panties almost as soon as they returned to their suite after the wedding and renewal of vows. The wedding dress itself lay tossed aside on a nearby chair. Barbara's veil was still intact and in place crowning her blonde wig. One chosen with an updo style just for the wedding.
Sasha kissed Barbara on her luscious ruby lips, the long-lasting lipstick showing just a bit of wear from their marital kiss, the kissing in the limo, the kissing in the elevator, the kissing when they stripped each other out of their dresses, and the blow job she had Barbara perform upon her strap-on at the beginning of their consummation.
As lusty as their lovemaking was, being the fuck-er and not the fuck-ee was hard work. Sashas abs, hips, and thighs were all much more toned and so much stronger thanks to the routine strap-on play she enjoyed when taking Barbara.
Sasha let the dildo slip from Barbara's ass as Barbara transitioned from being on all fours and being fucked doggy style, to laying on her back. She also stuffed a couple of pillows under Barbara's ass to elevate her gaping ass hole. With practiced ease Sasha slammed her dildo back into Barbara's sore gaped ass eliciting a gasp and squeal from Barbara as her long dildo slid home.
Sasha loved how Barbara immediately placed her ankles and her high heels up by her head and her stocking clad legs glistened in silky nylon by Sasha's sides. Sasha held Barbara's legs up with her body weight from her shoulders and arms, pinning her sexy feminized husband on his...her...back. He...she...Barbara, had her arms up between them with her hands lightly pleasuring Sasha's nipples and aureoles.
Barbara's ass was being plundered by Sasha and Barbara's face revealed only her ecstasy.
Sasha was fucking Barbara hard, as if she were a guy dominating his new wife for the first time on their wedding night.
Barbara's heavily...and heavenly...made up eyes were barely open; her eyelids having drooped as she surrendered to the pleasure of her sodomy.
Barbara's breathing was rapid and shallow as her breath synchronized with the plunging dildo.
Barbara's tucked penis was leaking precum and the fluid drizzled out with each plunge of Sasha's silicon cylinder into the tight confines of Barbara's lubricated ass.
Sasha kept her pace slow and steady. She knew she was only prolonging Barbara's torment by prolonging her pleasure. Sasha had fucked her cross-dressed husband many times now and knew exactly how fast, how hard, and how long she could fuck him before she made him cum.
Barbara's rapid breathing was devolving into gasps and soon she would begin pleading. Barbara was close to begging for release.
Sasha would wait for that moment...and then just a bit beyond...tormenting and tantalizing Barbara as Barbara squirmed and wriggled her hips and her body and fought to accelerate the impending orgasmic rapture she sought.
Sasha loved how desperate and submissive Barbara became once she gave way to Sasha's dominance of her. Her pleadings were music to Sasha's ears. Barbara's tucked and glued cock would try to fully swell but ultimately fail, the medical grade adhesive was too strong.
Even when she was caged, when Barbara came, her cum would drizzle from the head of her tormented penis and Sasha would watch as cum further slickened her dildo. She would drive cum back into Barbara's body. Cum from her blue balls would end up pounded back into her ass.
Sasha smiled at the simplicity of it all...like she was recycling somehow and Barbara's cum was not going to waste!
Meanwhile, Barbara struggled to accelerate her orgasm arrival and did her best to desperately hump her ass up and down faster and harder on Sasha's strap-on cock, Sasha reveled in the pleasure Barbara's desperate actions imparted on her clitoris...and sure enough, her cum and precum were leaking steadily from her tormented penis.
As always, with Sasha in control of their lovemaking, she would ensure that they both had an orgasm. Her husband had not had release in a week and his blue balls were practically boiling over with cum, ready to spew forth. Well...leak forth...the twisted and confined pathway chastity or tucking enforced made for a difficult ejaculation. Even those times when she was locked into her chainmail chastity cage, the compressed cock couldn't completely spew forth her spunk. Rather it leaked out like thick milk in slow and steady dribbles. Barbara's torment would only deepen as she humped her ass onto Sasha's dildo to expel all the cum she could. Sasha kept up the slow pace of their fucking and exercised supreme control to make sure she experienced her orgasm first.
Barbara would get her orgasm once Sasha was done and not before. As the dominant partner of their marriage now she felt it was only proper. Her husband had given her this power and she wanted to use it properly, in a manner fitting their newly affirmed power dynamic and official change in their relationship.
Sasha nearly giggled at how she had insisted that Barbara's vows include the vow of obedience.
Thoughts of power and control and the gift of power and control given to her from her submissive feminized husband was the final switch that triggered Sasha's orgasm. The base of her strap on rubbing against her clit slipped slickly over her pleasure button one last time and physical pleasure coupled with her dominant mindset caused rapture to explode inside her mind.
Barbara was so close to orgasm that she was driving herself hard back down onto the dildo Sasha was fucking her with. Each time Sasha plunged into her and drove her body up to the headboard Barbara countered by pushing her hips back down onto the massive silicon cock that filled her bottom.
The slaps of lap to bottom lewdly filled the air as Barbara's and Sasha's ragged breathing, desperate moans, and squeals of pleasure rose musically in the hotel room.
As Sasha drove into one time Barbara could feel the fierce pressure as Sasha's legs pressed up hard!
The faux cock bottomed out inside her!
The silicon balls ground tight against her perinium.
The girthy shaft pressed victoriously against her prostate!
Together as one, Barbara, matching Sasha's own euphoria, succumbed to the pleasure of their shared mind-blowing marital orgasm!
**
5 days later...
Barbara and Sasha rode quietly in the back of the taxi to the airport. Sasha again admired her feminized husband and newly designated and seeded wife. Once again, she was taken in by how adorable Barbara looked. Her husband's ability to pass as female once made up with cosmetics and femininely dressed never ceased to amaze her.
When they had left for their home to start their vacation, Sasha insisted her husband "fly pretty" and had forbade bringing any male clothing altogether. Their entire trip would be as two attractive women travelling together. Their vacation sight-seeing, gambling, concerts, and wedding vow renewal were all as Sasha and Barbara.
Her husband was not present. Only her feminized husband presenting as Barbara was allowed.
Sasha had selected Barbara's travel clothes. For their trip home, as a new bride, Barbara was to look feminine and demure. The very image of a blushing newlywed.
Her pure white skirt was worn high, encircling her natural waist, hanging in box pleats down to her knees. Underneath she wore the same white thigh high stockings held up by her white bridal garter belt as she did for their wedding...and consummation.
Sasha had gifted Barbara one new item to wear. Rather than her white "bride" panties she wore for the wedding, this time she wore white "WIFE" panties over the stays of her suspenders. Where the "Bride" panties were embossed with white thread on white satin; having a flattering yet subtle virginal appearance, the "WIFE" panties used black thread on white satin.
Sasha never told Barbara that the font was sometimes partially visible when the fabric of her skirt was pulled tight across her bottom. That was for Sasha's viewing pleasure and Barbara didn't need to know!
It was all so easy for Sasha to select Barbara's attire. Sasha could see in her eyes how much Barbara loved dressing up and submitting to her. Teasingly threatening her with her eventual mile-high submission was hardly even necessary.
Barbara's top was a full sleeve collared white button-down blouse that emphasized her full bosom. Truthfully, Barbara recognized the schoolgirl blouse but wisely chose to say nothing. A white lightly lined brassiere held her new silicon c-cup breast forms in place. The bra was barely visible through the diaphanous top while the top was also tight enough to see the impression of the bra through the semi-sheer fabric. Over her blouse Barbara wore a light blue bolero blazer expertly tailored to fit her and emphasize and enhance her feminine curves.
Barbara wore her new up-do wig, a pearl necklace and pearl earrings. Pearl bracelets bespangled her wrists. With her subtle and innocent makeup presentation she was the perfect image of a newly minted wife.
Sasha, meanwhile, had dressed for comfort. In her black leggings, flats, bra, panties, warm loose sweater top, and minimal makeup, of the two of them, there was no doubt she was the dominant partner in charge.
Flying pretty with and as Barbara did pose one challenge. Her desire to keep Barbara chaste would be challenging. Arriving and leaving, Sasha could not keep her feminized husband's cock locked in chastity. The metal cage would surely set off the airport metal detectors. For the entirety of their trip Sasha had Barbara tucked and glued with medical adhesive. With Barbara's cock still firmly under her control, Barbara could focus solely on her presentation and maintaining her submissive position to Sasha.
Only on their last day, the morning before leaving for the airport, did Sasha finally give Barbara the solvent she needed to remove all the adhesive, thus freeing her cock and allowing her trapped balls to descend from her inguinal canals back into her scrotum.
Sasha rewarded Barbara for her submission. She took her time as she enjoyed showering with her, soaping up and washing her penis and testicles; her health and hygiene being very important, as well as playing with her feminized husband's cock and balls, making him rock hard and erect for the first time in nearly a week. The hard fucking she allowed him to give her as he held her up against the shower wall was heavenly!
Having mostly drained all his cum from her strong fucking of him on their reenactment of their wedding night, with Sasha on top and her new longer and girthier strap-on doing the fucking, Barbara as bottom, taking Sasha's huge dildo deep inside her tight back passage, there was still a goodly amount of cum left for him to fill Sasha's tight pussy with his seed.
And yet, all good things must come...or cum...to an end. Their return from their anniversary renewal of their vows and their gender flipped second honeymoon was nearly over. They arrived at the airport safely, checked their baggage, and cleared security on the way to their gate.
Tired from a long and active vacation, and their nearly uninterrupted night of consummation, Barbara and Sasha barely spoke, enjoying the silence of each other's company as they walked through the concourse with only their carry-on bags towards their gate.
"Come with me." Sasha commanded, breaking their silent reverie.
Barbara made no reply; simply following obediently as Sasha led her towards the women's restroom. Once inside Barbara's curiosity was piqued as she was led to the handicapped stall and pushed inside. Sasha followed and shut and locked the stall door behind her.
Once inside the stall Sasha opened her purse and retrieved the stainless-steel chastity cage. Barbara gasped. The stainless-steel cage had one minor modification. Sasha had taken the base ring and had it electroplated in gold!
Under Sasha's watchful eye, Barbara gently placed her sore and spent cock back into the chastity cage. Slipping her balls through the thick and weighty golden base ring, inserting her shaft into the flexible chainmail cage, and placing the lock and key into the integrated locking slot.
As Barbara held her cage cock, Sasha locked the cage and slipped the key into her purse.
"That golden wedding ring is the original symbol of your vow of fidelity and love." Sasha remarked.
"The golden engagement ring is a symbol of your willing submission to me as your mistress." Sasha added.
"The anniversary band is a symbol of our vows, your vow of obedience, and your status as MY Wife." Sasha continued, with emphasis.
"And this," Sasha flicked the golden base ring of the chastity cage with her finger "is our ring of assurance that you remain chaste and true to me and only me, your Mistress. A golden cock ring to perfectly symbolize the authority you willingly acceded to me as your mistress-wife over your cock."
A circle of trust backed up by a circle of assurance!
Barbara admired the newly gold-plated base ring of her stainless-steel chainmail chastity cage. Holding it as she did, she compared it to her golden wedding bands on her ring finger and was struck with awe at the symbolism Sasha had evoked.
"Now put that away, turn around, and bend over." Sasha commanded
Barbara's cock tried to swell in humiliation and arousal, but her tumescence was harshly curtailed by the unforgiving steel cage. She pulled up her panties, covering her caged cock and let her skirt fall. She turned around, bent over, gripped the railing mounted to the wall and held onto the bar in the handicapped stall.
Sasha flipped up Barbara's skirt, pulled down the back of her panties, exposing her full, pert bottom. From her purse she took some lubrication and squirted a dollop onto Barbara's rose bud entrance. Returning the lube to her purse she withdrew the Wi-Fi compatible butt plug.



Using the tip of the plug Sasha smeared the lube around Barbara's sphincter, teasing her entrance and coating the plug at the same time with the water-based lubrication. Once satisfied Sasha pressed the plug past Barbara's defenses, easily ruined since her consummation, a watched as the plug slipped inside her anus and nestled deeply inside Barbara's butt. Sasha pressed the on switch before gently slapping Barbara's exposed and sexy derriere.
Although Barbara felt the stretch as the plug penetrated her, she barely winced when her ass snapped shut around the narrow plug base. Her bottom once again felt comfortably full. The anal dilator Sasha selected providing just the right amount of pressure and stimulation to tease Barbara's ass, sphincter, and prostate.
Despite her fully plugged ass and her cock caged, enduring almost a year of training and confinement, and due to exhaustion following their vigorous wedding night consummation, Barbara's arousal subsided, yet her cock never quite returned to flaccidity, remaining just aroused enough to fill her chainmail cage yet to not be too painful.
After Sasha had slapped her ass, Barbara pulled up her panties and lowered her skirt. As she and Sasha left the bathroom together, hand in hand, Barbara marveled as always at the fullness of the plug and the automatic exaggeration of the sway of her hips the plug imparted on her. Barbara could feel the flip of her skirt hem with every step she took.
Barbara submissively allowed Sasha to lead her to their gate. After all they had their flight to catch and a lifetime to spend together!
**
Barbara and Sasha finally arrived home. The flight from Las Vegas to Seattle was only 2 and a half hours. Kept in a constant state of low-level arousal, and with Sasha having implied the possibility of joining the mile high club, Barbara had been in a restless state of distraction and anticipation for the entire flight.
Barbara had endured the pleasurable suffering in silence as Sasha mostly napped. But as their arrival grew nearer and time grew shorter Barbara was forced to tolerate her plugged and chastely aroused condition in silence.
Sasha was deliberately tormenting her, and she had no other option but to endure!
Once landed they made their way to baggage claim. Barbara would not have imagined the embarrassment that awaited her there.
Sasha and Barbara's daughter was waiting to pick them up!
"Cute." Barbara's daughter said.
"I...I..." Barbara stuttered, her mind fuzzy with concern...and the growing heat of embarrassment.
"Aww...she's stunned." Sasha teased.
"Di you think I didn't know?" Her daughter asked.
"I...didn't think...you knew..." Barbara stuttering grew as well as her confusion.
"Oh dad. I knew something was up ever since you two went out dressed for Halloween. Besides, mom and I talk you know." Her daughter informed.
Barbara felt her embarrassment peak, and then level off. Despite the flush of her cheeks and the heat welling inside her body, somehow, the feeling that her secret was known...their daughter already knew about it...was a relief!
"So, are you are really going to keep her this way?" Their daughter asked.
Barbara couldn't help but notice Sasha was the only one being addressed, not her.
"Yes." Sasha stated firmly.
Retrieving their luggage, Barbara and Sasha followed their daughter to the awaiting vehicle. Barbara, feeling like a third wheel, as Sasha and her daughter continued their chat. Barbara felt that the two of them talking about her, as if she wasn't walking right there next to them, was weirdly acceptable. Barbara felt her submission to Sasha settle comfortably inside her mind even as she was being discussed and felt no desire to intrude.
The one line that caught her off guard nearly made her stumble out of her heels.
"So; you have her locked up still?" Their daughter asked.
"Of course. I find it is the best way to control her urges and keep her pure and ready for when I want her." Sasha confirmed.
Barbara felt her cheeks blush a nuclear red. Noticing her distress, Barbara's daughter addressed her directly.
"It's ok. Like I said, mom and I talk you know. Besides, it's a great idea."
Turning back to her mom "You know I keep my boyfriend locked up from time to time now too."
"And I bet he loves it." Sasha said.
"It is a lot of fun." Their daughter giggled in agreement.
Weirdly again, Barbara breathed a sigh of relief. As she alighted into the back seat of the car, Sasha and their daughter riding in the front, Barbara felt the weight of having kept her cross-dressing a secret lift from her shoulders and disappear into the ether.
**
Christmas...
Barbara stood happily next to Sasha as they trimmed the tree. Barbara finally had the opportunity to wear the golden sequined bodycon dress purchased so long ago. With her hair in an up-do to show off her long thin neck, her large circular earrings, her make-up done in festive Christmas colors, her nylons clad legs in her heels and jewelry, Barbara presented an alluring image for Sasha to enjoy.
Her choice of fetish collar for the day was also weirdly appropriate: thin black leather with rhinestone letters spelling "TEASE" adorned her throat.
With eggnog and rum, music in the background, and ornaments to decorate the tree Sasha and Barbara were celebrating their first Christmas formerly together as Mistress and Wife.
Barbara, her struggling ardor chastely locked away, bent at the waist to retrieve more ornaments from the storage box, and was rewarded for her teasing with a quick smack to her pert bottom from her dominant mistress-wife.
With their daughter and her fiancé coming to visit, Sasha and Barbara would exchange Christmas presents with them early due to the need for shared family commitments. Their daughter would be spending Christmas proper with her fiancé's family this year.
Barbara marveled at how small the world was. Just knowing that because Sasha shared secrets with their daughter about Barbara that, somehow, their daughter managed to convince her fiancé to wear chastity as well. It was odd, and something Barbara simultaneously was glad to know and embarrassed to know.
Nevertheless, with a lifetime ahead to look forward to, Barbara was ready to embrace her femininity full time as wife to her wife, submissive to her mistress, and chaste lover to her keyholder.
Barbara looked forward to opening their presents. Barbara knew that Sasha had purchased her more lingerie and intimate attire for her presentation. Barbara's growing collection of feminine clothing had finally resulted in Sasha and Barbara purging all 'his' old male clothing. The donation to the charity thrift store had been sizable.
Barbara was also anticipating her gifts to her mistress. Naturally there were some physical presents for the holiday, but Sasha had pressured her for one thing, and Barbara readily and willingly agreed.
The visit to the clinic had been scheduled and soon after the holidays Barbara would receive actual breast implants. Her breast forms would be retired to the back of the pleasure chest and likely never seen again. Barbara giggled at the thought that a straight couple could justify implants as being a gift to 'the husband' despite the fact the wife was the one sporting them. Sasha had made similar arguments that Barbara found compelling.
There was one other gift they had gotten earlier, that Barbara was already wearing.
Her brand new (and still sore) "wife" tattoo on her lower back was still covered in salve, gauze, and tape. Barbara winced from time to time when the skin moved or stretched. Yet even the minor discomfort it caused could not the diminish the happiness of submitting to the needle for her mistress.
Sasha had also finally received another promotion. With the start of the new year, Sasha would be elevated to the executive level of the company as Chief Financial Officer. This also, sadly, meant that Sasha's working from home would be curtailed to just once a week.
Barbara was saddened by this as she was accustomed to dressing up and serving her mistress, lover, wife, and keyholder as a routine part of her day, it was her new normal.
Sasha teased Barbara that since she was no longer employed that just maybe she would have to hire Barbara as her secretary. Barbara knew that being hired would probably never happen...but it didn't stop her from buying two women's business suits. The pencil skirts and blazers looked amazing, professional, and (her personal requirement) sexy!
In many ways the past year had been like a dream. It was the perfect Christmas present.
Discovering her femininity.
Discovering her submissive nature.
Discovering Sasha's dominant Nature.
Exploring their new relationship dynamic together.
It was all...so...perfect as to almost seem like a dream.
Barbara gave her mistress-wife a pleasing satisfied smile.
With their future together still before them, they could dream together...
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"Sold" Chapter Two.
An acquisition and trafficking tale in the future dystopian country of Allegoria.
This is just a short story idea that I had. I decided I wanted to publish chapters quickly, but I don't have a specific overall agenda or plot line. So, you can help by suggesting ideas for Bianca in the comments or via feedback. Let me know what you think. What should happen to Bianca? How will her life change, for better or worse?
**
1. Shipping and Receiving
Bianca's lustful thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the doorbell. Senses alerted Bianca shivered nervously upon hearing his wife open the front door. When he heard his wife's voice, he assumed she was greeting whoever was at the door. Bianca couldn't make out what they were saying as their voices were muffled by the thickness of the kennel cover.
Bianca's nervousness grew as she heard heavy footsteps entering the living room approaching her. There was a male voice. His wife was talking to a man. The voices grew more distinct and audible as they drew closer. Bianca shivered again from nervousness. As near as she knew they weren't expecting guests. They would never have planned a scene if guests were stopping by. Why would anyone be visiting? And she was 100% certain that it was not part of the scene they had planned out. Their bondage and discipline scenes only ever involved the two of them, and never anyone else. Bianca's Cross-dressing was a secret. They never spoke about their kinks to anyone!
Suddenly the kennel cover was lifted off and Bianca squinted as her eyes, accustomed to the darkness of her kennel, struggled with the sudden exposure to the bright light.
As Bianca blinked to clear her vision, she could make out that two burly men had entered the front room, both wearing polo shirts and khaki pants. She could see they were quite muscular and fit. Bianca's wife was standing between them.
"So, there she is. All ready to go." Bianca's wife announced. Bianca couldn't make out his wife's expression, she kept her face neutral. Was there a hint of trepidation in her voice?
Bianca, meanwhile, was anything but calm. Almost immediately she was pulling at her restraints, mumbling questions through her bridle gag, and dying of embarrassment.
"MMmmphh...Nnaa...Oongg...SSssaww." Bianca cried out.
"Shh. It's ok babe. It's going to be ok. Just shush now and stop struggling. You'll only hurt yourself." Bianca's wife admonished softly. Seeing her husband panic and struggle threatened to bring a tear to her eye.
"Could you open the top please?" Musclebound man number one asked. Bianca's wife unlocked the top.
"You got the straps?" The first man asked.
Muscle bound man number two merely grunted and produced a nylon strap with padding in the middle. Together, the two men wrapped a belt around Bianca's middle and clipped it to four points around the kennel walls. Together they adjusted the padded nylon strap around Bianca's waist and affixed it to the top rails of each side of the kennel holding her body up and centered in the kennel.
Bianca felt violated...and helpless...strange men were handling her and fondling her and touching her waist and tummy!
Bianca felt them cinch the strap around her waist, and then ratchet the four-point harness tight, tensioning the straps holding her securely centered in the kennel. Bianca's waist ultimately was simultaneously suspended and pulled down slightly. Bianca's embarrassment increased as her ass was now higher than her lower back; she knew her fetish tail was protruding up and out, and her panties would be clearly visible.
"Grab the other restraint please." The first man must be the leader of the two. He acted like he was in charge.
Bianca struggled in futility. With her waist trapped and suspended she had no leeway in any direction. Her wrists were hurting from her struggles with the unforgiving steel of the handcuffs and her shackled ankles weren't doing much better.
The two handlers, as Bianca now thought of them, used more padded straps to secure her hands and ankles to the kennel bars. Now virtually immobile, Bianca gave up the struggle and looked pleadingly at her wife.
"Dallnn...phleethh...nnaao..." Bianca pleaded incoherently. Damn gag, muffling her voice. Why didn't her wife take it off so she could speak. Please baby please...Biance mentally shouted at her wife to read her mind and release the gag.
"It'll be ok baby. Don't struggle. It's for the best."
"May I have the keys please?" Muscle bound man number one asked.
Bianca watched as his wife produced a ring holding several keys and gave them to the handler. Another bout of panic had Bianca pulling and pushing against her restraints and kennel bars to no effect. Her whole body tensed as if to pull from all directions at once. Gasping and panting she was rapidly exhausting herself.
"Thank you."
Bianca thought of protesting again but it was useless. Her voice was gagged from her bridle bit gag, and she could barely manage a panicked whimpering. The muscle-bound men closed the top of the kennel and locked it shut.
"Why so many straps?" Bianca's wife asked. "Wasn't she secure enough already with the cuffs and leg irons?"
"Just a safety restraint Ma'am. The subject must be made secure for transit. We don't want to risk injury." Muscle bound man number 2 spoke for the first time. "Vehicle motion and all that."
"Ah." Bianca's wife replied, the answer obviously satisfying her question.
Transit?
Vehicle?
What the heck was going on? Strangers came into her house. Immobilized her in her kennel with straps. Then they talked about transporting her...Bianca's mind was running rampant with fear. Whatever was going on wasn't anything she and her wife had discussed prior. Bianca vocalized again but could only manage another mournful whimpering sound through her gag.
"It's ok girl. You're going to be ok. It's for the best..." Bianca's wife spoke softly as she gently caressed Bianca's head atop her blond pigtail wig. She scratched behind Bianca's faux cat ears dotingly. Bianca thought she saw a moment of doubt and expression of sorrow or regret flash across his wife's face.
Distracted by the tender gesture of affection, Bianca didn't notice the camera until she saw the flash. Bianca felt heat flush through her whole body in humiliation as one of the strange men took pictures of her with his phone. Bianca didn't need much of an imagination to know how she must look in the photos.
Cross dressed in a crop top, bra, and breast forms, wearing a denim miniskirt, heels, blonde pigtailed wig, and slightly slutty make-up, Bianca had wanted to enjoy her presentation as a sexy girl. Her bare legs and back and her taught tummy were exposed.
Bianca's wife had added to her presentation with her fetish pet collar, faux fetish cat's ears and anal-plug fetish tail.
Now, bound inside a steel-barred pet kennel, in what should have been a simple D&S scene they were set to role play at Bianca's wife's insistence, two strangers had shown up, strapped her tight, and completely immobilizing her.
In her mind's eye, Bianca knew the photos would show her looking like a fetish bondage sex kitten ready for play!
The two muscle bound men dropped the kennel cover back over the kennel, plunging Bianca back into darkness. Her whole body swayed suddenly as the kennel was picked up. Bianca felt a touch of motion sickness as the kennel rocked and the safety straps tugged at her sides, yet still holding her firm. She whimpered against her gag as she felt a touch of vertigo before suddenly being set down again.
Bianca now felt motion and through a small fluttering and gap at the bottom of the kennel cover she could see, and feel the motion, of being rolled forward. She could see the feet of the two men as they moved her kennel forward and out of her condo. Through the small gap in the bottom of the kennel cover she saw her wife's feet standing next to the open front door.
The men must have set her kennel on a dolly and Bianca's wife must be holding the door open for them.
Bianca saw the tile of her condo foyer transition to the tile of the hallway. The men easily rolled the kennel down the hall. The soft sound of dolly wheels rolling was both soothing and terrifying. There was a pause, and then a ding, and Bianca noted the sound of the opening of elevator doors.
Hyperventilating in fear, Bianca had only one thought, where were they taking her?
**
2. Induction.
Mindy Tartovski watched as the kennel was lifted from the transportation van and lowered onto a dolly. She checked her watch. The van was precisely on time. A two hour round trip and the cargo was finally here.
Once the kennel was secured Mindy followed behind as the kennel was wheeled through the entrance and into the shipping and receiving department's induction office. As soon as all the receiving staff were gathered the recruit recovery team removed the kennel cover and Mindy finally got her first live glimpse of the new recruit.
When the cover was lifted, she noted right away that they had placed the kennel down facing away from her. Her first view was of a long legs, a feminine butt, and a fetish tail sticking out from the candidate's ass. Immediately she could see the feminized man had potential. Her mind automatically switched to feminine pronouns as she evaluated the candidate.
Firstly, she had a beautiful firm and round bottom. A bushy fetish tail sprouting from a butt plug inside her ass was held high and tight. Knowing the candidate's age Mindy deduced that her ass was still young and tight. Her panties had snuggled down between the cleft of her bottom leaving the globes of her butt fully on display. She wore glossy white hipster panties with a cherry blossom print pattern. The blue denim pleated mini skirt she wore had slipped up off her bottom and over her back a bit during transport and rested against the waist belt of the four-point harness. The submissive travelling posture revealed the applicant's bottom, full bare thighs, and proportionally narrow waist. Mindy noted the applicant had symmetrical Venus holes dimpling on the small of her back.
Mindy nearly snorted in jealousy, "Why do some of these men have better asses than real girls?" she silently wondered. Mindy spared one last glance at the fetish tail plugging her hole as it quivered slightly, no doubt from nerves, and Mindy was satisfied the applicant had an acceptable ass.
"Let's get her out of there. Standard safety protocol please." Mindy commanded.
Attendants moved quickly to unlock and open the top of the kennel and unlock the shackles and handcuffs binding Bianca in place. With practiced ease the straps binding her hands and feet were removed as well.
Bianca thought to struggle but her body couldn't respond. The jostling she had endured in the vehicle and the long trip had sapped her strength. Her strength was ebbing and her body was nearly limp from the long immobility during her transport. She had no idea how long she had been bound but the trip seemed endless. Alone in the dark, exhausted by her futile struggles against the straps and bindings, her fears had run rampant, and her muscles ached, further sapping her strength.
The two muscle bound men easily lifted her bodily up over the kennel walls and set her standing perched atop her glossy pink rounded toe three-inch block high heels outside and next to the kennel. Her hands were promptly re-cuffed in front of her and her ankles were re-shackled as well.
Bianca shivered in fear and fatigue as her muscles struggled to hold her up. Her anus clenched involuntarily around her but plug, hurting her and causing her bushy fetish tail to shiver. She blinked as her eyes adjusted to the light. After a few moments her sight recovered, and she could see that the room she was in was large, industrial, and sterile looking. Nearly a dozen men and women in polo shirts and khaki pants or skirts were milling around her, staring at her. Various medical carts were arrayed around and one woman dressed in a pencil skirt business suit and heels was watching her closely and clearly inspecting her. Bianca felt fear, shame, and objectification all at once. Whoever she was was clearly in charge.
Mindy walked around the candidate slowly as she continued her evaluation of the applicant. Many new candidates looked good on paper and in photos, but nothing could replace a live inspection.
She was average height; maybe 5'7" tall. Deduct the heel height and probably only 5'4".
She wore a blond wig with loose voluminous pigtails on either side. A cute blue denim overlarge bow decorated the back of her head and fetish cat's ears also stood atop her head between the pigtails. Mindy almost rolled her eyes at the cliché despite 'naughty schoolgirl' and 'fetish neko/cat girl' being two of the most popular fetishes the service provided. Both were constantly giving the French maid fetish a run for most popular.
The white bridle bit gag currently placed in the applicant's mouth helped illustrate and contrast the deep red lipstick and glossy over-coating she wore that made her lips look full and luscious. Her foundation and contouring were nearly perfect; she used too little blush and her eyeshadow and eyeliner, while bold and dramatic, were inexpertly applied. Mindy placed her skill level with cosmetics as only slightly above average.
Mindy noted the mascara and eyeliner that had run, no doubt from crying due to fear during her transport and the smearing of the lip color around her mouth from the lengthy use of the bridle bit gag. A thick string of drool was dripping slowly, unbroken, down the front of her chin and would soon impact her crop top or drop onto her obviously fake tits. Silicon breast forms that nearly but not quite matched the applicant's skin tone.
The applicant wore a denim and white lace choker fetish collar, probably to cover up her Adams apple. Mindy was pleased to read "WHORE" spelled out in rhinestone charm letters on her throat. Mindy smirked; the candidate was an applicunt, not an applicant!
The applicunt was not muscular, having a rather average build, possessed of narrow shoulders that were smaller than the masculine average but within the average for an athletic female. Her bare arms were similarly not muscular, were hairless, and she had somewhat gracile hands and fingers. Her fingernails were currently not painted or shaped in any special way. Mindy assumed her toes would be similarly bare.
She was wearing a white spaghetti strap cami crop top with small red and green cherries in a repeating printed pattern that covered her bust. After another glance at her disappointing breast forms, Mindy instantly decided the applicunt needed new tits. To be fair, she already expected this and her staff had the forms authorizing the change to upgrade them filled out and ready for her endorsement.
The applicunt's top exposed the applicunt's midriff and left her shoulders bare. Her tummy was taught and firm with an 'innie' bellybutton that was adorned with a short gold chain piercing.
Thanks to her fuller than average bottom she also had a perceptible thigh gap and full feminine looking legs. Her legs were bare, smooth and hairless. She had smooth feminine thighs. Mindy recalled the induction paperwork stating that the candidate had laser hair removal. One less thing for the service to worry about and enjoy the cost savings as well!
The induction form said her cock was currently caged yet there was no visible tenting or bulge in the front pleats of her denim miniskirt. Flipping up the front of her skirt and pulling down the front of her...cherry-print panties, Mindy noted the applicunt's cock was small, caged, pubic hair shaved or missing and otherwise barely worth mentioning. Satisfied, Mindy released the panties to snap up and the skirt to drop down as she turned to face her assembled staff.
"Ok people, let's get her processed." Mindy commanded. She took a moist towelette from a nearby cart and wiped her hands. The applicunt's tiny, caged penis had been a bit sweaty.
Bianca was horrified at being groped so openly in front of so many people by the strang woman. Her penis, soft and flaccid and forgotten during her transport, swelled inappropriately and painfully as feelings of fear and arousal welled inexplicably within her. Bianca flushed as she soon recognized the feelings were the same humiliating feelings she felt as when she was being dominated by her wife. Her mortification at this realization only made her small penis swell inside the chastity cage and hurt her even more.
Her relief at being released was short-lived as just as suddenly the group seemed to swarm and surrounded her. Instead of one woman groping her, now several men and women were groping, poking and prodding her. One of them groped his waist, his ass, and his legs, while murmuring comments about 'firmness' while another was entering data into a handheld tablet.
Bianca's cherry print crop top was cut and removed from her body. Her denim pleated mini skirt was also cut and removed, the fabric thrown into a waste receptacle stationed nearby.
After that, another assistant took measuring tape and began to measure her. Bianca was mortified as the assistant slipped her hands into her bra and took away her breast forms. The pain as the adhesive pulled and stretched her chest and nipples was horrible. The forms eventually separated from her skin and the assistant set them out on top of a cart. Her bra was cut and thrown out with her skirt and top. The momentary shock of cool air on her warm exposed nipples (breast forms were surprisingly warm after all) was replaced with the feeling of the measuring tape being wrapped around her bare exposed chest.
The woman with the tape muttered numbers as she measured her head, neck, bust, chest, waist, hips, thighs, leg length, inseam, arm length, wrist diameter, and many more measurements she had no clue about. She kept muttering numbers to another assistant who entered data into a tablet. Once measured she was moved to a scale and her weight was noted.
Her eye color was noted, and her blond pigtail wig and faux cat ears were taken, lifted completely off her head and set upon the cart next to her breast forms. Her natural hair color was noted and commented upon. Another assistant holding color cards against various parts of her body and was commenting on her skin tone, complexion, and skin health.
Bianca was overwhelmed by the whirlwind of activity surrounding her, being slowly stripped of her feminine trappings. Her heels were removed, and she stood barefoot and surrounded. Strangers in lab coats appeared and were examining every inch of her, listening to her heart, checking her eyes and ears, taking blood samples...she felt faint.
After an unknowable amount of time the chaos broke and Bianca found herself standing in just her panties, chastity cage, fetish collar and bridle bit gag, all alone again standing before the woman who was obviously in charge.
**
"Bradley James Smyth, alias; Bianca, I am Mindy Tartovski." The woman in the pencil skirt business suit and heels once again stood directly before her.
Bianca made to speak but the damn bridle bit gag was still in her mouth. She hated that name. When she was dressed her name was 'Bianca". Humiliatingly, Bianca's caged penis was tenting her panties painfully in arousal.
"Subject Bianca, under Allegorian law and royal custom you have the right and I have the duty to inform you that you have been volunteered to participate in the National Social Services Acquisition &Maintenance division's service provider selection program. Upon successful completion of the program, you will become a licensed service provider and practitioner assigned to the TG/CD division to serve as a sissified or feminized male service provider."



"Please remove her gag. I need to hear her acknowledgement." Mindy commanded. The two burly men who had picked her up from her condo once again stood beside her to unlock and remove her gag.
Bianca was stunned. The bimbo lottery had come for her. How was this even possible?
Bianca's emotions ran riot. A surge of pure adrenaline and hatred fueled her. She absolutely hated the woman standing before her! Her recitation had been so impersonal and unemotional, almost as if by rote. This was Bianca's life she was messing with!
Bianca felt tremendous relief as the bridle bit gag was removed followed by tremendous embarrassment as a long stream of drool slipped past her lips to soak her chin, dribble down her chin, and soak her bare chest. She had to struggle as her mouth and jaw were sore from being gagged for so long without respite. Once she found her voice though...
"But I'm not a whore. I'm straight! I've never had sex with a man ever! And I don't want to either! You can't make me do this!" Bianca 's voice was hoarse but practically shouting, spittle spewing from her sore and loosened lips. A coughing fit overtook her and she was momentarily unable to continue.
Mindy fought the urge to roll her eyes. One of the sexiest new recruits of her tenure and she was claiming she was straight? Nevertheless, Mindy maintained her professionalism and composure before speaking.
"Are you saying you've never had sex with another man? Not even during college? You're a practicing cross dresser. That seems unlikely. Lots of people experiment in college. You've never experimented with your sexuality?"
"NO! NEVER! Look, I like women. I love women. Just because I play dress up doesn't make me gay."
"Your wife said the two of you often go out clubbing together. Don't you ever pick up men at clubs?"
"No...I don't. I'm not some whore that sleeps around. I only have sex with my wife." Bianca's retort was firm with resolve.
"Are you sure you're not a whore?" Mindy probed playfully. She smirked as she traced a finger along the rhinestone charm letters on the denim and lace choker collar around Bianca's neck.
"I. Am. Not. Gay." Bianca angrily hissed.
"You don't have to be gay to be a service provider." Mindy countered.
"Though it helps." Someone quipped from the background
Mindy glanced at the assistant who had spoken up, a knowing smirk momentarily crossed her face. "Please note for the record that the recruit is an anal virgin."
"That should drive her initial bids up at auction." The assistant replied smugly.
Bianca fumed as her protest fell on dear ears.
"I'm not going to do it. You can't make me." Bianca stamped one heel down in defiance, rattling her ankle shackles as she did, emphasizing her refusal. She blushed in confusion as her defiance was met with soft peals of laughter by the throng of people assembled around her.
She immediately realized that standing naked in panties, heels an with her cock caged, she looked like a petulant child defying her mother. Somehow her cock hurt even more, desperately trying to expand as it remained captive to its cage.
"She's cute. Her reluctance is enticing." Mindy remarked to an aide standing behind her.
Mindy addressed Bianca directly "Of course we will consider your feelings, but it's not up to you anymore, you have been volunteered, found acceptable and you will be inducted, you will be trained, and you will serve. It is your duty as a citizen of the state and subject of the crown to serve when called."
"Wait! You said I was 'volunteered' for the service. Who volunteered me?"
"Your wife."
Bianca felt broken as her worst fear was realized. Her wife, the woman she loved more than anything and anyone, had sent her to serve in the Bimbo Lottery.
"What training cadre should we assign?" a voice from the crowd asked.
"Yellow." Mindy Tartovski had decided earlier and seeing the new recruit in the flesh she was now certain of her choice. A Passable cross dresser like her would be wasted as just a femboi, she would make a beautiful, and profitable, sissy once fully trained and conditioned.
Bianca made to struggle but with handcuffs and shackles restraining her, the burly henchmen on either side of her held her with ease. She still hadn't recovered her strength from her time in the kennel. Seething with anger Bianca made to protest more when the bridle gag was suddenly shoved back between her teeth. Only a strangled "Gahmmmphshlt" sound came chokingly from her mouth as the bridle bit gag was locked in place.
"Yes, well, that's done, so...let's get her photos and measurements and bio put up and file started. Let's see how much interest she generates." Mindy directed, ignoring the applicunt.
"What caption do you want for her intro?"
"Oh, the usual, 'reluctant submissive cross dresser embarking on a new adventure'...please remember to follow me, like and subscribe, Use the standard boilerplate stuff for now." Mindy waved her hand in a circle, prompting her assistant to smile and again make a note on her tablet computer.
Bianca's body shivered, his vision grew dark, and his hearing became foggy and faint. He quaked with fear.
His anger was fading, and his fear was growing. Bound and gagged and suddenly in the service of the Bimbo Lottery, he knew he was not looking forward to whatever would happen next.
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"Sold" Chapter Three.
An acquisition and trafficking tale in the future dystopian country of Allegoria.
This is just a short story idea that I had. I decided I wanted to publish chapters quickly, but I don't have a specific overall agenda or plot line. So, you can help by suggesting ideas for Bianca in the comments or via feedback. Let me know what you think. What should happen to Bianca? How will her life change, for better or worse?
**
5 months later...
Bianca felt her lungs expand as she gasped. She inhaled as if it was her first time breathing. Her whole body arched and stretched in her seat. Her mind now seemed hyper aware. Bianca felt as if she was just waking up. She woke up as if from a long nap or fugue. She was sitting in a chair. A desk chair...A school desk chair.
Bianca was sitting at a school desk and chair combination. Bianca looked around again and noted all the girls wore the same uniform. A yellow tartan miniskirt, white short-sleeve crop top blouse, top two buttons undone with cleavage revealing yellow bra tops, bare midriffs, yellow thigh highs and glossy black high heels.
Bianca looked down at herself and wasn't surprised to see she wore the same uniform.
Bianca tried to shift in her seat and look around but was prevented from doing so by the dildo up in her ass.
Bianca gasped again as the dildo struck her prostate. She took stock of her situation. She was sitting in a classroom, with her classmates, dressed like a slutty schoolgirl, with a long hard dildo deep into her bottom. Her panties were down slightly around her mid thighs, holding them together tightly.
Bianca looked around again, as much as she was able, and saw there were 5 other girls...sexy schoolgirls like her...sitting in desks in two rows. They were all looking at her. They had heard her gasp. They were all sitting the same way she was. Did they have dildos up their asses as well?
Bianca looked down at her desk. There was a tablet. The screen was open to a test. There was a test she was taking. On a tablet on her school-desk she was filling out answers. Confused and lacking direction she automatically selected an answer. The computer showed her the answer was correct.
A sudden short yet intense vibration from the dildo up her ass caused momentary pleasure to shoot through her body...as expected.
"Is something wrong Miss Bianca?"
Bianca gave full attention to the voice addressing her. It felt natural and right to give her full attention to the...teacher...yes...the mistress teacher...standing at the front of the class.
"No mistress...I...I..." Bianca stuttered. She was confused, and yet she also knew exactly where she was and why, but not how.
"I see." The teacher replied. The training mistress noted Bianca's eyes were now clearer, with a spark of intelligence behind them. Her demeanor had changed, subtly from airheaded bimbo to one of someone slightly lost and confused. She took out the phone and made a call.
"Welcome back." One of the other girls whispered.
Wait. Gurls...not girls...they were all gurls like her. Sissy girls going to school...no...not school...going to training...they were in, like, a boot camp...
"Yes. Just let her know Bianca finally woke-up." The training mistress said into the phone before hanging up.
Bianca's attention turned back to the training mistress. She was beautiful, with long brunette hair, white blouse, black pencil skirt, dark nylons and black heels. She was holding a riding crop she had been using as a pointer. Her makeup was strict with only red lipstick, dark eyeshadow, and a hint of rouge. Her demeanor was unsmiling. Her black bra holding her perfect breasts was barely visible through the white blouse. Her fitted blouse clung tight to her body. She looked magnificent!
"What happened?" Bianca asked, and on asking, more of her memories came crashing back into her mind.
"The test is complete. You may all leave now." The teacher-mistress at the front of the class intoned.
As one, all the gurls stood up, each one pulling her panties up over her bottom as the dildos they each were sitting on slipped free from their asses. Bianca didn't even question the bizarrely erotic scene she was witnessing, rather she felt familiarity as if she had done this hundreds of times before,
Each gurl removed the dildo from the seat, breaking the suction cup seal, walked in an orderly fashion to a small galley area in the back of the room and placed the dildo in a washing machine. Once the sixth and final dildo was in place the last gurl started the wash cycle.
Feeling simultaneously wet from lube, violated and gaped from the huge fake cock, and empty yet eager to be refilled, Bianca's actions mirrored those of the other gurls.
Ingrained!
Bianca's actions, and the actions of the other gurls, were ingrained in her. Memories of obedience and submission, and punishments when she had failed swirled around in her mind. She had learned obedience to such a degree that her actions were now ingrained inside her.
The gurls formed a single line, according to height, tallest gurl in front. Bianca easily remembered her place in the middle as she fell in and the gurls walked in step with each other on to their next assignment.
It was lunch, and the gurls would now serve other Service Providers and Staff in the galley and mess hall. Bianca knew it was their turn to waitress. Her team...no, her cadre...yellow cadre...it was all coming back to her now!
Bianca easily felt the routine and familiarity of her actions, and the novelty of remembering having done all this before. It was so easy to simply follow her conditioning. She knew what to do, and exactly how to do it because she had done it so many times before.
The only pall that overcame her sense of comfortable repetition was when the girls from red squad came in. Bianca felt it herself and could see the mood of the gurls of her cadre change. She felt irritation grow inside her and noted the same in the stance and postures of the other gurls of yellow cadre when red squad entered for lunch.
They hated red squad!
Rumor had it that the Girls and the Gurls used to be trained together until the girls complained that the gurls were slowing them down. Gurls need more training and conditioning than girls did. Eventually there was a reorganization and gurls now formed their own cadre and girls their squad.
Red SkwAd waZ Soo SPeC!Al...bunch of stuck up cunts!
Where the feminized male service providers such as her and yellow cadre had 6 months of training, the genetic girls of red squad only had 2 months.
Where the sissy service providers of yellow cadre were obligated to a seven-year contract, the genetic girls of red squad only had two-year contracts.
Bianca knew full well why there was a difference. It was explained to the yellow cadre as part of their training. Genetic girls were easy to come by, but feminine looking sissies were rare. The service was always struggling to fill the roster and overcoming the shortage of sissies, feminized men who could pass as women, was an ongoing concern.
Despite their rarity, the gurls were always tormented by the girls, who viewed them as imposters and frauds. Teasing and cruel taunts from the red squad were a daily norm and the sissies were taught to endure it, never complain, and never strike back.
S!SS!eS MusT AlWAys bE SuBM!ss!ve
Bianca both felt relief and could see relief in the other gurls of yellow cadre when red squad sat over in seating being served by male stud service trainees.
The studs were all handsome and muscular men. They only had a six-week training program and a similarly short two-year service contract as state employed whores and gigolos.
After 4 hours of waitressing the gurls finally turned over to the next shift and were able to have their dinner. They never ate lunch. Only a large breakfast, usually of fruits and cereals, and a small dinner, so as to keep their figures lean and trim.
The girls of yellow cadre sat with men and ladies from the training staff, as required of them and whom they served first before serving themselves. Despite her ravenous appetite, Bianca ate in a poised and delicate manner. Learning proper dining etiquette for dining in society was part and parcel of their training. She ate only small bites of food and made adequate time to chew. She sipped at her wine but made sure not to drink the whole glass. She and the gurls of her cadre demonstrated perfect use of their cutlery with appropriate manners, only engaged in polite small talk and only when they were spoken to, laughed politely at jokes and stories told by their dining companions, the training mistresses and masters, who would stop and question them from time to time, always testing their knowledge.
All routine, all part of the training, and all meant to emphasize her role as a submissive sissy and exert their control as her superiors. And she could remember it all.
After their meal the gurls cleared the table, ensured the masters and mistresses formally dismissed them, curtsied to them, then walked back to their dorm room. Bianca saw it as if seeing it for the first time, and yet as if having seen it for the hundredth time as well. The memories of lonely nights, sad nights of misery and servitude, contradicted with memories of happy nights staying up with her sissy sisters as if they were merely girls having a sleep over.
The room was large, with off-white walls and pink details along the crown molding, wainscotting, and cove molding as base trim. This room was carpeted as well, white wall to wall carpet with a pink oval area rug in the center, accessorized with pink and white bean bags, tuffets, and giant colorful stuffed plush pillows and stuffed animals. A place for lounging on those rare occasions they were allowed to relax.
There were six beds, three on each wall. Each bed was a full-size four poster canopy bed with white sheers draped at the posts and a sheer pale pink canopy arching between the four posts. The beds were all identically made with a white comforter, and pink dust ruffle. Each bed had many pillows with pink and white lace pillowcases. Each bed had a different plush toy snuggled in among the pillows for each gurl.
Besides each bed was a white wardrobe for each gurl to store her clothes, an oval floor length mirror, and a white vanity with Hepplewhite chair where each gurl practiced her beauty routine. Each vanity had an assortment of cosmetics laid out neatly in their appropriate spots.
The back of the room led to the shared bathroom. There were 3 sinks, three toilets in small private enclosures, and a large single glassed-in shared shower with three shower heads where the gurls all performed their daily ablutions.
Bianca could remember the initial reluctance all the gurls had as they were compelled by their trainers to shower and help each other with a shower routine that bordered on the sensual and erotic. Or the use of the enema shower applicators they used daily (or as necessary) to ensure their sissy pussies were always clean and ready to receive. A reluctance long lost to familiarity and routine.
The line of gurls simply fell out as each made their way to their individual beds. Bianca's feet knew exactly which bed was hers and where to take her and although she wanted to collapse, exhausted, face up (can't get makeup on the linens now) on her bed, there was still training to complete before bedtime.
**
In the safety of their dorm, Bianca was with her classmates during their daily poise and beauty admiration session. All the gurls enjoyed this time, not for the compelled beauty admiration, but because it was the only time they were allowed to talk freely.
"So, you're saying that they drugged us all?" Bianca asked.
"Yes. It's called Docility, the drug I mean. It made us compliant and easy to train." One gurl answered. Anna. Her name was Anna. Bianca's mind shifted again as the memory fell back into place.
Bianca turned and twirled before the mirror to admire her feminized body. Where once she had a flat male chest, now she sported two of the most amazing tits that any woman would be proud of having. Her waist was positively tiny compared to what it was months ago. Only 24 inches around. Her hips were fuller than before as well and her butt was larger, rounder, plumper...
"So...I was knocked out for 5 months?" Bianca summarized.
"No...more like your long-term memory was inaccessible to you." Cindy replied. Bianca somehow knew it was true. Being reminded activated her memory and she now recalled being told this before...by the staff who drugged her.
"While our long term memory recall was suppressed, we were all conditioned and trained to become sissies." That was Didi...the hot redhead with the huge tits. Seriously, her nipples were always poking through even the strongest of bras. Bianca remembered her now. They had shared lots of kissing practice. Bianca was getting a headache as long suppressed memories kept coming forward.
"It supposedly makes the training faster and easier for everyone, both our training masters and mistresses, and faster for us to learn our skills." Cindy jumped in enthusiastically, though all the girls easily recognized the sarcasm in her statement.
Bianca admired Cindy's tits. Her boobs were easily the largest of the cadre. Double-D's that still look good on her frame and bounced with almost hypnotic rhythm when she walked or jumped. She was also the tallest gurl of their cadre and the only other blond besides Fawn.
"And these...changes..." Bianca asked, waving her hands up and down her body, indicating her physical changes...her, enhancements.
"Stem cells." This time it was Eve who spoke. Each gurl seemed to take turns helping her and her memory recover. Verifying she was truly awake and accessing her long-term memories again. "They use surgery to implant biological material that is used by the stem cells to grow into breasts, mammary glands, and fatty deposits for the hips and butt."
"And my narrow waist?" Bianca asked, changing the topic. She didn't even want to think about having mammary glands and potentially lactating just yet. The thought of having mommy milkers made her queasy.
"That was straight up surgery. They took out your lower ribs and pulled in your waist from the inside." That was Anna again. She was the only gurl with brown hair and had the thickest thighs...err...'thiccest'.
"And my hair is sooo long now." Bianca remarked. She had short hair 6 months ago and relied on wigs for her feminine presentation. Now her natural hair color, Brunette, was long and luscious and healthy and shiny and hung down to the tops of her shoulders.
"There are supplements that spur hair growth. Some sort of cocktail of hormones and a retrovirus. Makes our hair grow like, twice as fast as normal. The retrovirus was a one shot, but the other stuff is part of your daily medicinal regimen."
Bianca remembered that now too. Lining up each morning to take her meds with all the other gurl trainees. The liquid medicine they drank every morning tasted of boba, or tapioca, or chunky cubes of sweet cum.
"You were out the longest." Didi casually mentioned. "We all woke up within a few days of each other. Almost a month ago. We were taking bets as to how long you'd be out and when you'd wake up."
"Oh." Bianca didn't know what to say. Once prompted, she could now remember the gurls talking right in front of her and making their bets while she was under the influence of the drug. They talked freely knowing Bianca would forget everything again and again as they talked about her. She remembered that Didi's bet was that she thought Bianca would never wake up and recover her long term memories and would remain a scatterbrained bimbo forever.
Apparently, that happened sometimes.
"Well...it's Monday...That means...Eve wins?" She could even remember their individual bets now...so weird.
"I sure do. And I intend to collect from each of you over the coming week." Eve was the hottest half Asian girl Bianca had ever seen, and surprisingly was the tallest gurl in yellow cadre. Eve, with her lustrous black hair in pintails and cherry red lips, her tall, thin teen body with firm B cup breasts, was any red-blooded males wet dream. She always kept her tiny penis tucked away.
Seriously though...all the gurls, including Bianca, were ridiculously hot!
"So how much money did you make?" Bianca asked.
The gurls all looked around at each other, blushing.
"Money? We don't have any money. We bet one of the only things we could...our asses."
...
...
"Oh..." Embarrassed, Bianca's memories now returned with that fact as well. Being reminded of her status as a trainee for the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Division brought home her real status.
She was just a sissy whore for the Bimbo Lottery! Nothing more.
Bianca now turned her attention more to the other gurls, Beauty and Poise also meant admiring each other in their feminized glory. They would critique and compliment as necessary to help each other perfect their feminized sissy selves.
In addition to their identical slutty uniforms, Bianca saw as if for the first time their collars. They all wore identical taskmaster collars.
Bianca was struck immobile as the strongest memory yet flashed across her conscious mind.
**
Bianca was no stranger to wearing fetish collars. The "Whore" collar she had worn for her wife when she was 'acquired' had been taken a couple of days ago. There was a bandage now covering the sutures where the tracheal shave had just taken place. Bianca was still struggling to process how strangers could just go ahead and give her surgery without her consent as she felt a new heavier form fitting metal collar being placed around her throat.
Bianca had never even heard of a jeweler's weld before, but the form fitting metal collar became her education. The man used a laser to heat the metal and weld the collar together. Bianca felt fear and was breathing heavily as the back of her neck warmed, but the cloth they had placed between the collar and her skin seemed to protect her from heat and burns.
The elderly man welding the metal collar had an air of boredom as he performed his task. Once done, there was no lock as her earlier fetish collars once had, just an unbroken piece of metal formed to lay perfectly flat against and around her neck and throat.
There was a recess on the front of the collar. Bianca didn't know what that was for. They hadn't told her yet. They had just pressed a large oval shaped jewel looking thing into it until it snapped into place.
Once that was done, she was taken to a chair, sat down, shackled to it, and then asked many, many questions.
**
"Bianca...Bianca...Earth to Bianca..." Cindy was waving her hands in front of Bianca's eyes as she came to.
"Oh...sorry...just...wow, the memory just...BOOM...was right there." Bianca replied breathlessly.
"That'll happen." Didi interjected. "You'll suffer some really strong memory recalls for the first week or two. There's a lot of history in the 6 months you were under their spell."
Bianca huffed as she wasn't looking forward to how hard the overwhelming strength of a recalled memory hit. It was so real, as if it was really happening again, and exhausting. She shivered slightly and struggled against feeling overwhelmed.
**
Later that night...
Bianca wanted to go to bed but there were two things preventing her from falling asleep right away
First, she was in a dorm room and Eve was taking her first payment from winning the bet.
Bianca turned away from the distraction of the two sexy she-males, Eve, naked except for her yellow thigh high stockings, and Anna, in her stockings and panties, kneeling and sucking on Eve's cock. Apparently, each of the girls would have to give Eve a blow job to pay off losing their bet and Eve was planning on collecting from one girl each night before bed.



"It's the best way to fall asleep." She said, "Spent and satisfied."
"Mmrrmph." Anna replied, her mouth swallowing the entirety of Eve's girl-dick. The soft repetitive 'glock glock glock' of cock in throat resonated quietly through the room.
The second thing preventing Bianca from falling asleep was the next memory that came crashing back into her mind.
Writing in a journal was required of all the girls as they went through their training. Sitting in front of her vanity, diary open and pen in hand, Bianca could remember doing it but could barely remember what she wrote. She had flipped at random to several pages (and suffered the mental shock each time as each diary entry caused a long-term memory to be recalled) then turned to the first few pages of her diary when her first written entry sparked a reminiscence that left her shattered.
**
With her new metal collar attached around her neck, Bianca was taken away to another room, sat upon a chair, shackled to it, and then asked many, many questions.
"Your wife and psychiatrist describe you as a natural submissive, but just to ensure your cooperation, activate and test."
Activate and Test? What does that mean?
"AAAAAaaaaaaaa..."
Bianca's scream filled the room.
PAIN...UNBEARABLE PAIN!
Gasping for air as the pain subsided and the fire in her body melted away, she realized what had happened. She had been shocked. The interviewer, Bianca never found out her name, had just given her a massive shock from the collar.
Augh! What the hell?
"You are wearing a 'Taskmaster Collar.' This particular make and model of collar has limited integrated AI and shall be used to assist you in your training and acclimatization."
The interviewer smiled as realization dawned on Bianca's face.
"Strong shocks are meant to correct misbehavior. Small tingles will occur as warnings to correct your behavior before it becomes egregious. Do you understand?"
Bianca swallowed hard and nodded that she understood.
"Are you gay? Do you like men?" The interviewer began.
"No." Bianca answered coldly.
"Do you like to cross dress?"
"No." Bianca spat back angrily. Stupid question, she thought, considering how she was dressed when she arrived.
She screamed in agony! The collar she was wearing had shocked her.
"There. You see, the AI in your collar also acts as a lie detector. If you lie and it knows, you get shocked. If it thinks you are lying based on other physical indicators it senses, you get shocked. So, I ask you again, do you like to cross dress?"
Bianca hesitated. Part of her wanted to resist, but after only a minute her resistance crumbled as she felt a warning electrical tingle on her bare skin. "Yes. I do." Her mouth was dry, and she swallowed hard, trying to get some moisture to return.
Nothing happened.
"Do you like to present as feminine?"
'Yes." Bianca answered again.
"Do you wish to be a girl?"
"No." Bianca waited; she was sure she was about to be shocked again even though she was truthful...at least, she thought she was...
"Are you gay?"
"What? No! I answered that already." Bianca huffed.
"Have you ever sucked cock?"
"NO!"
"Are you homophobic?"
"No. I'm not." Bianca replied. She was annoyed and wondered how many questions there were. She forced herself to calm down as a tingle of electricity from the collar gave her another warning.
For what seemed like hours, Bianca was asked question after question. Some seemed benign, such as her favorite foods, others related to her experiences cross dressing and clubbing with her wife. Still others, the more uncomfortable ones, related to her sexual practices and experiences. The questions even seemed to repeat from time to time and she answered the same question the same way each time.
After what felt like hours, Bianca was exhausted and finally relieved when the interviewer spoke into her tablet, no doubt for the recording; "This collar is activated and functioning normally. The intake interview is complete."
Turning off her tablet, the interviewer turned to Bianca's escorts and handlers.
"Please take the recruit to medical for further induction processing."
"Wait, is it true? Did my wife really volunteer me to be whore." Bianca tried to ignore the warning tingle. She guessed that speaking out of turn was probably a punishable offense.
The interviewer, for a moment, just stared at Bianca. Finally, after a pregnant pause, she answered.
"Yes, she did. You can meet with legal counsel later if you like and see the documents. It's all there and you have the right to see it." The interviewer waved Bianca away as her handlers took her by her arms and carted her off.
The interviewer was eager to hand off the new recruit to her training mistress, there was still more work she needed to get done back in her office. With her questionnaire filled out and initial enrollment over, the interviewer's time would be better spent elsewhere.
Bianca, cuffed and shackled, tottered along, her short strides from her shackled feet jangling down the long corridor. Hearing her worst fears confirmed, Bianca began to sob. Her wife had sold her to the Bimbo Lottery. Her spirits were completely broken.
**
Recovering from the flashback, Bianca had finished her diary entry for the day: "Today I woke up. My long-term memory recall came back." Satisfied with the short an simple entry she closed her journal, finished removing her makeup and climbed into bed, finally closing her eyes to make ready for sleep. Once under her covers she felt safety and warmth. The bed jostled slightly, and the covers lifted, she moved over as one of the girls climbed into bed with her. Her conditioning was so complete she didn't even question it, she just made room as the sixth girl of their cadre, Fawn, climbed in behind her to spoon.
"Do you remember me now? Fawn asked.
Fawn was the smallest of the gurls. She had elfin features and hair so blond it was almost white. Her hair was soft and could only curl with a curling iron as it usually hung straight and fine.
"You are Fawn. You were taken as a Bimbo Lottery winner soon after graduating high school and turning 18. You were Salutatorian of your class."
Bianca turned over to face Fawn. Both gurls were dressed for bed, clad only in their golden thigh highs, white sheer babydoll nighties, yellow panties and demi-bras. Bianca let her eyes wander for just a minute, settling on Fawn's nipples and aureoles poking through her nightie. Bianca knew from experience her own nipples were identically exposed and presented.
"You told me the story of how you complained that the girl who beat you for valedictorian only won because she was a girl. You complained of sexism. She had taken easier classes. They accused you of misogyny. Everyone laughed when the NSSA&M came for you and carted you away." Bianca Summarized as she caressed Fawn's hair, tucking some strands back behind her ear.
"Yes. I grew up poor. School was going to be my way out of poverty. She cost me a scholarship that could've changed my future." Fawn affirmed softly. Her hand now tenderly stroked Bianca's brunette hair, pushing stray locks back behind Bianca's ear.
Bianca's memory filled again with memories she had previously been unable to recall due to the 'Docility' drug they had taken. The drug used by the service to control and condition the gurls into becoming the sissy service providers the state wanted and needed.
"My brain hurts. I have a headache." Bianca complained.
"Drink some water. Ask for an aspirin in the morning when we go to pharmacy." Fawn supplied helpfully.
Bianca found comfort in her memory of clinging to Fawn as Fawn clung to her and they tried to console and comfort each other in their terrifying ordeal. The training regimen they had been enduring for the past 5 months. They had turned to each other for mutual comfort and that had grown into something more. Fawn giggling at Bianca as Bianca's inability to retrieve her long-term memories had her acting like a forgetful bimbo. Bianca appreciating Fawn's kindness.
"You know, the flashbacks...where you go blank for a few seconds? That'll stop soon." Fawn consoled.
"I know. I can actually remember each of you blanking out as your memories crashed back into your heads. Even though I would forget again. Every time I went to bed I hoped I would remember, but when I woke up the next day it was like a complete reset...except for somehow knowing all he skills they taught us the day before."
Where Bianca had considered herself a straight male with a cross-dressing fetish, Fawn had always been confused about her sexuality and only ever suspected growing up that she was a gay submissive. A trait the NSSA&M discovered and exploited during her training. Being a tiny and pretty boy had made turning her into a pretty sissy easy.
Bianca took the initiative and gave Fawn a kiss. She was pleased when Fawn reciprocated. Their kiss was warm, soft, and passionate. Their kiss was interrupted when Eve cried out her pleasurable orgasm as she spewed her spunk into Anna's mouth.
The other gurls clapped and cheered the successful conclusion.
"Finally. Now we can all go to sleep." Cindy faux complained.
Eve merely shrugged and flipped Cindy the bird, tucked away her girl-cock, and then put on her panties, bra, and nightie and went to bed. Anna went to the shared bathroom, no doubt to brush, floss, and gargle with mouthwash. She would have to wash off the cum that had leaked onto her chin and tits. Moments later she exited the bathroom, clean and refreshed, and made her way to her own bed, putting on her bra and nightie, completing her bedtime uniform and climbed into bed.
The room lights dimmed automatically, and exhausted after such a momentous day, Bianca fell asleep with Fawn next to her and shared a night of deep dreamless slumber.
**
Waking up the next morning, Bianca felt amazing. Her headache was gone, and she sat bolt upright in excitement! She still had her memories! It really was over! The drug had finally worn off and she could remember again!
Fawn grumbled and moaned as Bianca had caused the blankets to slip off her body and expose her to the cool bedroom air. With a quick peck to Fawn's cheek and a slap to her ass Bianca encouraged Fawn to wake up and get moving. They only had 30 minutes to get ready.
All the gurls woke up at nearly the same time and made their way to the bathrooms and showers. Each gurl would help the other wash her hair with shampoo and conditioner, or by washing her back. They helped each other with their morning anal douche, ensuring their asses...err...sissy pussies were clean and free of material, they would then help each other when toweling off.
A casual observer might think their actions were preceding an orgy with how familiar they were with each other's bodies, but the gurls knew there was no time for that. Their actual dorm room was likely one of the most celibate places in the national brothel.
Each gurl would help the other by brushing their hair out to avoid tangles and blow drying as necessary to maximize the health and appearance of their hair. Then each gurl would individually make their way to their personal vanities to take care of their beauty routine with makeup.
With practiced ease, faces were feminized...even more than they already were, (all the gurls looked like girls even without makeup) and gurls dressed in the uniform expected by their training mistress.
Yesterday's school-girl uniforms were out and sent to the laundry, while today's yellow sissy French maid's uniforms were donned.
Yellow thigh highs, mandatory as always, panties and bras were placed on their long full legs, firm full bottoms, and bouncy breasts. Each gurl helped the other into their yellow maid's dress and assisted with the back zipper. Each gurl helped another with their yellow two-tier tulle petticoat and then with the lacey white and yellow aprons making sure the aprons were tied in a large bow at the exact center of the girls back, draping down over their pert bottoms. Each gurl individually tended to their own headpiece, gloves, and heels. Each gurl made sure to inspect the other gurls taskmaster collar was clean and polished free of blemishes.
Slipping her feet into her heels, Bianca momentarily felt amazed at how well she could walk in high heels. As a cross dresser he sometime struggled with heels 4 or 5 inches high, but now, as Bianca, with months of training behind her, walked with ease and grace in the 5-inch heels strapped to her feet. A feat 'Bradley" would have been jealous of. The memories of poise and deportment class quickly reminded her of the weeks of practice it actually took to become proficient...and then learning to dance in heels...
Bianca shook her head, knowing that her feet had adapted to the tall heels so completely that removing them for short periods of time was actually more painful than leaving them on.
Besides, the glossy black Mary-Jane heels with an ankle strap and shiny brass heart shaped buckle were just too cute!
Once finished, with only one minute to spare, the door to their dorm room opened as today's training Mistress entered. The gurls formed a line, held each other's hands, and curtsied as the training mistress stood before them.
"Good morning, Mistress J." They recited together in a sing song fashion. Properly greeting their training mistress was routine and required behavior.
Their mistress for today wasted little time. She gave them their assignments and schedule for the day and each sissy of yellow cadre committed it to memory. It wouldn't do to ignore their mistress or forget. Punishment for inattention was swift and severe!
"I do have one announcement." Mistress J made sure each sissy gave her their full attention, facing her, but with their eyes cast down, never looking their mistress and superiors in the eyes unless given permission.
The gurls were nervous. Anything new, unknown, or unfamiliar was never good news.
"Now that Sissy Bianca has finally recovered her memories, I am pleased to announce that your training is nearing an end. Tomorrow, you will start finals and next week you will graduate. After that each of you will be placed up for auction to receive the privilege of serving your first paying customer."
Bianca shivered and could also note all her sister's trepidation on hearing this news.
"I know, I know...It has been a long time coming and you are all eager to do your duty to your country and the service." Mistress J seemed positively excited at the prospect.
"Sissy Bianca." Mistress J spoke sharply and smiled as Bianca flinched in fear.
"Yes Mistress?" Bianca had to suppress the urge to gulp. She knew a failure to maintain decorum was a punishable offense.
"Now that you are 'awake' you will also need to go see HR and acknowledge your service contract. Your appointment is a 3PM. Don't be late."
"Yes Mistress." Bianca responded pleasantly and eagerly; despite the fear she felt in the presence of her dominant training mistress...a fear that the service had ingrained in all of the gurls during their months of training.
The training mistress smiled to herself. Yellow cadre, the cadre of gurls she had led during the past 5 months of training was nearly done. The duty of breaking down each feminized male and then building them back up into the sexy submissive sissies they had now become was nearly finished.
A sense of pride in her accomplishments welled with her!
**
After breakfast the gurls had been assigned to clean the main orgy room at the national brothel. Bianca and the other gurls had long become jaded to the sights and sounds of the country's only 24 hour non-stop orgy. Even at this time of day, mid-morning, there were still dozens of citizens and service providers satisfying their need for relief from their elevated passions. Every flavor of sex was available, every perversion was catered to; straight, gay or lesbian, sissy or femboy, studs and bimbos, every variety of kink one could imagine.
And Bianca and the gurls of yellow cadre had to clean it up.
The gurls circulated, replacing towels, and sheets, refilling bowls of condoms, restocking the water bottles at the various hydration stations, checking in on the slave cages where service providers, or even customers, if that's what they wanted, were locked away, immobile, simply for the ambiance.
Occasionally the gurls might be tasked with fluffing the studs before they took on a paying client. The gurls themselves were not available for sex just yet, graduation was still a few days away. Fawn and Bianca both were made to wear locking butt plugs. As anal virgins protecting their anal virtue was just a sound business practice.
After wiping down a bondage table and mopping up cum-stains from the floor for what felt like the 50th time, Bianca was relieved from duty and left for her appointment with HR.
Bianca made her way to HR right on time, neither early nor late. A sissy like her was not allowed to annoy others, nor inconvenience them. She timidly approached the stunning blond receptionist and stood meekly under the disapproving gaze before she was brusquely directed to the room where 'her lawyer' was waiting.
Bianca, in her yellow sissy maids' uniform, arrived at her destination and now stood before yet another stunning and powerful looking woman. Bianca couldn't help but wonder, were all the employees of the National Social Services Maintenance and Acquisitions Divisions former models? The stunning redhead woman glanced up at Bianca and muttered, directing Bianca to sit down as she shuffled some papers.
"I swear the world could be ending and the end would be delayed because somebody forgot to file the right form." The stunning redhead muttered.
"What paperwork?" Bianca asked. She slapped her hand over her mouth quickly and felt the warning tingle of electricity from her taskmaster collar. She spoke without being spoken to first.
To Bianca's relief the stunning lawyer didn't seem to mind.
"I want you to know that you can speak freely here and ask any question. In fact, I order you to speak freely and of your own volition. It's required by law." The lawyer said.
Bianca tried to quell her fears. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad after all.
"Why am I here?" Bianca demurely inquired.
"You are legally required to see and acknowledge the contract under which you serve." With your memory restored and no longer under any cognitive impairment we can finally certify your employment contract and paperwork."
"First off, here is your contract volunteering for service in the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department."
"But I didn't volunteer." Bianca replied. "I never wanted any of this." She said it firmly, as ordered, even though she expected to receive a shock from her collar. After a second when no shock was forthcoming, she started to feel a bit better about this meeting.
"Since you are a volunteer," The lawyer began again.
"I. Am. Not. A volunteer." Bianca interrupted.
She waited again to see if she would be shocked, but there wasn't even a warning tingle. She felt better about standing her ground.
The lawyer merely gave her a look then ruffled through some papers.
"You were volunteered by your wife."
"How is that possible?" Bianca asked, genuinely curious. How could someone else sign for her?
"Those documents are right here, here is your wife's statement and letter of intent. It is attached to the psychiatrist's report about your mental health and gender identity." The lawyer slid the documents across her desk for Bianca to see.
"What psychiatrist?"
"It says here you and your wife went to counseling about your cross-dressing fetish."
"That was only marriage counseling." Bianca retorted.



"Really? According to these documents there were extensive sessions documenting your dressing fetish, your enjoyment of being in public with your wife, clubbing, shopping, etc...your gender dysphoria..."
"My wife and I only went to marriage counseling. I don't have gender dysphoria." Bianca didn't mean to interrupt but felt she was on solid ground. Could this be a loophole to free her?
"Your wife and your psychiatrist disagree. They both thought it was best for you and submitted your evaluations to the NSSA&M for peer review."
The lawyer opened an electronic file as digital media now played upon the computer screen facing her.
"This is your wife and her video testimonial."
Bianca looked on in amazement. Bianca could only feel again the shock and betrayal as his wife made her statement. Clearly this was taken during one of her private sessions with their marriage counselor. Bianca recognized the office.
"He was always a cross dresser since a young age. He told me so himself, many times when we talked. When we were just friends, he was a lot more fun to be around when dressed and presenting as female. When he transformed into his female persona, we could go out shopping, or clubbing, or just hang out and it was exactly like any of my female friends."
"Maybe even better since lots of women don't know how to be friends with other women. The cattiness, the subtle digs, and the way they would subconsciously be judgmental of each other, like it was all a competition."
"Bianca was none of those things. She was always supportive, helpful, kind and courteous. She listened, really listened when I talked. She never judged. I loved having her as a friend."
"And she was so helpful around the house. She actually did most of the laundry, the dishes, cooked and cleaned, made the beds."
"But you've helped me realize I wasn't being supportive enough. I was being selfish, trying to change her when I insisted once we were married that he give up cross-dressing. Only later did I realize that this was a part of what made him...her. That his being a girl was the defining feature of his life and our relationship."
Bianca felt sick to her stomach. His wife had sold him to the Bimbo Lottery, all under the guise of doing it for his benefit.
Bianca couldn't hear anything but the rush of blood in her ears. The video testimony of his wife droned on in front of him though he was unable to make out anything more she was saying. The psychiatrist sitting near his wife was apparently saying something, trying to be supportive; maybe?
Bianca finally exploded with anger
"But isn't this her decision to make. How can anyone, even my wife, just do this to me without my...my...consent?" Bianca sputtered, her tone harsh and loud, her face red with righteous indignation.
The lawyer closed the video file and opened up several documents.
"Here is the form signed off by the courts giving your wife consent to volunteer you for service. There are the psychiatrists' evaluations and concurrences from two peers. There is the endorsement from the NSSA&M, and here is the notarized copy for your personal records."
"Surely you don't need me. Doesn't the Bimbo Lottery provide enough recruits to work here?" Bianca asked caustically.
"Recruitment is down. The latest annual lottery only drafted 12 new recruits last year. The service recently instituted an open recruitment program. There is even a signing bonus."
Bianca's eyes popped wide with surprise.
"How much?"
"25,000 Dollars."
"When do I get it?" That might be enough to hire a lawyer to fight her...contract... enslavement... whatever... Bianca wasn't sure what to call it.
"Oh...No, you misunderstand...again...you're not very bright you know...you don't get it. It was already sent to your wife, for volunteering you for service."
"So...I was sold???" Bianca was stunned, angry, and in a moment of pique, was shouting.
"This will go faster if you don't interrupt. Honest questions are fine, but if you try to cause delay there will be consequences." The lawyer looked angry now and spoke sharply and Bianca was intimidated. Bianca's months of training forced her to revert to her submissive behavior the instant a dominant took control.
"This is outrageous. I was basically kidnapped and sold into slavery by my wife." Bianca was too intimidated to shout but managed to sullenly whisper her complaint.
"Absolutely not!" The lawyer seemed genuinely outraged by Bianca's statement. "All the necessary checks were done and legal requirements covered. You were not sold. We are a free country; we don't enslave people."
Yeah right, Bianca thought sarcastically. Bianca was cowed into submission, lowering her eyes submissively from the lawyer's severe expression and firm tone.
"I don't have all day, and you have other places to be..." The lawyer muttered.
"As I was saying, as a volunteer and due to the shortage in your particular specialty you are inducted for the full term of indentured servitude of 7 years."
Bianca held her tongue.
"But the good news is that your former job as a mechanical engineer will still be there, if you want it, upon completion of your term of service."
"Umm...how is that possible?" Bianca asked timidly. Any anger she had felt had seemingly evaporated out of her body from fear, but the sudden sideways discussion into her former job was unexpected. Did they know about what happened to him? Would they miss him...her...ugh...
'Oh, quite easily, it's the same as if you were reporting for military duty or jury duty or any other legal obligation. The law is there to protect you after all." The lawyer answered, misunderstanding Bianca's intention.
There were several more documents they went over. Health benefits and insurance, dental plan, retirement fund choices, but Bianca could barely participate now and was giving only the minimum responses.
"In conclusion, you now have guaranteed employment, health coverage, medical and dental and other benefits for the next seven years, and in this difficult economy, that's saying something. You really are one of the lucky ones. Please sign here to acknowledge and we will be done" The lawyer spoke pleasantly until she turned her full attention to the sissy whore sitting across from her.
The thought of the life she had lost and the servitude she now faced overwhelmed her and Bianca started to cry. Bianca lowered her head in shame. 5 months of training to become a sissy slut and state employed whore and an entire lifetime before that thrown away.
"She just wanted you to be happy." The stunning lawyer seemed uncomfortable by Bianca's tears as she handed her a box of tissues...and a pen...
**
Back in her dorm room Bianca listened as the other gurls of her cadre talked mechanically and with feigned enthusiasm about their upcoming final assignment and graduation.
As usual, the final assignment would be the outreach program where each gurl would be sent out in public to interact with the general population and remind as many people as possible about the services the NSSA&M provided to help satisfy and reduce elevated passions within the community.
The gurls would be sent out to hand out flyers, promotional materials, and blow jobs to as many members of the public who wanted them, all while dressed in provocative and scandalously revealing outfits.
After 5 months of training with Dildo's and plugs and practicing technique with the male studs and female whores, all the gurls were trepidatious about serving actual civilian customers.
With the day ended and the gurls' beauty appreciation complete, each of the gurls flounced down in the center of the dorm room, lounging and talking over hot chocolate. As a privilege the training mistresses even allowed them to burn candles and stay up late, slumber party style. The gurls all took extra pillows from their beds and piled them up in the middle of the room. A television had been brought in in case they wanted to watch a movie. All the girls were relaxing agreeably, using the TV to play music.
Except for Fawn and Eve. Eve was taking payment from Fawn over their bet. Eve was standing and leaning against the foot of her bed, her legs spread wide. Fawn was kneeling before Eve. Fawn was in her panties and thigh highs with her demi-bra and nightie set aside on the carpet nearby. Her hands on Eve's thighs for balance, her head bobbing up and down, sucking on Eve's girl dick. All the gurls knew to set aside anything they wore that they didn't want to get cum or spit on. It was just standard practice. Fawn's bra and nightie would be safe from spew.
"You know, I once heard that a gurl had to serve a priest during her final test." Cindi gossiped, indicating Fawn and Eve.
"That's just an urban legend." Eve chimed in. She sipped her hot chocolate and patted Fawn's head as it bobbed up and down her smallish erect and aroused penis.
"Yeah, the church has a long history of opposing the State's involvement in Service Administration." Didi opined, making air quotes around 'service administration'.
"I heard one of the girls of red squad tried to escape today and was sent to disciplinary barracks." Didi gossiped.
"Why would she do that? Aren't all the girls of red-squad volunteers?" Anna asked.
"I heard that one of them was recruited during the last Bimbo Lottery. She was even newly married and everything...at least, that's the rumor." Didi replied.
Bianca was struck by this news and had been listening intently.
"Did any of us ever try to...escape?" She whispered. Her collar beeped and a warning tingle of electricity shocked her neck.
Her sissy sisters seemed alarmed by her question, each gurl touched her collar reflexively. Even Fawn momentarily paused her oral efforts satisfying Eve and fulfilling her bet to pull at her collar.
Did they all get a warning? Bianca wondered. Her memory came back quickly, confirming it. Of course they did! If one gurl acted out, all of them were punished. Their collars were linked, and the AI was always listening. As training methods go, it was a particularly evil one that forced each gurl to watch the other and turn on each other yet also compelled them to trust each other and work together.
It was insidious.
...
"You know that our online profiles will be updated today." Bianca remarked, breaking the long silence that followed her last question.
She tried to steer the conversation back to more normal things. She felt truly sorry for asking a question that could harm her sisters. She wondered if the training mistress would now come to punish...err...discipline her. She added more marshmallows to her hot chocolate and curled up under a fleece throw blanket.
"Do you think any of us will break a record?" Anna asked, eager to follow the change in subject.
"It's unlikely. The highest opening bid at auction for a new service provider stands at nearly 11 million. Each of us would be lucky to get half of that."
"Bianca or Fawn might. They're both still an Anal Virgins." Cindy smirked.
Bianca sat silently, and Fawn couldn't respond as her mouth was full of girl-dick. Both girls had been told that their bids would be higher since neither of them had ever had a 'real' dick inside them before. Bianca found it odd that variety, size, and quantity of dildos and butt plugs they had been forced to endure during training didn't count.
"Well, I'm sure we'll all do well..." Eve's reply was cut short as she suddenly shuddered, her thighs positively vibrating with pleasure as she eagerly thrust her hips violently into Fawn's face. Seconds later she was spewing her cream into Fawn's mouth.
Fawn took the brief face fucking well, sucking out the last of Eve's cream. Once finished, Fawn sat up and showed Eve her cum on her tongue before swallowing it all. There was cum and saliva drooling down her chin and onto her tits. Fawn rose up from her knees and picked up her bra and nightie and made to move over near Bianca.
"No...sorry sis, but you need to clean up." Indicating her tits. "Go brush and floss and gargle first." Bianca reprimanded Fawn.
Fawn simpered, stuck out her cum coated tongue, and made her way to the bathroom. Bianca prepared a cup of hot chocolate for Fawn for when she came back.
Each of the gurls now seemed lost in thought. With their training nearly over, they would become paid service providers to the public at large. They would be using their training to be whores for the state. The mood in the room slowly became more somber.
Fawn returned, dressed now in her nighttime uniform of nightie, panty, bra, and thigh highs and cuddled up under the blanket with Bianca. Her breath was minty fresh. They sipped their hot chocolates in companionable silence.
Bianca would long remember this night, all the gurls gathered together on the pink area rug, lounging on pillows and cuddling stuffed animals and gossiping as the last night she ever saw her sissy sisters again.
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"Sold" Chapter Four.
An acquisition and trafficking tale in the future dystopian country of Allegoria.
Thank you to those who provided feedback that I asked for. I appreciate feedback from my readers, and I want you to know I am listening. Many of your ideas will be included in the next few chapters that explore Bianca's adventure. I have the main portions mapped out and am busy working to complete them in a timely manner.
Love, BJ
**
Johhny couldn't believe it! His luck was finally turning around. He hurried home and burst through the front door of his dilapidated house. The broken screen door banged hard against the wooden door frame, but nothing could temper his joy.
"Baby. Baby. You there?" Johnny yelled into the house...perhaps hovel would have been more accurate...
"Darn it all Johnny, why you yellin' for? You know I got my stories on."
Johnny looked at his girlfriend, sitting on the stained and frayed couch, yelling back at him. Her buck teeth, her sallow skin, her scraggly bleach blond hair, her torn t-shirt with her saggy tits and too small frayed daisy dukes letting the fat of her ass squeeze up in a muffin top and down to her cellulite thighs. Sure enough, that damn soap opera she was always getting' all bothered about was playing on the big screen.
"Baby, Pack your bags. I just won the Mega Lottery!"
"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god" Johnny's girlfriend screeched, overcome with excitement, and after the second try with a grunt was finally able to get up off the couch. "What should I pack? Where are we going? How much did we win?"
"I don't care where you go you skank, just pack your shit and get out!" Johnny shouted back.
It took her a moment but the dumb look on her face was totally worth it! Johnny smirked. Anger slowly replaced his girlfriends...err...ex-girlfriends excitement.
"You Asshole! Screw you Johnny, I've been fucking your cousin anyway."
"Bitch, jokes on you, so have I. And you know what. He sucks dick better than you ever did."
"Y'all never find a better girl than me cuz youz just a loser." She screeched.
"Ya know what...screw it. You can keep this place. I'm gonna buy something better."
Johnny smiled. For once his skanky girlfriend was at a loss for words. She stood there seething like the dumb cunt she was, angrily popping her gum, taking another swig of warm beer and puffing hard on her cigarette.
That sure as hell shut her up!
Johhny turned and walked out the door. He had millions now. It was time he finally got to live it up and get what he deserved! He could come back for his beer can collection later.
**
The National Social Service Acquisition and Maintenance department's main edifice in the capitol city of Allegoria was both a monument to lust, avarice, and an imposing structure in its own right.
Housing the training facilities for all newly inducted recruits, housing administrative offices for the service itself, apartments and housing for the innumerable service providers and support staff the service employed, and housing the largest public brothel in the country, the building was easily one of the most widely recognized city landmarks.
There were many public brothels throughout the country in other towns, cities, and larger villages, but none of them were as impressive as NSSA&M main headquarters here in the capitol city.
The entryway was an imposing edifice with doric columns and alcoves filled with statuary of nude male and female figures carved in marble. Many of the statues were posed in erotic situations. Some were copulating. Some were fondling; themselves or each other. Some were in classical poses while others were more lewdly posed. And still others were reproductions from the kama-sutra. Eroticism from every culture was represented here.
The high cathedral like ceiling with paintings and frescos further decorated with pagan gods and goddesses in bacchanal situations, the barrel tunnel entry way easily spanning 50 feet tall gave visitors walking past the erotic bas-relief imagery plenty to inspire most anyone's erotic fantasies. Truly a temple dedicated to pleasure and inspired by decadence.
Bianca was always astounded by the opulence of the main entrance and entry to the public brothel. The few times she had reason to pass through were always equally intimidating and inspiring. Today was no exception.
With no explanation, Bianca had been taken from the Cadre while they were performing their regularly scheduled service as sissy waitresses. It was the middle of the lunch rush and Bianca hoped they would be able to cover her section.
She was taken to wardrobe, stripped of her yellow vintage style playboy bunny costume; the classic lingerie body suit, fishnet stockings, bunny ears, and bunny tail butt plug, and given, and then helped change into, a pleated miniskirt and sweater ensemble. Service staff assisted with her makeup and accessories, telling her she was presenting as a fictional cartoon character. The changing process was quick, a makeover, quick hairstyle change, and into her rather simple outfit, and it wasn't until they were finished and declared her presentable that someone finally told her what was happening.
Her contract had been sold!
Bianca didn't even know that there was a "buy it now" option on the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Departments Service Provider scheduling app. Just like her sissy sisters in her cadre she had expected that the auction for her first service appointment would last almost a week, closing by next Friday, and she would subsequently entertain her first client at an agreed upon scheduled date and time.
To hear that someone had paid outright 10 million dollars to supersede the auction process and claim her immediately was a bombshell. That they had paid another undisclosed sum to buy out the rest of her 7-year contract was virtually unheard of!
Weak and skittish, Bianca submissively followed her escorts to meet her fate. As she was being led by the staff escorts to the reception lobby to meet her new owner her mind was awhirl with so many questions. Befuddled by the suddenness of her change in situation and only seconds away from meeting her buyer, she was grasping at straws. Glancing down at her new outfit she asked the first foolish question to pop into her head.
"Who the hell is Velma?"
**
Having finally signed the lease and moved into his new home in an upscale neighborhood Johnny made his way to the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Administrations headquarters. He had never gone into the National Brothel before and was impressed with the sexy furnishings. Perfect for a man of wealth and leisure like himself.
He met with the customer service representative promptly at his appointment and was ushered right in. Amazing how money makes people respect you like they should!
"Mr. Johnathan Applebee, a pleasure to make your acquaintance..."
"It's Johnny, actually." Johnny said, cutting the cunt off and asserting his control.
"Of course...Johnny...I believe we are here today for you to pick up..."
"Pick up my new sissy slut." Johnny interrupted again. "Damn Bitch. We all know why we're here. Just bring me my new sissy."
"Of course, sir..." The customer service rep was surprised by the rudeness. The customer was picking up his new service provider today. He had spent millions to buy out the contract of one of the newest sissies the NSSA&M had just introduced to the public. She had never met anyone of his alleged wealth behave so inappropriately. Multi-millionaires generally had a certain level of sophistication and charm that was sorely lacking in the vulgar man before her.
"...I've summoned her already and she should be here momentarily."
The customer service representative took a good look at Johnny. The man was skinny, bordering on scrawny. His haircut looked fresh but somehow still unkempt. He had rather bad teeth, crooked. He looked freshly scrubbed but still somehow dirty.
His suit was new yet poorly fitting. His pants were slightly short at his ankles and a bit tight around his waist. His belt was loose, and his arms dangled inside the suit jacket that was slightly too big. Johnny's socks were visible and had slipped down around his ankles. Even his shoes, though new, were scuffed already. Clearly his ensemble was purchased "off-the-rack".
The clerk had to look up Johhny's ID and information one more time when she put it all together.
New Money. Mr. Applebee was a lottery winner and was clearly spending his newfound wealth.
The customer service representative certainly knew how to upsell and decided to see what she could do to soak the rude customer.
"The sissy you are buying comes as is. Would you like to purchase her wardrobe as well? This would save you a lot of time. Instead of having to shop for her, you would have more free time for play."
"Uh...sure, that sounds good." Johnny admitted. He hadn't thought about what the sissy would wear. He assumed she would come with the clothes from her profile pictures. Not that she'd be wearing them for long, heh heh heh.
"What the hell. It's only money, and I've got lots of it." Johnny bragged.
The young woman smiled back. "Of course you do sir. She also comes with her own kennel, she is fully trained and certified for pet play, if you're so inclined. We can have that delivered as well if you like."
"Damn...I'm getting' me a real submissive sissy slut huh. Yeah, that sounds good. Add that in as well."
"And I'm sure that a gentleman of quality, such as yourself, would want the complete bondage dungeon equipment delivered as well...Oh...I apologize...assuming you don't already have your own."
"Uh...no, haven't quite got that far yet. That sounds great though. Just set me up with whatever you think works best for having fun with my new slut." Johnny blustered unconvincingly.
"Of course, sir. A gentleman such as yourself with a new sissy virgin should only have the best. Do you already have a bedroom set up for your new slut? This sissy comes with a complete bedroom set should you want it. It would certainly save time. A fine and important man as yourself need not trouble himself after all with ordering furniture."
"Uh...yeah...Yeah, that's true. My new place has extra bedrooms." Johnny liked that idea. He liked it a lot. This is the way life was meant to be. Rich 'haves' like himself being served and respected by the 'have-nots'. Johnny had been a 'have-not' for his entire life. It was time to live large.
"Wonderful sir. I've added this to your invoice, and I'll see to it that everything is delivered today. Just sign this lease right here. Thumbprint is fine."
"Lease? I'm buying out her contract. Why not just sell?"
"Oh sir, such a handsome and respected figure such as yourself should not tie yourself down to these material things. Who knows what tomorrow brings. Your interests may change, your wants and desires..." The sales rep looked Johnny up and down with an expression of lust and appreciation. She licked her lips slightly, easily faking interest. She had him eating out of her hand now. "Certainly, the option of trading in and trading up would only be proper. A man of your caliber desires contemporary, modern, original, and state of the art. You wouldn't want to be stuck with older obsolete equipment would you?"
Johnny eagerly pressed his thumb to the tablet approving the extra charges and converting the sale to a lease. In doing so he saw something in the contract that gave him pause.
"Wait just a second...what is this 'extended warranty' charge right here?"
"Sir, a gentleman such as yourself would certainly want the protection plan included in the lease. In the event of equipment breakage, or failure of your equipment to perform to your satisfaction, the insurance will replace the broken item at no cost to you."
"Uh...Yeah...sure, of course, that would be fine." Johnny hesitantly agreed. He certainly intended to make plenty of use of his new sissy and free replacement gear sounded good. It's probably what all the rich and classy guys like him did anyway. Let the peons handle the crappy details.
The customer service provider smiled as she added up the extra charges to the invoice. Same day delivery with premium service plus custom fitting wardrobe, bedroom furniture, bondage gear and equipment...Nearly a hundred thousand dollars added inclusive of licensing, and fees, and titles, and insurance and warranties... Added nicely to the millions 'Johnny' already spent buying out the feminized sissy's service contract.
Their conversation was interrupted when Johnny heard the tapping of heels on the tile floor behind him. He turned to face the entrance to the reception desk area and finally got his first live look at his new sissy. The sissy was brought into the room flanked by two massive hulking men. Scrawny Johnny looked positively small compared to the handlers, but his eyes were immediately drawn to the tiny sexy sissy standing before him. She was even better looking than her pictures. That had been a real worry. So many dating sites and it was still impossible to avoid being catfished...but that's another story...
His sissy was dressed just as he had specified.
She wore a short dark red pleated skirt, high above the knees. She wore a tight-fitting orange turtleneck sweater that really showed off her boobs and clung to her waist. She wore orange knee high socks and glossy orange Mary Jane heels on her feet. On her face were the iconic black square framed eyeglasses. Her hair hung down to her shoulders in a bob like style.
Johnny noticed her brunette hair. It should have been more auburn or ginger, but he could always tell her to color it later. Girl's love changing their hair color and shit like that.
She had on a collar. Some gold contraption that didn't go with the outfit he selected but apparently it never came off. It was a condition and obligation of her contract. It was kinda hot in a kinky sort of way. The escort had her on a leash.
After thoroughly enjoying the view Johnny was satisfied and thrilled with his purchase of the sissy slut. Velma Dinkley had always been his crush!
"Damn. She really does look just like my cousin. He's a sissy too." Johnny rambled "Sucks the meanest dick you ever did see. Heh heh." Johnny grabbed his crotch to elaborate causing the customer service representative to blush.
"Damn right bitch, you know you want this dick. But maybe later. I've got a sissy to occupy me...for now." Johhny winked, flirting hard and laying on the charm. He could tell the customer service rep was jonesing for him bad. Some other time though...
"We good here?"
"Yes sir, She's all yours." The customer service representative was eager to get rid of the odious jerk. She mentally calculated her commission for upselling and was pleased to see the customer take the sissies leash and walk away with his purchase.
**
Johnny was flying high. Damn was she hot! The pictures on the website really did her justice. Long full brunette hair. Short skirt showing off those thicc thighs and full ass. Her tight sweater, big tits with nipples poking through the fabric. Long legs in knee high socks and towering heels. With those heels she was nearly as tall as he was!
She strolled slightly behind him at the 'heel' position...as she should...but damn if he didn't want to get a better look at that sissy ass! Johnny felt strong and powerful and rich as he held the leash. They said the collar had a lot of features for tracking and discipline. He'd maybe have to ready the owner's manual later, if he had the time.
He tugged the leash slightly, and watched as his slut skipped a step to keep from stumbling. Damn right bitch, he thought, letting her know he was in charge as he led the slut out to his brand-new lifted half ton supercharged turbo diesel four wheel drive pick-up truck parked across two parking spots right by the front entrance. No way he'd let some loser driving those small-penis cars scratch the paint job on a real man's Ve-Hickle. Even his tires were oversize knobby mud tires, still shiny and new. Not that he'd let his baby be a pavement princess. There'd be time for some muddin' soon enough!
Ever the gentleman he even held the door open for her as she struggled to climb up into the elevated cab but damn if he didn't get a good look at the bitches' skimpy orange panties and phat ass! That skirt, what there was of it, clung to those curves just right! Her long legs in knee socks and heels looked so good...soon enough he'd have those legs wrapped around his waist as he pounded that ass. Like a real gentleman he planted one hand firmly on the sissy's butt and pushed up to help get her into the truck.
Ok, maybe he did give that butt cheek a fair bit of a squeeze but who could blame him. Firm yet soft...and so full! He could feel the flange of the butt plug there in the crack of her ass. Damn well better be the orange butt plug he requested! Probably should have checked that earlier. Her yip when he squeezed let him know she loved it. He owned that ass!
Seeing his sissy safely inside, Johnny shut her door and went around and climbed into the driver's seat, He was amazed as the sexy sissy with her long legs and big tits carefully adjusted the seat belt and settled into place. The seat belt shoulder strap cut right between the deepest valley of cleavage he'd seen since spying on aunt Myrtle in the shower. If that short, pleated skirt rode up any higher he would almost see her panties. Damn she looks even hotter in real life...and now she was all his...he owned her!
"Listen to those diesel engines roar!" Johhny shouted as the engine started, impressing the sissy. The radio kicked on loud and proud with country music. He'd turn the volume down later so they could talk...maybe...probably not. He didn't buy her for her talking. There were other uses for her mouth.
With the cool panache and confident and sexy alpha male attitude all the chicks love, Johnny made sure to make the tires squeal and spin in place as he pulled a Brody as he backed out of the parking space. He then made sure to chirp the tires and accelerate hard, rolling coal and leaving skid marks from the tires as he pulled away from the national brothel to take his property home!
LIFE WAS GOOD!
**
Bianca looked over to the man who purchased her service contract. He was sleeping now. Snoring. His snoring was irregular and annoying.
Seeing him at the National Brothel reception desk she had thought he was painfully thin, sallow looking, and wore an ill-fitting suit. It appeared new and store bought.
Seeing him naked out of his suit confirmed it.
Bianca pushed herself up into a sitting position. She winced. Her ass hurt. Rather, her ass was fine. Her butt cheeks hurt from the slapping of her owners lap against her bottom. She would have to inspect later but she just knew they were red and likely bruised.
She looked around the master bedroom. Seeing most of it for the first time.
She shifted position to take pressure off her ass. She could feel Johnny's cum slowly seep out of her ass and soak into her orange bikini panties.
The master bedroom was new. Some articles of furniture still had packing tape and manufacturers shipping labels stuck to them. The bed she lay upon, king size, hadn't been made when she was brought in. Just a sheet and a comforter laying on top.
Some of the pillows were still in plastic.
Bianca scooted over to the side of the bed, slipped into her heels, picked up her skirt, sweater, and...damn it, where did her glasses go? In the darkened bedroom it was nearly impossible to see. Finally finding them where they had slipped under the bed, she tucked her bundle under her arm and made her way down the hall towards her bed and bathroom.



As soon as she had got settled into Johnny's truck, her new owner insisted she move closer to him and sit in the center of the front bench seat. She was made to fish out his cock and suck it while he drove them home. Bianca didn't even know where her new home was. Her face had been down in Johhny's lap the whole ride.
Note to the training mistresses. Include motion sickness training in the blow job portion of standard curricula.
Bianca had probably practiced over a hundred blow jobs during training and Johnny's 6-inch penis hadn't posed a problem. Her training dildos and some of the male studs she practiced on easily had 8 inches. Bianca had thought that the 8-inch length was standard...except for her own of course. Her tiny penis...her clitty, managed to be an impressive 'average' 5 inches when hard.
Bianca entered her bedroom and noted that the movers had set up her bedroom set from her dorm room almost identically to how it had been in the dorm. Her full size four poster canopy bed took up one wall, her wardrobe was against another. Her Hepplewhite chair, vanity table, and mirror were all placed and arranged neatly against the wall opposite her wardrobe. She found that her makeup was boxed up. She opened the doors to the wardrobe and was gratified to see that all her outfits were still inside the wardrobe right where they had always been.
Bianca didn't know if Johhny wanted her to change into something new or to wear what she had on now. She laid out her costume on her bed, ready in case her new owner wanted her in it later or when morning came. Did 'Velma' not wear bras or was that an oversight?
Bianca removed her heels and knee-high socks and went to her small bathroom. She stepped into the hot shower water still wearing her panties. She could hand wash them at the same time as she cleaned herself.
She had made Johnny cum on the drive over. His cock spurted a reasonable amount of cum which she dutifully swallowed. He didn't let her sit up though. He put his hand on her head and made her stay there, her mouth on his cock, until they arrived at his home. When she was finally allowed to sit up and spit out his cock she saw they had pulled into his home's garage.
Gingerly washing her ass, Bianca squeezed her sphincter expelling as much cum as she could. She soaped up one finger and did her best to wash away the cum inside her ass, swirling her middle finger around to try and loosen and remaining seed inside her. She would make sure to beg her new owner for an anal douche nozzle for her shower. After all, anal hygiene was important for sissies!
Wait! Where did her butt plug go? Oh yeah...it's probably still laying out in the living room carpet. She made a mental note to retrieve and wash it later.
Johnny brought her inside where she was forced to her knees and again made to get him hard with her oral expertise. Sucking his cock in the living room, at least she assumed it was the living room, there was a brand-new sectional couch facing a large flat screen TV...the box it came in still in the corner, and she soon got him hard again. Once hard her new owner turned her around, put her on her hands and knees, flipped up the back of her skirt, slid down her orange panties, popped out her...orange...butt plug, and slid his cock straight into her ass.
Bianca gasped at his sudden intrusion. Not because it was painful, but rather because it was expected of her to give an excited gasp to entice her client. She had been pre-lubed at the national brothel and...quite frankly...his six inches were thin...and easily accommodated.
His fucking had been energetic. It would have been brutal if he had the length and girth to match his enthusiasm. As it was, Bianca endured the slapping of his lap on her ass as he plunged again and again into her sissy pussy. She was also grateful for the knee-high socks that protected her knees from rug burns. Despite her owner's small-ish cock size Bianca moaned and groaned feigning ecstasy. Her owner would expect good service after all.
Bianca had been told that her deflowering, her loss of her anal virginity, would be a moment she would always remember. Bianca wasn't sure that was the case. She had been told it could be orgasmic, but as Bianca waited and waited for this mysterious orgasm to arrive, Johnny grunted and came again, grinding as deep as he could into her ass. Binca could feel Johnny's testicles against her taint as the warmth spewing from them filled her ass. Bianca concluded that sex with her new owner wasn't unpleasant, it wasn't painful, nor was it exciting, it was just...disappointing.
It was fortunate that her new owner finished when he did...the front doorbell rang.
Her new owner ordered her to go answer the door as he slipped his slick cock back into his tighty-whiteys and pulled up his pants.
Bianca stood up, pulled up her panties and let her skirt slip back down as she opened the front door.
She was surprised to see movers bringing in her dorm room furniture. Her new owner led them to an empty spare bedroom and told them to set it up in there. He took Bianca's hand and then led her into the master bedroom. Shutting and locking the bedroom door, Johnny stripped out of his suit.
Sitting naked on the edge of the bed before her, Bianca was made to kneel again and go down on Johnny's dick. The taste of cum, ass, and lube was something Bianca was accustomed to thanks to her training. She worked his flaccid cock for what seemed like an hour until he slowly got hard again.
Bianca was made to stand as her new owner removed her eyeglasses, lifted off her sweater, slipped her orange pleated miniskirt down off her hips, letting it crumple next to her sweater on the floor, before tossing her onto the center of the master bed.
This time her new owner was eager to play with her breasts. He seemed impressed with her d-cup melons as he kissed them, squeezed them, flicked her nipple with one finger and licked her other nipple with his tongue. He switched back in forth, flicking and licking each nipple in turn until he was satisfied with her moans of pleasure. Coming to a decision, he then straddled her with his hard penis and pushed her boobs together to titty fuck her.
Bianca's stem cell grown breasts were hypersensitive and the pleasure of having her tits played with drove her arousal skyward! Her tiny penis got hard in her panties and pleasure built inside her as her new owner thrust his cock up and down between her pleasure pillows. The titillation of skin on skin and the friction of cock on breast was impossibly blissful.
Pure joy filled Bianca as the stimulation to her bosom induced her only orgasm of the evening! Her tiny penis spasmed out it's miniscule load into her orange bikini panties, staining the front.
Hearing Bianca's orgiastic cries, her new owner came again as well, and the small amount of his seed that spewed forth from the head of his cock left a white streak of cum upon one nipple up over her breast to her neck just below Bianca's collar.
Exhausted now, Johnny made to take a nap while Bianca was told to tip the movers and see them out. Not being told to get dressed, Bianca, in just her cum stained panties, knee high socks, heels, and collar with cum on her chest, did as she was told.
Once the movers were gone Bianca made her way back to her new owner, rejoining him in bed. She made sure to take some pillowcases and put them on the pillows before laying down next to him. She found a towel in the master bath and laid it down where she would sleep. No sense letting the cum leaking from her pantied ass soak into and stain the sheets.
She managed a short nap before she felt herself getting rolled onto her belly. Even in a sleepy stupor her training allowed her to comply with her new owners' actions. Bianca drew her knees under her, pushed her ass back and up and soon found she was now laying on her belly with a huge pile of pillows stuffed under her hips, supporting her elevated ass.
Her new owner plunged his cock back into her slick rear hole. Her ass once again easily accommodated the slightly above average sized cock that plunged inside her. Her new owner, having cum 3 times already, now had stamina and he rode her for hours...
It was as very...long...night...
Bianca finished her shower, her body fresh and clean, her panties now hand washed and free of cum, used her hair dryer to dry both her hair and her panties. Once clean and fresh and dry, she went to her vanity to fix her makeup. Three blow jobs had had a deleterious effect on her appearance. The freshly fucked look looked good on her, but her training insisted that she should always look new and fresh when morning came unless her owner specified otherwise.
With her makeup refreshed Bianca put her orange knee high socks, her orange heels, and her orange panties back on and returned to her new owner's master bedroom. Her new owner was still asleep. Bianca lay another towel down on the wet spot where lube and cum had pooled beneath her during their latest fucking. She lay beside her new owner. Compared to him, she was smelling fresh and clean, while her owner was smelling sweaty and funky.
She looked again at her new owner...sleeping...snoring...
It looked as if...for the next seven years, this was her life now.
**
After one month of being owned, to say Bianca was disappointed with her purchaser would be an understatement. Not that she would ever say so out loud.
He was not anything like what she was expecting. True, she never wanted to be a sissy slut for anyone but her wife during playtime, and it was also true she never wanted to be a feminized sissy whore for the national brothel. It was only Bianca's NSSA&M training and ingrained behaviors that helped see her through. Bianca touched her collar...well, training and the ever-present means of punishment should she fail or rebel.
Bianca had been led to believe and expected that her auction would likely introduce her to the wealthiest of men. Men who would treat her as a sissy and dominate her but would likely be men of quality and standing in the community.
Afterwards, she would be available to anyone who could afford the service fee with the state and who needed relief from their elevated passions.
Instead, she had been sold!
She had her contract purchased...by Johnny fucking Applebee.
Her training and conditioning saw her through the first few weeks as she learned more about her owner. Her owner certainly seemed happy with her services and performance. He commented on her enthusiasm often...
But learning that her owner was two years younger than she was quite a surprise. A far cry from being the wealthy older and distinguished gentleman she had expected, someone who would take on a sissy to comfort them in their advancing age.
Bianca had been so happy to see that her new owner had also purchased her wardrobe and bedroom furniture as well. Delivered to her new owner's home, and set up in her new owner's house, Bianca had envisioned that, commensurate with her training, she would wear clothes from her wardrobe. She would tease and tantalize her new owner with many of the fashionable dresses or fetish costumes she was trained to wear and present herself to her feminine best for her new owner's excitement and pleasure. She imagined that her clothing inventory would also grow as she acquired those things that dressed her to his liking.
For the first month that was the case. She had been tasked with putting Johhny's house in order. As his sissy maid she kept house, cooked meals, did all the chores, and made sure all the new furniture and equipment was tastefully arranged in every room.
Johnny apparently didn't work. He would stay at home and watch her work. Wearing her sissy maid uniforms, she would, true to her training, twirl seductively, causing her petticoats to flare. She would bend and flash her panties and garter belt straps holding up her stockings. She would flaunt her body to her owner as she worked.
In a testament to her training, she found her ability to entice and excite her owner came naturally, often having her getting fucked in the process. Her owner loved to take her in between chores, flip up her skirt and petticoats, pull her panties aside, and fuck her hard, cum in her ass, and then leave her to finish her chores, wet and sore, wearing her cum soaked panties.
It's a rare day her butt wasn't red from his lap slapping onto her nor her ass sore from frequent cock impaling her.
But today Johnny had insisted she wear clothes he provided. Today they were finally meeting his family, and he wanted her to fit in...
She was now standing in her torn and frayed daisy duke denim shorts, her matching torn and frayed denim bra (barely more than two denim triangles) that struggled with covering her nipples and left over half the area of her bosoms exposed both on top and from the sides. The bra was tied tight behind her back with denim strings and around her neck, halter top style, pressing her breasts together so that her cleavage was deep and pronounced.
Her neon pink thong panty was riding high up her ass and displayed 'whale tail" style high over her hips. She wore cheap flip flops on her feet, painted toenails in a gaudy neon pink color matching her fingernails, hooker style large gold hoop earrings, her brunette hair was made up in a high ponytail with a scrunchy tight against her scalp...Bianca looked and felt like the cheapest piece of white trash you ever did see.
Bianca raised the esthetic of white trash chic to a whole new level. Or was she lowering it? She wasn't sure which direction described her sartorial condition.
Bianca would have had more skin covered wearing a typical bikini swimsuit compared to the outfit her owner was making her wear right now. Johnny, her new owner, the man who held her contract, had insisted she tuck as well, and with her tiny penis and testicles tucked away her distressed daisy dukes emphasized the feminine shaped V of her crotch. Her testicles shoved back up her inguinal canals inside her body and her penis and scrotum tucked gave her a small feminine mound easily mistaken for a woman's vulva. Her daisy duke shorts didn't quite conceal the pink of her thong panty, the front edges of her panty were visible as a neon pink line around the leg holes of her shorts.
Right now, her new owner, Johnny, was parading her around before his family at what was described to her as her introduction party, and apparently, the annual Applebee family reunion.
"Uncle Chester, you old dog...come meet my new sissy."
"Aunt Fanny, girl you are lookin' so hot today. Have you met my new sissy. Just bought her!"
"Grampa. You spry old dog, where's grammy? Hey, Let me introduce you to my new sissy."
"Yes, yes she does look a lot like cousin Carl! He still doing that femboy thing? Heck, maybe Bianca here can teach him a thing or two. Probably make him jealous."
Johnny held onto her hip and pulled her with him possessively, showing her off to everyone he knew. Everywhere she turned she was introduced to someone new, then whisked away to someone else. Bianca had no idea how she would possibly remember all their names or who they were. This was all so fast and confusing. It was nothing like being the courtesan she had expected to become from her training.
"Got-Dam! Did you see the body on that girl? Fuckin' el Johnny got him a nice sissy!"
Grampa Earl and Uncle Carl both looked on lustfully at Johnny's sissy. Comin inta money he had done well so far. That sissy had a hot body.
In her daisy dukes and denim bra, she was smokin!
Firm tummy, big tits, full ass and thicc thighs. Her sexy figure was clinging tight to Johnny as he showed her off to the family. Grampa Earl and Uncle Carl both noted how all the other men of the family...and some of the women...were looking at the sissy with unbridled lust.
"What did he say her name was again?" Uncle Carl asked.
"Fuck if I know, I was too busy staring at her tits!" Grampa Earl replied salaciously.
"The slut's name is Bianca, but just call her whore or trash cause that's what she is." Simpered and whined the voice behind them.
Both Grampa Earl and Uncle Carl looked over to see Femboy Frankie glaring at Johnny's sissy girl.
"Frankie, didn't see you come in." Uncle Carl replied. "You lookin' good boy."
"It's Francis, if you don't mind, and of course I'm looking good. I work at it."
Frankie...or Francis...struck a pose trying to flaunt her/his body. The skinny jeans, sheer crop top, choker necklace and bangles on his wrist clashed glaringly.
"Jealous Much?" Grampa Earl teased.
"What she got that I don't" Francis asked petulantly.
"A smokin hot body." Uncle Carl jabbed.
"Bet she can't suck your dick as good as I can." Francis countered.
"Well, there's only one way to find out. Here, hold my beer." Grampa Earl responded, handing off his empty can as he moved off toward Johhny.
"Johhny..." Grampa Earl called out loudly. He grabbed a fresh cold beer can from the cooler and popped it open as he waddled his way over to his grandson.
"Hey Grampa, What's up?"
"Tell me something...Your new sissy suck as good a dick as Frankie?"
Bianca wanted to be shocked but thanks to her training and ingrained behavior she merely plastered the default dreamy pleasant bimbo smile across her face.
"Heck no. Bianca here is way better! She's been professionally trained at the Bimbo Lottery brothel. She's got the pro skills to back up those DSL's!" Johnny answered proudly.
"Really? Well...I'd like to see that."
"You would? Well why didn't you say so?"
"I just did."
"Well in that case, since your family and all, go on Bianca. Show Grampa Earl what you got!"
Bianca shuddered mentally but never lost her pleasant expression.
"Of course, sir. Would you like to have your blow job right here or in private?"
"Dang girl. You some slut if you wanna do it here in front of everyone. But no, I'd rather go someplace private."
"If you'll follow me sir." Bianca took the old man's hand as she led him away.
"Call me Grampa."
**
Bianca shuddered internally but walked with purpose as she led the old man...grampa...to the bondage room. She didn't want to entertain anyone in her room, and she had no idea if Johnny would allow her to use the master bedroom, so it seemed it was the best option.
Grampa apparently agreed.
"Well, looky here at all this sexy gear. If I was only 10 years younger, we could make good use of this stuff." Grampa boasted.
Bianca made as if she was admiring grampa's body, but the huge gut, overalls, frayed flannel shirt and ratty boots detracted from any form of real admiration. He had bad and missing teeth, the same scraggly hair as Johnny (she could see where he got it from) and a pug nose, probably broken long ago in some fight or accident.
Bianca figured it would have to be more like 30 years younger.
"I bet we could sir." Bianca felt her collar give her a warning buzz of electricity.
"I told you to call me grampa." The ugly old man reprimanded.
"Of course, grampa, I'm just being silly." Bianca was relieved to not be shocked for her mistake. Stupid AI Taskmaster Collar!
Bianca guided Grampa to a chair made especially to facilitate felatio. She recognized the chair from last year's NSSA&M spring collection when the delivery of a complete set of fetish bondage dungeon equipment was delivered the day after her contract was purchased.
Unbuckling Grampa's overall straps, she pushed the denim coverall down to his ankles. She lowered his boxer briefs as well, frayed and torn and...eww...stained...pushing them down to his ankles before easing him back onto the seat of the chair.
Bianca took her place on the padded kneeling bench and suppressed her gag reflex as she guided the smelly cock to her mouth. Thinking fast she took a wet wipe from the recessed holder near her and wiped grandpas' cock with the cleaning tissue.



"MMMmmm...that feels kinda nice...cool and refreshing." Grampa voiced his approval.
Disposing of the wet wipe in the built-in separate waste container Bianca made sure to continue stroking grampas cock with her hand. She could only use one hand at a time on his cock as he was just as poorly endowed as Johnny. Barely 6&1/2 inches she figured. Maybe a bit thicker though.
Bianca guided the head of grampas cock to her warm and wet mouth. God willing Grampa would be just as quick as Johnny was when he hadn't spewed in a while.
With a kiss on the head from her red lip stick coated lips, candy apple red, Bianca licked up and down the shaft, coating grampas cock with more saliva for lubrication, adding to the residual lube from the cleaning wipe. She was glad the Service had included the wipes, and it seemed lucky they had even included her favorite flavor...banana!
With fortitude and grace, Bianca bobbed her mouth and head down and over the swollen turgid cock. She began to play with grampas balls with her other hand, fondling the mediocre sack and grape sized testicles.
Grampa Earl was in heaven. He admired the sexy sucking sissy. She had that 'hottest girl in school' look and the view of the valley of her cleavage was amazing! Smooth tit flesh that curved perfectly and filled her bosom and flattered her body! When she took his cock into her mouth with one satisfied gulp...heaven! And now he had a view of the smooth small of her back and the swell of her ass and that neon pink thong riding high over her hips.
So hot!!!
Bianca sucked his cock with zeal. From grampas breathing she suspected he hadn't had sex in a while. He certainly seemed to be enjoying himself. His raspy labored breathing spurred Bianca on as she lavished his cock with her tongue. Each time her head bobbed down she stroked the cock with her tongue and each time she bobbed up she sucked in with her cheeks, making loud slurping sounds to excite grampa.
Grampa was feeling his cock swell and his heart pound. This sissy was amazing. She was sucking cock just like Gramma used to do!
Bianca looked up at Grampa and made eye contact. He was pale, and sweaty, and breathing heavily. As Bianca felt his balls tense, she also noted his cock expand slightly in her mouth as his cum issued forth.
Bianca felt nauseated as his pungent cum entered her mouth. There was only one small rope of ejaculate, but the flavor was...unpleasant...and there wasn't enough cock of his for her to deep throat to ensure all his cum ended up in her belly and none of his cum ended up in her mouth. As it was, all of his cum ended up coating her tongue, and filling her mouth with his seed. She swallowed as much cum as she could, fortunately, like Johnny, there wasn't that much.
As she was cleaning his cock of cum with her tongue and swallowing, Bianca looked up again and noted that Grampa was clutching his chest. His face was pale and...turning blue? Swallowing the last bit of residue quickly, Bianca spat out Grampa's cock from her mouth.
"Grampa?" She asked. When he didn't respond, she became worried, and adrenaline and fear took hold.
"GRAMPA!" Bianca shouted.
Grampa Earl gasped loudly when the sissy shouted at him. He made a fist and punched his chest HARD! The pain was exquisite but the pleasure from the BJ Bianca had performed was equal to its counter.
Gasping and coughing, Grampa felt his heart beating again in his chest.
"Are you ok?" Bianca asked. Grampa noted how scared she looked. Her concern was adorable. And the cum dribbling on her lips...so hot!
"Yeah, baby girl. But if I ever do kick off...damn...what a hell of a way to go!"
Bianca had no idea how to respond. Did she almost give the old man a heart attack from her blow job? So many questions formed in her mind, and fortunately she didn't get to ask any of them as the door to the 'playroom' burst open with a woman entering and shouting.
"Earl...Earl...did you hear what Johnny was gonna do for us?" The woman bellowed loudly.
"Damnit Dolores, can't you see I'm getting blown by this sissy right now?" Grampa Earl yelled back. He stood up in surprise, his beer gut hanging out, his cock still semi-hard but flagging slowly, and his torn underwear around his scrawny knees.
"Damnit Earl, you old fool, that can wait. Johnny said he's gonna buy us a new house!"
"Well...shit!"
**
Bianca spent the next few hours satisfying 17 more members of the Applebee clan at the 'family reunion'. As her new family were all agog to discover, the felatio chair was also configurable for cunnilingus.
Once Grampa left, Gramma Dolores took a seat, and Bianca was able to satisfy her with some of the best pussy licking she had ever done. Bianca wasn't even surprised to find that old pussy was virtually indistinguishable from younger pussy.
Uncle Carl called 'next' and after that there was an unwritten order that each family member knew when it was his or her turn. Generally, Bianca was made to satisfy the husband or boyfriend first, and then take care of the wife or girlfriend after.
Only one man, Femboy Frankie...or Francis...Bianca never was sure what to call him...her? Refused her service and left in a huff even before the picnic began and the buffet was set on the table.
Bianca wondered if the food was any good. She kept hearing that the barbeque was amazing but kept on her knees, and kept busy in the playroom she didn't get out to eat...at least not dinner...not that day.
**
Two Years Later...
"Sissy...sissy...where you at gurl?" Johnny was yelling for Bianca.
"Yes Daddy?" Bianca ran into the living room, her heels skidding slightly as she slid to a stop near Johnny.
"Where you been?"
"You told me to take care of Auntie Glady's hysteria. So I did. She just left." Bianca replied honestly.
Johnny finally noticed the slick liquid appearance of Bianca's face. Her lips, cheeks, nose, and chin were all coated in Auntie Glady's pussy cum.
"Get me another beer." Johnny commanded, throwing his empty can at Bianca.
"And set out a cooler full. We got company coming."
"Who Daddy?" Bianca asked. She easily dodged the thrown can. She could pick it up later.
"Michael Hunt. My financial advisor. Duh!" Johnny answered sneeringly.
"But Daddy, we're all out of beer. The card you gave me for groceries was declined again." Bianca whined plaintively.
Johnny looked over at his sissy. She was just as hot as ever but damn it if she wasn't stupid.
Standing there before him Bianca waited. Her yellow tartan miniskirt was a bit worn. She had ironed the pleats crisp and sharp but it couldn't conceal all the wear and tear. Her white short sleeved schoolgirl blouse was a bit greyer and had seen better days. The sleeves were frayed, and buttons were missing from Johnny's vigorous fucking of her. She had tied the blouse up under her bosom letting her bare breasts and tits strain against the diaphanous fabric.
Her taught tummy was bare and lean. Johhny figured she must be starving herself to maintain her figure. Girls are so dumb like that. Her yellow knee-high socks were fine but her yellow slingback heels had also seen better days with scuffs and damaged portions on the leather.
Her legs sure looked as hot as ever. The curve of her butt under her miniskirt swelled temptingly and the smooth clear skin of her thighs and long legs could attract attention for miles!
Damn if she wasn't the hottest girl ever! Johnny loved having her dress up as his sissy schoolgirl fetish but maybe it was time to spring for a new costume...Meh...maybe later, she looked fine and money was tight right now. His lustful mood gave way to a surly disposition.
Bianca didn't know what the problem was but her owner...her 'daddy'...sure was angry a lot these days. She suspected he was in financial trouble.
"Fuck. Here then..." Johnny dug through his pockets and pulled out a few crumpled bills. "Go down to the corner store and buy a case of the good stuff."
"Yes daddy, I'm on it!" Bianca turned and found the tossed can, picked it up and added it to Johnny's beer can collection. She scampered off with the cash to make a run to the store. It was going to suck to walk all the way there and back in high heels. Why was there no fuel for the trucks?
Once out of his sight, Bianca's expression turned grim as she set aside the airhead persona her owner now expected of her. Bianca was not supposed to be an airhead. She was supposed to be smart. But her owner had insisted, and Bianca obeyed. She was just happy to get out of the house for a little while, even if it was just for a beer run. Besides, she really needed to stop referring to herself in the third person...
**
"How can I be broke? I won 300 million dollars. I can't be broke. Where did it all go?" Johnny asked disbelievingly.
"I warned you, multiple times about your spending. Buying houses and cars and trucks and spending all that money on your family. It all adds up.' Michael Hunt would have been angry, but instead he was just...disappointed.
Two years later, another lottery winner is about to become another object lesson in financial mismanagement. Johnny Applebee, broke and owing money.
"You are behind on all of your property taxes not to mention you still owe me for managing this debacle."
"I don't know what a debacle is. But I do know that if I have a lot of houses, I have a lot of property and that means I have a lot of real estate." Johnny argued. "Don't that count for sumtin?"
Michael Hunt, financial planner, pinched his brow, trying to fight off the headache threatening to form.
"The houses you bought were not income generating properties. They were gifts to your family, a bunch of moochers who took your money and left you behind."
"Don't you disrespect my family." Johnny threatened; raising his fists.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa...fine...I'm sorry, but you wanted to know 'where did the money go?' and I'm telling you where it went."
"You won the national lottery, and you blew it all on bimbos, booze, and blow!" Mike said angrily.
"I ain't a dummy Mike. I invested some. It's just the Nigerian markets are down right now, but as soon as the crypto markets turn around, I'll be swimming in cash like Scrooge McDuck!"
"Damn it Johnny, you literally invested your money in 'Prince Investment Services' in Nigeria. Oil Futures? Seriously? You have to face the facts. You spent it all. You never invested like I told you; you spent the principle of your winnings rather than live off the interest income and bought houses and cars and gifts for all your family. You spent it on lavish vacations even though you don't even work. YOU. ARE. BROKE." Mike was on a decent rant now.
"Look, it ain't no big thing. Been poor before and now bein' poor again. You got to keep on keepin' on. Life's a garden, dig it!" Johnny tried to minimize the situation.
Both men paused as Bianca entered the room carrying a half-case of Natural Light beer.
"I got the good stuff just like you asked Daddy." Bianca stated proudly. She was out of breath from the long walk. Her feet hurt from her heels. There was a glow on her face, arms and legs. Her bosom was heaving, and her tits were prominently displayed poking into her blouse where sweat had formed perfect circles around her nipples and areolas. Johnny had never let her wear a bra while in his service.
"Damnit Bianca. Is that chilled?"
"Chilled?" Bianca asked forlornly.
"Yes. Chilled. Iced. How can I serve this to my guests if it's warm?"
"Umm..."
"Go get some chilled mugs from the freezer." Johnny commanded.
"Yes Daddy." Bianca left the beer and scurried off on her latest task.
Michael Hunt watched as Johnny's service provider skipped away on her latest chore. He had always lusted after Bianca but could never have afforded the initial price of a service provider of his own. Douch bags like Johnny though...losers like him get lucky and have everything and won't even share. Just had to keep her in the family, he had said.
Suddenly, Michael had an epiphany.
Michael had an idea.
An awful, wonderful, wicked idea.
"Look, Johnny, right now you're screwed and it's only a matter of time before the Department of Income Revenue and Taxes comes for you...but...if you want to get out of this mess I can help."
"How?"
"Sell Bianca and use the money to pay your back taxes."
"Wait, sell Bianca?" Johnny seemed stricken. "I couldn't do that. She's practically family."
Having served as Johnny's financial planner for two years now, Michael Hunt knew Johnny's weakness.
"It's either that or you sell your trucks."
"My trucks?" Johnny practically freaked out. Johnny thought about the 15 Chevy trucks he now had in his collection. Heck, the 'trucker girl' mudflaps and floor mats he just ordered were due to arrive any day now. The classic silhouette of a voluptuous reclining nude female would be just the thing to make his collection the classiest ever!
"No way I'm selling my baby's." Johnny stated resolutely.
"Well then, you must sell Bianca. It's the only way." Mike responded firmly.
Both men cued into the tapping of Bianca's heels as she hurried back. She came back with two frosty mugs, opened two cans of beer and poured the beer into the mugs.
As she brought the mugs to her daddy and his guest Bianca could sense that something was off.
"How much" Johnny asked, taking a mug.
"Well, she is used. There is depreciation you know..."
"How much." Johnny asked again, irritated.
Bianca looked confused. Mr. Hunt had refused the frosty cold mug of beer. Something was going on.
Michael Hunt wrote a price down on a slip of paper and handed it to Johnny.
"This will pay off all your debts and get you out of trouble. Just sign her contract over to me and it's all over." Michael knew how to charm clients when it suited him.
Johnny looked at the slip. Lose Bianca or lose everything else, including his beloved pickup truck collection.
"Done." With a sigh, he and Michael shook hands.
"What is done Daddy?" Bianca whined in her plaintive little girl voice daddy loved so much.
"Well, it's been real gurl. We had something special but it's over now. Mike here is takin' you over. You had best get on with your life then. I know you'll never forget me and the thing we had. It's been great!" Johnny answered.
Bianca looked just as dumb as ever.
Bianca was dumbstruck. She looked first to one man and then to the other.
"Daddy...did you just...sell me???"
Micheal Hunt held his smile. It would be unseemly to show any joy at having swindled Johnny. Dumbass just practically gave away a licensed, certified, and bonded NSSA&M Service Provider.
Life Was Good!
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**
Bianca was riding in the front seat of Michael Hunts car as he drove her away. Bianca sat pleasantly riding in companionable silence, enjoying the scenery. She tried to make out landmarks as they drove but was unable to do so. Two years as Johnny Applebee's contracted sex slave...err...contracted service provider didn't let her get out much.
Nope, Johnny had always kept her head down and on his cock whenever he drove her anywhere.
Aside from the immediate neighborhood near Johnny's mansion, from the front door of the house all the way to the nearest convenience store and back, Bianca had no clue as to her whereabouts.
It was with pleasure that she finally recognized her new owner was taking her back towards the capital city. The highway signs confirmed it. At this rate she figured she would be back in the capital in another hour. She wondered why she wasn't more nervous than she was. Suddenly being sold and having a new owner should be nerve wracking, right? She should be more concerned. Instead, she was calm. Was it merely calm before the storm or something else?
Michael Hunt glanced from time to time at his most recent acquisition. She was sitting prettily in the passenger seat of his sports coupe. Mike had seen her naked body often enough that the lustful feelings she evoked still inspired his cock to rage ineffectively in his trousers. He couldn't wait to get her home!
"So, do you have any questions about your contract?" Mike asked. The sissy was cute, and some pleasant conversation would make the trip go faster.
"No Daddy." Bianca answered. She had a little girl sing song voice when she spoke.
"Is that how you normally talk?"
"What do you mean Daddy?"
"Like a little girl. Is that your normal voice?"
"Daddy Johnny likes me to talk like this Daddy." Bianca answered again.
"So...that's your normal voice?" Mike asked again.
"Umm...no daddy...daddy Johnny just liked me to talk like this." She felt her sing-song voice quaver for a moment. Bianca wondered if her new daddy was unhappy.
"Well, stop it. Use your normal voice. And don't call me daddy. I don't like it." Mike commanded.
"Yes Da...sir." Bianca responded obediently. She was surprised at how easy it was to drop the affectation.
Mike noticed immediately the change in tenor and register of her voice.
"Say something else."
"What would you like me to say Da...sir?" Bianca asked.
"Umm... Say 'she sells seashells by the seashore.'"
"She sells seashells by the seashore." Bianca answered. It felt good to use her normal voice. It had been so long. She involuntarily cleared her throat at the change, but it was still a good feeling.
Mike smiled. The change to her modal voice was nice. He recognized her contralto voice type.
"There, isn't that better?"
"Yes...sir."
"So, are you happy to have been sold?" Mike asked, "Are you happy that I bought you?"
"I'm always happy to serve sir." Bianca answered as trained. Maybe that was it. A new daddy...err...owner, wasn't cause for alarm?
Still, Bianca knew a trick question when she heard one. She was intimately aware of the taskmaster collar on her neck, a constant fixture for the last 2 and 1/2 years of her life. One that would likely be there for the duration of her seven-year contract.
"But are you happy that I am your new owner." Mike pressed.
"I...guess..." Bianca answered hesitantly. What did he want?
There was a long pause, and they drove on in silence. The first exits for the Capital were coming up soon. Bianca wondered which one Michael would take. Seeing the world, even just from a highway, was exhilarating after two years of semi-isolation. She wondered if he would let her roll the window down, feel the wind in her hair. Best not risk it.
"I suppose that's fair," Mike began "I mean, you don't know me at all really. We've only met a few times at Mr. Applebee's home. Why don't you ask me some questions, meaningful questions, no small talk, and we can get to know each other better."
Oh crap! Sissy Servants were not supposed to pry into the lives of their customers. Or their contract holders. Sissies were supposed to be seen, but not heard, unless asked a question first. Polite, pleasant and brief conversations were part of her training, but meaningful questions? Bianca felt trepidation and the first inklings of fear. Her new owner wanted her to ask questions. She had no idea what to ask.
"Um...what do you do for a living sir?" that felt safe.
"I am a certified public accountant and financial planner. I am also an investment advisor." Mike answered easily.
"Do you like what you do?"
"Yes. I mean, it pays the bills you know."
Bianca noted Mike seemed bored and maybe a bit disappointed by her questions. She felt like this was a test and she was failing. Fear of disappointing her new owner began to creep into her soul. That must be it...she was afraid of disappointing her new owner. She had to try something else.
"If I may be so bold sir, why did you buy me?" Bianca asked softly. She didn't want to appear presumptuous or rude. She did fear being punished, much, she didn't want to disappoint him. Was that because of her training and conditioning?
"Ah. That's a good question. I bought you because you were available. Because you were achievable at a good price, and I really think that you could help me out with my practice."
It took Bianca several moments to parse Michael's answer.
"So, you don't want me for sex?" Bianca asked...foolishly.
"What? Of course I want you for sex! Can you imagine how much my practice will increase and how many clients I can attract once it is known I have a fully trained, certified, licensed and bonded sissy service provider at my disposal?" Mike was incredulous.
It took a moment for him to calm down from his surprise at the foolish question. Until he remembered that sissy service providers were not exactly known for their intelligence. Seeing Bianca shrink away from him when he yelled almost caused him embarrassment. His chagrin was short lived.
The sexy sissy sat submissively seeking solace, scared and shivering silently.
His Sexy sissy service provider...HIS whore...HIS PROPERTY!
Seeing his newly acquired sissy, his property, shrink away from him caused a more appropriate feeling to flourish within him. Power and Control!
"From now on, you can call me 'Master'" Mike growled. It was probably foolish to try to engage her intellectually. It's not like she had a college education or anything.
"Yes Master." Bianca meekly replied, she lowered her eyes submissively. Whatever leeway he had given her to ask questions was clearly over. She was a failure. She was disappointing her master.
Mike expertly navigated his way through the city until arriving at a high-rise building. Turning over the keys of his car to a valet he took his sissy by the arm and led her inside.
"Girl, I can't wait for you to meet my wife."
YOUR WIFE?
**
"Who is this girl and why is she dressed like a schoolgirl?" The woman asked. She had just entered the foyer where she confronted her husband.
Bianca stood in the foyer to her new owners...her master's condominium. It appeared to be of decent size and square footage. Bianca wondered about the fetish bondage gear openly displayed but had to pay attention to the severe woman before her. They had arrived mere minutes earlier. The woman entered shortly after behind them.
"Darling, this is Bianca. Bianca this is my wife, Nicole." Mike answered, making an introduction.
"Nicole is your new mistress. You shall obey her as you obey me."
"Darling, Bianca is the sissy whore one of my clients bought with his lottery winnings about...oh...two or so years ago. Umm...it's what she was wearing when I bought her. Would you rather have her naked?"
Nicole weighed her husband's answer. Naked would probably have been better, at least marginally. Her clothes were worn, frayed, and grey and her heels appeared scuffed. She looked like a tramp.
"Her? You said she's a sissy? You brought a sissy whore into our home without asking me first?" The woman asked sternly.
"Now darling, there was an opportunity, and I had to strike while the iron was hot. But think of what she can do to help us with our practice. Client satisfaction will go through the roof!" Mike smiled as his wife pondered his latest statement.
"How much did you pay for her anyway?" Nicole asked, still not mollified by Mike's answers.
"Hardly anything at all. She was a genuine steal, the client signed her over to me." Mike explained.
"In the meantime, she can help us out around the house. She's an NSSA&M licensed, bonded and certified sissy. She's trained in domestic servitude."
Bianca watched her new mistress closely. She took her time, thinking and staring at her. After many long moments, Bianca could see the change in Nicole's demeanor that the amount of money spent, and the offer of her domestic service seemed to please the woman. Nicole gave Bianca a discerning, penetrating, considerate look.
"Is there any luggage or are those the only clothes she has?"
"Hmm...I hadn't thought of that. Probably should have included her personal things when I bought her contract. No worries though. I'm sure we can afford a few new things to keep her clothed...when we're not putting her other skills to good use, I mean." Mike replied lasciviously.
"Humph. Fine. Come sissy. You can help me with dinner." Nicole dropped her purse and jacket on a chair a led the way into the condominium. "You can put those away later." Nicole indicated, as an afterthought.
Bianca meekly followed Mike's wife to the Kitchen. She could feel her training take over as she sustained her submissive nature before her new owners.
Maybe she'd even get to put her cooking skills to use. Except for making bologna sandwiches and fetching beer, Johnny had never let her cook. The Applebee family men were always on about barbequing. Maybe a new start with new owners was what she really needed.
**
The first few weeks of service to her new owners seemed like heaven. Bianca easily noticed that Mike and Nicole seemed unsure how to treat their sissy servant. Bianca felt respected and appreciated. Her cooking and cleaning skills were praised often by Mistress Nicole.
Sadly, this situation was not to last. The more comfortable Mike and Nicole became having her around, learning to be her owners, they slowly turned from kind to cruel.
From taking over all the cooking and being appreciated for her culinary skills, Bianca soon found that nothing seemed to please Nicole. Small details and imaginary imperfections were used to belittle her. Their kind and appreciative tone transformed into sharp rebukes and condescension.
Any mistake, real or imagined, was grounds for punishment. Even the inexpensive clothes they bought for her were given only begrudgingly. Any money they spent on Bianca they expected her to earn back for them tenfold. She was allowed only cheap drugstore cosmetics, and her clothing was purchased from online retailers with an eye on lowest priced items first.
While Bianca was employed at their home and used for domestic duties, Master and Mistress, as they insisted she call them, were soon eager to use her erotic skills to advance their business. Bianca was used as a tease while her owners would schmooze with prospective clients, luring them in.
Mike and Nicole would hobnob with clients, working to expand their client base and business all while having Bianca as their bound and submissive sissy servant. Sitting closely with clients. Sitting on their laps. Canoodling, cuddling, and fondling.
It all began easily enough, working at the front desk at their office as a secretary and receptionist.
Bianca followed Master and Mistress respectfully, at the heel position of Nicole. Nicole Hunt had largely taken over as Bianca's minder, her overseer, and her sexual dominant.
Bianca only wore the clothes her Mistress had chosen for her. Today she wore a white blouse, still with no bra, as her owners insisted her tits were one of her best assets. A pink leather mini skirt that clung to her ass and was so short it could not conceal the bottom edge of her tiny pink panties. Her feet were adorned with pink stiletto 6-inch heels with 1 inch platform toe, and pearlescent pink nude thigh highs, because her owners said her legs were her second-best asset. She wore pink diamond stud earrings, and large bangled bracelets as her only accessories...besides her ubiquitous golden taskmaster collar.
Her Brunette hair, now long enough to reach the middle of her back and top of her breasts was styled in waves with plenty of product to keep her hairstyle voluminous and flirty. Her makeup was all pink as well. Pink eyeshadow, bold neon pink lipstick, clear lip-gloss, and gentle blush to convey her innocent sissy presentation.
Originally, she was made to answer phones, screen calls, keep the appointment book, escort clients to and from the back offices, take dictation, compose drafts of letters and correspondence, and fetch coffee upon request. Occasionally she was made to go out and fetch lunch orders as well.
For a while Bianca felt like this was almost a return to her normal life before becoming an employee of the NSSA&M. Before becoming a sissy whore. Memories drifted back to her time as a mechanical engineer, drafting blueprints, working on projects and drinking bitter coffee.
Of course, it really was too good to be true.
Mistress could not stand it when Bianca was sitting idle at her desk when work was slow.
Sitting in a chair was for real secretaries. It was too good for sissies.
Nicole Hunt started making changes.
The receptionist's desk was counter height. It had a chair with an adjustable pole where the receptionist could sit. Nicole took great delight in removing the chair and making certain Bianca remained standing when on duty. Nicole, to Micheal's delight, placed a large dildo on the end of the pole. The pole was adjustable in height due to a motor mounted in the base. With the touch of a switch, Nicole would extend the pole, driving it upward. The pole, driving upward, would thrust the dildo into Bianca's lubricated ass. Bianca's ass was fully impaled with silicone cock.
A crossbar Nicole had installed at the base of the pole held her feet about shoulder width apart, locking her ankles in place with metal cuffs. With her 6-inch stiletto high heels strapped to her feet Bianca was already standing tippy-toe and was unable to lift herself off the plastic penis penetrating her sissy pussy.
While her predicament was not obvious from a distance, concealed as she was by the receptionist's counter, anyone who approached the counter for directions or assistance could look over and see the pole disappearing up under her skirt. They could see Bianca's feet spread slightly for balance, and with her ankles shackled that she could never move from her spot.
The variety of looks she received ranged from lustful, interested, disgusted, and bemused...all served to heighten her sense of humiliation. The only emotion her owners loved granting her!
At first, Bianca was trying to see the good side, at least she didn't have to fetch anyone coffee or lunch anymore...
Lamentably, for 8 hours a day, every day, Bianca was impaled. Her feet and ankles ached and at the end of the day, when her owners finally lowered the dildo pole and released her, she still had to attend to all the domestic chores of dinner, laundry, dishes, dusting, vacuuming and cleaning.
Even the sissy maid's outfit she wore when 'home' was a mere fetish costume purchased on-line. It was nothing like the high quality bespoke French maids' outfit she had at the NSSA&M and at Johnny's house. Cheap nylon had replaced the taffeta, tulle, silk, chiffon, crinoline, and organza that she had once known.
Her master and mistress were soon eager to use their sissy whore to finalize business contracts. Learning she was to use her skills to 'seal the deal' made her feel cheap and used. For the first time, Bianca stopped to think that she may have been lucky to have had her contract purchased by Johnny Applebee. At least there she only had to satisfy him...and his family members.
Being a cheap sissy whore for anonymous men to use...and a few women...was demeaning. Only her conditioning and ingrained behavior from her training saw her through.
Today, Bianca's thoughts were focused as she found herself in her owner's office, bound and bent over the backrest of a large chair, almost a love seat in length, gagged. Her pearlescent nude thigh high covered legs spread wide apart and tied tightly to opposing couch legs and her wrists bound tightly to the armrests.
Mistress had just signed a new client. Master had ensured her pink leather mini-skirted ass was plumply displayed for client viewing pleasure. No bra of course, so that her firm and full breasts pressed tight into her too small blouse, her erect nipples poking like miniature mountain peaks into the gauzy fabric.
Watching attentively, she saw that mistress and the new client were finishing up signing a contract.
"And as promised, here is our sissy. She is a fully trained, licensed and bonded service provider from the NSSA&M and I know she is eager to satisfy you today." Mike Hunt smoothly stated.
For all their other faults, Mistress Nicole and Master Micheal really were good at their jobs and even better with sales, Bianca thought unkindly. This would be the second client this week who used her as a cum dump. Bianca was struggling to decide if it was better to be impaled on the one-bar prison or used by her owner's clients.
Strapped down as she was, Bianca's head was at perfect cock height as the client unzipped his fly. She watched, focusing her attention on the cock, moistening her lips, and letting her tongue dart out, feigning eagerness as he pulled his cock out from the fly of his trousers.
"Yeah...look how eager she looks. I've heard great things about how you sissy whores are insatiable." The client badgered her. "Just can't wait for this dick, can you?"
"Please sir, please give me your cock. I want it in my mouth so bad" Bianca whimpered seductively, once again acting entirely in accordance with her training.
Her pleas were rewarded! The average sized cock of her client slipped easily down her gullet.
Bianca had to wonder. With the cocks of the male stud service providers being an average of 8 inches long, was that an actual recruiting criterion? Between the Applebee men and the clients of her new master and mistress she had not seen a real big cock since her original purchase.
Her musings were interrupted as the client grabbed her hair and start to face fuck her furiously!
The hard cock was hitting her gag reflex at the back of her throat. "Aawwp...Aawwp...Aawwp..."
"Hear that? She's gagging for your cock. C'mon, man, you can do better than that. Face-fuck that sissy!" Nicole's urging spurred the client on.
"Glock, glock, glock, glock..." Bianca's mouth was being well used and saliva was spraying out with each speedy withdrawal of the client's cock from her mouth. It was dribbling down her chin, splashing back to her face, and drooling onto the leather couch.
"Don't finish there. Finish in her ass. This is a million-dollar contract. Fuck that sissy-pussy!" Mike exhorted the client.
The client pulled his cock out of Bianca's mouth and practically scampered around to the back side of the couch. Her firm and full bottom presented perfectly on the backrest. Her splayed and secured legs in pearlescent pink thigh highs stretched and curved like a backroad leading the way to her plump rear entry. The client gripped Bianca's skimpy pink panties and tried to rip them off her body.



He failed. Panties could be surprisingly strong. After a brief struggle, the client quit and merely pulled them to one side, aligning his cock with Bianca's ass.
"Holy shit, this bitch is already gaped." The client wheezed in excitement.
"You know she is. She's been ready for you Allll Dayyy lllooonnngg!" Nicole taunted. "Tell her sissy."
"Oh sir, please fuck my ass. Fuck me hard. All I've had today was a fake dildo, waiting for a real cock. Please sir, give me a real cock!" Bianca knew from her training exactly what to say and how to say it. Her feigned cries imploring the client to ravage her!
Bianca gasped as the client slammed his stiff rod home into her gaped ass. Just as with Johnny, she was disappointed. The client's cock was thin and barely felt like anything. Bianca was really going to have to work to make the client happy.
"Oh god, OH God...OH GOD..." Bianca cried out as the client slammed into her again and again.
"Give me your cum...oh god...OH God...Please sir...uhhh...cum inside me..." Bianca swiveled her hips and humped up and down as much as her tight bonds allowed, demonstrating her eagerness.
"God damn, this bitch is riding my cock like a pro! She wants it! You Want it! You want this dick!" The client's enthusiasm was evident.
Bianca could feel the client inside her shudder and judder and felt liquid warmth fill her inner asshole. The client gasped, spent, and his cock turned flaccid quickly and slipped out from her. Bianca glanced at the wall clock across the room.
7 minutes elapsed from start to finish.
**
Bianca remained bound until after the client left. Only then did her master and mistress finally release her from her bonds. Bianca stretched out her legs and arms. Master Mike had pulled her tight! Her ass hurt and the clients cum had run down her ass and into the tops of her thigh high stockings. She pulled her panties up and into the cleft of her butt to trap as much cum as she could. With her ass gaped from the pole dildo earlier, she doubted she would be able to hold any cum inside her.
"Bianca?"
"Yes Master?" Bianca turned to face her master. Every time she moved, she felt the cum in her ass squeeze out and soak into her panties. They felt clammy and sodden. She was looking forward to returning to her owner's home soon to shower and change. She needed to get home and use her enema nozzle and douche her ass clean.
"This is Mr. Kent..."
Oh crap...two clients in one day?
"...from the NSSA&M..."
What?
"...he is here to certify your transfer of ownership. Mr. Kent, this is Bianca, our sissy."
With the introduction complete, Master Michael left Bianca in the company of Mr. Kent.
"Please, be seated." Mr. Kent seemed pleasant. Bianca sat as directed. The squish of cum in her ass spread to her tiny testicles and up the cleft of her bottom. She waited obediently and patiently as Mr. Kent pulled out a tablet computer. She still hoped her panties would absorb most of the cum and prevent it from spreading too far. At least the couch was leather and was easy to clean if there was any seepage.
"I am here to perform a brief interview and to certify transfer of ownership of the contract for 'Bianca', trained, licensed and bonded NSSA&M service provider, service number..."
Bianca remained silent. She realized he was talking into his tablet and not to her, no doubt recording for legal purposes.
"The sissy appears healthy, is working as a service provider satisfying clients..."
Wait...was he watching her earlier?
"...and has been legally transferred with the sale of her contract to her new owners."
"Bianca..."
Bianca gave her full attention to Mr. Kent. She kept her eyes lowered submissively as expected.
"Yes sir?"
"Do you understand that you are now legally under contract with Mr. Michael Hunt and Mrs. Nicole Hunt, fully indemnified, and have been full released from service with Mr. Johnny Applebee?"
"Yes sir." Bianca answered meekly as befit addressing her superior.
"Do you have any questions? You may speak freely without fear of reprisal."
Ugh...so many questions. Where to start? No reprisal? She didn't believe that for a second. Best tread carefully.
"May I see the contract?" Bianca asked.
Mr. Kent blinked, but after a moment pulled up a document on his tablet and showed it to Bianca.
Bianca read an official looking document with several attachments. It would seem with all the proper paperwork filed and fees paid she now truly and legally belonged to Michael and Nicole Hunt for the remainder of her contract. Almost 5 years still to go. Her address had been updated to Master Mike and Mistress Nicole's condo and there was even a forwarding address for mail. The last document, an official letter on NSSA&M letterhead confirmed it.
"What is this receipt mean?" Bianca asked.
"Oh...you weren't supposed to see that." Mr. Kent made to take back his tablet.
"It says my original contract was sold for 17 million dollars."
"Oh yes. A very high price."
"But the transfer to Master Mike and Mistress Nicole was for only half a million dollars."
"Yes. Normally sold service providers are never resold or transferred so there's not a lot of data to compare this to. Very unusual. I've never seen such a large decline in price like this before."
"Wait...so you're saying...I've been marked down?" As irrational as the feeling was, Bianca felt insulted.
"Yes. Very strange, but contracts are legal documents and can be bought and sold. It does happen, just rarely is all."
"I've been here almost three months now. What took you so long?"
"We're a bit understaffed at the moment." Mr. Kent said, without elaborating further.
"You said I appear healthy. How do you know I'm healthy? Are you a doctor?"
"Oh no. This tablet linked up to the signal from you taskmaster collar. You were told during your training that the collar is used to track your location, uh...should you ever get lost...and you know that the AI also monitors your language, what you say and how you say it, to ensure proper behavior, but it also monitors your health. Here look..."
Bianca stared when Mr. Kent turned the tablet screen to face her. The display showed Bianca's temperature, heart rate, blood pressure, respiration rate, and blood oxygen saturation.
"So...this keeps tabs on me?" Bianca asked, absentmindedly touching her collar.
"Of course. Isn't this tech amazing? Our clients deserved the best service and keeping you in top health is key to ensure a satisfied client base." Mr. Kent declared proudly. "Here look at this screen." He swiped over and brought up a new display. "This shows your hormonal levels as well." He swiped again, "And this shows your behavioral mean...how often you misbehave and when corrective punishment from the collar is activated..."
Bianca read the information.
Bianca wanted to scream. The Taskmaster collar wasn't just about tracking and punishment, it was continuously monitoring her health. It was rating her behavior! Spyware! It was Insidious!
"You know, you're actually one of the most well-behaved service providers we're able to track. Your behavioral average is almost an outlier for well-behaved service providers."
"Because of Docility?"
"Yes. It's truly a miracle drug. They improve the formulations after every use, constantly iterating and improving. Well, that and the behaviors that were instilled in you during your 6 months of training."
Bianca and Mr. Kent noted the increase in her heart rate and respiration. Bianca struggled to come to terms being described as a puppet conditioned as a sex slave. Automatically she found she was using techniques she learned back in her training days to calm herself back down. She decided to change the subject.
"What happened to all my stuff from when Daddy Johnny bought me?" Bianca asked. She made certain to use her former owner's preferred term of endearment.
"Those items did not transfer. Clothing, bedroom furniture, and the bondage equipment had all been returned to the NSSA&M when the original contract transferred, thus nullifying the lease."
Bianca nearly cried learning that she had lost all her pretty clothes. True, she was forced into this lifestyle as a Service Provider for the state, and many of the clothes she wore would have been scandalous even for her cross-dressing fetish. But they were hers! Having them taken away hurt. Leaving her with nothing was...disheartening.
"However, I'm sure you are pleased to know that your new owners have purchased a few things for you. It's being delivered to their home as we speak."
Bianca nearly raised her eyes to meet Mr. Kent's, but caught herself in time. She should never look her superiors in the eye.
"What things?"
**
Sandra listened as her fiancé, Frank, droned on about his work. She mostly tuned him out, listening just enough to appear engaged in the conversation. Psychology was so boring. She was lost in thought. Two and a half years since they had begun dating and still no marriage proposal. Sandra was wondering if he was as serious about their relationship as she was. She had left her husband for him!
Truthfully there was also another reason she felt melancholy. While getting ready for the party she had stumbled across a pair of Bradley's old panties. She knew immediately they weren't hers. The ultra feminine and glossy satin panties high cut with ribbon bow ties on the sides and a large satin bow on the back covering the bottom were a pair that her ex had worn when he was cross dressing.
Sandra also hated to admit it, but she would never wear them because they reminded her that her ex had a better ass than she did. She had picked them up from the corner of the closet where they had lain, forgotten, and tossed them into the trash.
And yet another thing was that Frank was into swinging. Sandra thought she knew Frank when they met and when they started dating after her divorce. Through a tortuous and twisted road, she'd rather not dwell on, she was drawn into the swinging lifestyle with him. Her ex, for all his faults, had been devoted only to her. Frank's enthusiasm for sharing her...well...it was exciting at first. Then she got used to it after a while.
Sharing him with another woman in a three-way was expected of her. That's just gals being pals. But when she tried to talk him into a three-way with another man he outright refused. Too gay, he said.
She hoped the orgy they were attending at least had a good buffet set out. Sex with multiple partners really took a lot of calories out of a girl. Seeing Frank's excitement grow as they drew near to the party made Sandra feel just a little bit better. She did love seeing him happy.
"Who are we partying with again?" Sandra asked.
"My accountants. They're throwing this party for some of their long-term like-minded clients. They said they have a surprise party favor that they're just waiting to show us." Frank answered excitedly.
Sandra admired Frank's enthusiasm...and his rugged good looks...nothing like her ex-husband and his...softer side. Sandra let herself out of the car once they parked and holding her fiancé's hand, followed Frank into the party.
**
With the guests due to arrive, Mistress Nicole, Michael's wife, summoned Bianca. It was time to put her away. She smiled to herself and how she had convinced her husband to invest in the new slave cage for Bianca. The BDSM slave cage purchased from the National Social Services Acquisition & Maintenance Department, Winter collection, would be perfect for Bianca and for the party, and for keeping her out of the way when she wasn't needed. It annoyed her that Bianca took up an entire bedroom for herself. She was bound and determined to break Bianca into the cage and be able to free up that bedroom for other uses.
Mike and Nicoles condo wasn't just a living space. They spent extra for the larger condo and wrote it off on their taxes as a business expense. Their condo was used for entertaining their clients and prospective clients.
Mike and Nicole didn't even keep a table and chairs in their dining room. They ate at the breakfast bar if they even ate at home at all. With their busy lifestyle dining out was the norm. Besides, the dining room space was needed for their paddling horse and St. Andrew's cross. With wall shackles mounted to the family room walls, and now Bianca's cage in the living room, it just made sense.
Nicole had considered retrieving the kennel she had learned was used to transport Bianca into NSSA&M service, but that had been made of simple heavy gage wire construction and looked cheap. That wouldn't do. The new slave cage was made of steel bars. It looked heavy and sturdy, like it must weigh a ton. The thick steel bars were powder coated in a scuff resistant matte black color. Just sitting there, empty, it looked imposing...intimidating. It had been delivered earlier that day, just in time.
Bianca, no stranger to bondage thanks to her training, stood ready. She was loath to discover that compared to the kennel her ex-wife had sent her away in, and even compared to the cage she was familiar with back at NSSA&M training center, this new custom slave cage was much more secure.
The memories came back easily now...
Bianca coughed and spat out the blood on her lips and teeth. The coppery taste was nasty, but she was glad she did it. Even the agonizing shock from her taskmaster collar wasn't enough to dissuade her that she was in the right.
The technician who had been fondling her and prepping her had it coming.
Now, despite being locked up in a cage, Bianca basked in the afterglow of righteous fury.
"You think you will fight. You think you will win. You think you will escape." The technicians voice droned. He looked to the bloody wound on his hand where Bianca had bit him. He washed it with soap and water. With casual boredom he applied antibiotic ointment, covered the wound with gauze, and taped the gauze in place.
"You know. This is my fault. I got careless. One can never be too careful around newly acquired candidates like you." He sighed with exasperation as if the whole world were out to get him.
The technician was preparing a syringe. Bianca growled ferally at him despite the pain of another shock from her collar.
"Good luck with that." The technician sounded bored as he jabbed the needle into her restrained forearm.
Bianca screamed as the needle went down deep into her bone. The technician withdrew it from her bone, turning it slightly and twisted and pried the needle back and forth in her muscle causing more screams of pain. Bianca's adrenaline surged and she struggled against the bars of the cage and her restraints.
"This stuff though. This compound has been perfected..."
Bianca stared at the syringe and needle in her arm, desperate to continue the fight. The label on the ampoule read "Docility". She started to feel relaxed, weak, woozy, as if the urge to fight was literally draining out of her body. Thinking became harder. Her memory...slipping...
"And nobody who takes it ever causes trouble again."
**
Bianca stepped in through the open top, then knelt into the confined space. It was smaller and tighter than expected. She may have even been flattered had she known her mistress had the cage sized just for her. With her Mistresses help she found herself kneeling with her head locked in place outside the end of the steel cage, her hands cuffed to the bars. Her chin was resting on a chin rest, keeping her head upright. Mistress Nicole fluffed out Bianca's full and fluffy brunette pigtails, letting them drape and frame her pretty made-up face. A penis gag was strapped into her mouth. An air hole let her breath normally although she sounded like an infant sucking loudly on a pacifier.
Bianca's D-cup breasts were completely exposed and hanging down from her chest; round, firm and full as if defying gravity! Bianca couldn't help feeling aroused from her predicament and her nipples were firm and erect. Shame at her own arousal colored her cheeks with blush.
Once her body was in a kneeling position Mistress Nicole took two steel bars padded in black vinyl and slipped them through the sides of the cage. One near the middle, on top of her back, keeping her back pressed low, and the other under her hips and waist, keeping her ass high.
Bianca's high heels stuck through the back end of the cage and her ankles were cuffed to the steel bars. The steel bars of the slave cage pressed against her firm full pert pantied bottom.
Bianca was thankful that at least she was allowed to wear panties. With her bottom and thighs pressed tight against the bars of the slave cage she was virtually defenseless should anyone want to fuck her. Panties at least covered her round full bottom. It was silly though, as the panties flattered her full, round ass, and the visual coverage only served to draw lustful gazes and inspire fantasies. She knew this well from her training. Decorative and revealing clothing was often more inspiring and arousing to a viewer than full nudity.
Her panty covered bottom was pressed tight against the back end of the cage and a small gold chain ran from her chastity cage to the bars of her slave cage.
That was another new development...locking her into chastity. Bianca's experience with chastity was limited. Her ex-wife had locked her penis away the day she was sent off and volunteered for the service. The only other times were all during training sessions during her time with yellow cadre. Mistress Nicole insisted and Master Michael found it amusing to see her sissy clitty caged and useless. She expected Bianca to keep her tiny cock locked at all times, except when bathing.
At least this chastity cage wasn't the worst one she had ever worn. Bianca's mind wandered and memories of her time in training resurfaced...there had only been four other times she wore chastity...
First there had been a plastic cage, then a steel one of the same general make. Both cages were smooth and tight. The three days spent in chastity in each one had been an eye opener. The first morning she woke up as her morning wood strained against her confined cage had been agony. Bianca's ex-wife had never made her sleep overnight with chastity, so the experience was an eye-opener...literally!
All her sissy sisters also complained and groaned and could not get back to sleep in their caged turgid state. The first week they spent 3 continuous days with the plastic cages. The next week had been 3 equally exhausting days with steel cages. The following week they became familiar with steel cages utilizing spikes and other anti-erection accessories. The fourth and final week had been chastity cages with a metal catheter inserted in their sissy-clitties urethra.
That chastity cage had been by far the worst. Not just because of the inflexible steel tube inside her tiny penis that coupled with the steel cage was holding her in the strictest form of chastity available. The catheter let all her pee leak out. The training mistresses, taking advantage of their incontinent situation, included training and experience with baby fetish techniques.
All the gurls received training in wearing diapers, and changing their diapers 4 times a day, morning, noon, evening, and before bed. Waking up with a wet nappy was disgusting, then merely unpleasant, and then simply accepted. Clearly the training and familiarization techniques from their training mistresses worked.
Bianca sincerely hoped she would never ever have a client who wanted to be "babied" or keep her as a baby. Still, the petticoats and ruffled diaper covers hadn't been too terrible. It was one of the few times yellow cadre hadn't been made to wear thigh highs...babies don't wear thigh highs. The baby-doll dresses her cadre wore had been humiliating though. They didn't even cover their panties...err...ruffled diaper covers Their bare long legs had looked amazing, although the glossy black Mary-Jane rounded toe shoes with wide kitten heels seemed a bit much. The baby mittens that prevented them from using their hands had also been a trial to endure. The bonnet they all wore on their heads would potentially be considered cute by baby fetish practitioners.



The hardest part, after the chastity cages of course, had been the penis gag pacifiers each gurl kept in their mouths. A strap ensure they could not spit out their dummy's while the penis shaped gag filling their mouths wouldn't let them talk. The best any gurl could manage still sounded like baby babbling except for the sucking and swallowing sounds the pacifiers induced...
And three days of spoon feeding each other strained peas, applesauce, and other baby foods had been an enlightening experience in fetish service training. 'Feeding' was the only time they were allowed to remove their dummy's, and the only talk was talk to encourage eating...If Bianca heard 'Here comes the airplane...vrooooommmmm..." or "choo choo choo here comes the train" one more time...ugh...she'd lose it!
Bianca's focus came back to the present and she watched and listened as much as she was able as the top of the cage was locked and her master and mistress then placed a thick slate of clear glass on top of the cage. The sounds of sucking and swallowing on her penis mouth gag increased as her heart rate increased. She was locked in for the duration.
Bianca watched as her Master and Mistress put out quite a spread of food for their expected guests. Bianca's humiliation in bondage and captivity was magnified as she realized she was not even considered as human to her new owners; she was merely a part of the scene. Room décor. A living art piece for the visual, erotic, and intellectual stimulation of their guests.
As time passed, her master's guests arrived, socialized, and amused themselves. Eventually, clothes were shed and the party really got started. From time-to-time couples would engage in passionate sex right in front of her, but with her limited and restricted field of view, Bianca rarely saw anything and largely felt alone. Some of her new owner's bondage gear was placed strategically around the room and throughout their condo. Bianca couldn't see much but she could hear the guests avail themselves. They sounded like they were having fun. She could hear cries of ecstasy as couples orgasmed from time to time.
Locked away, immobile, largely ignored, and completely bored, Bianca idly wondered if Eve ever collected her last two blow jobs from winning her bet. Bianca was saddened thinking about her sissy-sisters, her cadre, and wondered how they were faring in their careers as service providers. Were they sold like she was, contract bought out in full? Or were they now working as day-to-day providers, satisfying needy citizens and subjects on a daily basis?
Bianca saw two pairs of feet approach her and could hear her current masters' guests avail themselves of the array of food presented on top of the glass tabletop above her slave cage. They were small women's feet. Each had painted toenails. Their pedicures looked professional. They talked amicably, too softly for her to hear what they were saying, laughed and giggled, and then moved on. She caught a glimpse of their nude forms; sexy legs, full bottoms, narrow waists, hips swaying as they were walking away. They could've been twins.
Bianca assumed her owner's gathering of friends for a small intimate orgy was going well. She wondered if they liked the food. Her Master had made her prepare most of it earlier. She wondered when she would get something to eat or drink. Her tummy was empty and the time in the cage was growing long, as was her thirst.
Left alone Bianca fought against the distraction the naked couple had posed. Her chastity cage was feeling tight. Her arousal, denied by the steel cage, lessened as she forced herself to think of more mundane things. It's probably just as well she wasn't having anything to drink. It's not like she could use the bathroom if needed.
Bianca saw her mistress walking through, handing out clean towels to the orgy attendees. She scowled at Bianca, trapped in her slave cage. Bianca had no idea why her Mistress was always mad at her. She did everything she was told to do and always did it promptly!
**
Sandra savored the cock she was now sucking. Meeting another married couple, she and Frank had hit it off with them. Once thing led to another and soon clothing was discarded, they all knew why they were here after all. The cock was immense. Maybe bigger than Franks's but she'd never tell him that. No need to challenge his ego. Men could be so fragile. She savored the man's cum when he shot his load. Creamy, almost flavorless. Clearly, he had a vegan diet.
Frank was absolutely plowing into the woman, the other man's wife. The man she was sucking had been watching his wife get railed because he "liked to watch". As a swinger's hookup this had been as tame as they came.
It was followed soon after with a triple 69. While the men had to rest, Sandra's motor was just getting warmed up. Stumbling across two women, literally, as they lay on a faux bearskin rug, she fell on top of them.
Well, once there, why get up?
Kissing had led to canoodling which led to fondling, which led to the girls forming a triangle, face between legs, mouth to pussy, as they licked and kissed each other's purring kitties. Several men watched, but did not interfere and let them have their fun.
Afterwards, once they each orgasmed, she managed a good look and was pleased to see two absolutely gorgeous, and apparently incestuous, twins. They had adorable tits, B-cups, unlike her C-cups, so there was no sense of inadequacy there. Coming down from their orgasmic high they made small talk. The twins ran a chain of beauty salons. Sandra smiled and talked up her own business, and Frank's as well. Mike and Nicole's orgies were different in they were not just about sex; they were also about networking!
After that, Sandra was hungry and thirsty. She had noted the buffet on the breakfast bar in the kitchen and heard mention of more in the living room. Time to rehydrate before she and Frank found their next pleasure partners.
**
Bianca was surprised to feel a tug on her steel chastity cage. Someone was yanking her chain. With her head locked immobile she could not turn to see who was behind her. She didn't hear whoever it was sneak up behind her. The chain was yanked again, this time harshly, and Bianca moaned in discomfort as her chastity cage was pulled back.
"Frank. What are you doing?"
Bianca was puzzled. That voice sounded familiar.
"Just admiring Mike and Nicole's sissy slave. She's the party favor I told you about on the way over. I hear they make her available from time to time. Do you think you'd like to fuck her?"
"How?" Sandra asked. The cage with the sissy was also being used as a coffee table. The glass top had several choices of beverages on ice and was burdened with trays of meat, cheese, and bread. Sandra took a bottle of cold water to slake her thirst.
"With a strap-on of course."
"No...maybe you should fuck her instead."
"Ugh. No. That'd be gay. But watching you pound a sissy ass with a hard strap-on, that'd be hot."
"She's not available today. She's just here as décor." Mistress Nicole replied, rather charmingly, and handed them each a towel.
"Pity. That ass looks amazing." Frank responded, accepting the towel. Sandra took one as well.
"I thought you said that would be gay?" Sandra countered.
"I'm allowed to appreciate these things, intellectually, you know." Frank smirked.
Bianca heard a slap and the woman's voice give a soft "MMMmmm" in pleasure. Someone's ass got spanked?
"If you want, here, take this. You can use this on her." Mistress Nicole must be speaking to the man and woman.
Bianca wondered what her mistress was doing. She wondered what the man and the woman yanking on her chastity chain looked like. She had been ignored by everyone for the entire time, until now.
Sandra wrapped her towel around her body before she took the proffered item from Nicole. She felt the weight and heft of the black silicone butt plug. It was huge!
"Are you sure this will fit?" Sandra asked. The sissies butt looked amazing, but it also looked tight and firm.
"Yes. Just use plenty of lube and firm pressure." Mistress Nicole answered.
Bianca wondered what they were doing. Fit what? What was going on? She was facing entirely the wrong way; she had no way to know.
Bianca's mind focused on her ass and her caged cock. She felt her arousal crest slightly, then fail as the cage around her cock constricted her arousal and her ability to get fully hard.
Bianca sucked on the penis gag in her mouth and did her best to stretch and flex her fingers and toes, tense and relax her arms and leg muscles and fight the pain caused by long immobility. She was doing her best to not let her muscles fall asleep. Her training back at the national brothel had developed skills in calisthenics and isometrics that she used now to fight against fatigue.
Sandra noticed the sissy shivering. Was she frightened?
"Easy girl...just relax!" She offered pleasantly. "Stay calm and relax." She caressed the sissies bottom and flirtatiously pinched her full firm butt cheek.
Bianca flinched as someone pinched her butt and pulled at her panties. They slipped them down off her ass and left them stretched tight between her thighs. Her ass was now exposed. A spurting sound followed by cool gel going splat on her ass woke her right up! She felt someone's fingers smear the cold wet lube around and in her ass. First one, then two, then three fingers plunged inside her, spreading out lubrication and gaping her ass. The fingers were not terribly huge. Maybe the woman was the one fingering her and gaping her ass? Bianca's thighs and ass muscles trembled involuntarily in anticipation.
Sandra massaged the sissy with her fingers inside the sissy's rear entry. Judging the sissy was sufficiently gaped she withdrew her fingers and placed the tapered tip of the plug against the sissy's sphincter. She began to gently push.
Bianca felt something blunt pressing against her ass, bullseye against her hole. The blunt object breached her weak defenses and entered slowly, becoming wider and wider, and her ass screamed in agony as it was stretched wide. Whoever was inserting something into her ass paused for a moment and Bianca moaned against the penis gag in her mouth, sucking wildly, as both pain and pleasure rippled through her butt and her body. The blunt object remained motionless, stretching her with its width.
Sandra paused to see if the sissy was ready. Her body was shivering, and she was breathing lustfully. With a sudden final thrust, Sandra pushed hard and saw the plug disappear into the sissy's ass and the flange seat against the sissy's anus.
Bianca almost screamed as the butt plug was pushed the rest of the way inside her. The relief she felt as her ass contracted around the narrow base of the plug caused her to moan in relief as her ass relaxed and her sphincter tightened. Bianca could feel the flange of the plug resting against her sphincter, perinium and the cleft of her butt cheeks.
Bianca tensed and relaxed her leg muscles. As immobilized as she was, she still sought to settle the plug inside her and savor the feeling of being full. If she tensed just right the plug would almost just tickle her prostate. She felt her penis swell in its cage, futilely, as it was again denied erection by the implacable steel.
"Now watch this." Bianca heard Mistress Nicole say.
Bianca's eyes glazed over in pleasure as the plug suddenly started vibrating!
Her body responded instantly to the pleasure. Her breathing increased, her nipples seemed even more aroused and hard, her skin began to sweat slightly and her whole body shivered in pleasure.
But then full realization struck! The plug was still not big enough to reach her prostate. The vibrations from the plug were close, but not close enough to give her the joy she sought, the sympathetic vibrations adjacent to her prostate were nowhere near what she needed.
Bianca was being edged and she had no idea who was behind it...behind her...doing it...MMMmmm...Bianca moaned in wanton desire, flexing and clenching desperately trying to make the plug delve deeper inside her.
Nicole, Sandra and Frank all laughed. Sandra watched the sissy franticly clench and relax and clench and relax her ass and thighs. The sissy was adorable the way she tried to...do whatever it was she was trying to do with that huge plug inside her. Sandra moved around to the other end of the cage. She wanted to see the sissies face. This was equal parts hot and hilarious!
Once started Bianca's body would not stop its repetitive cycle of clenching and relaxing. Bianca could hear the people behind her giggle and had never felt more humiliated than at that moment and she was still unable to stop! Bianca struggled mightily to retake control of her body. She did her best to relax her body and settle into her role as human art...a mere piece of furniture...she failed miserably...the edging...the edging...sensations in her ass were too much. She saw someone, a woman coming around to face her...
Sandra smiled a friendly smile so as not to frighten the sissy. The sissy was certainly pretty. Beautiful even. Full healthy brunette pigtails framing her face. Her full luscious red lips stretched around the gag in her mouth. She presented so well, if it wasn't for her caged clitty it would be impossible to believe she wasn't a real girl. There was something familiar about her face...
Bianca finally exhausted herself. Unable to influence the effects of the vibrating butt plug in her ass she was forced to resign herself to being edged. As desperate as she was for relief, there seemed to be no relief in sight...literally! Bianca was sucking frantically on her penis gag, desperate to get more stimulation. She looked up and saw a woman standing there, watching. Bianca was pleading with her eyes for relief...
Sandra gasped!!!
Bianca gasped!!! And nearly choked as the penis gag slipped down to the back of her throat!
"How...What...where?" Sandra was at a loss for words.
Bianca could only stare at his ex-wife as she stood towering over him, wrapped in a white cotton towel barely covering her breasts and bottom. He could see slickness glistening between her thighs.
Bianca's attention was drawn to Sandra's side when a man joined her...wait...was that...their marriage counselor? He wore a towel wrapped around his waist. His chest was a bit flabby if she were being honest.
"Duuuuuuuuddddee..." Dr. Frank's look of surprise turned to mockery.
"Look honey, it's your ex. I told you the service would be best for him. Look how happy he is!"
Tears of shame welled within Bianca's eyes as Sandra turned and fled. Dr. Frank chuckled once, giving Bianca a once-over, before following after Sandra.
**
The last of the guests had left. Bianca remained in her cage, bound and immobile. She practiced her isometrics and struggled against muscle fatigue.
At least the vibrating butt plug was keeping her ass awake. It felt like one of the largest anal dilators that she ever had up her butt and the frequency of vibration was constant, but never enough to cum. The edging she was enduring was the only pleasurable thing she was feeling right now. It was keeping her small clitty-cock swollen and frustrated in its chastity cage.
Nearing 3am, and with the last of the guests gone her owners would release her from her slave cage...and her cock cage soon...probably...
Still sucking loudly on her penis gag, suffering from unattained pleasure, exhaustion and complete and utter shame and humiliation, Bianca succumbed to a mindless, dreamless state of submission.
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Bianca rose early as she always did. The earbud she put in her ear every night that allowed her to hear her alarm and wake up without disturbing her master chimed with digital precision at the appointed hour. She immediately rolled over and moved closer to her master. He lay on his back making it easy for her to fish out his dick from his boxer shorts.
Bianca set to suck the cock of her master and ensure he woke up as requested. With her practiced and perfected oral skills, Bianca soon had her master's dick in her mouth swollen and turgid. She kissed the crown of his circumcised cock, teasing the tip and hole with her talented tongue. She gently licked his shaft down to the base and then left a trail of kisses back up the length of shaft from his taint and testicles to his crown.
Her master's cock was firming up nicely. In his semi-erect state, it was hard enough that she opened her lips to swallow the head, salivating and sucking softly on the spongy firmness.
Her master shifted in bed slightly, giving her easier access. As he stirred awake, so too did his cock stir. Bianca began bobbing, one quarter down and up, then halfway down and up, then three quarters down and up, and then finally fully down and up his rigid member. Soon she was sucking and bobbing deeply as her master gently placed one hand upon her head as she orally pleasured him.
Bianca had pleasured her master's 8-ich long cock too many times to count as she succumbed to the comfortable familiarity of having her mouth filled with his salty-sweet tumescence.
Bianca could now taste her master's pre-cum dribbling from the head of his swollen member mixing with her saliva. The creamy sweet taste spurred her efforts. She began working hard to receive her reward.
With patience and effort, Bianca soon had her master humping slowly into her mouth. She worked her tongue as well as she could to professionally tease his sack and balls on every downward bob. Bianca kept her hands busy, fondling her masters heavy ball sack, gently stroking his testicles through the smooth silky shaved scrotum. Bianca felt pubic hair stubble as she fondled. She knew she would need to shave him again soon. Mistress did not like Master to have a prickly ball-sack.
Within mere minutes, her master began to buck his hips, and Bianca took his cock deep into her throat. She could feel the dick in her mouth pulse and his balls in her hand flex as streams of cum were released from his testicles. She felt with her tongue and mouth the torrent of cum moved through his cock, spewed forth from the head, and shot down her throat into her waiting tummy.
Bianca waited and sucked patiently until her master collapsed with a satisfied sigh. She slurped up all the cum from his dick with her warm wet mouth and let the spent and softening cock slip from her between her lips. Bianca tenaciously inspected the cock to lick up any residual cum from the shaft before looking up into the face of her master in who's bed she still lay.
"That was wonderful cock-sucking Bianca." Master praised her and Bianca let a shy smile grace her lips.
"Just the way you like it, Master?" She asked.
"Oh yeah. Perfect way to wake up. What time is it?" Her master asked. He struggled to find his glasses and phone in the darkened bedroom as Bianca moved up the bed and curled beside him, hugging her curvy feminine figure to his hard masculine body. From start to finish her oral skills had only taken 12 minutes.
"I started at 4 am Master. Just like you asked." Bianca replied. She spoke softly in the sultry mellifluous contralto voice her master liked so much. Her normal voice ever since induction into the service.
"Ugh. 4:12. So early, But so good. But damn if I didn't have to get up, I'd keep you in my bed all day long." Her master teased her, slapping Bianca's ass with a firm open palm. He gave it a hard grope and squeeze for good measure.
Bianca made sure to squeal softly and passionately from his attention.
"Well, go make breakfast for the others. I'm going to shower first." Her master was dismissing her, and Bianca was glad. He drank too much, and his balls smelled of sweat and funk. Truthfully, she didn't know how she managed to take all that cock and not gag or throw up with funk like that.
Bianca rolled away as her master got up and moved to the bathroom. Left alone, she exited the master's room and made her way down the hall to her own room, the smallest one in the cabin and barely a room at that. More like an oversized closet with a bed. As Bianca gave herself a quick wipe-down with moist towelettes she could hear the other men in the lodge stirring.
Bianca's whore bath would have to suffice for now as she needed to hurry and start breakfast for the men. They would want a hearty meal before heading out into the field. After all, it was the opening day of hunting season.
**
Bianca moved with purpose as she puttered about the kitchen of the log cabin and prepared food for the men. Calling it a cabin seemed inaccurate. More like a log mansion! The building was a four bedroom, 4 bath monstrosity. Her master had bragged how the cabin was built from whole logs, assembled at the factory, disassembled and shipped to his property, and then reassembled.
The furnishings were all hunting lodge chic. Chandeliers made of antler, lighting fixtures looking like they were old fashioned hurricane lamps, rustic farm kitchen with cast iron pots and pans. Even the refrigerator and oven, though new, were styled to look like they were made 200 years ago.
Bianca listened attentively while still performing her duty in the kitchen preparing breakfast. The cast iron skillet was sizzling with sausage and eggs. Bread was being toasted over an open flame. Bianca had coffee percolating in a classic blue enamel coated camping percolator. Freshly squeezed orange juice was chilling on ice in a pitcher.
Bianca felt proud of her culinary skills, she seldom got to use them as she was mostly wanted for her erotic skills. Master and Mistress ate out most evenings leaving Bianca to fend for herself. She hardly ever made anything gourmet if she was the only one eating. Less cleanup that way.
So even a simple breakfast like this made her proud as the watched the men eating. They were mostly quiet, being so early before sunrise. They discussed the weather, and the hunting reports from last year, the scouting reports from earlier this year, and confirmed their plans for the day with each other. Bianca made them all sandwiches and made sure their water bottles were filled, thermoses had coffee, and various snacks were packed away for each of them.
Bianca was equally aware of the furtive glances each of the men gave her. From time to time they would look her way, appreciatively, checking her out, as they figured their chances at fucking her.
As a means to generate more business, her master had invited three of his business clients on a hunting trip. He had offered her to his friends and associates many times so this was nothing new. Only the venue had changed. Bianca was to be a party favor for the duration of the hunt and a reward for a successful kill. Any of them could have her for the night as long as he harvested a deer. If a man failed to bag a deer, Bianca would not be made to have sex with him.
"So, to be clear, you shoot a nice legal buck, and you will get Bianca for the night. Also, the man who shoots the buck with the biggest rack will get the last night with Bianca." Her master finished explaining.
"Does shooting a doe count?" one asked.
"Nope. It must be a legal buck, and this area is 3 points or better." Her master stated firmly.
"I'm gonna make her mine tonight!" One of the men confidently announced.
"Confidence. I like it." Her master replied, he summoned Bianca over.
Once by his side he removed her nightie, letting the straps fall off her shoulders and the fabric flutter down to the floor. Bianca stood exposed with her full firm breasts to the men's view.
"Nice Rack!" The men chuckled leaving Bianca to wonder why that was funny.
Bianca's perfect tits, naturally grown thanks to the miracle of stem cell research and gifted to her by the Bimbo Lottery to feminize her and facilitate her service as a sissy service provider, were being fondled by her master. Bianca groaned in pleasure as her tits were man-handled. She had no idea before her feminization that breasts could be so sensitive! Girls were so lucky. Bianca was disappointed when her master stopped.
"And just to be clear, if by the end of our hunt you fail to bag a deer, there is no consolation prize. Real life only rewards winners!"
Bianca couldn't help but note the competitive glimmer on each man's face.
The men had watched as her master mauled her tits and seemed disappointed when she was made to cover them back up. Surprisingly, the oldest man of the group, some company CEO, was the only one who wasn't staring at her. Weird.
Bianca remembered when she used to feel revolted by the idea of sucking cock. Now she only wondered what kind of cock each man was packing. Her training and experience gave her the perspective she could appreciate. Other than her master who was the host, whom she had just woke with a BJ on opening day, everyone only had their chance at her ass if they were successful with their hunt.
Bianca, naturally, was rooting for the deer.
Master took Bianca to the side and counseled her.
"Look, the other two guys are no big deal. I just want to renew their business contracts. That old man though. If I can land him, over the next 5 years his contracts would be worth millions."
"Yes master." Bianca stated seriously.
"I want you to understand how important it was for you to be nice to him. He is the VIP and I want you to flirt with him and do whatever you can to keep him happy. Getting his business is the only reason that you are even here on this trip. In fact, there is one more thing I want you to do after we leave."
"What's that master?"
**
After the men left the cabin Bianca was quick in her duties, cleaning the kitchen and remaking the beds. She slipped out of her nightie and opened her suitcase. Her master had given her directions earlier and she needed to hurry to get going before first light.
Bianca finished changing and examined herself in the mirror. She was now wearing a two-tier forest green camouflage pleated dancers mini-skirt, olive drab thigh high stockings, knee high desert tan hiking boots with built in knee pads, winter white camouflage panties, an olive drab green fitted t-shirt, and a puffy blaze orange insulated vest. She wrapped an olive drab scarf around her neck and over the golden taskmaster collar. It wouldn't do to have light glinting off her collar, possibly alerting and scaring away the deer.
Bianca, following her masters' instructions, left the cabin and began her hike up to the deer blind where the VIP was making his stand. Master told her his name was Ben. She realized she didn't even know the other two men's names. Master must have signed contracts with them before they purchased hers. She was sure that if it became necessary, master would tell her later.
She carried extra water and food in her small teddy bear shaped camo backpack. Bianca smirked sarcastically. Even on a hunting trip master gives her sissy appropriate accessories.
The hike was probably only about a mile from the cabin and over open terrain and shouldn't take her too long. Bianca wore a radio earpiece so that she could communicate with Ben in his hunting blind. All the hunters had one. Having never hunted before she was told that by walking towards the deer blind she might drive deer past the blind, allowing for the hunter to have a shot.
Bianca made her way in the early morning dawn. Master had told her when shooting hours began and she was to be in position exactly at the appointed time. Once the time arrived Bianca began her 'drive'. Walking slowly, Bianca fought boredom. The pace she was instructed to keep was sooo sloooowww...Master had programmed her phone to help her keep a pace that would not chase deer away (if there were any) but would only encourage them to move away slowly as she approached, thus potentially giving Ben a shot.
Drawing closer and closer, and as the sun now crested over the opposite hills, Bianca finally arrived at the hunting blind. Bianca was disappointed and assumed she had failed. There hadn't been any shots.
"May I come in sir?" She whispered.
"Come in." a soft calm deep voice responded.
Once inside Bianca realized how cold she was. Walking slowly didn't keep her temperature up and her short, two-tiered camo skirt did nothing to keep the chill away from her butt. Thank goodness for her fleece jacket to keep her from freezing. Ben set out a cushion and Bianca gratefully sat down next to him.
Sitting quietly in the blind with him Bianca was pleased to feel the cold of her bottom slowly warming.
"That's a heated seat. Pressure from your weight causes it to warm up." Ben murmured softly. Bianca was too grateful to respond right away as she savored the warmth against her panty covered ass and bare thighs.
"Did I drive any deer your way sir?" Bianca asked, whispering. No shots meant her drive failed, right?
"There were two deer, but I judged them to be too small and not worth shooting." Ben was still looking out with his binoculars, glassing the field. Her master had once mentioned this technique to her.
"I've been hunting these hills for years now and these days I only hunt trophy bucks. If I don't see a trophy, I don't bother to shoot." He informed Bianca.
Bianca watched him 'glass' using binoculars, alternating between glassing and dropping them to watch unaided. He seemed focused on the mountain opposite their blind. Bianca retrieved the small pair of binoculars from her backpack and made to do the same.
"What are you doing?"
"I was going to look for deer to help you." She answered. Master told her to be helpful and she was going to do whatever it took to be helpful.
The old man smiled. "That's very kind of you, but I think you can help more by kneeling right here."
Ben spread his legs giving Bianca a place to kneel between them.
With practiced and feigned eagerness, Bianca set her binoculars aside and knelt between his legs. She immediately noted the built-in knee pads of her boots were well cushioned. She had to work hard to fish his cock out from his hunting pants. His legs were spread wide, but it still didn't give her much room or help retrieving his...meaty cock.
"Oh my goodness!" Bianca exclaimed.
The cock she had just pulled out from the old man's trousers felt huge! It was hard to be sure in the dim pre-dawn light filtering in through the deer blind but the cock in her hand was not even erect, and yet she could feel the impressive weight and density in her grip.
Settling in to give the old man a blow job, despite the size and heft of his cock she was surprised to feel that his cock seemed quite normal. She had half expected his cock to be old and wrinkly and frail. Instead, the old man's cock felt quite meaty, thick, and long. There was plenty of shaft poking up through the fly of his trousers, erect and ready for her to perform her duty.
In the darkness of the deer blind, with a kiss on the head and then with long, slow licks along the shaft, Bianca wet the cock with her saliva. She used the saliva to lube the base of his shaft to stroke with her hand while she used her warm wet mouth to bob on the head and upper half of the thick, clean cock occupying her oral cavity.
Ben took a moment from glassing the field looking for deer to admire the shadowy figure of the bobbing brunette head on his cock, her slender back, narrow waist, her thighs and thigh highs, the gap of bare skin on her thighs between the tops of her thigh highs and the lower hem of her mini skirt. And finally, the full curve of the short skirt covering the sissy butt kneeling before him.
Ben enjoyed his annual hunting trips, but this trip was different. He had been invited by a prospective vendor eager to contract out independent auditing and bookkeeping services. Ben routinely entertained solicitors and was intrigued when this one proposed the idea of a sissy to serve them and care for the cabin while they hunted. Many potential vendors would contract with the NSSA&M for service providers to try to sway him into signing lucrative contracts. Few had ever been successful. The option of having a sissy had been an intriguing proposition. The warm wet mouth slathering love on his cock was absolutely one perk of this trip he was enjoying!
Ben lowered his binoculars and was about to lean back, take a moment, and simply enjoy the view and efforts of the sissy service provider worshipping his cock. His cock was getting harder and soon it would be full. He noted the sissy was having trouble swallowing it all. She was making up for the increased size by stroking the lower half of his shaft with her hand as she gave oral attention to the upper half and head.
His intention to lean back and enjoy her talents was quickly forgotten when a bit of motion caught in the corner of his eye.
Holy shit! The sissy sucking on his cock nearly distracted him from seeing the trophy buck. The old man remained silent and watched. The buck was acting timid. Did it hear the sissy slurping?
"Shh. Hold still!" He whispered.
Bianca held still with Ben's cock hard and long in her mouth. His hand was on her head stopping her head bobs.
"There's a buck. A big one. I'm going to range it." He whispered.
Bianca listened quietly as ordered. The cock halfway in her mouth twitched with arousal. Her hand on the bottom half of the shaft felt the pulse of his cock. The swelling seemed to max out and his cock felt fully tumescent. She guessed almost half was in her mouth and the other half was gripped in her hand.
"Hot damn" he whispered. "152 yards."
Bianca held still. She could see with her peripheral vision the rifle to her left get picked up. Was he really going to make her stay here, right now, with cock in mouth while he shot? With her face in his lap Bianca couldn't see anything, her field of view was so limited! She looked up to try to make eye contact with Ben who quickly and brusquely pushed her head back down.
"Don't move." He whispered, commandingly. "Be still."
Ben leaned forward slightly as he set the rifle on the shooting ledge of the deer blind. He put the deer in the crosshairs of his scope.
Bianca felt more cock slip into her mouth as he took position. As he leaned forward his hard stomach pushed down on the back of her head, trapping her there and forcing more cock into her mouth. The head of his cock was at the back of her throat. She had to swallow the head of his cock into her throat to avoid gagging.
"Cover your ears." Ben whispered and commanded. Barbara heard the click of the rifle safety and a sigh as Ben breathed. She let go of his cock and quickly plugged her ears with her fingers and waited, cock in mouth. Without her hand at the base of his cock, more cock slipped into her mouth. The head of the cock slipped further down the back of her throat and Bianca used all her training to moderate her breathing. She was told to be quiet, but she was barely able to get any air to her lungs and was running a deficit of oxygen.
This was happening! The old man was really going to shoot at a deer with his cock in her mouth!
BANG!
The shot was loud, and startled her, but with her ears plugged the rifle report wasn't bad. What surprised her next was the warm cum now shooting down her throat and into her tummy.
Bianca was an accomplished felatrix. She knew her way around a dick. Thanks to her training and her experience she was able to deep throat almost any dick, even ones of the largest sizes, but this one was huge! There was still an unknown length of cock she hadn't taken into her mouth yet. While Bianca preferred to deep throat when her clients came so as to avoid the unpleasant flavor some men's cum had, she need to breath even more! Bobbing up off the cock to take a breath coincided with the old man blowing even more of his creamy spunk.



Her desperate need for air was stronger than her revulsion for the taste of cum and overcame her desire to keep the load spewing cock deep in her throat. Her mouth was now filling with shot after shot of warm, creamy, musky cum.
Bianca's reflexes and training took over. As she gasped for air, she swallowed load after load of scalding semen. She used her tongue to block the spray of cum as she gasped, then swallowed all she could.
Gasp...swallow...gasp...swallow...hot cum flowed over her tongue and painted the roof and insides of her mouth. Slick potent cum seeped around her teeth and gums and spread throughout her mouth. She dropped her hands from her ears to his thighs to steady herself. Dribbles of cum coated her lips and flowed down her chin as the sheer volume of cum spewing forth was more than she could swallow.
After nearly a minute, the cum stopped spewing from the head of the old man's dick and Bianca let the head of the saliva and cum coated cock slip from between her lips and out of her mouth.
She looked up into the old man's eyes and, once again, she felt the hand of the old man on the back of her head. This time petting her with affection.
"Got him!"
**
Bianca was fascinated as the old man released a small drone.
"That's going to track the deer, so we don't lose it." He mentioned the excitement from the shot evident in his voice.
Soon enough, Bianca watched as the old man looked to his phone, following the drone's progress until it sent a signal and a picture with the deer's location. Bianca accompanied the VIP and was led on a short hike to the body of the fallen animal.
After helping to gut the deer, which Bianca found both fascinating and gross, she watched as a much larger drone flew in and the old man hooked up a rope to the deer carcass.
"You know, back in the old days we had to help each other drag our deer out of the woods. Could take hours to get back to the cabin." The old man reminisced wistfully as the deer was flown away.
"So much easier with these big drones." He remarked.
Bianca was impressed that a man as old as Ben would have done all this work himself. She even asked him about it.
"I may not be as young as I once was, but a man should be able to harvest his own meat and provide for himself and his family. That's what my father always told me and its good advice I still live by to this day."
Strangely, Bianca found the old man charming. She knew that she would be his tonight. He got his deer and met the conditions of her master's gentleman's agreement. She figured she would have to be gentle with him. He was old and would probably be tired after all that work and the voluminous amount of cum he already lost from the earlier blow job. She had to admit she was curious to answer one question. Exactly how big was his cock anyway?
**
Bianca flitted around the cabin as the men talked and fraternized.
Bianca found she was often looking over to Ben. She kept glancing at his trousers, with looks of longing, trying to catch a glimpse of something, anything, that would clue her in to how big his cock was.
Bianca swore she was caught looking once, and she quickly looked away, and blushed, flustered, embarrassed, and still curious.
After serving the hungry hunters their dinner, then cleaning up the dishes, Bianca changed into sleepwear and followed the old man to his room.
"How do you want me?" She asked.
Bianca struck a seductive pose. She had changed into a bodycon mesh camouflage night dress. Her master had selected all her clothes for the trip and most everything had a camouflage theme. The see-through mess strained to contain her large breasts, and the stretchy fabric hugged all her curves. The dress was short, and her big firm booty and sissy pussy was barely covered. Bianca kept her small penis trapped in her winter camouflage panties. Some admirers of sissies like her didn't want to ever see her penis and it was good practice to keep it hidden until her paramour expressed his desires.
"Wow!" Bianca's exclamation was involuntary.
When the old man took off his shirt and dropped it on a nearby chair Bianca's exclamation was instinctive and spontaneous. Bianca stood still, blankly looking at his bare torso and was confused. The old man looked strong...strength not from a gym, but as if earned from a lifetime of hard physical labor. His jeans fit well around his narrow waist, and he had hard defined abs! His chest hair was grey and profusely spread over a muscled torso. His arms flexed and she could see his biceps and forearms, corded like steel cables. There was more grey hair on his arms and grey stubble covering his rugged chin and jawline. Bianca didn't know why but suddenly, she feared him.
The old man, Ben, stood opposite her, barely two feet away. She was perplexed to see his expression as one of intense scrutiny, as if he couldn't quite understand what he was looking at. Bianca knew she wasn't supposed to look directly into the eyes and face of her superiors. She was to always be submissive. Yet his gaze captured her and like a moth to a flame she was stuck. She felt her mood shift. Moments before she was eager to satisfy him and fulfill her duty. Suddenly, she felt trapped and exposed. Somehow, instinctively she knew Ben wasn't just some old man. He was dangerous.
Bianca now felt small and frail and was cognizant of how big and strong the old man really was. Out in the daylight, covered in his plaid shirt and jacket, she hadn't been able to appreciate his physique. Out in the field, always in motion, working to harvest his game, she never saw how tall he was compared to her. He had to be at least 6 feet tall. Here, in the soft lighting of his bedroom, barefoot and exposed to his gaze, she could see and somehow feel his imposing stature, how much strength he had, and the raw primal menace exuding from him.
How could this man be so important? He was...dangerous...he was danger!
"Come here."
Bianca obeyed. She knew it wasn't just her training, but his commanding presence that compelled her to obey.
The old man took her into his arms as she melted fearfully against his body.
There was a long pause and Bianca's heart was pounding in her chest as she was held tight against the old man. Her mind almost couldn't comprehend the words he spoke next.
"I don't think I have ever seen anyone as lovely as you are." he said, softly.
Bianca's soft sigh of lust and relief was the most relaxing and passionate sigh she had ever felt. Her confusion grew. How could she feel so afraid, and so safe at the same time?
Ben didn't really know what to make of the sissy. She had been pleasant company out at the deer blind, and helpful processing the game. He admired her body when they made their way back to the cabin after his successful hunt. She was young and healthy.
But right now, all he wanted to do was hold her and kiss her. Standing together, taking her in his arms, he felt her practically melt against him and mold her body next to his.
So warm...so soft...so beautiful.
"I want you to get on the bed now."
Bianca felt his arms relax and let her go. Despite the fear he caused inside her she was reluctant to leave his arms, but obediently turned, made her way to the bed, and got on top.
"No...not like that. Lay on your back."
Bianca moved from the doggy style position that almost all her owners and masters preferred and lay down on her back. Her fear and anticipation grew. She could feel her body become wanton and needy.
Kneeling, bracing himself with his arms, Bianca succumbed to Ben as he lay on top of her...as he kissed her.
Again, it was a rare experience. Most of her owners, masters and lovers didn't want to kiss her. They only wanted to fuck her. She was a hole to be used. Her mouth was for sucking cock...or licking pussy...but an actual kiss?
Despite her misgivings, succumbing to the kiss was pleasant. Then pleasurable, and then, as his tongue flicked against her lips, she opened her mouth slightly, and his tongue darted inside her mouth.
Rapturous pleasure filled her as their tongues danced with each other inside her warm wet willing mouth. His beard stubble scratched pleasantly against her silky-smooth passionately made-up face and brought more feelings of distracting enjoyment. Bianca felt his hands wander over her hypersensitive nipples and breasts. Instead of mauling them like her master would he gently caressed them. The pleasure was extremely intense, and Bianca mewled her arousal.
Bianca felt the bed shift as the old man pushed up and now lay positioned over her. Bianca let her legs relax and the old man brusquely pushed them apart with his knees.
Now kneeling between her legs, Ben broke their kiss, while gazing adoringly at her pretty face.
Ben took his time to admire the sissy. Did he just think she was pretty? No. She was Beautiful! She was stunning!
"Do you need me to lube..." Ben began...
"No..." Bianca gasped out, the kissing causing her shortness of breath and leaving her chest heaving. "I'm...I've...I'm ready...back there..." She stuttered. Eagerness coupled with fear drove her to heightened elevations of lust. She was wanton!
The old man got off the bed, stood up, removed his pants and boxers, and Bianca was rewarded with the view. Strong legs and a long, girthy, turgid cock stood erect and proud before her. Emotions of curiosity, disbelief, fear, and acceptance raced through her as she got a good look at the cock she had sucked earlier, the cock she had been trying to catch a glimpse of the entire night, the cock of the man who stood before her, the cock of a real man.
How did she ever suck a cock that big?
She realized she really didn't. At least not all of it! The mammoth python that jutted before her was larger than any of the dildos and cocks from the male stud service providers she had trained upon.
It was way larger than any member of Johnny and the Applebee clan.
It even put to shame her current master's 8-inch cock.
In the dim bedroom light, she couldn't accurately estimate his size beyond 'big'. Her admiration was cut short as Ben took his place back between her legs on the bed.
Bianca had wanted to look more at his cock and as she did, she felt afraid for a different reason. This cock was far larger than anything she ever experienced. Did her training really prepare her for this? Her training was an introduction, it was conditioning, it was general experience so she would know what to expect. But this cock was exceptional!
Her curiosity and fear were interrupted as Ben took his strong callused hands and grabbed her by the hips. He slid her sheer sleep dress up off her hips and over her tummy. With surprising gentleness for one so strong, he slid her panties from her waist, down her legs and off her body, freeing her small cock and exposing her rosebud.
Bianca could only feel anticipation as her sphincter muscles twitched in anticipation of receiving his girthy cock. Ben returned to the bed taking his rightful place between her splayed legs.
Again, she was surprised when the old man moved to kiss her. His kisses were heavenly, masculine, and she succumbed and submitted to him easily. She felt something warm, bulbous, and hard press against her anal star. The lubrication she had used in preparation slowly spread and coated the hard head presenting itself for entry at her rear door.
Bianca wasn't sure if she was gasping now from his kisses, or from the persistent pressure pressing pleasantly against her sissy pussy. She reached down between them to guide the powerful penis towards her tunnel of love. Pressure turned to pain as the bulbous head breached her rear defenses. Years of experience as an anal whore and sissy slut was not enough to prepare her for the pressure, pain, and pleasure of the mammoth python that penetrated her sissy pussy.
Her eyes fluttered as she endured the anal assault against her puckered star. She could only now see the ruggedly handsome face so close to hers, filling her field of vision, and still kissing her, mouth and tongue dancing in concert with her own.
Bianca was stretched open and experienced the slow breach of her defenses. Every one of her lovers and masters had always made quick work showing her their mastery and their right to use her body as they saw fit. The slow tortuous entry she was now enduring, experiencing, and participating in was a level of intimacy she had never had before. His cock moving into her so slowly that she could feel the difference as the crown slipped past. The change as the shaft slipped in. The sensation of every ridge of his veiny shaft sliding past and pleasuring her tight sphincter.
Time seemed to dilate and slow. The stretching and filling of her anal cavity was a wonderous balancing act of pleasure and pain.
Bianca's lifted her legs and wrapped her ankles behind the old man's back, locking them in place. Her move opened her up even more, slightly reducing the pain, yet leaving her even more helpless and defenseless against his persistent penile penetration.
Bianca tried to grab her ass and spread her cheeks even more, but it was fruitless. The mammoth cock delving into her depths had already stretched her to her fullest diameter.
Bianca slipped one hand back down between her legs and idly gripped the old man's cock and what she felt shocked her to her core.
Oh god! His cock was only halfway in!
Bianca writhed in the agony of how his girth stretched her and in ecstasy of how his length filled inside her. Bianca had never had a cock this long and girthy inside her before.
She could feel more and more cock slip inside her. Gasping from pain, pleasure, and anticipation he still hadn't bottomed out!
Just as suddenly Bianca gasped as a bolt of pure pleasure exploded from inside her deepest hole and shot out through her whole body. Ben had just pleasured her spot. Her prostate was being stimulated and pressured and stroked...
Bianca, without any conscious control, found that she was desperately humping her hips. Her hips were humping up and down on their own accord! Bianca's unconscious need was battling against her conscious mind and her need was winning. With passion born of desperation Bianca moaned her pleasure and was rewarded when she was finally able to feel the old man's pubic hair brushing against her anal cleft. She groaned again as his pendulous balls and sack burrowed into her anal cleft nestling within the warmth of her phat ass. The slight increase in taper at the base of the old man's cock stretched the bore of her already stretched sphincter to its maximum caliber.
Now, with the old man's cock bottomed out inside her, Bianca was unrestrained in her moans of pleasure. She felt the pulsation of her anal muscles stroking and milking and battling the throbbing pulse of his hard meaty cock inside the velvety cylinder than was her anus.
Fully lubricated along the entire length of his shaft, Ben withdrew his cock from the velvet glove of Bianca's ass. With firm control he slowly slid out, paused for a moment, and then slid his cock back in...slowly, teasing and tormenting her with his impressive control!
Soon, the pace quickened. Ben was succumbing to his arousal and his cock was now plunging in and out. Ben listened to the cries of pain from the sexy sissy, the cries of pleasure as she moaned resounding in counterpoint to her sighs of lament when the old man's massive cock withdrew and left her ass empty.
"Oh god...Oh god..Oh...god..."Bianca cried out.
Her hips were humping again and again in desperation trying to refill the hole inside her. To hold the cock inside her. To prolong the pleasure. Her prostate was practically begging for the slippery stimulation his fullness provided.
Bianca finally knew what longing felt like. Her whole body was longing to keep his cock inside her. It was longing to be filled by him. Her hips bucking autonomously on the cock thrusting up to meet her. She was desperate and longing to hold onto the raw unprocessed pleasure the old man's cock was giving her! Her whole being was reduced to the longing to stay forever as cock slave to the old man's dominance.
No one had ever filled her so full. No one had ever stretched her so wide. No one had ever fucked her so good!
Bianca stared in frenzied passion into his deep blue eyes framed by his rugged handsome face mere inches from her own. His eyes stared into her soul. Telling her she was beautiful, she was desirable, she was...his.
Bianca's pleasure grew exponentially when the old man kissed her as he fucked her. His tongue was masterful, and it dominated her tongue even in her own mouth. His breath was fresh and minty and his breathing deep and strong.
With unyielding torment Bianca's body could no longer suspend, no longer stall, and no longer stay the rampant rapture building inside her. Like a dam bursting, unable to hold the floodwaters back any longer, Bianca's tiny cock spewed forth its miniscule load. Her mind shattered into thousands of thousands of pieces as she glimpsed infinity. Her feminine cry of rapture filled the room as her eyes rolled back inside her skull.
Bianca's eyes can no longer see anything beyond the billions of stars that were explode inside her rapturous mind. She was only dimly aware of the warmth and wetness that was filling her and painting and coating the insides of her dark warm back tunnel.
Bianca's whole body went rigid and every muscle tensed as her orgasm consumed her and her conscious mind passed out.
**
Sissy Gets Railed by VIP!
Old Man Ravages Young Sissy.
Film at Eleven
Bianca giggled at the imaginary headline as she slowly woke from her anally induced orgasms.
Bianca basked in the afterglow of the most intensely pleasurable fucking she had ever experienced. She could feel the squish of cum slipping between the cleft of her butt. She could feel the sensitive agony of her used sphincter. She could feel voluminous loads of cum leaking from her ass and coating her thighs, soaking into the sheets beneath her. More laundry for tomorrow, she giggled.
She laughed at herself as she foolishly remembered how she thought the night would go. She thought that she would have to be gentle, that she would have to take the lead, she had planned for sensitive and slow seduction. Naturally she would have worshipped his cock again with her mouth, using foreplay to help make him hard. She had thought she would ride him reverse cowgirl style and do all the work.
Instead, the old man had taken charge and proved he was as more virile and more masterful than any other man even half his age.
Never in 4 years of indentured servitude as a sissy service provider would she ever think that anyone would take charge and dominate her like he did.
Virile, Powerful, Strong...he had plunged his rock-hard cock into her lubricated ass, taking ownership of her body in such a masterful way that was impossible to believe.
Bianca's lay in bed and relived her complete and utter submission. Her memory replayed the scene: she was laying beneath him, staring up into his face, quite distinguished and handsome, the old man held her tight as he ravaged her. His hard cock stretching out her sphincter. His long cock delving deeply into her recesses. His full cock teasing and tormenting her prostate, driving her wild with desire!
He certainly lasted a long time as well. Bianca had thought despite his earlier blow job his age would leave him spent and unlikely to last long. She had thought it would be over quick. Since she had been the one so thoroughly ravished, she had no idea how long they had fucked. His raw animal magnetism that made her fear him became subsumed by the need to submit her body as he ravished her. Passing out from orgasmic bliss meant, unlike other clients, she never checked the clock. How long had she been used as his fuck puppet? She had no idea how long she had slept, passed out from the most intense orgasm of her life.



In the dark Bianca could feel the body of the old man as he lay next to her. Her sore and ravaged body protested any attempt to move. She barely stifled her moan of pain (and pleasure) from the long hard fucking as she tried to roll over and exit the bed. She knew she was supposed to get up in a few hours to start breakfast, but her body rebelled at any attempt to leave the warm confines of his bed. The temptation to remain was great. Bianca's body was sore and exhausted and the fact she would continue at a moment's notice, that she would willingly and wantonly submit again should he desire it was enough to make her risk punishment in the morning for the chance of another attempt at having the old man's massive tool spear again inside her.
**
Bianca woke up on time. It was 4AM. She reluctantly made her way to her bath to shower clean her body, wash her hair and douche her anus. Hair and makeup went quickly after that. She dressed quickly and by 4:30 was making her way to the kitchen. That her ass was so sore from the hard pounding she endured during the night made her even slower.
Bianca could hear the alarm clocks alarm and shut off as the men woke for the second day of hunting. Only Ben, whom her master had insisted was the most important prospective client, had bagged a buck. Her master and the other two men were still wanting to harvest theirs.
Bianca made French toast this day. Sausages served on the side, Maple syrup was warmed and ready. The coffee was nearly finished percolating, and she had just finished squeezing the orange juice to ensure there was more than enough for each man. All the men had healthy appetites!
Seeing the three men off that morning with their packs and sandwiches she had made for them gave her the strangest sense of pride. Almost motherly as she watched them forge out into the forest seeking their game.
And Ben who had so thoroughly dominated her the evening prior. He announced his intention to fish the nearby lake. Bianca would be left alone in the cabin all day. That thought left her saddened as her body still longed for a repeat of the previous night.
Well, it certainly gave her time to catch up on her cleaning. Wearing the strangest sissy maids uniform she had ever worn, white winter camouflage apron over a black minidress, winter camo for her opera length gloves, headpiece, and cuffs, she easily completed all the tasks necessary. The work rejuvenated her, and she happily flounced and swirled her petticoats as she worked. Soon, the kitchen was cleaned and made orderly, beds were made, bathrooms cleaned, new towels laid out, and laundry washed.
Just as she thought she might actually have time for a break, she saw the large drone fly to the cabin with a deer carcass suspended beneath. Bianca realized that she would be serving someone else later that night. Bianca dutifully took the deer from the hooks and dragged it to the meat locker.
The thought that she would serve someone else gave her ambivalent feelings. She was a sissy and knew she would have to serve whomever her master said. Yet she longed still for another night with Ben.
She was surprised when the drone immediately took off again and flew away into the wilderness. When it returned an hour later there was another deer carcass for her to detach and drag into the meat locker.
Did this mean she would serve two men tonight? Concerns over whether she would serve them one at a time, or together worried her. She hoped it would be together, as being spit roasted, while it would take effort and endurance, would allow her to get it over with quickly. Serving two men sequentially would cause great interference with her sleep schedule. Serving them concurrently would not...probably. Bianca yawned. She was already running a sleep deficit from the long night of fucking at the hands and cock of Ben.
Fortunately, her master arrived and let her know that one of the deer was his. He expected her to serve his other guest, whom she saw approaching shortly thereafter. Bianca breathed a sigh of relief. It should be an easy night.
**
Bianca had her cooking skills put to the test when she was asked to make a dinner of fresh trout that Ben had caught earlier that day. With only her NSSA&M training to draw upon she still managed to produce a reasonable trout with butter lemon garlic herb sauce, and sides of creamy horseradish potato salad. Steam broccoli with butter, and the rest of the bottle of white wine.
There was only one bottle of wine and after using some for cooking and serving the rest with the main course there was none left for Bianca. Being out in the field all day gave all the men healthy appetites and there wasn't any trout left over for Bianca. She made do with bread and water in the kitchen as she cleaned up after.
Once the kitchen was clean Bianca went to her room and changed into a white lace thong panty and a sheer white slip. Master said this man was known to prefer virginal gurls so she had dressed accordingly. She made her way to the man's room and knocked before entering.
The man was reclining on his bed, naked. He seemed to admire Bianca as she stood there at the doorway, backlit by the lights of the hallway, her sheer nightie giving her a halo glow.
"I have a bad back, so I'm going to lie down, and you are going to ride my cock, cowgirl style." He commanded.
"Yes sir, I would be pleased to satisfy you however you want." Bianca added coyly and as trained as she shut the door behind her and made her way to bed.
Bianca was pleased to note the man had showered after a long day in the field. He smelled of soap and shampoo and nothing else. His cock looked, smelt, and felt clean as she took it into her mouth. With patient expertise she sucked the man's cock and felt it expand in her mouth until fully hard. She was just starting a rhythm with her head bobs when the man stopped her.
"That's hard enough, let's get to the fucking!"
"Oh My...Yes sir!" Bianca sung upon seeing the man's cock. She gave her feigned enthusiasm as any client of her master and mistress...or any client of the service for that matter...deserved to feel appreciated.
Bianca straddled the man, pulled her panties to one side and guided the man's cock towards her lubricated hole. She made sure to leave her small penis trapped behind the front panel of her panties. Her earlier astonishment was due to his cock. It was a decent 7 inches and proportionally thick. It looked like for this trip her streak of bad luck with small cocks had finally broken. Between her master's 8 inches, Ben's...whatever it was mammoth python, and this one here, she hadn't had a small one yet.
Bianca anticipated a pleasurable evening with him. His cock was long enough to hit her prostate. Hopefully the man wasn't greedy and would let her have her orgasm too. Lowering herself more she felt his spongy head press against her closed back door. Bianca relaxed her sphincter and dropped herself down slowly onto the big dick, impaling herself on it.
Once she bottomed out, she sighed as she felt the head and sides of his dick stimulate her prostate. Pleasurable tingles emanated from within her deepest darkest cavity and spiraled outward. Still loose from the previous night the cock didn't stretch her much and she felt very little pain.
"C'mon gurl, we ain't got all day. There's a poker game to go to. Hurry up." The man stated, urging her on.
"Oh yes sir, I was just enjoying your dick..." the man cut her off.
"Enjoy all you want as long as you get me off first. Now move bitch." He slapped her ass and grabbed her butt cheeks, giving them each a painful squeeze.
Bianca began bouncing beautifully and bimbo-like, keeping her body rigid and upright and her hands on the man's...beer belly...for balance.
"Damn, those are some nice tits." The man complimented.
"Why don't you touch them." Bianca suggested. If the man fondled her hypersensitive tits, they would drive her to orgasm faster.
"Nope. Not gonna do it. I know all about you sissies and your stem-cell titties. You get me off first, not the other way around."
"You've been with sissies before?" Bianca asked, bouncing benevolently and clenching climactically the man's raging rod purposefully plunging into deeper depths of her sensitive slut-hole. Her puny penis became firm from the forceful friction and formed fitfully frothing miniscule amounts of pre-cum.
Bianca loved alliteration!
"Yep. Sissies are my favorite. I schedule one every now and then from the NSSA&M website. I get a discount too. Can't say I've ever seen your profile before."
"My daddy bought out my contract at my initial auction, and my master bought out my contract from my daddy, and now here I am." Bianca answered with bimbo like simplicity. She was starting to gasp and feel the burn in her legs from exertion. Her ass felt comfortable with his cock. It's smaller size was just right after yesterday's reaming.
"Why do you get a discount?" Bianca struggled to make small talk. Most sissy lovers only wanted squeals and moans of pleasure. This man seemed to want to chat as he fucked.
"I'm a preferred customer. I make the drug that keeps you sissies compliant."
Bianca nearly stopped fucking from shock.
"Docility?"
"Yep, That's the one."
"Would you like to change it up any?" Bianca asked hopefully. A change of position would let her rest her legs. She also had more questions she wanted to ask. How did docility work? Was there a cure? She always suspected her compliance was unnatural.
"Nope...you are doing fine! Keep bouncing those bountiful beautiful ballons before me." The man answered.
Bianca's bouncing up and down on the turgid tumescent dedicated dick deep inside her continued. She moved her hands from the man's beer belly up to his nipples. Some men like having their nipples played with. Hopefully he would cum soon and then she could have her orgasm and then...
The man groaned, thrust upward, and Bianca could feel the spontaneous spewing of slick semen seeding her rear chamber. The warm womb filling fluid would find no fertile ground here. As she bounced up and down Bianca was close to achieving her own orgasm. Her prostate lubricated and slickened by the seminal seed felt friction with increased sensitivity. She began to bounce faster. Her puny penis was eager to purge. Sadly, there would be no joy today.
"Houston, we have a problem." The man joked as his cock became flaccid with a rapidity Bianca had never seen...err...felt before...
Sure enough, after just a few more bounces the soft penis slipped out from inside her aft access and lay lifeless in the man's lap.
"Hop off, I need to go shower."
Disappointed, frustrated, and irritated, Bianca clenched tightly, squeezing out as much of the man's sperm as she could onto the softened cock beneath her before dismounting and letting the man up. Her gamble paid off as the man moved hurriedly to the shower and didn't make her suck clean his cock beforehand.
Wait! What the fuck was that guy's name anyway?
**
Bianca doffed her virginal white panties and matching sheer white slip and took a quick shower. She used her enema kit to wash out the residual cum from her ass, flushing again and again until the fluid draining from her ass ran clear. She washed her hair and body, then toweled off.
She quickly restored her makeup from the vigorous fucking she just endured. She had sweat some from her exertion, doing all the work took effort. She quickly braided her long brunette hair in dual loose Dutch braided pigtails behind each ear letting them hang loosely down her back. The pigtails ended above the small of her back and Bianca had blue bows tied to each end.
With her clear complexion Bianca opted for a less is more look with cherry red lipstick (not her usual shade of red), specifically to match her outfit, Pale blue eyeshadow (because her master preferred it) and mascara and eyeliner to enhance her eyes.
Makeup complete, Bianca changed into her casual attire.
As much as she avoided denim since her contractual relationship with Johnny had been severed and transferred to Mike and Nicole Hunt, she had made the mistake of voicing her dislike to Mistress Nicole.
Having few other options with her at the hunting cabin, due to the need to 'pack light' for this trip, Bianca's outfit was minimalist.
Her denim pleated miniskirt was one of the more modest ones she owned. A full 15 inches long from waist to hem and hung from her natural waist down to mid-thigh. Her hip-hugger panties were cotton, but had a faux denim print to 'match' her skirt.
In keeping with the white-trash esthetic that Mistress Nicole knew Bianca disliked so much, she wore a mesh cherry print crop top with spaghetti shoulder straps. Neither Master or Mistress or her former 'Daddy" Johnny had ever allowed her to wear a bra. She never needed a bra since her stem-cell grown breasts remained as firm and full and pert and bouncy as they ever had.
"Showing off your breasts, nipples, and aureoles is a mark of the sissy slut that you are and always will be." Mistress Nicole had taunted her. "Besides, this will be perfect for your outdoor adventures."
Bianca didn't bother with any jewelry. Neither earrings nor bracelets were needed. Her golden Taskmaster collar was more than enough adornment for her current presentation. She checked her appearance in the mirror one last time before exiting.
The 'cherry tart' outfit Mistress Nicole had selected certainly lived up to its name.
With bare midriff and bare legs, Bianca walked barefoot out into the cabin to resume service to her master's guests.
**
Bianca made herself useful to her master's guests, serving sandwiches, and treats, cheeses, meats and crackers, coffee or tea or anything else they asked for. She was kept busy in the kitchen as the men gambled. All the men were relaxing in jeans and t-shirts. At least her denim mini-skirt fit the esthetic.
Bianca watched a few hands from time to time. The room was smoky as Master had produced a box of cigars for his guests. Bianca made sure to set the ventilation system in the luxury log cabin high enough to remove as much smoke as possible. Due to the increased air turnover she had to turn up the temperature a bit as her outfit was hardly capable of keeping her warm. The autumn weather was decidedly nippy at night.
"How about a few no limits hands."
Bianca noticed all the men sit up and take notice at her master's suggestion. She took all the empty glasses and replaced them with fresh beverages. As it grew later in the evening, Whisky became the beverage of choice. Bianca found it was simple to serve.
On the rocks for her master, with coke and ice for the other two gentlemen, and neat for Ben.
Her master had even produced a bottle of Macallan 25 Year old. It seemed to impress his guests. She wondered if it was any good.
"What do you mean?" The man who fucked her earlier asked. Bianca felt he was all talk. Her master wanted his business contracts renewed, and she was sure he would get it.
"I mean no limits. We're men. Let's act like it. None of this piddly shit. Ante is 10,000 dollars."
Bianca was impressed. Her master was often miserly to a fault. She suspected he and her mistress hoarded their wealth and lived a frugal lifestyle. Spending money was only for when they wanted to land a wealthy client who could earn them even more money. Scrooge and Marley would be proud.
"I'm in." Ben stated. He was surprisingly casual about it too. "But I want your sissy to deal."
Bianca was sipping her water, and it took tremendous willpower not to have a spit-take. Fortunately, she was able to contain her surprise. She had thought that she would have little to do other than watch them game and keep the drinks flowing. Bianca was never much of a gambler. Her crossdressing fetish had taken up most of her time before her marriage. She knew just enough about poker to follow along.
"Agreed."
Her master agreed. Great.
"Bring that chair over here and act as dealer Sissy. You know how to deal Texas Hold 'em?"
"Yes Master." Bianca answered truthfully. She knew how to deal; she just didn't know how to play.
"Good. Now deal."
Bianca placed the bottle of Macallan's on the table, took her seat, shuffled the deck 5 times and dealt out the hands. Being a dealer wasn't that hard. It even got her off her feet to sit at the table with the men. Aside from the occasional lustful looks she received (totally normal, really, she was used to it) all the men largely focused on their cards.
By the 6th hand of no limits poker though things were neck and neck with her master and Ben while the other two men's chip piles were dwindling. They were making serious inroads in that bottle of whiskey.
With her master to her left and Ben to her right, Bianca dealt the hole cards for the 7th no limits hand.
"Open 20,000" her master stated boldly.
The other two men folded.
"Call" Ben added 20,000 to the pot.
Bianca next dealt the flop. A 4 & 5 of hearts and a 7 of clubs.
"20,000" Her master, again bid first.
"Call" Ben added again to the pot.
Bianca dealt the turn card. It was a 3 of diamonds.
"30,000." Her master again bid boldly.
"30,000 and I'll raise you..." Ben paused, then waited as if pondering his cards.
"Raise me what?" her master betrayed his impatience.
"The contract you want me to sign."
Her master now paused to think.
"What are you asking to match?"
"Bianca's contract." Ben stated unequivocally.
Bianca looked uncertainly from Ben to her Master. This was unexpected. Bianca saw her master hesitate. He blinked once and swallowed hard.
"You said no limits. We're men. Let's act like it. None of this piddly shit."
Bianca struggled to hide her smile as her master's earlier words were used against him.
"Agreed. Shall we call this as 'all in?'" Her master asked.
"Yes. All in." Ben remained as calm as ever.
Bianca dealt the river...an 8 of hearts.
If either of them had a 6 there was a possible straight.
Bianca watched the showdown with laser focus. Wild horses couldn't have caused her attention to stray. First her master turned over his hole cards...he had a straight! The 6 of clubs and a meaningless jack.
Then Ben turned over his cards...first, a 7 of hearts...two pair would not win the pot.
Then he turned over his last card and Bianca and the other two men who folded earlier gasped.
It was a 6 of hearts. Ben had a straight flush!!!
Bianca was stunned. In her term of service to the state she (her contract) had been purchased outright, then she (her contract) had been transferred to her master to cover bad debts and overdue taxes. Now she (and her contract) had just been gambled away in a game of cards.
Bianca never let the placid smile waver from her face even as she grappled with the question rampaging through her mind.
Who in the hell was this guy?
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Happiness Gained, Happiness Lost, Happiness at last.
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**
Who in the hell was this guy?
The thought never left Bianca's mind for more than a few moments.
The next day was the last day of hunting camp. It came and went without the last client bagging a deer. He grumbled a lot about not having access to Bianca.
"How about a consolation prize? Maybe, just a blowjob?" he was practically begging.
"Sorry. No. Any agreement you made with her prior owner is null in void when the contract transferred." Ben stated firmly, laying down the law.
As Bianca sat in his car, being driven, presumably, to her new home, she pondered her life's trajectory.
A long time ago she had been happily married, a college graduate, gainfully employed, and a semi-closeted crossdresser. Married to the love of his life who he THOUGHT supported his fetish. Then he had been sold...ugh... "volunteered" for service as a sissy whore by same said wife.
The betrayal of his love and trust still stung painfully over four years later.
Forcibly and permanently feminized with stem cell breasts, thighs, and buttocks, surgically feminized with a tracheal shave and removal of his lower ribs for a more feminine hourglass figure by the National Social Services Acquisition & Maintenance department had been the lowest point of his, now 'her' life.
Right up until she had been sold to her first owner.
Her first owner had used her for his pleasure and let his family use her for theirs. For two years she became the family bicycle. Everyone got to ride! Until he squandered and lost all his wealth.
Her second owner had taken over her contract and used her to build wealth. Whored out to satisfy their clientele and cement business dealings she probably helped to earn them millions in contracts for their accounting and auditing firm. Their investing services had also expanded as money poured in on the backs of her labor. Or was it on her back, laboring...hmm...on her knees something something...
Whatever.
But now here she is, being driven away in a...what the hell is this...some old-timey military vehicle. It looked positively ancient. It smelled like it ran on actual gasoline! It could barely do 45 miles per hour. The olive drab paint, huge white 5-pointed star on the hood, no doors, and canvas roof fluttering in the wind.
Bianca knew she was letting the strangeness of the...vehicle...distract her. Focus Bianca!
She, and her contract, had been...lost...and won...on a hand of poker.
She had just been gambled away on a HAND OF TEXAS HOLD 'EM!
The trajectory of her life as a winner of the bimbo lottery was clearly arcing downward. Spiraling, even.
And she still didn't know who the hell this guy was.
"So, who the hell are you anyway?" Bianca asked.
She could feel the tingle of a warning shock from her Taskmaster Slave collar. It must've picked up on her tone and stress of her voice. Right now, she didn't care. In her trained and conditioned and medicated state it took effort to dig up feelings of anger and indignation. Her ability to hold her temper was enabled by her treatment with the drug, 'Docility'. But if ever there was a time to try and break free from her ingrained patterns of behavior now seemed a good one.
Bianca struggled to try to generate feelings of anger and hatred, yet her mood stayed level and generally positive.
Fuck!
Her new owner smiled first. She did have to speak loudly over the engine and wind noise. Her new owner insisted she wear the denim pleated miniskirt and cherry print crop top from the night he won her gambling. At least she had shoes on this time. Her black 3-inch stilettos. She put on powder blue thigh high stockings. It was cold out there after all and the damn vehicle didn't have any heat. Bianca also wore her orange vest. It helped protect against the cold autumn weather as her new owner drove the backroads.
He had insisted on the Dutch braid pigtails again for her hair. The same as the night he won her gambling. That helped keep them under control as the wind blew through the cab of the car. She had done her makeup for travelling; light and innocent, except for her cat's-eye style eye makeup. Her cherry-red lipstick again helped her present as the cherry-tart she flaunted the night of the poker game.
"My name is Ben Gustafsson."
"What do you do for a living Ben Gustafsson?" Bianca asked. Her collar tingled again with electricity. The AI could clearly sense her irritation and her disrespectful tone of voice.
"Mind your temper." Ben said the words calmly and placed one hand on her upper thigh.
Hmph...apparently, he could sense her mood too. Jokes on you. I can barely get mad anyway.
Bianca felt him squeeze her thigh and was reminded of his strength. Seeing him clothed under layers of plaid flannel hid his body well. She noted how tall he was. The loose layers of clothing concealed his physique. Hid his muscularity. Bianca shivered momentarily as her body reminded her of the pleasure she endured as she surrendered to his strength and dominance.
Seeing him in daylight as if for the first time she concluded that he was classically handsome. He had a strong chin and brow, defined cheekbones, and rugged good looks. His beard stubble helped to define his features, giving him a wild, untamed edge. With the collar of his shirt loose she could see the corded muscles of his neck and jaw.
Bianca couldn't help herself as she looked down again at his groin, hoping to see in daylight the tool he wielded that had so completely conquered her. She looked up when she heard him huff. His smirk annoyed her and frightened her at the same time. He had caught her looking.
"I run a personal protection company. I train and provide bodyguards for VIP's and elites. I own a training center that specializes in training bodyguards and police in armed and unarmed combat, as well as aggressive driving courses."
"So, are you, like, former military or something."
"Yes..." Ben seemed about to say more but held his tongue. Bianca fell over from her seat as he took a turn in the road, swerving the vehicle too fast and nearly ended up face down in his lap.
Ben lifted her back up with one arm, once again impressing her with his strength. She shivered as her mind and body remembered the fear she felt seeing him naked.
"Is that how you got those scars on your chest?" There was such a long pause Bianca thought maybe he hadn't heard her. She looked at his face. His jaw was set, his expression grim. She felt fear again thinking she had angered him.
"Those were from hostage recovery. Long ago." He finally answered.
Bianca couldn't help but be impressed. Scars on his body from his time in the military and as a hostage recovery team leader. He had to be a team leader. He did not seem like a follower.
Bianca had a thought, something she heard long ago; ''Beware of an old man in a profession where men usually die young". The thought both thrilled and frightened her.
"Sounds dangerous. What's the easiest part of your job?" Bianca tried to lighten the mood with her silly question. When she saw Ben smirk, she thought she may have succeeded.
"My company also does home security. That may not be accurate though. We do layered security for wealthy VIPs who need a certain level of security and protection. That includes physical security systems as well as human security agents, designing safe rooms and other such things. My company provides a diverse coverage of many applicable tactics to protect and secure high value assets."
Bianca could now understand why her master...err...former master...wanted his business. It sounded lucrative.
"Enough talk, we are home now."
Ben parked the...Jeep?...in front of the house. Bianca was not really impressed with the house at first glance. Coming from a mansion, and then from a high-end condo, and winding up now in front of a large two-story American style home seemed to further illustrate her downward trajectory. The house was large-ish, and would usually indicate someone from upper-income, but not necessarily wealthy.
Ben retrieved Bianca's suitcase from the back of the jeep. Yes...that was it! It was an ancient American war jeep! Was the jeep vintage or was it a reproduction? Knowing would help her assess her new owner's actual financial status. Her previous owner wanted him to sign a business contract so he must have some money.
Ben handed the suitcase to Bianca. Bianca took the offered suitcase and set it down on its wheels. She was very grateful that this time she got to bring her clothes from the cabin and her makeup kit. Being sold was one thing but losing everything again would have been just too much!
"Let me give you the quick tour. You will find it to your liking, I'm sure."
Bianca just noticed that Ben had a bit of a Nordic accent. That made sense, with a name like Gustafsson.
Ben escorted Bianca through the front door to the main entrance to the house. Inside she found she was standing in an open foyer with a chandelier overhead. The marble tile floor of the foyer was glossy and helped to light up the space. To her left was an arched opening that led into a well-appointed home office. To her right a similar arched entryway led into a comfortable looking living room. The room was also appointed with a television above a fireplace, a couch, a love seat, and coffee and end tables. Both rooms had thick pile wall to wall carpeting. In the foyer there was a wraparound staircase that led to the second story with a polished oak banister.
Following Ben directly through the foyer across a hallway, Bianca entered the large well-appointed kitchen. The breakfast island with a 6-burner stove dominated the center with a stainless-steel vent hood above. Cabinets and counter space surrounded the island. Polished hard wood flooring made the space seem large and inviting. A huge two basin farm sink with industrial nozzle was centered in front of a large bay window overlooking a patio, and then a lawn that turned into a forested back yard.
Bianca made note of the dual ovens, high end coffee maker, microwave, and separate refrigerator and freezer, all in stainless steel. She committed to memory various minor appliances and other unique features that Ben made sure to point out as he led her on the tour. The doors to a well-stocked pantry opened to the left of the kitchen. There was a small arched doorway back to the hall and to the home office and the hallway continued past.
To the right there was a wide pass-through window above some cabinets and a counter where a buffet could be set that opened into the dining room. Ben led Bianca back through the hallway then right to the dining room. It was furnished in custom oak table and chairs, had a China hutch with actual China, and a polished hardwood floor. The table had seating for ten people.
Hmm...ok...definitely upper middle class at minimum, Bianca noticed.
The tour continued as he took her upstairs. First, she was shown two bedrooms on the side of the house that rested above the kitchen, pantry, and home office. They consisted of two small children-sized bedrooms with a jack and jill bathroom between them. On the opposite side of the house a complete guest room with its own bath was above the living and dining rooms.
"Which one would you like me to use sir?" Bianca asked. She hoped for a larger guest room but knew it was more likely that she would have a smaller child sized room.
"Tour's not over yet." Ben answered and led her back downstairs. He led her down the hall past the kitchen, office, and pantry to a set of double doors.
"This is the master suite."
Opening the doors to the master bedroom Bianca was immediately impressed by how spacious it was. The first-floor master suite took up the entire side of the house. The master bedroom had a king size bed dominating the center wall. One wall had French doors opening out to the patio. There were two walk-in closets, one on each side of the bed. A dresser stood against one wall near one of the walk-in closets.
Leading her to the master bath she was impressed again by the size. It had a separate shower and bathtub. The shower could easily fit 4 people with multiple nozzles and jets. The bathtub was built in, looked like a tiny swimming pool, and boasted jacuzzi style jets. There was an enclosed toilet space with bidet, clearly Japanese in design. Finally, one wall had a built-in dual vanity that included a middle counter where a woman would keep her cosmetics (completely barren). Only the left most sink showed any sign of use with toothbrush and shaving equipment placed haphazardly on the countertop.
The same marble tile as the foyer was found in all the bathrooms while the same luxurious pile wall to wall carpet was in every bedroom and solid wood flooring in the hallways.
"You have a very lovely home sir." Bianca admitted. She was impressed. This was the home of someone very well off. She wasn't sure how wealthy yet, but certainly well above middle class.
"Thank you, although I really bought it for the land, the garage, and the basement." Ben admitted. "Also, just down the end of the hall is the laundry room, a powder room, and access to the garage."
Bianca smiled. At least she knew where to take the laundry now. Now he only had to show which bedroom, and bathroom would be for her use.
Ben rather enjoyed showing his new sissy around his home. She seemed to finally be relaxing some. He was struck again by how beautiful she was. Feeling like an awkward teenager around a beautiful girl was an emotion he hadn't felt in decades. He was ready to finish the tour with the rest of the rooms, basement and garage when he got a notification on his phone.
Bianca noted his mood turn sour.
"I must go. I'm sorry to cut this short; I need to leave. Set your things in that closet over there and make yourself something to eat. Go anywhere you like except the basement." Ben admonished distractedly, responding to a text.
"You...You want me to use...that closet...over there?" Bianca asked, confused. Did he really want her to use the other master bedroom closet?
"Yes. It's empty. You can use that one. Look. I've got to go." Ben gave Bianca a kiss on her cheek before leaving down the hall and through the garage. A moment later she heard him driving away.
Momentarily stunned from the kiss and now alone, Bianca hesitated. The house seemed too empty now with just her in it. Still, she had been given clear directions and as per her NSSA&M training she went back to the foyer and retrieved her suitcase. She made her way, reluctantly, down the hall, through the master bedroom and into the frankly huge, empty walk-in closet.
She was about to put away what little clothing she had when she realized everything she had needed laundering. After dropping off her makeup and toiletries onto the vanity, she made her way down the hallway where she found the laundry room. It was larger than expected and just as well appointed as the rest of the house with the same marble tile flooring, and high-end appliances. The washer and dryer looked new. There was also a fold-out ironing board and iron, clothes hangers for line drying, plenty of cabinet and counter space storage for laying out, air drying, and folding clothes.
Bianca started a load of laundry and easily hand washed her stockings and panties. Once finished hand washing her intimates, she lay them out to dry. The washing machine then finished its cycle. She moved those clothes to the dryer. Now with nothing else to do she explored the 3 other doors from the laundry room.
The first one was the powder room. A vanity and toilet forming a half bath.
The second door was to the garage. Bianca noted the spacious 5 car garage. There were motorcycles in two of the spaces and a luxury sedan in another. Two spaces remained empty. Bianca guessed one was for the car her new owner just took, and the other was for the war jeep, still parked outside.
Bianca opened the third door and saw a staircase leading down. She recalled her new owner's admonition not to go down to the basement. She knew exactly what that meant. A basement clearly meant a BDSM dungeon. She sighed. She had no doubt she would be spending a lot of time there eventually.
The house overall was neat and tidy, but clearly hadn't seen a woman's touch in a very long time. With nothing else to do Bianca found the vacuum and cleaning supplies in a closet and set out to make herself useful. At least this would help her stay busy until her new owner came home.
**
Ben drove up to his home. It was late. He had hoped to spend the entire time with his new gurl but work called and it was something he couldn't ignore. It was a given that when dealing with Allegoria's nobility one was on call 24/7. Nobles took their security personally and treated it with the professional respect it was due.
As he pulled up, Ben was intrigued when he saw several lights on in his house. For the past 10 years he had been used to coming home to a darkened house. He pulled his SUV into the garage, then suppressed the urge to go straight inside, instead pulling his beloved vintage jeep into the garage as well. Rain was threatening.
With both his cars safely put away he entered via the laundry room. The dryer was running and there were clothes folded and stacked. His clothes, women's clothes, lingerie hanging to air dry, sheets tumbling in the dryer. Ben felt a bit awkward to see women's powder blue thigh high stockings hanging out to dry.
Ben noticed that the tile of the laundry room and the hardwood floors in the hall looked clean and polished. Ben thought about removing his shoes and walking in his socks down the hallway. Ignoring the strange impulse, he strode silently forward, towards the sound of music and the savory smell of food cooking.
There, in the kitchen, he saw her. Bianca, in her denim pleated mini skirt, and cherry print crop top, humming to music playing from the living room sound system, stirring something steaming in a pot on the stove. He glanced into his office and noted the carpets had been vacuumed. His new sissy had kept busy while he was away. Cleaning without any direction.
"What are you making?" Ben asked.
Bianca screamed in surprise. Standing in the hall near the pantry door was Ben. Her new owner. She didn't hear him come home.
"I did not hear you come in." Bianca realized she had been staring and lowered her eyes submissively. A feeling that was all too natural to her.
"I just got home. So, what are you making?" Ben asked again.
"A simple beef barley soup, bread, and a salad. I didn't know when you would be back and wanted something that would keep awhile if you came home late." Bianca answered suppressing the pride in her voice. Sissies should not boast. She was happy to finally do some real cooking again. Although the simple meal did not test her skills it still felt good.
"Good. You set the table, and I'll pour the wine." Ben responded warmly. He seemed appreciative.
Bianca did not get her hopes up. Master Mike and Mistress Nicole had let her cook for them at first, before largely restricting her to her slave cage and only using her for her other professional talents...
Lacking specific direction, Bianca went to the dining room and set the table for her new owner with the fine China and silver from the China hutch in the dining room. She set out wine and water goblets, bread plates, salad plates and soup bowls at the head of the table. She found cloth linens in the hutch and set them out with a complete set of silverware. She caught a glimpse of rain through the expansive windows and was startled by a flash of lightning. She began to count, listening for the thunder to find out how far away the storm was when...


She jumped and shrieked as Ben appeared behind her.
"Where did you come from?" she asked aloud, frightened by his sudden appearance. She never heard his approach.
Ben produced a bottle of wine and retrieved the corkscrew.
"There. That display case is a secret door to the basement. Why don't you light the candles? And set the table for two places, not just one."
Bianca paused for only a moment to look at the display case before returning to her task. Did he want her to join him at table? She found a lighter in the hutch and lit the tapers, placing them center on the large table. Her simple meal plan was suddenly becoming a romantic candlelit dinner. She was setting the second set of dishes near the foot of the table before she was again corrected.
"No. Over there, by my side please." Ben admonished.
Bianca obeyed quickly and set the plates at the setting to Ben's right side.
"Shall I serve sir?" Bianca asked. The rain outside began to shower more generally and could be heard hitting the windows.
"Yes. Please do."
Bianca moved the soup to a tureen, and the bread from the oven to the serving bowl. She placed the salad serving bowl and tongs on the table, retrieved the butter dish, salt and pepper...was there anything else she was forgetting? Her training in fine dining etiquette was rusty from lack of practice. Her new owner had already decanted the wine and poured two glasses. Bianca rushed back to the kitchen. Water! She found a pitcher, filled it with ice and added water...that should be everything.
There was another awkward pause as Bianca waited for her new owner to sit. Instead, he stood behind her chair and pulled it out for her. Bianca's nervousness grew. In 4 and 1/2 years she had not once been treated as a guest. Obediently taking her seat, smoothing her denim pleated miniskirt beneath her, she gave full attention as her new owner sat at the head of the table.
Ben admired his sissy sitting to his right side. Her casual attire and his work clothes were the only oddities from a perfect dinner scene. Not many gurls as beautiful as she would be wearing a cherry print crop top, denim pleated mini skirt and be barefoot like this.
"I imagine the change in your situation is confusing. Do you have any questions for me?" Ben asked.
"How should I address you sir?" Bianca asked as she served her new owner, plating his Caesar salad.
"Address?"
"Yes. Do you prefer I address you as Master? Daddy? Sir? Is there a specific title you wish me to use?"
"Sir is fine." Ben answered as he sampled his salad. He took the pepper mill and added more pepper before offering to grind some for his sissy. She demurely shook her head no.
"Yes sir." Bianca soft contralto voice submissively accepted his title. She waited for her new owner to begin eating first before tucking into her own meal.
Bianca did her best to make small talk. She stuck to safe questions about how her new owner wanted his house kept, what schedule he kept and wanted her to keep, and other topics of general use. Bianca was relaxed and reassured to learn that his expectations of her keeping his house in order were simple and well within her ability.
She was careful not to drink too much wine nor let it go to her head. Soon enough, their meal was finished.
"With your permission sir I'll clean up now."
With a head nod from her new owner, Bianca rose and cleared the table. She washed all the fine China plates and silver by hand. Pots and pans were scrubbed before they made their way to the dishwasher. Her master...uh...owner...watched as she cleaned the counters, wiped down the dining room table, cleaned the kitchen sink and generally made sure the kitchen was neat and tidy.
Ben sipped the last of his wine as he watched his sissy clean. The sway of her hips and flip of her miniskirt was enchanting. She wore no bra. Her breasts and nipples were firm and poking into her cherry print crop top. The fabric of her top showed signs of strain struggling to contain her breasts. Her long legs were bare and smooth, and rose femininely from her feet to the full curve of her bottom disappearing under her skirt. The glimpse of her thighs and panties as she bent to load the dishwasher was arousing.
No doubt about it, this sissy was hot!
"Everything done?"
"Yes sir." Bianca answered. Placing the rag she had been using on a small hook to dry. The rain was pouring outside now. The storm was well and truly underway. There had been more lightning, and the thunder sounded closer than it did at the beginning.
"Good. Then it's time for bed."
Bianca was tremulous, her body shivered as she remembered the fear she felt that night in the cabin. Her body quavered at the thought of her new owner taking her again. Obediently she followed Ben, her new owner, as he led her away.
Her hand taken in his, she was led to the bedroom. Bianca could feel her skin tingle with anticipation. Sir...her new owner...placed his hand behind her head, drew her toward him...and kissed her.
Bianca's mind went blank as the warmth and passion of Sir's kiss consumed her. She felt shivers as if from a sudden chill as her hands sought to touch her master, finding his belt. Following her training...and her passion, she loosened Sir's belt and pulled it from his waist, letting the belt fall to the floor.
Bianca was able to withhold her exclamation as she removed her new owner's shirt. Her eyes widened as his torso was exposed to her view. She hadn't been deceived or confused in the cabin. With the better lighting of her owner's master bedroom, she could clearly see the old man's...her owners'...strength. His narrow waist, his segmented washboard abs, even his obliques were hard and defined!
His grey chest hair spread profusely over his muscled core led upwards to firm and full pecs, broad shoulders and neck, and muscled arms. Hell, it looked like his biceps had biceps! Her initial impression of his forearms as corded like steel cables was unchanged. And good god, his hands were strong and calloused. Bianca admired Sir's face, but only briefly. She knew a submissive sissy should never look her superiors in the eye, but damn again, if his rugged chin and jawline, deep steel blue eyes and strong brow weren't the epitome of male handsomeness.
The storm outside grew louder and stronger. The lightning caused the lights to flicker. Even the windows rattled slightly at the distant peal of thunder.
With nary a thought, Bianca knew she still feared him. Once again, as Sir removed her top, let her skirt slip, and let her panties fall, she felt trapped and completely exposed. Her instincts were screaming at her that as old as he was...He. Was. Dangerous.
Once again, standing so close she noted how at 6 feet tall he towered over her. At barely 5'4" Bianca felt small and frail. The raw primal menace he exuded, the evocative scent of musk from his body...all conspired to make her feel small and insignificant in the presence of this Adonis!
Even knowing, feeling, and sensing the danger, Bianca swallowed her fear, loosened Sir's pants, and pushed them down to his feet. She had one question in her mind, and she had to find the answer. Just how big was his cock...really?
Now naked and on her knees, her tiny penis excited, erect, yet insignificant, Bianca slipped her small hands over her owner's boxer brief shorts, gripped firmly, and pulled them down. The resounding THWAP as Sir's cock sprang out and slapped her on her face shocked and stunned her.
Lightning thundered just outside the house. The entire house shook slightly, and the sound of rain was pounding on the windows and drumming on the roof.
In the light of the master bedroom, she finally had her first good look at her owner's cock.
It was impressive!
It was huge!
It was the biggest cock she had ever seen, and as a professionally trained sissified service provider, that was saying something!
Whereas before she couldn't accurately estimate his size beyond 'big', this time she gripped with first one hand, then another, around the shaft of her owner's erect cock. Her admiration was tolerated as she moved her lower hand up, placing it atop her other hand.
Her owners' cock...Sir's cock...was almost 3 hands high!
Her hand was not quite four inches wide. That meant...holy shit...that meant Sir's cock was probably 11 inches long. And with her fingertips barely touching her thumb when wrapped around his shaft, she estimated a girth of just over 5 inches around!
Jinkies! How did a cock that big ever fit up inside her???
The sky flashed and the thunder sounded like it was right outside the house now!
"Come here." Ben ordered as Bianca stroked the erect cock in her hands.
Just as before, Bianca submitted as his commanding presence compelled her to obey.
Stepping out of his pants and boxers, the old man, Sir, her new owner, lifted her to her feet, took her into his arms as she melted fearfully against his rugged body. Bianca's passing glance at his legs left no doubt as to his muscularity there. She guessed her new owner never missed leg day either!
Bianca's heart was pounding in her chest as she was held tight against the old man, the softness of her body pressed tight against the hardness of his as he held her in an embrace.
"I said it before, and I'll say it again...I don't think I have ever seen anyone as lovely as you."
Bianca's sighed. Sir's erect cock pressed against her belly and the tip of the knob was teasing the underside of her breasts. Her hypersensitive nipples grew erect as the warm knob brushed against her bountiful bosom. Bianca's conflicting feelings of fear and safety fought for dominance inside her mind.
Ben had been admiring his new sissy ever since returning home. She was so young looking. So healthy and vibrant. Her face and body were beautiful. Feminine. Her body against his was warm...and inviting...
With impressive strength Sir easily lifted Bianca, sweeping her off her feet, and carried her into bed.
Bianca relaxed helplessly into Sir's arms and let go of her fears. She knew then and there that she had submitted to him and his dominance.
Ben lay his new sissy...yes...HIS new sissy on her back in the center of the bed. His erection, rampant and strong felt close to bursting from the pressure. Lying beside her, he again placed his hand behind her head and guided her into his kiss.
Bianca surrendered to the kiss and allowed herself to enjoy Sir's talented teasing tongue. Pleasure turned to passion as his tongue dominated hers. The drumming of the rain grew and provided a musical counterpoint to the dashing of their kiss.
Their tongues danced with each other in unbridled euphoria. His beard stubble, longer now than the last time, felt smoother and did not scratch her face like it had three days ago. It brushed pleasantly against her silky-smooth face. She could get used to kissing him with a beard! She idly wondered what he would look like with a beard.
Bianca let her hands wander over Sir's chest, through his chest hair, stroking his neck muscles, feeling his full pectorals, drawing them down across his abs, and then reaching now for the rampant erection poking into her thigh.
On cue, Sir pushed up and positioned himself between her legs. His knees brusquely spreading her legs wider. Kneeling between her legs, Ben broke free from their kiss and admired his beautiful sissy.
"Have you prepared?" Ben asked.
"Yes sir..." Bianca panted, shorts of breath and chest heaving. "I'm ready." She had showered and lubricated earlier.
Bianca, who's hand had not let go yet of the 11 inch long 5-inch diameter dick, guided the head of this exceptional cock to her eagerly awaiting hole.
Ben placed his hands on either side of his sissy's body and let her guide his cock to her rosebud. He could feel her erect clitty jutting against his belly. Her excitement aroused him further. Once he felt his cock head touch her rosebud he slowly and smoothly pressed forward. He marveled at how easily she opened for him. His cock slipped quickly into her lubricated passage and stretched her out.
The flash of lightning and the crash of thunder seemed to indicate the storm was moving past them now. The rain drumming on the roof and pelting the windows lessened slightly. Bianca, however, was embroiled in a storm of passion unlike any other she had ever experienced.
Bianca's cry of pleasure complimented her moan of agony at his initial entry. She kept her hand on his cock and felt relief as he waited for her ass to adjust, adapt, and accommodate his intrusion. Her previous experience from 3 days earlier at his last fucking of her left her with profoundly won experience to deal with the pain and pleasure of the mammoth python that again plunged inside her.
Bianca closed her eyes and sought to breathe deeply as she struggled to acclimate to the anal assault against her puckered star. As she felt Sir kiss her, her eyes fluttered open, rewarded with the look of lust, passion, and concern on his ruggedly handsome face dominating her field of vision.
Bianca, her defenses breached, once again endured...no...embraced...the slow tortuous entry of her owner's cock into her willing body. As before, Sir's cock moved into her so slowly that she was able to feel every ridge, every vein, every inch as it was driven inside her, pleasuring...teasing...with magisterial capability.
The wonderous balancing act of pleasure and pain as her sissy pussy was penetrated seemed to cause time to slow down.
Like the time before, Bianca locked her ankles behind Sir's back. She opened herself up as wide as possible, hoping to reduce the painful stretching agony and enhance the pleasurable fullness.
"Oh god...oh god..." Bianca's cried as she felt his cock reach the halfway point. The head of his cock was now pressing against her prostate. Her p-spot. Her sissy pussy's pleasure center!
"Ah...Ah...Ah...Ah..." her cries and breathing grew more rapid as his cock slipped in past the 3/4 mark. Bianca began to rock and swivel her hips, humping her ass up and down as the girthy member reached its base and bottomed out inside her.
Once again, the very slight increase in taper at the base of the old man's cock stretched the bore of her already stretched sphincter to its maximum caliber. Sir's scrotum and pendulous balls now pressed tight against the cleft of her anus, his belly tight against her taint. Their softness and warmth were a pleasure all in its own. His lap pressed against her butt and thighs held her rapture at bay as he waited...waited...waited...
Fully lubricated, buried to the hilt, and inspired by the lustful wanton moans escaping rapturously from his sissies' body, Ben withdrew his cock, only to plunge the entire length back inside her. He let himself enjoy the feeling of her body as it quivered beneath him each time he thrust into her. He experienced the joy of causing her pleasure every time he delved deeply with his dick into her depths.
Sensing Bianca was close to orgasm, Ben increased his pace. The driving force of his cock into her slick warm tight hole left her unable to form coherent words. Rational thought escaped her mind and only raw primal pleasure echoed through her mind and body. Ben was rewarded for his strength and skill by Bianca's ecstatic unintelligible vocalizations.
"Ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...AhheeyyeeeEEEEE...
Her whole body was rocking back and forth against his dominant driving dick. Ben drove her hard. Her loss of conscious thought sealed her inability to resist the building pleasure. With her impending orgasm impossible to resist, Bianca succumbed to the inevitable.
Ben's final thrust released his stored spend into Bianca's velvet tunnel. He held tight as his sissy bucked and writhed and thrashed from rapture. Her whole body squeezed tight, her arms embraced him with surprising strength, her legs tied to crush his waist, and her ass clenched and quivered and milked him of his ejaculate.
Her hips were humping up and down, again and again as he shuddered and juddered into her warm tight hole. Bianca, now spent, collapsed into weakness, drained and defenseless, unable to do anything as her mind and soul embraced infinity.
It took several long minutes until Bianca returned from bliss.
The outside rain had lessened. Bianca could barely hear the soft peal of rain anymore. The thunderstorm was distant.
Her eyes, which had rolled up into her skull, now struggled for a moment until they could focus on the man laying on top of her. His heavy body pressing down upon her driving her deeply into the mattress. She stared into passionate steel blue eyes framing a rugged handsome face, mere inches from her own. Bianca was unwilling...and unable...to control the kiss she planted upon the lips of her owner, her...Sir. She held his head in her hands as he stayed deep inside her, the last few drops of cum being spewed with jack-rabbit thrusts into her deepest cavern.
It was an even longer time before Bianca was able to note the stickiness on her belly and that her tiny cocklette had also spewed its own lilliputian quantity of cum.
**
Bianca jolted awake. She had been about to fall asleep. She felt Ben start to withdraw his cock and instead of letting him she bore down, pushing back with her ass to keep him inside her. Why did she do that?
"You like me inside you?" Ben asked.
Biana couldn't answer. As she lay there, she could only feel shame. She was ashamed as she admitted to herself that yes...she did.
"Here...roll over."
Bianca felt empty as Sir withdrew his cock from her ass and mewled in disappointment. He pushed her onto her side, and now from a spooning position, slipped his cock back into her warm, wet, rear dark tunnel.
Bianca felt no pain. Only pleasure as her gaped ass and her battered defenses surrendered easily to his intrusion. Bianca only felt the fullness of her owner's cock inside her and the warmth of her owner's body behind her.
Spent, satisfied, filled and completely surrendered, Bianca fell asleep in the dominant embrace of her owner.
**
For the first few days Bianca spent her time as a sissy servant during the day. Her new master was kind and polite. After politely begging her new owner, he readily opened her account on the NSSA&M service provider commissary website, allowing her to purchase necessary items.
First, of course, she purchased and had installed a high-end anal douching machine. "The Enemizer" was a cutting edge, multiple setting, precision instrument that would automatically and efficiently cleanse her sissy-pussy and maintain her cleanliness and anal health to the highest standards.
Bianca remembered well her training on the need to keep clean 'back there'. What most people don't know is that too many enemas can interfere, disturb, and disrupt the normal flora and fauna that inhabit a healthy colon. Using patented techniques, The Enemizer ensured that healthy flora and fauna would flourish, while residual waste material was always flushed out, creating a pleasingly clean playground for anal aficionados. Seeing it installed next to the bidet and toilet in the master bathroom's water closet made her much happier. No more bag enemas!
She was even allowed to purchase new clothes and accessories. She dutifully made her purchases from the Sissy Selection of the NSSA&M Fall Catalog and tried to spend money judiciously and frugally. The budget her new owner gave her to work with seemed generous, but she still worried about spending too much. With only 3 years left of her contract she hoped to finish her time in service without being sold a fourth time.
She started with the basics of course. Ever since her original wardrobe was lost after the original lease defaulted, she barely had any clothes at all.
She replaced her French Maids uniform. The service already had her measurements on file, so ordering a new, bespoke, classic black and white silk uniform was as easy as pressing a button. 'Sir' saw her ordering though and insisted she get the pink uniform and the baby blue uniform as well.


After that, it was just a matter of finding out what style of clothing her 'Sir' wanted for her. Daddy Johnny had kept her in denim daisy dukes and denim bras and jackets. Even the Velma Dinkley costume she wore when he bought her contract was eventually forgotten. Classic School girl attire was allowed but only once money got tight and she was given permission to use her NSSA&M wardrobe.
Master Mike and Mistress Nicole had kept her in slutty business attire. Pleated skirts and tight blouses, thigh highs and high heels to please and entertain their customers and business associates. Bianca knew she rocked the slutty secretary look, but her limited wardrobe of slutty office apparel worn just about every day was just as boring as denim every day.
Sir, liked variety, but for day-to-day wear, he preferred her in cute kawaii style. Kawaii style emphasizes cuteness, childlike innocence, charm and simplicity. It is characterized by soft or pastel colors, rounded shapes, and features which evoke vulnerability, such as big eyes and small mouths.
With her makeup skills and already small mouth...her red lips stretched so tight as to barely be able to swallow a 5-inch diameter cock, Bianca smirked...she had that one in the bag. Using cosmetics to create big anime eyes was a skill she had practiced back in her training cadre, and only a few refresher videos later she was once again rocking the look.
That left only buying the clothes, and once again, the NSSA&M Fall Catalog was more than able to provide. Her...or rather...the closet 'Sir', her owner, allowed her to use in the master bedroom was soon filling up with cute and cuddly miniskirts, short tight tops, bows and ribbons, petticoats and thigh highs, and lots of quirky and colorful heels. Bianca actually cried tears of joy when 'Sir' allowed her to buy brassieres. While she knew most of the time she probably wouldn't need or be allowed to wear them, it was always better to have them and not need them, than to need them and not have them.
But even though Kawaii style was his preferred day to day choice, Bianca was taken shopping to exclusive boutiques for dresses and gowns. 'Sir' had season tickets to theater and opera and with her on his arm, was not reluctant to attend.
Attending the Opera in fine sissy attire Bianca dressed resplendently. Her cerulean dress had a fuscia floral pattern encircling the skirt portion of her dress. The bodice portion had drawstrings in the back that Sir had to help tighten, cinching her waist tight. The tight bodice even had stays that helped keep the bodice stiff and her presentation regal.
Of course, any dress a sissy had to wear just had to have pleats and a petticoat! Bianca's dress pleats were soft and wide, held aloft by her petticoat. The suspenders from her garter belt were visible holding up the lace hem of her stockings, and her feet were adorned by matching cerulean 5-inch-high stiletto heels with a 1-inch platform toe.
Bianca's shoulders were bare, and the dress only covered up to her shoulder blades in back and above her nipples in front, leaving exposed generous amounts of cleavage. The floral fuchsia pattern ascended the sides of the bodice in a feminine manner that drew the gaze upwards to her bosom. A wisp of lace attached to the top hem of the dress formed a minimalist wrap around her back, upper arms, and tied loosely in front of her bosom. The overlarge bow featured at the small of her back held her waist tight and provided a beautifying ornamentation.
'Sir' lent her his arm as they disembarked his car, the black luxury sedan he so rarely drove, giving his keys to the valet, entered the grand main entrance and promenaded through the lobby. They joined the crowd of men in tuxedos and women in formal evening wear bespangled with enough jewels to rival a starry night.
The Grand Opera of Allegoria was a landmark of the city and Bianca was amazed by the architecture and dramatic aesthetics. The marble tile floor and marble columns bearing the gilded arched roof. The frescos on the walls of nature and the ceiling coffers with more renaissance style paintings of gods and goddesses and heroes. Bianca's only comparison would be the main entrance to the national brothel, but even the brothel was a pale comparison to the opera house foyer.
Ascending the grand staircase to the upper levels en-route to his box, 'Sir' drew back, Bianca ascended with one hand on the railing and glanced over her shoulder noting that 'Sir' was following behind her by a few steps. His attention seemed focused on her legs and...
Oh!
He was no doubt admiring the curve of her bottom. From a lower angle her panty was probably visible, surrounded by a circle of soft tulle, highlighting the curves of her full firm bottom, displayed for him to cherish. Bianca could not hold back her smile seeing his appreciative gaze. He was focused and didn't see that she caught him staring.
'Sir', her new owner, even let her splurge and buy a tiara with matching diamond shaped dangling earrings. The Tiara served to highlight her brunette hair styled in waves, while the dangling earrings accented her long enticing aristocratic neck. Bianca noted that most, if not all, of the women present wore tiara's.
Bianca's only issue was her ever present Taskmaster collar. No matter where she went, or how she dressed, she was openly marked as an NSSA&M employee and a sissy service provider. Her collar acted as a beacon to "people with elevated passions" who would approach her owner intent on soliciting her service.
Indeed, prior to entering the auditorium, mingling on the upper landing with other patrons, even when sipping fine champagne provided by uniformed waiters bearing fully loaded serving trays, standing arm in arm, several couples approached and inquired as to her availability. Thankfully, with great relief, her owner was able to dissuade each couple politely, while still letting them think that they may have an opportunity later...they were simply here to enjoy the show.
This happened at every event. Bianca now always felt safe and secure out in public when held by her owner's arms. Her owner had no intention of sharing her! Her concerns allayed, Bianca could let herself enjoy her time with 'Sir' and enjoy the program.
Tonight was "Phantom of the Opera". Bianca knew nothing about it and 'Sir' would not provide spoilers. Overheard conversations made her wonder about falling chandeliers? But that would be silly. Finally, the bell notified the patrons that the show would start soon, and arm in arm, Sir and Bianca entered and took their seats.
**
Bianca was flushed, excited, happy, and fuming.
Sir would not stop laughing at her.
During the performance she had noted a strange man actually climbing on the chandelier at the top of the opera house auditorium. She had gripped her owners' arm to alert him! When the chandelier fell, swung across the audience, and crashed into the stage she screamed!
"How was I supposed to know that it was part of the show. I thought it was a terrorist attack."
Bianca fumed even more as 'Sir' laughed uproariously. Still, she couldn't help but laugh with him. The show was spectacular. She wasn't the only one who had screamed. Apparently that's how you can tell who was seeing Phantom for the first time. And the dress the actress playing Christine wore had been magnificent! She wondered if 'Sir' would let her buy one.
**
Her evenings, however, were every bit as erotic as she was trained to provide. The only trouble this time, with this owner, was his insatiability and the unrelenting orgasms!
Bianca woke every morning to treat 'Sir' and his morning wood with a lavish blow job. 'Sir' rarely if ever fucked her in the mornings. Once Bianca had swallowed his cum, he showered and got ready for work. Bianca would prepare coffee and breakfast to-go before seeing him off for the day.
After taking care of her personal hygiene and showering, Bianca had the house to herself for the entire day. She did all the chores expected of a sissy servant. Vacuumed, dusted, polished, washed, cleaned, made beds, did laundry, every domestic duty was handled with precision and dedication.
When 'Sir' returned home from work, Bianca was always there to greet him with a beverage of his choice, and a blow job. It was then off to make dinner while 'Sir' worked from his home office or relaxed lounging around the house. After dinner was done and the dishes were cleaned and put away, 'Sir' would escort Bianca to the master bedroom for a marathon fuck session that left them both exhausted and tranquil in their post-orgasmic bliss.
Bianca had never had it so good. For the first time since induction into the NSSA&M she dared to hope that her owner actually cared about her and her pleasure as much as his own.
**
"Why haven't you been cleaning the basement?"
"You told me the day I got here to never go down to the basement Sir." Bianca answered politely, promptly, and above all else, truthfully.
"Well...that's true. Maybe it's time I finally gave you a tour of basement". Ben held his hand out, waiting for Bianca to take it.
Bianca hesitated. She had nearly forgotten about the basement, and largely put it out of her mind. She tried to hide her reluctance as she gave her hand to 'Sir' and let him escort her down the stairs and into the forbidden room.
What she saw surprised her even more.
"Wait...where's the dungeon? Where's the bondage equipment?" Bianca asked, confusion evident on her pretty face.
"Bondage equipment? Uh...I don't have any. I mean, I suppose I could rig up some straps or something if that's what you're into." Ben stated with a smirk and a grin.
Bianca was taken aback by the expansive room that housed a home movie theater, complete with overstuffed theater reclining seats, a popcorn machine, and an iconic red and white vintage soft drink cola dispenser
"What are these?" Bianca asked, indicating the vast shelves filled with all manner of...
"These are antique media. These here are called laser disks, this shelf has VHS tapes, and those over there are called DVD's. They were how our great grandparents used to store data and watch movies."
"Impressive!" Bianca stated, and she was. This collection was astounding.
"Are those your games?" Bianca asked.
"Yep. I also collect vintage video games. There's the Xbox, that's a PlayStation, and I also have a vintage Game Cube, Game Sphere, and Game Tetrahedron!" Sir boasted.
Ben escorted her through the theater room past a faux stone wall into another room where there was a wine cellar with nearly a thousand bottles of wine. A tasting table with logbook was set in the center next to a counter high table with an inlaid chess board and chess set.
Past the wine cellar she was led to see an impressive home gym consisting of both dumbbells and free weights, a treadmill, a step mill, a rowing machine and a weight stack.
"Is this why you didn't want me down here? Because this is your man cave?"
"No, I didn't want you down here because of the gun safe."
At the far side of the weight room Bianca took note of the corrugated steel walls. She followed 'Sir' as he led her to a vault style door. To her engineer's eye, the gun safe was likely a reinforced cargo container that clearly had to be installed when the basement was first dug, and foundation laid. The house would have to be built over it. 'Sir' unlocked the gun safe vault door and led her inside.
Once inside Bianca was stunned at what she saw. Inside were rifles, pistols, shotguns and other weapons Bianca couldn't identify. There were lockers labelled "ammunition" and a fire suppression system. There was a workbench with tooling and a partially disassembled machine gun of some sort sitting out upon it. One wall had guns mounted on pegs, staged and ready for use. There was body armor with helmet on a t-stand, staged for quick donning. Some of the pouches on the plate carrier were already stuffed with gear. The room had a smell of solvent and oil and gunpowder. Bianca noted it had its own ventilation system.
The room had an inescapable feeling of dire purpose.
"This is also the safe room. Should anything happen, get to this room and shut this door." Ben warned her.
"Anything happen? Like What?" Bianca asked, intimidated by the menace inherent in his warning.
"If it ever happens, you'll know."
**
Four & 1/2 years total service.
Ben smiled as Bianca nestled into his side, his arm behind her on the back of the couch, her knees bent, and legs tucked up under her. She was wearing something new again. Her long brunette hair was done up in braided pigtails and the ends were curled back up and tied to the top of the pigtail forming large circles. She wore a red cami top, and leopard print bra, she wore a white pleated skirt and leopard print panties.
Ben always loved the glimpse he caught of a flash of panty under a short skirt! It was one of his favorite fetishes. She wore red thigh highs with a rather ancient lacing style on the hem that cinched around her thighs and were tied in a bowknot. Her feet were adorned with black patent leather low heels.
With her understated makeup and luscious red lips Bianca was as cute as a button!
Bianca loved spending time with 'Sir' watching movies. Just relaxing in his arms after a long day. She loved reaching up under his shirt and running her hand through his chest hair. Sir had been working out in his home gym. Bianca had watched discreetly. It still amazed her that Sir...the old man...her owner, could lift weights as if he were 20 years younger than he really was.
Now relaxing on the overstuffed theater style chairs, Bianca sought to tease her owner. If the movie was boring, she loved to run her hand down his stomach and then over his...endowment. If she was very good, she could get him to stop the movie early and take her to bed.
Bianca was VERY good!
But today the movie was pretty good and kept her interest and attention. The Secret Life of Walter Mitty. Apparently, this one was a remake of an even earlier one but 'Sir' didn't have a copy of the earlier one. Bianca had come to appreciate 'Sir's' Love of old movies and loved them nearly as much as he did. That and the musical score were attention grabbing. Bianca found she was rooting for "Walter" to win the love and affection of the girl. The girl deserved someone like that in her life to appreciate her.
**
5 years of service.
Bianca returned the unopened bottles of wine to the wine cellar. Her owner's dinner had been a resounding success. Bianca felt proud of how he had entertained his guests and mixed business with pleasure. It wasn't every day one got to serve members of the noble class in their own private home.
Princess Jewel Delacroix and her female Husband Count Delacroix had been wonderful. A few other nobles had brought life and laughter to Sir's home.
Bianca took pride in her cooking and in her service. A five-course meal had been planned weeks in advance and she and ample time to practice every dish with her owner beforehand. The private party ultimately retired to the wine cellar. Count Donna Delacroix was apparently something of an oenophile and she and her owner had a lengthy discussion over certain obscure varietals that Bianca wouldn't pretend to understand. The guests lingered for hours of conversation until the hour drew late and eventually their guests had made their exits.
"Do you play chess?" Ben asked as Bianca admired the chessboard and pieces. Weekly, she would come down and dust the wine bottles, and also clean and buff the marble chess pieces with a rag and polish. She had come down to inform 'Sir' that she had finished cleaning up after the dinner party.
"I only play recreationally. I mean I was in a chess club in school, but I've never been ranked, even for college." Bianca answered, bringing back down the last of the cleaned wine goblets to restock in the rack.
"Let's play a game. 10 minutes." Ben set the time on the chess clock and indicated Bianca to take the seat opposite him. He took two pieces, one white, one black, and hid them behind his back. A moment later he held his closed hands before Bianca. "Choose."
Bianca took her seat as she was told, still admiring the beautiful inlaid chess board. Her efforts really made the board shine. A marked improvement from its previous dusty state.
Ben Gustafson looked penetratingly at Bianca with his steel blue eyes, evaluating her.
Bianca sat before Ben dressed in her bespoke French maid uniform. In the soft ambient lighting of the wine cellar, the traditional black pure silk uniform dress glistened softly.
Sitting down, Bianca was reminded of the shortness of her dress as she struggled to remain composed under Sir's powerful gaze. The tiny dress that could not quite cover the lower curve of her bottom, that left her upper bosom exposed from just above the nipples of her breast forms all the way to her taskmaster collar, and her long silk covered legs shod only in her white leather 4-inch-high heels with 1 inch platform toe.
Bianca's white silk rumba panties could be seen, especially from the back when standing due to the self-supporting soft pleats of the skirt portion and the short white petticoat underneath for perfect loft. The skirt and petticoats flared around her forming a circle of tulle as she sat in the chair.
The body portion of the dress still clung as tight around her midriff and cinched her small tummy as it did when she put it on hours ago. The 1/4 length cap sleeves from her shoulder to the middle of her upper arm only served to enhance the delicacy of her arms, wrists, and hands.
Bianca had styled her hair in an updo, pinning most of her luxurious brunette hair under the lace maid's headpiece crowning the top of her head. Two long thin pintails hung down in front, framing her face and drawing attention to Bianca's delicate cheek bones.
Bianca's makeup application, dark red lipstick, grey eye shadow, mascara, and a darker shade of rouge on her cheeks than usual, gave her a formal appearance that complimented her owner, his home, and showed respect to his guests.
Ben Gustafsson admired the sissy sitting before him. She was absolutely stunning! Her meals were sumptuous, and her service had been impeccable. His guests had been duly impressed.
Despite mounting trepidation Bianca responded promptly, she chose his right hand. Black.
Bianca sat with all due feminine propriety, near the edge of the seat so as not to slouch onto the back rest nor wrinkle her maid's skirt. She maintained proper posture with her hands on her lap and feet crossed at the ankles, just as she had been trained.
Bianca started the chess clock.
Sir moved his kings' pawn forward two spaces to e4. He hit the chess clock with a firm bang.
"I haven't played since college Sir." Bianca protested again. She mirrored him moving her king's pawn forward to e5, and softly pressing the clock button. "I'm not even rated." She reminded him.
"It's no matter." He smiled at her "This is for fun, and conversation." Ben replied cheekily. He moved knight to f3 and hit his clock button, the sharp staccato click resonant in the finished basement space.
Bianca relaxed, but only slightly. She responded with pawn to d6, opting to try and develop in the center of the board and delicately pressed the chess clock button.
"And how are you enjoying your time here in my home." Ben inquired. "Is it everything you hoped?" Queens pawn to d4 and again with the sharp sound of hitting the clock.
"Oh yes Sir. I sometimes think I'm dreaming. You are a very kind ma...man." She replied with queen's bishop to e5, threatening his knight, softly pushing the clock button again. She chastised herself for almost calling him master. Sir did not like that.


Bianca snuck another moment to truly look at her owner. She again admired his strong and handsome features. His strong chin and jawline and firm nose and lips. His light brown hair was short, mostly grey, especially at his temples, only hinting at his maturity. His piercing steel blue eyes contemplated the pieces on the board. She found it hard to believe that in two more years he would be 60.
"I have certainly enjoyed you and your service." Sir answered with Pawn to e5 capturing her pawn.
Bianca frowned at the loss of her pawn as Sir hit the clock button and her clock resumed its countdown. She countered with bishop to f3 taking his knight. She wondered why he would be willing to exchange his knight for a mere pawn like that. She slightly regretted her choice when Lord Milton responded by taking her bishop with queen to f3. Now his queen was out on the board, threatening her pieces.
Bianca moved her pawn to e5, capturing his front stacked pawn which also opened up her queen along the length of the board. She gently pressed her clock button again.
"And I have enjoyed this time tremendously. I'm so very grateful for the opportunity Sir"
Sir Ben responded aggressively, advancing his bishop to c4. Now his queen and bishop held center board and threatened a pawn.
Bianca brought out her knight to f6 trying to reassert center control.
Sir Ben moved his queen to b3, stacking her behind his bishop. Now he threatened two of her pawns!
Bianca studied the board at length before she reluctantly moved her queen to e7. She lost valuable time.
Sir Ben brought out knight to c3 and now with his earlier development held a strong center control of the board.
Bianca moved pawn to c6.
Sir Ben moved his other bishop out to g5 placing greater pressure on Ana's pieces.
Bianca was losing time on the clock and patience. She advanced pawn to b5 either hoping to take the bishop or lure the knight and capture the knight with her covering pawn.
It seemed as if Sir fell for it as he took the pawn with his knight to b5.
Bianca quickly captured the knight with pawn to b5 and again threatened the bishop at c6.
Sir Ben simply captured her pawn with bishop to b5 and now put her king in check.
Bianca paused and studied the board, losing more precious time. Sir had momentum on his side and was forcing her to react instead of act. Bianca studied the board thoughtfully for several precious seconds, considering her available moves, finally moving her knight to d7.
Sir Ben castled on the queen's side, moving his king to safety. Bianca breathed a soft sigh of relief hoping she had slowed his assault.
With Bianca's knight now threatened by the rook at d1 she brought her rook to d8, protecting her knight and covering her king.
Sir ben was relentless as his rook took her knight at d7.
Bianca killed his rook with her rook to d7 and again tried to find a way to assume control of the game.
Sir Ben moved his remaining rook to d1 and now his rook and his bishop at d5 threatened her rook and her king.
Bianca moved her queen to e6 more out of desperation than from having a cogent plan to recover.
Sir then captured her rook with his bishop to d7 and again her king was in check.
Rather than move her queen and expose her king she captured the bishop with knight to d7.
Bianca was surprised when Sir Ben moved his queen to b8 and placed her king back in check. Didn't he see the knight covering? Bianca gleefully captured the queen with knight to b8.
Capturing the queen was a tactically sound move and Bianca smiled; all was not lost yet. Maybe she could turn this around.
Sir moved his rook from d1 to d8 and again her king was in check.
Bianca's hand hovered over the board as she tried to think of a move. She couldn't just take it with her king because the bishop threatened from g5 and she couldn't move her king to d7 because it would still be in check from the rook.
"I believe that's game." Ben spoke warmly, almost apologetically.
Bianca looked glumly at the board as her king sat in check-mate, then reluctantly, with a poised delicate finger lay her king down on its side.
Sir Ben stopped the clock.
Bianca had lost the game.
"Pour the wine."
Bianca rose from her seat and stood obediently behind the table, curtsied, then made her way to the wine cellar to select and serve Sir his wine.
"And bring two glasses." Sir Ben called out.
"Thank you for this lovely game, Sir." Bianca had returned to the table with a bottle and two goblets. She again gave him a curtsey before taking the bottle, opening it, and pouring wine into his goblet of...she noticed that he studied the bottles label...Sauterne.
Sir had reset the chess board. "Pour two glasses." He commanded.
Bianca, captivated by the sound of his voice, poured the second goblet. Sir's warm rich baritone had a pleasing timbre. She filled the second goblet of wine to a polite level, curtsied again, and retook her seat.
They began their second match. This time Bianca was unable to truly focus on her pieces. For the past 5 years she had rarely been allowed alcohol. Daddy Johnny never wanted to share his beer with her, and Mistress and Master Hunt felt it was a luxury for her they need not afford. Even after only a few sips, the wine went quickly to Bianca's head.
"Did you ever try to escape?" Sir asked, moving a chess piece and hitting the clock.
"Yes Sir, we did." Bianca replied. She moved a pawn which was promptly captured.
"We?"
"My sisters in my training cadre. Yellow cadre. There were six of us."
"Do tell." Sir continued dominating the board. This match was worse than the first for Bianca.
"One day after hours of abuse Fawn, she was one of the gurls from my cadre, decided she was going to leave. She was just going to walk away. The rest of us all thought that was a good idea. We held hands and made our way to the exit."
Sir raised an eyebrow, questioning.
"The training masters and mistress noticed right away and ordered us back. We kept walking and someone even asked what we thought we were doing."
"We're leaving. You are mean!" Cindy shouted.
"The training mistresses smiled and then actually stood out of the way."
"We made our way to the exit, stepped outside and were probably only 10 feet away when our collars shocked us."
The memory was painful, and Bianca pulled at her golden taskmaster collar welded around her neck. She moved a chess piece. The board was a bit blurry. Hopefully she moved it correctly.
"They brought us back in."
"What did we learn today ladies? one of the training mistresses asked us. She was gloating. I hated her then and there for her condescending attitude and smug superiority."
"The thing was, under the influence of the drug 'Docility' our long-term memories reset each night. The memories were still there, as well as vague notions of our behavior, we just couldn't consciously access them."
"So, your long-term memories were only able to influence you."
"Yes Sir." There was a long pause as Bianca was overcome with sadness.
"And?" Sir prompted.
"We tried again the next day."
Sir Ben chuckled.
"It's not funny" Bianca stated angrily. Her collar buzzed an electrical warning across her skin. She ignored it.
"We tried three days straight to 'escape' and for three days straight we got shocked. Each night we went to bed, and we slept, and we forgot and yet the behavior was being ingrained in our subconscious."
"On the fourth day, Fawn merely yelled at her training mistress. 'You're lucky I don't just up and leave here.' And we all agreed, shouting at the mistresses, yelling at them how they needed to be nicer to us, and getting warning shocks and disciplinary shocks for our trouble."
"Warning shocks?"
"There are warning tingles that let you know you might be misbehaving or are about to. Disciplinary shocks, those hurt, but it's a lower setting than the punishment shocks that get you when your offense was particularly bad. Punishment shocks can knock you off your feet."
**
Almost 6 years of service.
"Tell me more about the collars."
Bianca pushed down onto the huge cock impaling her backside. Sir had just orgasmed and his cum was warm and wet and fresh inside her. Bianca's small 4-inch penis had spurt its miniscule load into her panties as she had been made to orgasm by Sir Ben's amazing dominance.
"What would you like to know sir?" Bianca asked.
The afterglow of passionate coupling and 'Sir' was the only man she had known that wanted to talk after sex. Why couldn't he just sleep and let her sleep like everyone else. She chastised herself for inappropriate thoughts.
"Tell me about how the collar knows to shock you. Also what are the levels you mentioned?"
"The collar has a limited AI that can determine my mood and behavior and give correction when appropriate." Bianca stated clearly quoting directly from memory her standard NSSA&M training.
"There are 4 levels of correction; Warning, which feels like a tingle and is used to indicate I am close to insubordination."
"Discipline is the next higher level. It is stronger and will hurt but is unlikely to cause injury."
"Punishment is the third level. It is for obvious transgressions and for immediate correction. There is a risk of temporary injury."
"Incapacitation is the highest level. I've only felt that in training."
"Why?" Sir asked, intrigued.
"So that we knew what to expect." Bianca answered. "All the gurls in the cadre felt it at least once."
Sir drew Bianca in tight, her back pressed against his muscled chest and abs, her bottom tight against his lap, his arms around her, holding her in a warm embrace. His cock, still hard as a rock, deep inside her anal passage...still gently stimulating her prostate with warm fullness and pressure. Bianca sighed in pleasure, and in the safety his arms afforded. Sir kissed the top of her head as together, exhausted from their passion, they drifted off to sleep.
**
Sir loved his video games. Even as an old man they reminded him of his younger days. He rarely got to play so finding time on the weekend to play was a rare treat.
That, and he was recovering from an injury. Bianca had nearly had a freak out when coworkers drove him to his home, escorted him from a car and to his own front door. Bandages on his leg and arm. Despite all of Bianca's questioning he refused to answer how he got hurt. Always giving the same response.
"I was on a mission."
Finally, he ordered her to cease and desist questioning, threatening a spanking.
Bianca hadn't had a spanking since 'Sir' bought out her contract. She was torn between disobeying and obeying. Ultimately, she soon came to realize 'Sir' needed rest and recovery more than erotic foreplay.
At least she finally got to wear her NSSA&M approved Sissy Nurse Uniform and tend to her owner as he recovered. The uniform consisted of a plain white dress, fitted, sleeveless, and knee length, and a red apron with white lacing details.
Bianca had her choice, either red hosiery and white heels, or white hosiery and red heels. She decided on red thigh high stockings, and plain white patent leather low block heel rounded toe shoes. The shoes were surprisingly comfortable for heels as well as being cute adorning her small feet. She could alternate the red lingerie, hosiery and heels with the white daily for however long 'Sir' took to recover. Her lingerie today would be a red bra and red panties.
Bianca finished by accessorizing with red opera length gloves, long red knee length petticoat, and the nurse's fetish headpiece. The contrasting white headpiece had red lace trim, with a red heart and a white cross on the center and was adorable. The way her knee length petticoat hung just below the hem of the dress was simply charming!
Except for her rose red lipstick, Bianca also made sure to use makeup with healthy hues and natural bright tones. Her appearance should convey health and strength and beauty to encourage her ward to heal. She styled her long brunette hair into two pigtail ponytails and used product to ensure they stayed voluminous. When Bianca checked her appearance in the mirror after dressing, she was pleased. She was as cute as a button!
'Sir' however did not take kindly to bed rest. Despite the doctors' orders he was up and about far too often for Bianca's liking. Mostly in his gun-safe-room. She decided to distract and divert his attention.
'Sir's video games!
With sir in his boxers and a robe, and Bianca dressed in her nursing uniform, Bianca made sure her owner was well provided for in his basement home theater and game room. She was both amazed and confused when 'Sir' invited Bianca to play as well.
"But Sir, I've never gamed before."
"Then it's a perfect time to learn." Sir insisted.
Bianca's skills were...low...so he selected an adventure quest style game that was slower than some of the first-person shooting games he liked. They joined a random online game and were randomly assigned to teams competing with others to solve the quest and fight the big bad.
Her performance was atrocious. After only an hour of play Bianca's avatar had been killed too many times and other gamers online were avoiding her and openly mocking her. Even her teammates were criticizing her over comms.
Sir logged offline and opened up a famous cart racing game.
"Maybe this is more your speed."
Eager to keep her master happy and recovering, Bianca agreed to try. Surprisingly, she was kinda good. Playing one on one with her owner she managed to keep close and even threatened to beat him.
Bianca, amazed at how well she was doing at the racing game, sought to distract sir. If she was successful, she could probably win! Biaca slipped off the couch seat and leaned forward over the coffee table sir was using as a footstool. Her curve of her red pantied and petticoated bottom was just barely covered by the hem of her white nurses dress. Her long legs and thighs though...the hem of her thigh high stockings just might be visible...
Sure enough, the game started going well for Bianca, her efforts to distract sir must be working!
Apparently, they were working too well. Bianca was suddenly pushed further forward over the coffee table and Sir was kneeling behind her. Controller in hand he was still playing, Sir flipped up the hem of her dress and petticoat and Bianca could feel his rampant erection rubbing up between and against the cleft of her pantied ass.
Now Bianca was the one who was distracted. Sir's game play seemed to get better. Bianca needed to re-assume the advantage. She had to let go of her controller to slip her panties aside, causing her to fall back in the race, but the distraction also caused Sir to falter.
Biance rotated her hips to tease his erect cock between her plump bottom. She adjusted her stance and soon had his erect cock head sliding up and down against her anal star preventing entry. She kept rotating her hips and teasing Sir's rampant erection but faltered for a moment when her cart character took the lead. Her momentary joy at taking first place distracted her just enough for Sir to line up his cock and buck his hips with enough pressure to pierce her defenses.
Bianca's plan to distract sir was backfiring as her back entry was soon backfilled with big cock. Sir's game play got better, while hers got worse. Bianca slowly backed down onto Sir's lap and let more of his dick delve deeper into her dark depths. His cock stretching out her sphincter leaving her suffused in serious ecstasy.
Bianca felt naughty as she pushed back onto Sir, wantonly taking his tumescent organ fully into her back passage. On her knees, fully dressed in her naughty nurse attire, his crowned head and veiny ridges tantalized her p-spot. The plan to distract him had clearly backfired as Bianca's vision blurred with blissful visions. A momentary burst of pleasure caused her to drop her game controller, and her cart crashed to the side of the racecourse.
Unable to resist the pleasure she had inadvertently instigated; Bianca could only hear her own squeals of pleasure from the pounding Sir was giving her.
It was the best game ever.
**
"Do you know any jokes?" Sir Ben asked.
Sir's refusal to just fall asleep after their marathon sexcapade was frustrating. Doesn't he know a gurl needs her beauty sleep? Bianca estimated that Sir had been inside her body and fucked her for over an hour while still playing the game before finally cumming inside her. Bianca had cum no less than three times from Sir's casual dominance and mastery over her body. She needed sleep to recover, not pillow talk.
"What is the difference between one inch?" Bianca finally asked, resigned now to stay awake.
As per usual, Sir was spooning her, cuddling her as they basked in their mutual post orgasmic afterglow. This time on the carpeted floor of the theater and game room.
"I don't know, what?"
"It's the difference between Oooohh and Ow ow ow ow ow!!!" Bianca emphasized her contrasting cries of pleasure and pain, really selling the joke.
Sir chuckled.
Bianca gasped softly as Sir's cock shifted inside her. She practically purred from the pleasure of his ramrod dwelling deep inside her back door. Sir's mammoth python always took a while to deflate after orgasm.
Bianca had spurted her miniscule load of semen on her first orgasm. Her second orgasm had barely produced anything. On her third orgasm, her tiny testicles had already been emptied, and her sissy clitty endured the orgasmic equivalent of dry heaves...her mind had blanked in pleasure, her cocklette had twitched, but there was nothing more to give. Nothing more came out. Sir had drained her completely.
With Sir's Cock deep and warm and throbbing inside her, Bianca momentarily blanked out again from the simplest amount of friction. Her cocklette twitched, yet she was empty now and unable to produce any ejaculate. She needed rest.
Sir insisted they move to the bedroom and Bianca felt lost and empty as his cock slipped from inside her. Her body missed the fullness. Once tucked in bed, sleep came quickly for them both.
**
6 years of Service.
Bianca melted into the warm embrace after another marathon sexcapade. She waited patiently for as much as she wanted to sleep, Sir always wanted more pillow talk afterwards.
"Did you enjoy your birthday sir?" Bianca asked.
"It was fine. Nothing like knowing I'm getting older."
"59 isn't old...at least not for you sir. You have the body of a college athlete and the stamina of a marathon runner." Bianca squeaked as Sir's cock ground down inside her.
"And you are insatiable." Sir teased. "I do love how you cry out when you orgasm. Has it always been this way for you?"
"Neither of my previous owners valued my enjoyment or cared if I orgasmed." Bianca stated, answering Sir's question. Her angry expression was fleeting and quickly returned to her normal placid beauty.
She was worried 'Sir' would be angry with her for discussing her previous contract holders. Discussing other clients was strongly discouraged as improper by her training. But then why would he ask?
"I mean...which is fine...after all, that's why the service exists, to provide an outlet to quench elevated passions within the community..." Bianca caught herself and stopped rambling.
"So, I'm the best?"
"Yes sir...oh god...you are the best of all of them." Bianca's surprise impending orgasm ended further conversation.
**
Bianca couldn't believe how sick she felt. She couldn't remember ever being sick, not once in the past 6 years. She had long ago emptied her stomach, but the dry heaves hurt every bit as much. Bianca was kneeling over the toilet... 'praying to the porcelain god' to end her suffering.
'Sir' had gone to work. The symptoms hit her as soon after she finished her enema and entered the shower. Naked and alone, Bianca dropped down to the floor of the shower, then crawled to the toilet just in time to vomit up her breakfast.


Thank God she had already flushed out her bowels that day using her Enemizer. The anal douching machine had done her a favor in more ways than one. From the way she felt 'back there' she knew if there had been anything inside her to expel, she would have lost control of her bowels and soiled herself.
Lastly was the headache. Bianca kept the lights off in the water closet and the vent fan on low. Even in the dark a painful aura clouded her eyes. Her whole head felt like it was ready to explode. She could feel her pulse pounding inside her skull. Nausea and dizziness had become her personal demons tormenting her so she couldn't even stand. She lost all track of time.
She prayed for an end to her suffering and prayed 'Sir' would come home soon.
**
"So, what happened?" Ben spoke softly, but commandingly. Bianca had been coaxed into bed and lay panting and sweating. Tucked in with the covers up to her chin she looked absolutely pathetic. This hadn't been an expected part of his day. Receiving a call from the NSSA&M asking permission to enter his home...
"All drafted service providers received a dose of a drug called Docility; it guarantees their compliance with obedience protocols." Mr. Kent began his explanation. "This drug has an effective half-life. The half-life varies based on many factors that are quite complex. The point is Bianca has finally reached the point where half of her dose has been flushed from her system. This is the reaction to withdrawal from the drug. Her body is now rejecting the drug and flushing the remainder out of her system."
"How did you know she was in distress before I did?"
"We received a notification from her Taskmaster collar. It monitors her metabolic processes and red flagged us within an hour of her suffering."
"Is this normal?"
"Yes. Everyone who has used the drug has or is currently using it will go through this. Bianca is an outlier for how long a conditioned sissy can go before the biological half-life flushes the drug out from her system and her levels fall below the minimum required dose. Most of our service providers experience this around the 4-year mark. You know she was the last of her cadre to recover her long-term memories as well. Took her 5 months where most recover them in 3." Mr. Kent supplied helpfully.
"Will she recover?"
"Yes. She will be perfectly fine in a day or two. With no further ill effects."
"Good." Ben, satisfied with the answers, was nonetheless irritated by Mr. Kent of the NSSA&M and eager to see him leave.
"If it pleases you, we can give her a top-up of docility to see her through to the end of her term of service. The dose will be tailored to last long enough for her final 6 months, thus ensuring you continuity of quality obedient service." Mr. Kent smiled.
"Will she go through this again then in 6 months?"
"Yes. But just like now it only lasts a day or two so..."
Ben looked at Mr. Kent like the sleazy snake oil salesman he probably was.
"In that case I decline your offer of medical intervention for the remainder of the term of her service. Good day sir." Ben declared brusquely.
"As you wish. Good day to you as well. If there is anything else the service can do for you, please don't hesitate to call. I'll just leave my card on your desk on the way out."
**
Three full days later Bianca recovered from her illness. She was touched by memories of how 'Sir' had attended to her as she lay indisposed and struck down by illness.
Somehow, someway, Bianca now felt different. As she resumed her station and continued to serve her owner, she found she was now questioning her motivations. The very thoughts in her head were different. They formed differently and she phrased them differently. Naturally, as conditioned and trained, she asked her owner about it. His truthfulness didn't help.
"So, you are saying that everything I did before...everything I did...it was influenced by the chemical conditioning." Bianca summarized the long conversation they had just finished.
"And physical training and conditioning but, yes." Sir answered, nuzzling her neck.
Lying in bed in her neon pink bustier, her neon pink corselette, her neon pink bottomless panties, her neon pink garter belt, her neon pink thigh highs stockings, and her...glossy black six-inch stiletto high heels Bianca pondered her condition. The black overlarge bow on top of her head helped to keep her hair from her face as 'Sir' had railed her during their evening marathon sexcapade for nearly 45 minutes. Bianca could not help but dwell on her performance.
The initial aversion she normally felt then suppressed from her previous owners was completely absent when she pleasured 'Sir' orally.
Sir had taken her doggy style, a position she rarely found herself in with him, but he had performed so at her insistence. Positioned helplessly on her hands and knees, her face nearly buried in a pillow, back arched downward elevating and presenting her ass, beckoning him to take her for his pleasure.
The fine balance between pleasure and pain from her anal sodomy as he penetrated her, drove inside her, and filled her had been nothing short of exquisite!
She had shamelessly urged him on with dirty talk.
"Sir. Fuck me...fuck me sir...Take me...I'm your whore...I'm your slut...I'm your sissy...own my ass, own my body...own me...fuck me...take me...use me as your sissy slut...harder...harder..."
As 'Sir' pounded her bottom, the sense of submission to her dominant owner had been complete...total...and welcome.
In almost three years of service 'Sir' had never denied her an orgasm. She had orgasmed twice, the first time emptying her own tiny testicles of her ejaculate into the front of her neon pink panties. Her small 4-inch penis wasn't quite long enough to peek out above the top hem. A tiny wet spot of cum stained the front panel above her small panty bulge.
The second time, was when 'Sir', as usual, flooded her ass with his cum.
The revelation, the glimpse of infinity, the fireworks and blissful unawareness had all subsumed her conscious mind...as usual.
Now, as usual, when they were finished and reveling in their post orgasmic afterglow, she was small spoon to 'Sir' and his big spoon.
Now, as usual, she felt the warmth of his body and strength of his arms as he held her tight against him in his comfortable embrace. Bianca felt safe, secure, cared for.
Now, as usual, his fully erect 11-inch-long cock was still deep inside her ass, waiting for them to fall asleep before it would become soft and limp and slip from her lubricated rear cock sleeve later that night.
Now...without the influence of Docility, was it simply due to her contract and fear of reprisal should she fail, was she still a slave to her training and physical conditioning, and her collar...or was she simply lying to herself about her reluctance and consent? Had she been lying the whole time?
Bianca's sleep that night was fitful and tormented.
**
7 years.
As Bianca flitted around the house, cleaning she still wondered about the change in her mental state. Yet despite worry and considerate thought, she could find no conclusive answers. Her ruminations as she cleaned the house were interrupted by the front doorbell.
Not expecting anyone, Bianca shut off the vacuum and naturally made her way to the front door to answer. Pretty in her pale sky blue maid's uniform, white apron, white petticoats, white headpiece, white gloves and stockings and her pale blue high heels, Bianca greeted the stranger.
"Bianca?" The man asked.
"Yes sir." Who was this guy?
"NSSA&M service number...?" The strange man asked.
"Um...yes sir." Bianca was worried now. She finally noticed the NSSA&M department vehicle parked off to one side, hidden slightly from viewing.
"I am here to pick you up. Your term of service has expired. Please come with me."
"My owner is not here right now. He has informed me he will be back in two or three days. Please come back then." Bianca answered, moving to shut the door.
She was nearly bowled over as the door burst open. Where did THAT guy come from? Some other dude had come in from the side...hidden...and was entering 'Sir's' home. Bianca turned to run. She had to get to the safe room in the basement.
Clearly, she overestimated her ability to run in high heels. To be expected really since in seven years, she had never run in high heels...ever. The man caught her by the arm before she had gone two steps and easily, yet roughly escorted her out the front door.
"But what about my stuff?" Bianca asked, desperate to stall for time. They were dragging her heels and scuffing the leather. 'Sir' was not going to like this! She hadn't finished the cleaning.
"We'll send for it later." The first man replied as he followed Bianca and the second man controlling her to the waiting vehicle.
Bianca sat delicately, angrily, as she was buckled into her seat. When she attempted to unbuckle herself and run again, the seat belt would not release.
"Forget it toots. Only I can release that lock." The second man finally spoke, joining her in the back seat.
Sullenly, Bianca had no choice. She sat in silence the entire ride, only to confirm her guess as to where they were taking her. She watched as they returned to NSSA&M headquarters in Capital City. Back to the National Brothel.
**
Returned to headquarters, sitting in an unimpressive office that just screamed middle-management bureaucrat, Bianca waited with her minder. It was nearly half an hour before she was introduced to a Human Resources representative.
"Why am I here?" Bianca asked, her anger still suppressed by her conditioning and training.
"You are here because you have completed your term of service. I am here to begin and process the paperwork for your retirement."
Bianca was shocked. Had her term of service really expired without her realizing it? Still, training and conditioning were not easily overcome. Bianca waited as was expected of her. Sitting still and simmering next to the dumbass who absconded with her from her owner's home.
"So, I'm really done? My 7-year term is over?"
"Yep. Your term expired at midnight last night."
Bianca remembered that last night was Tuesday night. Her owner had departed early on "a mission" and told her to expect his return in 3 days. They had fucked for hours well into mid-morning before he had to go. Did that mean that for those hours she had been fucking and sucking because she wanted to?
"I do have to ask you; would you like to remain in the service. If you do a full 20 years you would qualify for a pension. Would you like to sign up for 13 more years?" His eyes sparkled waiting for her answer.
"No." Bianca replied coldly.
The obsequious official merely turned back to his computer and was typing on a keyboard and peering into a screen. "The reserves it is..." He murmured softly.
"Well, that's odd..."
"What?"
"In the old days you were supposed to have monthly welfare checks. But nowadays, thanks to the taskmaster collar and the AI, we only check up on you if there were notifications when certain conditions were met."
"Were they met?"
"No...this data shows a consistency that I've never seen. If this is accurate that would make you the most successful submissive that we've ever trained. Your punishment profile shows that you were never punished at all. Even the number of warning shocks is surprisingly low. There's only been one other service provider who ever had less than 5 disciplinary or punishment shocks for the entire duration of their service."
"That's good...right?"
"That's unprecedented! Less than once per year is considered completely successful. Wow...that 'docility' treatment really worked well for you." The rep stated. He was impressed.
"You don't remember me, do you?" The rep asked.
"Should I?"
"I used to be a technician here. Got promoted over time." The rep leaned forward and showed Bianca a small, curved scar on his hand. It looked like a...bite mark.
"You're the one I bit." Bianca groused. The memory came back just as strong as before.
"Would you like to apologize."
"I have nothing to apologize for. You were fingering my ass." Bianca's irritation grew.
"And do you know why?"
"Because you're a pervert?' Bianca asked bitingly. Her taskmaster collar buzzed in warning.
"No," The former technician turned HR representative actual chuckled "It was to prepare you for your training and service. You know it's funny. Everyone talks about tits and ass, and then almost focus exclusively on the tits. I mean, I get it, there they are, all big and round and in your face..."
Bianca was quickly reminded that she was still wearing the sky-blue sissy French maid uniform she had been wearing when they picked her up from her owners...former owners...home. She wore no bra and there was a lot of her top boob exposed. Plenty of creamy white surface area from just above her nipples all the way to her shoulders and taskmaster collar around her delicate neck. The open boatneck collar providing an alluring display of cleavage. Her nipples and areolas were only hidden because of the lace trim.
"But the ass is just as important. I mean, what customer only wants to titty fuck a sissy?"
"And you think I should thank you for that?" Bianca's anger simmered. She almost drew her arms across her chest to try and cover up but knew it was useless and would only draw more attention to her tits.
"The compound I injected into your anus that day was necessary. It was a stem cell treatment that would prevent tearing, promote healing in event of tearing, strengthen your sphincter muscles, and increase elasticity of your anus." The former technician paused as he let what he said sink in.
"Did it increase sensitivity?"
"Yes, it does increase sensitivity slightly. Would you like to see your pleasure profile?"
"Umm...sure..." What the hell was a pleasure profile? "So, what are we looking at?"
"These are all your recorded orgasms...hmm...now that's different..."
"What?" Bianca was weirded out. Did they really have a record of all her orgasms? That was so...so invasive of her privacy. Did her owner know?
"For the first 4 years you hardly had any orgasms. The collar records you provided a great deal of service, and that you were edged a lot, but 90% of all your orgasms were in the final 3 years of service. I guess your final owner really used you well."
Bianca was flabbergasted and couldn't think of a single thing to say to respond.
"Are you sure you don't want to apologize."
There was a long pause as Bianca tried to stare down her former tormentor. For just a moment it felt good to hold eye contact with her tormentor but with her training and ingrained submissiveness she couldn't hold it for long.
"I'm sure." Bianca answered, eyes lowered to the floor.
The former technician huffed. "Fine." he grumbled. He appeared dejected, as if the whole world were against him.
**
Bianca sat patiently as she was handed off to another service representative. This one spent quite a bit of time updating her NSSA&M profile to reflect her successful completion of service and that she is no longer available. The app that would have allowed anyone visiting the NSSA&M's website, or using their mobile app, access to view her profile and schedule her for a service appointment now held laudatory statements congratulating her and wishing her well as she returned to civilian life.
Bianca was appalled by her closing quote:
"The need for public relief is so great and ensuring that elevated public passions are mitigated is the duty and calling of all service providers. I hope anyone considering a career of service to others would answer the call and join us here at the NSSA&M. The people need you!"
"But I never said that." Bianca sputtered at the service rep.
"It doesn't matter. You could have. That's what's important."
Bianca stewed in anger, an emotion she was quickly remembering. She knew exactly what they were trying to do. Imply that state sponsored prostitution was some sort of noble calling. Using the NSSA&M, the 'bimbo lottery, as the pimp, and 'service providers' as the whores just to make money for the state and keep taxes low.
Inconceivable!
Bianca did her best to hide her disgust and maintain a bimbo like expression fearing that even now she could be punished for showing a hint of anger. Was inconceivable the right word? It probably didn't mean what she thought it meant.
Before she could argue with the girl, probably for the first and only time in her term of service, the girl's computer dinged.
"Huh...there's a notification." The customer service representative seemed surprised. A few taps of her keys later...
"Wow. Someone had a notification bell set to automatically schedule you if you ever came back...that's quite common you know." The young girl looked at Bianca "Do you want to know who it is?"
"Um...who is it?" Bianca asked. It seemed strange and she couldn't imagine anyone would even know of her. Not having established herself as a publicly available provider since she was sold almost immediately upon entering service, it was unfathomable for anyone to really know about her or to request her services.
"Um..." A few more keystrokes later and the customer service rep looked even more surprised... "It looks like your ex-wife."
Bianca's blank bimbo like stare was real this time. She had no idea how to respond.
"Hmm...I'll just send her the notification you are unavailable."
"You're all set up. Off to the next station, and Bianca..."
"Yes?"
"Thank you for your service."
**
Sitting in front of the next human resources specialist Bianca waited calmly. Being released from the service meant closing out her paperwork. And damn it all to hell but there sure was a lot of it. This specialist was all about payroll and Bianca, with her experience working for Michael and Nicole hunt, had an inkling as to what should happen.
Her anger and disgust came naturally once she found out what was actually happening.
"Well first things first, here is your veterans' exemption."
"For what?"
"Men who dress as women are required to wear a public crossdressing permit. That's so no one is fooled by their appearance. But as a veteran of the NSSA&M and due to your permanent stem cell augmentations, you are not considered a man anymore. You are classified as a sissy. But you do have to keep this retired ID on you at all times."
"But what about changing back?"
"Surgery?"
"Yes."
"Oh, sweet summer child, there's no going back. Didn't you listen? Those stem cells inside you are permanent. Lop off your boobs and they just grow back. It's one of the benefits of having them that even in the event of accident or mutilation they will always grow back just as before."
Bianca sat still, just as stunned as before. Anytime she thought things couldn't get any worse...
"Ok...moving on, the next item is...let's see...oh, here it is...now you can now finalize your divorce."
"Wait, what? What do you mean?" Bianca was confused. Wasn't she already divorced?
"Finalize your divorce. It would seem you never signed the last documents terminating your marriage. You can do so now."
"So, what do I get from my divorce." Bianca asked.
"Umm...well...all the assets were held by your wife. You had six months after the judge's decree to collect your things."
"These dates..." Bianca examined the document. "I was in training cadre at the time."
"There was a full week after your contract was sold you could have arranged to pick up your things."
"If I had known." Bianca argued. "No one told me. How was I supposed to know?"
The HR rep merely shrugged. "In that case, if you failed to make arrangements the property would be considered as abandoned, it would revert to your wife for her to keep or dispose of as she saw fit."


Bianca held back her growl of disgust.
"Of course...no reason to do anything that might benefit me now is there?" Bianca asked sarcastically. Her Taskmaster collar gave her another warning shock. Wow...two shocks in one day. I'm on a roll here.
"Now now, there's no reason for that attitude. You were in the care and service of the state. All your needs were being met. Besides, there is one thing right here..."
Bianca was handed a small manila envelope. Opening it she tilted the open end to her palm. Her wedding ring...Bradley's wedding ring fell out. Bianca held up the plain gold band, a man's wedding ring, and looked inside for the inscription 'Love Always" and the date of their marriage. Bianca recalled she had been wearing it when she was shipped off in her kennel to the NSSA&M.
Bianca felt her temper flare, and just as quickly fade. The 'Docility' in her body may have finally been flushed out naturally but the conditioning to remain calm and quiescent was harder to overcome.
"Just sign here please." The service rep directed, eager to hasten the proceedings along.
Bianca dropped the ring back into the envelope and slipped it into the pocket of her apron. She then signed, eager to move on and away from her ex-wife. Closing that chapter of her life actually felt...good. She would figure out what to do with the ring later.
"Will you be changing your name?" The representative asked next.
"What's wrong with Bradley?" Bianca asked.
"Your name was legally changed to Bianca on your behalf to help with your term of service."
Bianca was shown another document. Another court approved a decree that changed her name from Bradley James Smyth to Bianca. No middle name, no last name, just Bianca, first name only.
"Why? Why would they do that?" Bianca asked. "I did not consent to this."
"The NSSA&M did it to help you, with the court's permission of course. Sissy gurls need feminine names. It helps with their service and to maintain their professional mindset. Your file shows you already had that name from your earlier crossdressing days, so it was probably easier to stick with it. You know this from training, all this is needed to assist and reduce elevated passions within the community. It's also just good for business."
"Yes. Change it back." Bianca snarled. Her taskmaster collar shocked her again. Still a warning. 3 shocks in just over 1 hour. Should she go for four?
"Whoa there. Check the attitude. If you want to change it back, fill out these forms here and file them with the court clerk. A judge will review your application within the next 6 months and make a ruling. You only need to pay the filing fee."
"Fine...what else?" Bianca was growing more and more irritated and not even her ingrained conditioning was reducing her anger.
"Hmm...next is your bank accounts...that's weird..."
"What is it this time?"
"It seems there is no money in your retirement account."
"What do you mean?"
"You have never worked as a service provider or satisfied any clients." The HR rep said.
"That's not true. I was sold three times. My contract was purchased outright. There should be millions in that account."
Bianca waited as the HR rep tapped casually at her keyboard.
"Ah, there you have it then. That money was for the NSSA&M's loss of revenue for not having you as a service provider. Your contracted owner should have set up a fund for you, if he...or she...wanted to."
"I don't understand."
"Your initial auction was for the right to be the first customer to receive service from you. That belongs entirely to the NSSA&M. It covered the cost of training and housing you. Your share of any money would have begun when you started to provide regular service. That would have been split 50/50 with the service. But since your entire contract was purchased by a single bidder, the full amount of the auction and the negotiated settlement for the loss of your services was income for the NSSA&M alone."
"So...so...I mean...you're saying...there's no money in my retirement account?"
"Yes. Your contract was bought for 17 million. Your first owner should have opened an account for you in the amount of 17 million. It looks like that didn't happen here."
"Nothing at all?"
"Correct."
"So...uh...so..."
"Go on. Use your words." The girl was speaking condescendingly.
"I'm broke?"
"Vulgarly stated, but factually true."
"But...but...how will I live? How can I pay a filing fee to change my name back without money." Working as a service provider now was out of the question. Working as a whore, a street walker, a doxy, would only get her arrested and imprisoned. The NSSA&M took a dim view of any unlicensed and unbonded persons encroaching on their business.
"Well, we can file the paperwork to have you put on Adjusted Universal Basic Income, but you wouldn't see any of that money either."
"Why not?"
"Oh honey, that would all go to the Department of Income, Revenue, and Taxes. You haven't filed your tax returns in over seven years. You probably owe money. They would probably start an investigation into tax evasion since in their eyes 17 million has gone missing."
Bianca was overcome by giggles. The giggles turned into laughter, and the laughter turned into manic howling peals as madness overwhelmed her sanity. Her Taskmaster collar, sensing misbehavior gave her a true disciplinary shock. Strong and powerful Bianca winced and cried out in pain but her mental freak-out only strengthened her psychotic laughter.
It was several hours later that Bianca finally was released from the service...and released from the straitjacket that held her until she 'calmed down' enough to finish out-processing. Bianca wondered if she should be bothered that the HR rep had a tranquilizer gun in her desk. Being knocked out and helpless didn't exactly help the rush of anxiety surging through her soul.
How many times have they had to use that anyway? Keeping a tranquilizer gun available like that seemed suspicious.
Her last stop of the day, in an office right by the exit door at the back of the building, was having her Taskmaster collar removed. Bianca sat still, still under guard from her minder, as the strange jewel at the front of her collar was removed, as a heat-resistant cloth slipped between her neck and the collar, and the collar was cut and lifted from her neck.
Before she even had time to react her minder gently nudged her out the door.
Standing on a loading dock in an alleyway behind the national brothel, the click of the lock on the door behind her was both the sweetest and scariest sound of her life.
**
It was late in the evening as Bianca, exhausted and walking alone without any direction, finally found a hotel. Her feet hurt and she had received many strange looks from passersby walking alone, at night, in a sky-blue French maid's uniform, in the industrial section of town. The service didn't even give her a change of clothes.
The illuminated vacancy sign was like a beacon of hope. A life ring tossed to a drowning man. The small privately owned motel had seen better days. At least the desk clerk was friendly.
It turned out that there was a teeny-tiny severance package for rare situations like hers. A separation allowance that she was allowed to keep. A small one-time gift to help her defray travel expenses and initial costs in embarking on her life after the service. Bianca considered the small amount of money. If she was frugal, she might just last a week before the money ran out.
"And if there's anything you need, please don't hesitate to call. I'm up all night, or my partner, Linda Lace during the day." The front desk clerk stated, having checked her in and given her a room key.
Bianca noticed her name tag 'Laura Jane West' and noticed a photo of her on the back wall identifying her as owner of the hotel. A photo of Linda was next to it as co-owner with the usual request for likes and feedback on the hotels FaceSpace page. Once in her room, Bianca collapsed, still fully clothed, onto the hard mattress and was immediately in a deep dreamless sleep.
Early the next day Bianca called her former employer. Her hopes were quickly quashed as her former supervisor politely and awkwardly did everything he could to dissuaded her from coming back. Because of the 7-year gap in her engineering resume there was a real concern for the loss of experience and diminished knowledge from lack of use of her previous skills as a mechanical engineer. Her deteriorated skill set would make her a liability. The risk of rejoining her former employer would likely be offset by being fired for incompetence within a week.
Sensing her desperation her former supervisor hemmed and hawed before he finally offered to let her come back as an unpaid engineering intern. Bianca was tempted, but without funds, she could not accept. She needed money to live. Apparently 7 years of indentured servitude as a sissy sex service provider was not a skill that was in high demand at an engineering firm.
Hanging up her phone, Bianca pulled off her headpiece and her gloves and set them on the dresser. She doffed her petticoats, apron, and her sky-blue maid's dress. She hung the petticoats, apron, and dress up in the closet. She slipped off her high heels feeling immediate relief. She really shouldn't have slept with all these on but had been too tired, collapsing onto the bed without care.
In her panties, garter belt, and thigh highs she stood and looked into the mirror. There was no trace of the man she had once been to be seen. She could not even remember what she had looked like back when she was 'Bradley'. All traces of masculinity that she had seven years ago were long gone. Her tracheal shave had rid her of her Adams apples, Surgery had removed ribs and narrowed her waist.
Bianca's outfit had no bra. She had spent most of her time in service without wearing bras. She turned left and right, admiring her reflection and considered her large, full, firm breasts. Stem cell implants had given her permanent breasts. She turned around and looked over her shoulder at her reflection admiring her full round buttocks and thigh fat. All of these, breasts, butt, and thighs would completely regrow if she attempted to surgically remove them or even if they were just damaged from injury.
Her pantied bottom, long legs clad in thigh highs and perfect posture reflected the legs of a woman. Her diminished penis barely made a bulge in her panties, nothing manly at all.
The Service simply expected that despite her permanent body modifications she should move on and forget about everything that happened to her. Just live her life...what life?
She could never go back to being 'him' even if she wanted to. For the rest of her life she would only be Bianca.
She found her gaze was lingering at the skin around her neck.
The imprint where her taskmaster collar had sat, uninterrupted, for seven years had left her neck even more pale that her normal creamy white skin. Like tan lines from a bikini, the sharp lines contrasted against her otherwise healthy and normal tone.
Bianca marveled at the lack of weight and pressure that had pressed against her. She had become so used to the collar's presence that the lack of a collar had her feeling lighter, freer, colder, and more afraid. She shivered as her skin there felt cold without the warmth of the collar to protect her neck from the elements.
Wallowing in self-pity she sat for hours on the bed, in the dark room, depressed and pondering her future. She slept another night, hungry and alone in a deep dreamless sleep.
**
The loud knocking on her door woke her from her restless slumber. Bianca stumbled over to the door and opened it. Blinking into the sunrise she wasn't sure what to feel. Standing there, before her, was Ben...her owner...err...former owner...
Bianca, groggy and dispirited, wearing only her panties, garter belt and thigh highs asked the first question that came to mind.
"Where were you?"
"On a mission." Ben answered.
That's true, she remembered that. Her depressed and hungry and sleep-addled mind was taking its time booting up.
"Why are you here?"
"I came as soon as I found you gone. I've been looking for you for 8 hours now."
"How did you find me?"
"When I came home, I saw you were gone. I checked your location on the collar. It led to the national brothel. When I got there, they said you had been discharged two days ago. I had my team start to check nearby hotels." Ben, from his 6-foot height looked down at Bianca, all of 5'4" in stocking feet "You went left. You should have gone right."
"What do you mean?"
"If you had turned right when you left the alley you would have found hotels within two blocks. Going left, this is the only hotel for miles." Ben looked over and indicated the small motel room and its dilapidated furnishings.
"Come. Get dressed, we're going home now." Bianca was only wearing panties, garter belt, and thigh highs. Her full firm bosom was distracting...and visible to anyone looking through the doorway.
"How could you want me?" Bianca stepped back "I'm just a whore. Why would you care for my welfare or my happiness?"
"You are not a whore."
"You literally won me in a game of cards so you could use me for as a sex slave." Bianca was nearly crying now.
"I did win you at cards, and I don't regret that at all. I did use you for selfish reasons. I don't regret that...but...I am sorry you think I don't care."
Ben waited but Bianca returned to the edge of the bed and just sat in silence, head down, wallowing in melancholy.
"Do you know who I work for?" Ben asked, entering the drab hotel room and shutting the door behind him.
"No. Who?"
"I work for Princess Jewel Veronica Delacroix and Count Donna Delacroix. Do you know who they are?"
"They were guests you entertained at your house once." Bianca answered truthfully.
"Lady Jewel Delacroix was an arranged marriage male-bride. She was compelled under law and custom into a same sex marriage even though she, he at the time, was straight."
"So?"
"Ever since regaining her freedom she has campaigned and works tirelessly to end arranged marriages and to rein in the abuses of the NSSA&M. Her husband, Donna Delacroix, is a woman who assumed the title of Count because under law, custom and tradition, Jewel must remain as female or otherwise give up her title and wealth. Together they are standing up for all of us."
"So?"
"So don't you see. She could have left and gone home. She could have given everything up. But she stayed and fights for all of us against the abuse of the noble classes."
"Where does that leave us?" Bianca asked. She had never concerned herself with politics. News about the noble class were usually only found in gossip columns and Bianca didn't follow those.
"I love you." Ben answered.
"Love me?" Bianca couldn't process that thought "You don't even respect me." Bianca was barely holding it together.
"Don't you think that I can love you and respect you?"
"How?"
"What you've gone through is amazing. You were robbed of your agency, your life before was taken from you. You are not accountable for what you were made to do."
"How do you figure that?"
"Freedom of choice is the essence of all accountability. Make someone a slave and you rob them of moral responsibility. It's not now and has never been your fault. Don't blame yourself."
"Maybe if I had been better my wife would not have sent me to the service and divorced me." Bianca remembered the envelope containing her wedding ring sitting in the pocket of her apron.
"It's not the past that matters, it's what you do now moving forward that determines your quality as..."
"A sissy?"
"As whatever you want to be...you must learn to forgive yourself and find acceptance for who you really are...be that a sissy, or maybe...as my wife."
Bianca's train of thought was completely derailed. She hadn't seen that coming at all.
"You...want me...uh...you want to...make me your wife?"
She was thunderstruck as she watched Ben, 'Sir', her former owner, take a knee.
"Bianca, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife? Will you marry me?"
"Together, I can help you find...purpose."
**
The wedding ceremony was a small, intimate affair, Bianca didn't even have any friends or family to invite. She had been disowned long ago when her parents found out about her crossdressing and how she had "volunteered" for service as a sissy whore for the NSSA&M.
She certainly wasn't going to invite her ex-wife. That relationship was dead and buried after her betrayal.
She didn't even know any other service providers to invite. Having her contract purchased and transferred to three separate owners over seven years had limited her ability to meet and socialize with other 'professionals' in the service.
But her husband did have one surprise wedding gift to give.
The wedding ceremony was short. There was a short gospel verse, a short speech by the pastor, the exchange of rings and vows, and the all-important 'first' kiss, the pastor introduced them as husband and wife and bade the guests to greet the new happy couple.
Escorted on her new husband's arm, Ben and Bianca Gustafsson were making their way down the chapel aisle, shaking hands and receiving congratulations from his family and his co-workers when her husband turned her and pointed as she finally got a chance to look at some of the guests who had been hidden in back.
Bianca blinked.
She did a double take.
She looked at her husband, and then back to the gurls lined up waiting to see her.
Ana, Cindy, Didi, Eve, and Fawn all stood together with huge smiles, and tears, came forward and eagerly mobbed their sister.
Bianca, for the first time in seven years, and to the applause of the gathered guests, cried tears of joy seeing all her sissy sisters present.
**
At the wedding reception Bianca finally had the opportunity to reconnect with her long-lost sisters, especially Fawn, who also showed up with a date.
"Are you happy?" Fawn asked. Wiping away tears of joy.
"Yes! I don't ever remember being this happy before. It's like a dream."
"I love your invitation by the way."
"Which part?"
"The poem...especially the ending... 'I am the master of my fate; I am the captain of my soul.' Is that how you feel now?"
"Yes." Bianca answered firmly. Including "Invictus" by William Ernest Henley had been her husband's idea. The poem had been embossed inside the back cover of the ivory and silver wedding invitation.
Despite her sissy sisters waiting for elaboration, Bianca didn't try to explain further. If you know, you know. Either they would understand, or they would not. It was up to each of them to make the best of things and move forward with their lives, just as she was doing now.
Bianca had one other thought, glancing at Fawn...and her boyfriend, at least now I have someone to toss the bouquet to.
The strangest news though came from Cindy.
"I am taking a job as a training mistress and recruiter at the NSSA&M." She anxiously awaited the reaction from her sissy sisters. She need not have worried, despite their personal experiences as service providers, and abuse suffered at the hands of their training mistresses, they were all supportive of one of their sisters. Bianca put it behind her. Sissy-sisters to the end, no matter what!
"I don't suppose you have any leads?" Cindy asked, half-seriously.
"On possible recruits?" Bianca gave it some thought "You know, I might just have one."
**
Seven- and one-half years later...
Bianca and Ben walked into the gym. Already dressed to work out, Bianca looked amazing in her new workout clothes. The "Shü" brand apparel was form fitting and flattering! Her aggressive sports bra and workout booty shorts flattered her figure. Her knee-high Shü logo compression socks flattered her legs and left her thighs exposed. Even her Shü color matching athletic running shoes were so cute on her small feet. She tied her long brunette hair, now grown out down to the small of her back, into a ponytail with a Shü logo tassel woven through the pony tail, keeping her hair under control.


Shü, the most popular brand of women's athletic clothing and shoes on the market today.
Bianca and Ben noted their target. She was on an elliptical. Ben took off to locate the other mark. Bianca mounted an elliptical just behind and to the side of her mark and started her workout as she waited for the show to start.
**
Cindy waited until she received confirmation that both marks were located. Immediately upon confirmation she and six of the NSSA&M's best asset retrieval specialists disembarked their departmental vehicle, a large panel van, and entered the building. It was important to move fast, be firm, but above all else, be professional!
**
Sandra was at the gym. She felt the joy of movement as she worked out. Her day was dedicated to cardio and today on the elliptical she was about to meet her Personal Best for miles run. Sandra had always taken great pride in her body and worked hard to keep fit, toned, and firm.
Truth was, she needed this workout today. Once again, she had an argument with Frank. The finalized divorce papers arriving in the mail that day had been a surprise. Sandra had thought the divorce was finalized years ago. At first, she had thought it was a mistake, or that these were merely copies of the official divorce decree. She spoke to Frank about it.
Frank was never happy when the issue of Bradley came up. Ever since Sandra had seen Bradley caged as a sissy at the swinger's party years ago the issue of him was a sore subject and rarely broached. Words were said, harsh language expressed. The fight had ruined her otherwise good mood. As had the discovery that Frank had known all along that her divorce from Bradley was not truly final until he had signed.
Sandra was extremely angry with Frank. It would seem that after all these years together, Frank still wasn't ready to marry.
YES!!! The machine finally beeped, and the cooldown period started. Bianca felt pride...and just a hint of that perfect exhaustion from meeting her goal. Thoughts of Frank and his duplicity had been banished from her mind. Someone was standing right beside her. Were they waiting to use her machine? There were plenty of other ellipticals available right now. She turned her attention to see a small drop-dead gorgeous blond apprising her. She held a document and was smiling. Sandra pulled out her earbuds...
"Yes? Do you need something?"
"Sandra, I am Cindy Swallows from the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department..." The young woman presented a badge.
Sandra blushed, confused. Why is the Bimbo Lottery here? Does this have anything to do with Bradley?
"Are you here about Bradley?" Bianca asked, worried, stopping her machine and stepping off. The woman, she now suspected was a sissy fetish service provider based on her petticoats and other attire was as tall as she was. No...Shorter...the sissy wore ridiculously high heels. With a name like "Swallows" she had to be a sissy.
"No Ma'am. I am here for you."
Sandra shook her head in confusion. She noted too late that there were 3 very large men surrounding her.
"Me?"
"Ma'am...Sandra...It is my great pleasure to inform you that you have been selected for service by the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department for induction. You have been chosen at random from all your eligible peers to serve your country and to do your part to help control and satisfy elevated passions within the community." Cindy spoke in a normal professional tone of voice, but somehow it seemed to carry in the busy gym and attract everyone's attention.
"That can't...can't...be right...Frank?' Sandra called for her fiancé.
"Take her." Cindy commanded. Immediately Sandra was seized by the three men surrounding her.
"FRANK..." Sandra called again, loudly. A great many patrons of the gym stopped to watch the drama unfold.
"Gag her." Cindy commanded, as a ball gag was produced.
"FRA...NNMMMmmmphhh..." Sandra's cry was cut off and her struggles seemed futile as the men gagged her. They then cuffed her hands behind her back.
"As you were when you first came into this world, so to shall you be as you embark upon your new duty to service." Cindy intoned, her sissy sing-song voice contrasting nicely with her formal statement. "Strip her."
One of the men produced a large pair of shears and using the scissors cut away Sandra's workout clothes. The sharp shears made quick work of her booty shorts, sports bra, and panties. Her shoes and socks were also removed and Sandra screamed in her gag as they lifted her up by her arms. One of the men slipped her feet into a ridiculous pair of pink high heels with platform toe, strapping them around her ankles. The heels had to easily be 4 or more inches in height. Setting her back down Sandra cried out for help uselessly as her ball gag muffled her pleas.
Many gym patrons had their phones out and were recording. No one moved to help her. Why would they? If the Bimbo Lottery comes for you, then what they're doing is legal. Everyone knew the annual Bimbo Lottery had the authority to seize winners wherever they were found.
The time-honored custom of stripping them of their clothing was a vital first step. The new recruit must be broken rapidly and know that their body is there for the viewing pleasure of the public. And the high heels? They served a dual purpose. Heels are a sign of empowerment, but they are also a means of control and submission.
Sandra made to cry out one more time, but her cries died in her throat at what she saw next.
Frank! Her fiancé! Frank was being escorted toward her. Similarly naked. Similarly gagged, Similar...ridiculous pink high heels...strapped to his feet. Cuffed and escorted by 4 other men. He really seemed to be struggling with those heels, barely managing to maintain his balance, his dick flopping in the wind. Is he getting hard?
Bianca watched the whole scene unfold with mixed emotions. Memories of her own abduction waged in her mind with the long forgotten yet familiar feeling of vicious righteous anger. She had a front row seat to see her ex-wife endure induction into the NSSA&M. She watched rapturously as she was stripped, bound, and now frog marched naked with Dr. Frank, Sandra's fiancé, through the gym and out the front door to the waiting department service panel van.
With feigned nonchalance, Bianca nodded to her husband as he nodded back. Bianca simply resumed her workout as if nothing special had happened, and soon enough all the other patrons also put away their phones and went back to their workouts as well.
Just another normal day in the Constitutional Parliamentary Monarchy of Allegoria.
**
7 years and 9 months.
The sissy sisters had all gathered at their favorite local coffee shop. The privately owned coffee shop was owned and run by a former NSSA&M Sissy like them named Marci and the venue was certainly friendly enough. Their standing reservation gave them all the opportunity to meet and catch up once per month.
Bianca gossiped with her sisters and enjoyed her pumpkin spice latte. She was eager to hear more from Cindy. It was impossible to feign disinterest when she finally managed to ask her question.
"Cindy, how are Sandra and Frank doing?" Bianca asked in an innocent soft sissy contralto.
Cindy merely smirked and sipped her PSL as well.
"Funny you should ask. They graduated their two-month training programs three weeks ago, just after our last meeting and have begun their terms of service."
"It still doesn't seem fair that they only have two-year terms when we had six." Fawn grumped. She sipped her hot chocolate, frowned, and then added more mini marshmallows.
"It is what it is." Cindy replied. "Finding gurls like us is hard; young, passable, and feminine. But finding women for the MILF fetish service and men for service as gay male service providers is much easier."
"I imagine that Dr. Frank must hate that." Bianca said, struggling to hide her glee. She was filled with a sense of schadenfreude. She hoped that he would suffer every day for his entire two-year term having been forced to become a gay male gigolo.
"Actually, he is on track to become one of the top mature gay male service providers for the fiscal year, and much happier. He might make rookie of the year if he keeps it up."
"But...But..." Didi, and Eve laughed as Bianca sputtered. "The things he said, the way he acted. I thought his homophobia was well established."
"Oh no. Not at all. Dr. Frank was in denial. He was so deep in the closet hiding from his orientation. Once he was made to embrace his orientation as a gay man he really succeeded in his training."
"You're saying that the guy who said it would be gay to fuck a sissy, or have a three way with one woman and two men is a confirmed dyed in the wool cocksucker?"
"One of the best."
"And Sandra?"
"She completed her training and is fulfilling her duty to the service and to the country. She meets her quota and satisfies one young insecure male every day, 6 days a week and will do so for the next two years. She is not very happy to be a MILF whore. All her neighbors are so judgy. But you didn't hear it from me." Cindy stated, clearly finished with the subject.
Bianca hid her ambivalence well. On the one hand she knew Sandra deserved her punishment. On the other hand, she knew she still loved her ex-wife, as messed up as that was, and maybe...just maybe...owed her a debt of gratitude for embarking her upon this new journey? Bianca's feelings were conflicted on the matter. Time and distance were making what had seemed so clear and righteous, less clear...
Whatever. Bianca could reach out in two years to see if at least a friendship could be salvaged. Maybe...
"Settle this debate, who is taller, Cindy or Eve?"
"Eve is a hair taller."
"You know Eve may have a job lined up." Cindy informed.
"Really? What? Why?" None of the other gurls, including Eve, needed a job. They all had retirement accounts that paid for their schooling and reintroduction to polite society. Bianca was the only one they knew who 'got screwed" financially by the NSSA&M.
"Why? So I can go back to college. I still do math, I am already auditing classes and resuming my studies. As to what? To help pay for everything, I applied for work at several firms and one accounting firm seems really keen to hire me. Hunt and Hunt Investing and CPA. Have you heard of them?"
"Uh...you may not want to take that offer..." Bianca replied and added some personal observations.
"Yeah...especially if they had 'other duties as assigned' mentioned in your employment contract." Didi interjected. "They know you are a retired service provider so they could argue you knew what your primary duties really were."
"Oh...ewww...ok...gross...cross that one off the list." Eve stated firmly.
The gurls cheered when Ana finally arrived. To everyone's surprise, she brought a date. A quiet respectful man who moved off to the side of the coffee bar to give the gurls their time.
"He looks handsome." Didi mentioned.
"He's a virgin." Ana whispered, flirtatiously.
"How do you know?"
"He lives in his mother's basement, is a video game developer, and loves anime."
"Well, that proves it." Murmurs of agreement arose from all the gurls. "You have to tell us how you met"
"I was working for a Vendor at Capitol Comicon. You know, in costume, dressed as the main protagonist of a video game, handing out fliers and posing for photos with the crowd. There is a company that modernizes old video games and makes them new and relevant again. Greg over there is one of the developers. He was there answering technical questions. He's so adorkable and we just hit it off. You should check out the game, it's called Chainsaw Cheerleader Zombie Slayers. It's lots of fun."
Bianca promised to check it out. Ben had several antique game consoles including an old PS-20, Game Cube, Game Sphere and Game Tetrahedron down in the home movie theater. He'd probably like them. For a nearly 60-year-old man he still loved the classics.
"Is he going to stay a virgin?" Eve asked with a stage whisper.
The gurls all watched as the boy blushed. Ana merely smiled coyly and refused to answer.
"So, how are things with your boyfriend?" All the gurls knew that Fawn was in a torrid romance with a boy she knew from high school. He was a high school football star who was now working in car sales. They had met him at Bianca's wedding, tall and handsome. Fawn seemed so in love.
"Catching the bouquet worked. He proposed!" Fawn gushed and flaunted her hand showing off an engagement ring to the many "oohhs" and "Aahhs" and appreciation of her sisters.
Fawn opened a surprise topic. She and her beau were going to have a surrogate carry a baby for them. Fawn also handed out wedding invitations. Bianca agreed to become her maid of honor. She and Eve immediately began planning the best, most epic bachelorette party ever.
Bianca hoped for the best and wished her well, but a sissy marrying her high school football star crush? It was too cliché to dwell on for long.
"We need to settle the final bet." Fawn said.
"Wasn't that about me waking up? Did Eve ever finish collecting payment from Cindy and Didi?"
"Yes, she did, but no, that wasn't it. After you left, we got to wondering how old you actually were."
"And you took bets on that?"
"Yes. Of course. We were surprised when you got sold and they took away your furniture and stuff and all got to talking about you and somehow the question came up. So how old are you?"
"Well, I was 27 when I was 'volunteered' so I am 34 now." Bianca answered.
"YES!!!" Fawn pumped her fist in the air. "I win. You all owe me." She happily pointed to the gurls.
"Is this the same payout?" Bianca asked. "And how old were all of you when you were picked up?"
"I was 18" Fawn said, "Anna and Cindy were 19, and Didi and Eve were 20. We all wondered about you though. Even though you were mostly a brainless bimbo during training you seemed more mature and knowledgeable. I said you must've been 25."
"You're not really going to collect are you. It was 7 years ago." Eve whined.
"Darn right I am. I lost every bet except this one." Fawn stated firmly.
"And yes, it's the same payout. When do you want it?" Eve answered Bianca and asked Fawn.
"We can make arrangements later. Just so you know, my boyfriend will want to watch."
"I'm sure mine will too." Ana added mischievously.
The Gurls merely smiled. Guys loved watching gurls give BJ's.
When it was Didi's turn to share, the mood grew somber hearing her news.
"Wait. You are really leaving the country?"
"You do know we are all in the reserves now and can be recalled if needed?" She and her girlfriend had applied to emigrate to America. They were waiting for their application to be processed.
The sad news was disturbing to all the gurls and though the topics of conversation ebbed and flowed, the mood quickly lightened. Life was like that. Everyone moved on.
As Bianca looked around the table at her free sissy sisters, cheerfully gossiping, enjoying each other's company and sharing in each other's happiness, she couldn't help but feel that finally, everything was going their way. Bianca rapped her knuckles gently on the wooden table. She wouldn't want to jinx herself after all...
The end!
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Adopted Sissy Wife.
The sissy stood nervously at the doorway to the chapel. The final wedding preparations at the hands of her chaperone and governess now complete, she stood for a moment to consider her appearance. Six months of training and effort all leading to this one moment. Her future, her reason for being, the reason she was purchased all culminating in this moment.
The white wedding dress she wore was as short as any of usual her fetish maid's uniforms. Legs and thighs encapsulated in her white silk opaque thigh high stockings, her feet shod in her white glossy leather open toe 5-inch heels. The bow just above her toes and another wrapped around her ankles emphasizing her overtly feminine sissy presentation.
White tulle petticoats peeked out below the hem of the white silk dress, providing loft for the skirt portion, exposing the lace hem of her thigh highs, the lower curve of her bottom, a glimpse of white silk panty, and the suspender straps from her garter belt stretched taught, clipped to the tops of her thigh high stockings. The drape of the skirt and tautness of her panty partnering to accentuate her full yet firm bottom and perfect thigh gap.
Six months ago, the sissy didn't even have much of a butt or thighs to boast of, but now, thanks to the medical miracle of stem cells, her butt and thighs could be the envy of any fit athletic woman.
The dress emphasized her perfect sissy figure. To an experienced eye, the lines from a white silk torsolette could be seen dimpling her dress. The bridal lingerie providing shape support as well as support for her petticoats and garter belt. An overlarge white silk bow hung crisply at the small of her back, the ribbon encircling her narrow waist and flat, firm tummy. The bow so large that it extended outward past her waist on either side that the edges could be seen from the front. The tails from the bow draped dramatically down her dresses skirt lying evenly just below the hem of her tulle petticoats. The ribbon of the bow concealing the dimples from the petticoats and garter belt beneath the dress.
Rising up from her waist the dress clung tightly to her slender form, the silk fabric only swelling upward and outward over the fullness of her bosom. Peeking out just over the lace of the sweetheart neckline, the lace from the breast cups of her white silk torsolette making a subtle yet indelible impression on her breasts. Her breasts spilling out slightly above the cups, swelling upward, with just a hint of areola behind the lacy edge. The silk dress so thin and delicate the impression of the torsolette cups also making dimples on the fabric.
Where the dress ended, bare perfect flesh lay exposed. Her smooth, silky skin was glowing with youthful health and vigor. Where the support from her torsolette cups ended, the firm and full top half of her breasts heaved slightly with her nervous breathing. Six months ago, as a boy, she didn't even have breasts. But again, thanks to the miracle of stem cells and modern medicine, she sported full and firm, all natural, 100% real, and most importantly, permanent c-cup breasts, perfect for her lithe figure and gentle frame.
Her shoulders also lay bare. Her long sensual throat was similarly bare except for a thin white silk choker encircling her neck. What little of her Adam's apple that had once been visible had been removed with a tracheal shave, the only surgery her aesthetician, trainers and new owners found necessary. The silk ribbon choker was tied in the back of her neck with another white bow while a small round charm hung like a pendant from a golden d-ring at the front.
Down from her shoulders, at the middle of her upper arms, she wore her white silk opera length bridal gloves. No hint of masculinity could be detected from her narrow shoulders, slender arms and delicate wrists, holding a bridal bouquet of white roses.
Finally, as the viewers eyes continued their voyage upward, the sissies face came into view. The bridal veil, a sheer single layer of lace draped on either side of her face down to her shoulders, framed her pretty face. A small diamond tiara crowning her hair and holding the veil in place. Never very masculine to begin with, indeed; previously quite androgynous, the young sissy's appearance could not be considered as anything other than entirely feminine.
A heart shaped face with full lips, narrow chin, rosy cheeks, and subtle defined cheekbones. A petite button nose and perfectly spaced clear blue eyes. Her eyes seemed bright as to give the viewer an impression of an innocent and beautiful anime character. Her blond hair, normally long enough to hang past her shoulders, was in a bridal up-do held firm by her tiara. Suspended from her ears were her earrings; a golden thread supporting a single white pearl. The dangling effect accentuating her perfect features and drawing attention to her narrow supple neckline.
Her makeup was also dramatic and made a perfect picture for a naïve and blushing bride. Soft red lipstick on her lips, blush on her cheekbones, contouring to emphasize her feminized face, and smokey eye eyeshadow, mascaras, and eyeliner gave her anime style eyes pop and flare. Her bright blue eyes glistened with moisture and were sparkling brilliantly from the indirect lighting. The red of her lipstick matching perfectly the red nail-polish of her fingers and toes.
As her escort stood by her side, ready to walk her down the aisle, many in attendance could only see a blushing sissy bride, caught in the perfect moment of anticipation. No one could see the fear gripping her heart as the music started, and in the arm of her escort, she commenced the slow march down the aisle to the officiant, her mother, and the couple who had purchased her.
**
The Wedding.
"We have gathered here to celebrate the transfer of custody of this sissy from her mother, to her new master and mistress. Under our ancient customs and under our new laws we must now make our confirmations." The officiant began sonorously, his smooth mellow voice warming the room and capturing the attention of the participants and guests.
"Do you, Margarette, mother of this sissy, swear and affirm that he has entered into this contract voluntarily, without force or coercion, and has agreed to the terms and conditions of an owned sissy?"
"I so swear." Margarette answered softly.
Months ago, she had believed that when her son agreed to be auctioned off under the new voluntary servitude acts the young effeminate man had hoped to attain for them both a secure future. Abandoned by her husband, raising him alone, growing up poor, she had sacrificed so much to raise and care for him. When her son turned 18, and graduated high school he approached her with the idea and convinced her it was their best option. That it was now his duty to provided and care for her. With no prospects, no skills, average in school, being average in every way that this could be their best chance for financial security.
So many things had gone wrong to cause her son to end up here today, feminized and sissified. An outcome neither of them ever envisioned. She feared the future yet still held out hope that somehow, this was all for the best.
"Do you also swear or affirm that he has successfully completed the necessary course of instruction from the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department, and is fully informed, prepared, and trained to provide those services to his new owners?"
"I so swear." Margarette answered again. After the auction, both she and her son had been taken by surprise when his new owners had announced their intentions for her son. She had wanted to take him and run away, but the announcement had been delivered in person, by the very people who collected her son and took him away. Six months of training and preparation with the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department...as a sissy service provider!
"And has the bridal price been paid in full, as required by law and custom, to the escrow agent, to be paid to the sissy's mother upon affirmation of these vows by the sissy?"
"It has." Margarette replied sadly. Her son's volunteering for auction had been a desperate attempt to stave off poverty, financial collapse, ruin. In that it had succeeded. Now he would be taken care of and she would have money to escape poverty and live a comfortable life. And she would even still be allowed to visit and see him from time to time.
"Then are you, Douglas and Evelynn Williams, Baronet and Baronetess, aware and affirm that these facts are true?"
"We do your Honor." The married couple who had bought her son at auction answered together.
The sissy looked shyly upward to the couple purchasing her, adopting her as their sissy-wife. The man, Douglas was easily 6 and a half feet tall, clean shaven with short brown hair and a classical handsomeness to his face. The suit he wore was fitted and clearly indicated he was powerfully built with strong chest, narrow waist, and muscular arms and legs.
The woman was also tall, easily 5 feet 9 or so inches. She was stunningly beautiful. She wore heels, and an off-white sheath dress that flattered her figure. She had fit and feminine curves, large breasts, easily a d-cup, bare arms toned and firm, and her legs, what the sissy could see, were also toned and strong. She was like if an amazon had merged with a woman's beach volleyball player. Her brunette hair was past shoulder length in a wave style.
"And do you swear and affirm that the lawfully required dowery has been placed in escrow to be held in trust for your sissy?"
"We do your Honor." Her new owners affirmed.
"By what name do you wish your sissy to be known?"
"We shall name her 'Toy'" Evelynn replied.
"It is your wish as her owners that she is to be placed into chastity?"
"It is." Again, Evelynn.
"Then please present the cage."
Ooohs and Aaahs came softly from the few witnesses invited to attend. Truly, outside of her mandatory and official training, Toy was well aware of chastity and how it was used, yet Toy had never seen a cage like this before. She had feared that she would be locked in chastity and her fears were that either a plastic, composite, or metal cage would be used. The cage that was brought forward exceeded all her presuppositions.
Resting on a purple velvet pillow the chastity cage consisted of a solid gold base ring while the cage itself was studded with brilliant white rhinestones. The imagery was obvious to everyone who could see it. This cage was intended to be embodiment, or maybe a parody, of a sissy wedding ring.
The perfect sissy wedding ring to match her sissy engagement ring. Embedded inside her bottom Toy wore a golden butt plug. The plug also featured a large rhinestone and toy noted the identical style to the cage on the pillow. The plug had also been part of her contract. Accepting it had been a promise. A promise she was now fulfilling today.
Toy's biggest fear was that she would now be completely dependent upon her owners on whether or not they would ever take it off.
A stool was brought out and Douglas, her new owner, easily lifted Toy up onto the stool, turning her facing her away from the crowd. The stool had been explained to her a week ago during the rehearsal. No one bows down to a sissy. Sissies kneel and bow down to others! Toy stood upon the stool so the servant could do her job without kneeling.
Toy's mother held up one side of Toy's dress and petticoats while Baronetess Evelynn held the other. Toy blushed as she felt the hand of Douglas, her new owner, press against her bottom, holding her steady, idly tap the golden butt plug embedded inside her anus. He pressed against it with one finger, causing it to shift and nearly eliciting a moan from Toy as he manipulated the small plug.
The distractions served the purpose of the servant woman who stood in front of Toy, pulled down Toy's panties and freed Toy's small trapped penis. Fear had kept Toy's penis flaccid and small. With practiced motions the servant woman quickly had the golden base ring tight around Toy's scrotum and balls. With a small dollop of lotion applied to toy's embarrassingly small circumcised penis, the servant slipped the rhinestone encrusted cage over the shaft. Toy felt her small penis compress into the cage. Someone must've made a mistake. This had to be the wrong size. It was much too small! In spite of her fear, Toy was very nearly ready to say something when the servant finished locking the two pieces together, base ring to cage, with a tiny golden heart shaped padlock.
Before Toy's panties were pulled back up the servant woman pulled up a small purple felt pouch over Toy's tiny testicles. Then Lady Evelynn and Toy's mother lowered the petticoats and dress skirt. Douglas lifted her off the stool and set her back onto her heels. Out of the corner of her eye Toy barely saw the final act of transfer as her mother gave two keys, one to Baronet Douglas and the other to Baronetess Evelynn. Her New Master Pocketed his key while her new Mistress slipped hers into her bosom.
The officiant resumed "I now confirm transfer of ownership. What law and custom have wrought, let no one put asunder. Let it be known that sissy Toy, for no less than seven years, and longer if she voluntarily submits and extends her contract, shall be the sissy wife to Douglas and Evelynn Williams, Baronet and Baronetess,"
Finally, the officiant turned to face sissy Toy, "Please Kneel before your new Master and Mistress as you complete the act of surrender."
Toy knew that unless she completed the final part, the whole wedding and marriage would not stand. Yet after 6 months of training, preparation, and servitude; despite her fear, Toy knelt down before her new master and husband. If she didn't, her mother would not get paid, and there could even be criminal penalties levied against both of them for fraud. With great difficult (as she was still expected to hold onto her bridal bouquet) she lowered the zipper to her husband's trousers, slipped her small silken gloved hand into his fly, and gently fished out his turgid erect cock.
In front of the assembled witnesses Toy kissed the cock, licked her luscious red lips, and with lascivious tongue movement slathered saliva over the engorged member jutting out before her. With practiced skill she opened wide her plump red lips and began to bob downward onto the spit lubricated cock head filling her mouth.
Toy's training took over. She knew it was supposed to bode well for a sissy wedding if the sissy could deep throat her new Master-Husband's cock on the first try. So much of her training at the NSSA&M had focused on her developing her ability to do so using a dildo that was molded from Master Douglas himself.
With great difficulty Toy inched her way down, never backing up, pausing only momentarily from time to time to take a breath, swallow, and provide more saliva to ease the cock's passage. It took one full minute before Toy's lips finally reached the base of Master Douglas's meaty 9-inch cock. Toy could sense every vein, every inch, even the pulse of blood in the cock filling her mouth. Practice had made her mouth a perfect fit for Master's cock. Toy was grateful that Master Douglas had shaved away his pubic hair for their wedding. The scent of his sweat and musk from his testicles and groin now inundated her, joining the floral scent of the roses she still held. The floral bouquet inadvertently providing a bed of roses for her chin, and new master-husband's balls to rest upon.
Toy waited for the signal from her Master that her act of submission and acceptance was complete. Her jaw started to ache as Master Douglas' endowment was incredibly large. Toy was surprised when she felt pressure on the back of her head. She looked up, cock in mouth, to try to make eye contact and saw Mistress Evelynn and Master Douglas embraced in a passionate kiss. Toy could feel Mistress-wife Evelynn grind her pubic bone against the back of her head, forcing Toy's mouth down onto the cock and holding her head tight between them, crushing the bouquet against her chest and her Master-husband's legs.
Toy struggled for breath as the large cock down her throat had almost completely cut off most of her air supply. Long shallow breaths through her nose could barely bring enough oxygen to maintain consciousness. The scent of sweat and roses filled her head. Toy had no idea how long master and mistress held their kiss. Toy lost all sense of time. The sudden release surprised her and brought an end to her growing desperation. As the cock slipped back up and out from her mouth, mucus and saliva from the back of her throat formed a string connecting her lips to the cock for several moments as she gasped for breath before gravity pulled down, extended, then broke the string, dropping saliva wetly onto the bouquet. Toy was only dimly aware of the applause from the attending witnesses.
Toy was lifted up to her feet and a delicate white silk leash was attached to her choker. She felt a small tug as master and mistress led the way down the aisle, receiving congratulations from their guests. Toy gave a glance back to her mother, still standing with the officiant. Tears streaming down her face. Toy wondered; were those tears of joy or sadness?
Probably both.
**
The Consummation.
Toy waited silently and nervously as she knelt in her Daddy's and Mommy's bedroom.
Her white fetish wedding and confirmation dress was removed and lay discarded in the corner of the room. Her petticoats were also removed and had been tossed just as casually into the corner. Her long white opera gloves and her bridal veil, her silk torsolette...discarded with the rest in the corner.
As she waited for her new owners Toy pondered the chastity cage bulging ever so slightly in her panties. The rhinestone encrusted cage was visibly glistening through the thin silk material. She felt the golden plug in her bottom shift when it pressed against the back of her heels. The large rhinestone stud was deep in the cleft of her posterior also protected by the silk panty material. She wondered if the fake gem could be seen glittering through the material as well.
Toy had been stripped down to her Bridal Lingerie. Her glossy white silk panty, white silk garter belt, opaque white silk stockings and her 5-inch patent leather open toe stiletto heels.
Around her neck her thin choker necklace still tied taught and the white leather leash clipped to the front d-ring. The other end of the leash had been draped over a finial on the footboard of Daddy and Mommies master bed.
Now disrobed, Toy waited for her Daddy and Mommy to exit the master bathroom and consummate the ceremony.
Mommy and Daddy. That was another curve thrown her way. She had expected to refer to her new owners as Master and Mistress but on the drive from the ceremony venue to their home she was told otherwise. Such a simple question.
"How may I address you?" Toy asked in her soft girlish voice.
"Call us Mommy and Daddy." Evelynn answered, her velvety tone giving Toy chills.
"You are our shared sissy wife. You know your place." Douglass informed with a deep gravelly bass as he drove the car.
She was surprised at how easily she accepted it. Once they made their pronouncement it was as if it had always been that way.
Toy did know her place. Six months of training and she knew that her place in the hierarchy was the bottom. Daddy was on top, then mommy, then Toy as sissy-wife to both of them. Kneeling, waiting, patient yet excited, Toy had been placed on the center of the bed and told to wait. She knew she was waiting for the consummation of their union. Embarrassingly, her caged penis, glittering, was leaking small quantities of seminal fluid from the tip, moistening her panties.


Daddy entered the room first. He strode naked into his master bedroom, a spacious room by any estimation. The king-sized bed dominating the center wall was turned down and ready for them. Daddy stopped right in front of Toy, his thick meaty cock dangling in front her. Kneeling before him she felt so small, even being on the bed, at 5'4" to his 6'6" Toy was just even with his cock. Daddy beckoned her to him with a hand gesture. Toy crawled over to the edge of the bed. Now on her hands and knees she found Daddy's cock more in line with her face and her mouth.
Daddy smiled, gently taking her head with the back of his hand and guided her face closer to his swelling member. Kneeling on the soft sheets Toy took the proffered penis with a kiss, and opened her mouth to receive Daddy's love.
As she took the cock into her mouth she caught a glimpse of motion. Mommy, equally naked and glorious in her beauty approached from the side. Daddy encouraged toy to keep sucking by his firm grip on the back of her head. Mommy, meanwhile, kissed toy on her cheek, then on her neck, all while reaching under toy to touch her nipples and breasts.
Toy's body positively swelled with arousal! Her breasts were so sensitive! Mommy's attention to her bosom was brief as she took place on the bed behind toy and then cupped her sissy's caged cock and rubbed in gently, causing Toy great distress. Her trapped penis tried to grow hard, and was denied by the constricting gold and diamond device. Mommy even fondled Toy's sissy balls, perineum and played with her butt plug!
Evelynn was pleased with her sissy's automatic response to spread her legs apart giving her hand access to her intimate areas. Evelynn slowly and carefully teased her sissy mercilessly. Evelynn knew from study how to treat her newly acquired sissy and strove to create as heightened a sense of arousal in her as possible. Seeing her sissy, Obediently and professionally trained, embrace submission was thrilling. Time and money spent sending their sissy to the Bimbo Lottery boot camp had been well spent. Evelynn enjoyed having her sissy submit completely and surrender to Mommy and Daddy's dominance.
Evelynn arousal was now recalled the exact moment during the ceremony, seeing the fear in her sissies' eyes as the cage was brought forth and presented. Her planning and reasoning had been deliberate. Evelynn had insisted that their sissy stay un-caged for the entirety of her training at the NSSA&M boot camp. She knew that caging their sissy at the ceremony would make the act of submission more immediate and personal. The sense of dependency their sissy would feel creating an emotionally bonding moment between sissy and owners.
Now, Evelynn could feel the sissy leaking fluid and her panties getting wetter. The diamond plug in her sissy's ass glittered faintly through the silk panty. Evelynn's arousal was also growing. She felt her pussy grow damp. Time to move this consummation along.
"Such a good girl. Sucking Daddy's cock. Do you love Daddy's cock" Evelynn asked.
"Mmmmm!!" Without hesitation, Toy bobbed her head yes while moaning in the affirmative. Kneeing on the bed before her Daddy, while Mommy fondled her caged penis, played with her butt plug, and caressed her hips and thighs was pure heaven. Toy's body was alive and on fire with desire!
Toy took one of her hands to grasp the base of Daddy's cock. So far, head bobs alone had only made it half way down the shaft. Daddy's control of her head was nice, but she knew she could take it all. Toy stroked the shaft, alternatingly fondling daddy's swollen balls as she guided Daddy's cock deeper past her luscious red lips. Toy had initially showered the smooth white head with numerous salacious kisses, tiny tongue licks that darted out and teased the spongy firm circumcised head and urethral hole. But now she strove to take it all and pushed forward with determination, bringing the huge cock deeper and deeper into her warm wet mouth.
Toy remembered well her lessons. 6 months with her training cadre back at the NSSA&M boot camp had prepared her for this moment. Where the other sissy service providers of her cadre received training on multiple cock shapes, lengths, and widths, as a pre-purchased sissy Toy had only ever trained for one cock...this one!
Toy felt giddy. It's finally happening!
Toy, her eyes closed in concentration, was thrilled to take the cock all the way down into her mouth. It was huge! It filled her mouth! It was warm! She could feel the throbbing of his pulse! This was even better that when she practiced!
Taking daddy's cock during her wedding Act of Submission had been difficult, but quick. This was the consummation. Toy was now applying all her training to giving her new owner the pleasure he deserved. Toy was taking her time to satisfy all her owners' expectations.
With gentle insistent motion Toy began to bob up and down on her Daddy's cock. Applying more and more saliva with each downward bob she also managed to use one hand to spread the drool slipping past her lips to coat the length she had yet to reach while using her other hand to cup daddy's balls and massage his taint. She could feel his scrotum and huge heavy balls heaving in her small hand. So warm and moist!
With practiced precision Toy had 1/4, then 1/2, then 3/4, and then finally the entire length of Daddy's shaft in her mouth. Toy had her eyes closed on the downward bobs but once she felt her nose touch Daddy's tummy and her lips reach the base of his shaft, she opened them and looked up.
Toy was rewarded to see Daddy and his look of pleasure and approval!
"Is she good?" Evelynn asked.
"She's every bit as good as you are." Douglas responded, a heavy sigh emphasizing his pleasure.
"Aww thanks, but you know I don't like to suck cock. It's so demeaning. Best leave the cock-sucking to sissies like Toy who adore worshiping cocks." Toy was now slowly bobbing up and down the entire length of cock taking more than a couple of seconds to travel all the way up, then all the way back down. The shaft appearing and then disappearing past her lips in erotically charged imagery.
"I didn't know you felt that way." Douglass commented.
"Do you like eating pussy?" Evelynn countered.
"It's ok. I mean, it's not my favorite thing. I do it to make you happy." Douglas replied "I like making you cum. Watching you orgasm. Knowing I made you do that."
"And now, we have Toy for that. She can warm me up...or clean me up after. A sissy to rev my motor and then to savor my cream pie." Evelynn laughed softly. Watching the sissy savor her husband's cock was erotic and arousing. Toy's red lips were stretched so tight around the girthy shaft.
"Douglas and Evelynn Williams, Baronet, Baronetess, Billionaires, and proud owners of a new sissy gurl." Douglas grunted. He was hard and nearing orgasm.
"Toy, Stop!"
Toy reluctantly, yet obediently, let her Daddy's cock slip from her mouth. She retreated to the foot of the bed, still kneeling as Mommy lay back in the center and Daddy got up on the bed taking position between Mommy Evelynn's legs. Mommy Evelynn guided Daddy's saliva slickened cock to her wet, warm, and waiting pussy. With a few gentle thrusts Toy watched as Daddy's cock slipped inside Mommies pussy. Soon Daddy was pounding in and out of Mommy. Toy watched the massive 9-inch tool spear inside mommy and her perfect wet pink pussy...so hot!
Toy listened to the wet squelching sound of cock entering pussy, to the soft rhythmic slapping sound as their bodies collided again and again, and the moans of pleasure filling the room. Daddy and Mommy kissed often, their lips pressing together and their tongues darting and delving inside each other's mouths.
The unique scent of sex slowly filled the air as toy knelt and watched her owners make love. The way they embraced each other, held on to each other, kissed, touched, and...
Toy knew they weren't just fucking...they were making love!
Toy's penis was throbbing uncomfortably inside the too small cage. Her locking base ring pulled against her tiny testicles as she strove in futility to become erect. The purple velvet pouch keeping her tiny testicles warm was also getting as soaked as her panties from her constant slow leaking. Her breathing was deep and heavy with arousal as a masculine god of a man and goddess of a woman shared their physical love leaving Toy as submissive helpless witness.
With a sudden grunt and groan, sigh and cry of ecstasy, Toy witnessed Daddy and Mommy culminate their love in a simultaneously shared orgasm. Mommies body arched ecstatically and practically launched her husband, Toy's Daddy, right off of her. Daddy held on tight as his final magnificent thrust no doubt spewed his seed deep into Mommy's pussy. Mommy's sigh of pleasure quavered with sultry satisfaction in the warm bedroom.
The master bedroom was quiet, the silence broken only by her owner's heavy breathing as they recovered from their exertions. After several moments, Daddy rolled off of Mommy. He lay on one side of the bed and waited until his breathing had recovered even more, then gestured to Toy to come closer.
Toy looked at the cock she had been sucking many minutes ago. The cock that had just driven mommy to orgasm. The cock that had glistened with Saliva, now glistened with Mommy's pussy juice.
"Clean me up." Daddy commanded.
Toy crawled forward and obediently took Daddy's cock in hand. Cum and girl cum coated the head and shaft. Toy guided the softening member to her warm wet obedient mouth. The spongy head of the semi-erect cock slipped smoothly into her mouth as she sucked and licked the cock clean. The indescribable flavor of her owners mixed cum was swallowed and not wasted. Daddy's cock grew hard again.
"Toy, take care of your Mommy." Douglas ordered.
"Come here sissy wife. Come clean my cream pie." Evelynn's voice commanded. Evelynn had taken her time to savor the post-orgasmic bliss, relaxing as Toy cleaned Douglas' cock. Now she was ready for more.
Toy crawled over and took a kneeling position between Mommy Evelynn's thighs. Submissively, Toy arched her back downward, elevating her pantied ass, and bringing her face up to Mommy Evelynn's pussy. With gentle licks Toy pleasured her Mommy. Toy knew to be gentle as Mommy might be sore from Daddy's dominant pounding.
Toy's warm wet tongue now delved deeply inside Mommy, lapping up all the cum she could find. Warm full flat tongue licks across Mommy Evelynn's labial folds, her clitoris, her entire vulva cleaning her of any residual cum. Toy was amazed at mommy's taste. Her girl cum was pure nectar complementing perfectly the savory musk of daddies cum!
Toy felt the bed shift. She felt Daddy pull down her panties, slipping them down past her garter belt suspenders and thigh high stockings, then off over her high heels. Next, one of Daddy's hands griped her waist while the other pulled out her butt plug. Her face was pressed deeper into Mommy's pussy as Toy felt Daddy's cock press against her willing rosebud.
Toy's moan of agony mixed with pleasure as Daddy entered her defenseless ass was muffled as her mouth was pressed even deeper against Mommy's cunt. Daddy delved shallowly at first, spreading her sphincter wide as his girthy meaty cock stretched her out. Inch by inch he thrust inside. Fully lubricated with Toy's saliva and Mommy's juices Daddy's cock slid deep inside without resistance. Toy felt the exotic blend of agony as Daddy's entry stretching her ass wide open. It mixed with the incipient pleasure from pressure and friction against her prostate.
Another moan escaped Toy's lips as her Daddy's lap now touched her bottom. Daddy paused and Toy only felt a sense of fullness she had never experienced before. Toy moaned again as Daddy slowly withdrew his massive cock, leaving her feeling empty and lost without his cock inside her. He paused for only a moment, maybe to let her suffer...or accommodate his girth...or regret feeling empty...before the pounding commenced.
Toy savored the smooth salty sweetness of Mommies nectar as her tongue, thanks to Daddy's pounding, found ways to spear deeper and deeper into Mommies cunt. Daddy was merciless as he gripped Toy with both hands around Toy's tiny waist, taking his sissy and using her for his pleasure. Toy slipped her hands and arms under Mommy's thighs as she tried to hold tight and steady to lick and clean mommy's sweet pussy. Despite the brutal pounding, and the effort it took to lick mommy Toy began to feel a sense of pleasure unlike any she had ever felt before.
Back at the NSSA&M boot camp Toy had never been allowed to experience sodomy. Her purchasers had insisted that she be a virgin. Her fear of the inevitable had led her to think she would be brutalized and suffer painfully. But instead, the opposite was true. Daddy's cock filled her with agony, but also with pleasure. The strange ambivalent mixture was bringing her to orgasm!
Toy found her body responding instinctively. She was pushing back onto Daddy's cock!
Bouncing back and forth in between Daddy's cock and lapping at Mommy's pussy Toy was driven to greater and greater heights of ecstasy. Just when she felt she couldn't possibly soar any higher, new peaks of pleasure were reached. Helplessly ravaged, desperate for release, Daddy suddenly slammed into her one last time, holding onto her tight. Toy could feel the warmth of Daddy's cum spewing and spraying into the deepest recesses of her body.
Toy's pleasure exploded in rapture. Her moan of lust against Mommy's pussy imparted in Evelynn another satisfactory orgasm as well. Evelynn's thighs clamped tight against Toy's head. Evelynn gripped Toy's hair, holding her face tight against Mommy's Vulva as warm girl cum mixed with Daddy's cum issued forth from Mommy's vagina.
Evelynn momentarily blissed out, nearly losing consciousness.
Exhausted by rapture Toy came back to her senses. Toy could barely follow her training as she resumed licking and cleaning with her tongue until Mommy finally commanded her to stop. Pushing Toy's head back, Toy tried to retreat but only succeeded in driving Daddy's cock hard against her trembling ass. Daddy backed off and Toy felt like crying from the sense of emptiness and loss as Daddy's cock left her gaping ass wanting. Just a momentary sense as Daddy slipped her butt plug back inside her rear entry. Sadness engulfed her as the plug was no where near as satisfactory as Daddy's cock had been.
Toy finally retreated from mommy's sweetness to sit back upon her heels. Mommy got up out of the bed and then Daddy pushed Toy over. She collapsed willingly onto the center of the master bed. Her bare breasts still heaving from her efforts as she recovered her breath. Exhausted, toy fell onto the wet spot of cooling cum. She watched Mommy and Daddy leave her, alone in the center of their master bed, to take their shower.
**
Toy stirred. She was nearly asleep. Mommy and Daddy, now clean and refreshed, returned from their shower. Both were now wearing pajamas; mommy in a white silk top and pants set and daddy in boxers. Toy, still laying in the wet spot, soaking in Daddy's and Mommy's cum, her thigh high stockings soaking up cum and stained by cum from the wet spot, lay supine in her heels and garter belt.
Mommy and Daddy both climbed into bed on either side of her, leaving Toy between them in the center. As they made themselves comfortable and reclined in bed, Toy between them, Mommy pulled Toy over, her back to her Daddy, facing Mommy.
Toy shifted uncomfortably at first as she was still placed on the wet spot on the sheets in the center of the bed where Daddy and Mommy had made love. She didn't even flinch when mommy trifled with the golden butt plug. As sore and aching as she now felt, having it there was also comforting. Toy waited. She knew from her training what was to happen next. Training that had become instinctive for her.
Pillow Talk
"Tell me again, what was your name before we bought you?"
"Tommy." Toy answered Honestly.
"Where before you were Tommy, now there is only Toy. Do you understand?"
"Yes Mommy. I know. I will only ever want to make you happy."
"What do you think of your cage and plug?" Evelynn asked as she caressed the golden cage that encased toy's tiny penis.
Toy shifted slightly. Sleeping with a plug inside her was nothing new. Sleeping with a plug inside her that held in Daddy's cum...was. And Mommy's hand tugging at her cage was arousing, even though her penis couldn't feel anything except the pressure of her arousal thwarted by the insufficient room to grow.
"It's wonderful Mommy. Daddy filled me with his cum. I'm truly his now. And you let me taste you and give you pleasure. You're so sweet. Like nectar." Toy's replies were true, even if they were also her trained responses.
"If you ever have a hope of being released from chastity, you must know that I am not going to let you out until you have completely satisfied us. Your training has been dedicated to serving our needs well before any consideration of your own. Dedicate yourself to us and I can assure you a happy and satisfied life."
Toy lay silent.
"Do you have any questions for me?" Evelynn asked.
Toy thought carefully. "Will I always have to use this plug?" She asked, only a slight sissy quaver in her voice.
"Yes. When we sent the plug for your training it was also to satisfy your dowry. The voluntary servitude laws require payment up-front. The money goes into an account held in escrow. It is transferred to you after you complete your seven years of servitude as our adopted sissy-wife. That plug is actually part of your compensation."
Evelynn noticed Toy's inquiring glance and continued.
"The plug is a perfect size for you; it is 8 troy ounces of 18 carat gold and the diamond embedded on the flange end is a manufactured diamond we had specially made. Even though it's not natural, the color, cut, clarity, and carat are worth a substantial amount. It's a fraction of a naturally occurring diamond but still valued at a decent price. The gold and diamonds of your chastity cage are the same."
"But I thought those were rhinestones?" Toy squeaked with surprise.
"No. They're real and they're a part of your severance for satisfactory completion of service. You can have them appraised if you'd like." Evelynn smiled. "Of course, the plug also serves it's intended purpose to help keep you open. We would never want you to be hurt. Daddy's cock is massive now and keeping you slightly open and relaxed will help you satisfy him without injury to yourself. When you were in training, we had the service ensure you also received stem cells in your anus to strengthen your sphincter and ensure its elasticity."
Toy nodded understandingly. She had thought all sissy service providers received the anal stem cells as a matter of course, but knowing her new owners cared enough to ensure her health and safety was touching.
Evelynn Giggled. "How much do you know about how we made our fortune?"
"Nothing." Toy answered. She knew nothing of her owner's financial status other than they had to be rich enough to win her at auction. And a Baronet or Baronetess was a purchased title. Those cost a lot of money.
"Douglas and I made our fortune together. We work with stem cells. Do you know what those are?"
"I think so. Those were what made my breasts and thighs and butt grow, and help with my butt..." Toy trailed off with embarrassment. They had just talked about that.
"That's right. Stem cells were originally being used to develop cures for rare diseases, and then to help clone replacement limbs for veterans and accident victims. They are being used to clone new nerves to cure paralysis. When we bought you, we had the NSSA&M use stem cells to sculpt your body to our wishes."


Toy nodded along understandingly. "That's so wonderful." Her full bottom, thin waist, c-cup bosom and feminine thighs, all her physical changes done to satisfy her purchaser, her master and mistress, Mommy and Daddy, molding her into the image they wanted. Sculpting her presentation to their specifications.
"It is, isn't it. But it turns out those things happen at a cost. There had to be a way to fund the program to help those in need. People got together and started using stem cells for cosmetic reasons as well. Beauty augmentation such as breasts, lips, excess body fat removal, muscle growth for strength...those programs earn the money to fund research and development...anyway, Douglass and I developed the methods to use stem cells for penis enlargement."
Toy gasped.
"I know. Just like breast augmentation, there is a huge market for men who wanted to have a larger penis. That's how we built our fortune. It's how we purchased our title, and it's how we rewarded ourselves buying you."
"I'm your reward?"
"Yes Toy. We bought you to reward ourselves for our hard work and enjoy the fruits of our labors. As nobles it's important to act the part as well. A concubine, mistress, kept man or woman, even a sissy wife are all rewards and privileges of the nobility."
"Thank you, Mommy. I'm so happy you bought me. I will do everything I can to make you happy." Toy promised sincerely.
"I know you will Toy. And we will make sure to keep you happy, and busy."
"Busy?"
"Yes. Busy. Men like daddy have desires, but women have standards and expectations. While we will use you to satisfy us and our passion, you will also help keep house."
"Of course, Mommy. I have so much training on how to cook, and clean, and serve..." Toy was excited.
"Of course you do Toy. That's part of why I agreed to buy you with Daddy. We already have a chef, but you will still be responsible to clean as our maid, and serve our guests during dinners and entertaining."
Evelynn began to feel sleepy. Having a sissy to talk with after sex was one of the reason's she agreed to buy one. Douglas was a good husband and an excellent and considerate lover, but he always fell asleep right afterward. Even now he was sleeping soundly on the other side of the bed.
"I am going to collar you though. Not a taskmaster though. I'm thinking white leather and silk, embedded with diamonds spelling out your name... our sparkling toy..." Evelynn Yawned. What good was wealth if you can't show it off?
"Mommy?"
"Yes Toy."
"You said 'daddy's cock is massive now'. Did Daddy get a bigger penis?"
"Of course. He was merely average before, 5 inches, but now he's nine inches long and considerably girthier."
"Oh...wow..."
"Get some rest now. Daddy will fuck you again in the morning."
Evelynn gave toy a goodnight kiss on her forehead. On a whim she slipped her thumb over one of Toy's erect exposed nipple and breast and was pleased to see and hear Toy wriggle and moan in pleasure. Satisfied that Toy's stem cell breast augmentation had acquired the expected and usual side-effect of hypersensitivity to arousal.
During their entire conversation, their pillow talk, Toy's cock had stayed hard. When mommy touched her breast Toy's arousal was piqued, and her cage was impossibly tight. Toy had never felt so desperately aroused! Toy watched and waited for mommy's eyes to close. She watched her breathing to make sure mommy had fallen asleep.
Toy secretly slipping her hand down between her legs to gently caress the diamond studded cock cage entrapping her penis. Toy was disappointed, unable to feel anything through the hard gold metal and gem encrusted device. She felt her face cooling from the cum and pussy juice coating her mouth, cheeks and chin. She wallowed in the wet spot.
It made so much sense. Commoners and subjects had use of service providers to help control and satisfy their elevated passions. Of course, the noble class would only have the best. It made Toy feel better to know that she was considered good enough to meet and satisfy the needs of the very best.
But eventually Toy's arousal diminished as exhaustion and sleep came for her. Her penis became quiescent and flaccid and the discomfort of denial diminished. Her eyes closed heavily. Her breathing slowed. Her body relaxed. A final thought crossed her mind as consciousness slipped away.
Six months of training and effort all leading to this one moment. Her future, her reason for being, the reason she was purchased culminating in this moment. A smile formed as she realized something. Deep down inside...she really was meant to be a sissy-wife!
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Trouble in Paradise
Evelynn woke up to a gentle jostling of the bed. She looked over to see that her new sissy-wife and her husband were already going at it. Indeed, her husband was fucking his new sissy wife with vigor.
Evelynn's waking movement must've caught Toy's attention as Toy looked over with an expression a mixture of pain, lust, and confusion.
Evelynn merely smiled at their sissy, sat up, and stretched her body. It felt so good to get a full night of uninterrupted sleep. Leaving her sissy and her husband to continue their fucking, Evelynn made her way to the bathroom to start her day.
Shower, wash and style hair, makeup; blow-drying her hair drowned out the faint sound of her sissy and her husband's fucking. Even through the closed door the repetitive slapping sound was noticeable.
30 minutes later, showered, dressed, made-up for work, her long brunette hair in a simple professional ponytail, Evelynn left the bathroom and re-entered their bedroom, just in time to see Douglas deeply drive his delving dick down into Toy's tight sissy-twat, seeding her anus, wrecking her rectum, rearranging her guts.
Evelynn censored her thoughts. All her preparation for acquiring a sissy included finding a recommended reading list of sissy porn. Preparation was important but some of the erotic thoughts in her head now were scandalous. Still, Evelynn was close enough to watch Toy's eyes roll back in her head as her soft orgasmic cry slipped from her lips.
So hot!
Evelynn approached from Douglas' side of the bed as Douglas rolled off their sissy, gave Evelynn a quick peck on the cheek, and escaped to the master bath.
"It'll be a few minutes until you can feel your legs again. Trust me, I know." Evelynn commented, watching as Toy slowly roused herself from post-orgasmic stupor.
Evelynn looked down upon the pathetic mess that was their well-used sissy-wife. She noted the wetness at the tip of Toy's golden diamond encrusted chastity cage. She took her finger and touched it, confirming that Toy was leaking semen. Evelynn brought her finger up to Toy's mouth and spread the cum onto Toy's full red pouty lips. Toy responded automatically by licking her lips and tasting her own cum.
Evelynn assisted Toy by bringing Toy's legs down from Toy's sides, where Douglas had left her, to a normal lying down position. Toy's heels that were up by her face (and that had been tapping on the headboard) were now pointed down to the foot of the bed.
Toy gave a groan of relief as the impeded blood flow was restored and blood slowly made its way back into her extremities. With a doctor's impartiality Evelynn noted the color of Toy's toes restore from pale to normal.
Sissy Toy had been bent in half with her heels up by her head as Douglas rendered their sissy helpless to resist his aggressive style of fucking. Positional limb ischemia would interrupt adequate blood flow. With Toy's legs now straight, no doubt, the tingling pain of blood returning to them would be momentarily agonizing.
At least her husband had replaced the plug back inside Toy's ass after he had cum.
"Don't pull out that plug until you are in the shower. We don't need cum stains on the carpet. That's just more work for you later." Evelynn warned.
"Yes Mommy." Toy replied, breathlessly. She was still catching her breath from the helpless pounding she had just endured. Her legs were in agony as they had 'fallen asleep' when she had been folded in half by being pressed against Daddy's torso as he had rendered her exposed and immobile, unable to resist his attentions.
"Feel Better?" Evelynn asked Douglas as he exited the bathroom, showered, toweling dry and ready to get dressed.
"Yeah. Between last night and now...whew...that's quite a load off." Douglas mumbled absently as he disappeared into his walk-in closet.
'Load'. Evelynn smirked. Funny.
"I'll be working from home today to help you settle in." Evelynn addressed Toy as she helped Toy sit up. After a few more moments, she had Toy standing on her high heeled feet. Evelynn grabbed the leash still attached to Toy's choker collar and lead Toy to her new bedroom. Evelynn noted how Toy took her proper place at the heel position to one side and slightly behind. After a slow yet short walk down the hall (slow since Toy's legs and bottom would likely be sore) they arrived.
"This room is for you. It is your safe space." Evelynn said as she led her sissy-wife through the doorway.
Toy was astounded. All her things from the NSSA&M barracks were here. Her new owners had not only purchased her; they had purchased all her clothing and furniture as well.
Her canopy bed was placed in the center of the room. Though only a full-sized mattress, it was perfectly roomy for her tiny body. The four white carved posts supporting a sheer white mesh canopy and four sheer curtains draping down each post was exactly as it was in her barracks and was just so cute! The fluffy pale pink comforter, white 800 thread cotton sheets, and neon pink dust-ruffle was already made up. Pink pillowcases with lace detailing covered the pillows and both her teddy bear and her dolly were given pride of place on the center pillow.
Her wardrobe had been placed in the closet. All of her sissy fetish French maid uniforms were hung and arranged neatly; pale blue, vibrant deep blue, pale pink, neon pink, deep red (suitable for Christmas and Valentines Day), formal black and white, and her formal reversed white and black uniforms all clean, pressed, and hung with care. All five of her sissy pink tartan pleated school girl miniskirts as well as her fitted white short-sleeve blouses hung neatly on hangers. A few other fetish outfits such as her cheer uniform and nurses' outfit were also hung with care. The floor of the closet had all her heels lined up neatly against the back wall of the closet.
From the ceiling hung all her petticoats, clipped to clothes hangers and hung on a rod stretching the length of the room, forming a veritable riot of pastel and primary colors feminizing the space.
In her dresser Toy found her panties, stockings, and knee-high socks stowed neatly in rows. Another drawer with garter belts was similarly neat and tidy. Both her corsets were there, one white, one black.
"Don't you have any bras?" Evelynn asked. She noted there were no bras in any of the drawers.
"The NSSA&M stopped issuing bras to sissies who received stem cell breast augmentation." Toy answered. Seeing the questioning look on Mommy's face, Toy elaborated.
"Stem cell augmentation breasts remain firm and full without the need of support a bra could provide." Toy gestured to her fully exposed breasts "Bras were only issued with specific outfits that needed them."
"Like the aggressive sports bra of that cheer uniform in your closet." Evelynn commented.
"Yes Mommy. Pert full firm breasts and nipples poking through the fabric of a sissy's top was one of the most positively reviewed features of a Sissy that the NSSA&M tracked." Toy finished explaining.
"Who did all this?" Toy asked in wonder, looking around 'her' room.
"The NSSA&M hired movers. This was all done yesterday before Douglas and I even had to leave for the chapel." Evelynn replied to her sissy-wife's amazement.
"Two more things."
"Yes Mommy?"
"What you're wearing now..." Evelynn paused and gestured to toys state of dress...or undress...
Toy, stood in her cum soaked thigh high stockings, 5-inch open toe heels and garter belt, the diamonds from her chastity cage and from her butt plug twinkling. Her wedding tiara still holding her white blonde hair in an up-do, although now slightly askew from the vigor of her wedding night.
"...is your uniform of the day. Clean and fresh of course. Stockings, heels, garter and panties. That is what you will wear when you present yourself to me in the morning. That is when I will give you any assignments and when I select your outfit for you."
"Yes Mommy." Toy answered gratefully. Having mommy choose her clothes for her would be wonderful. Just one less thing to worry about each day.
"Next, wear these. Keep them on at all times." Evelynn handed Toy a set of classical earbuds.
Toy took them and placed them in her ears.
"The house is large. I Keep this bell on my desk." Evelynn held up a small crystal bell. "When I ring the bell the house AI will have the bell ring in your ear."
"So, I can come when you call me." Toy answered happily, fully understanding.
"Exactly." Evelynn affirmed. She rang the bell and noted Toy react to the sound of the bell in her ears. Using a bell to summon servants had been the standard for centuries. Using Bluetooth to connect at a distance was only about a hundred years old now.
Evelynn also smiled for ulterior motives. The Bluetooth speakers in Toy's ears would also play the subliminal messages that helped to maintain Toy's subservient sissy attitude, demeanor and behavior. Messages recorded in Evelynn's voice to enhance bonding and obedience.
"Good. Now go clean up and meet me in the library in 30 minutes." Evelynn commanded. She removed Toy's choker collar, removed the charm that was clipped to the front loop, dropping the collar and the attached leash to the floor. Toy could pick it up later.
Toy made her way to her bathroom to hurry along but was once again amazed at how much preparation had gone into receiving her as Mommy and Daddy's sissy wife.
The bathroom attached to her bedroom was small, barely 150 square feet. It came with a standard toilet, bidet, shower, clawfoot bathtub, vanity, and basin. What amazed her was what she found installed in the shower. Her new owners, her dominant husband and wife, had installed a brand new Enemizer 2000 Anal Douching system. The tags were still attached. One sticker proudly advertised "Now with More Electrolytes!"
Toy was impressed! No more bag enemas to keep her colon, aka her sissy-pussy, clean!
Toy removed her tiara and earrings, leaving them on the counter for now. Stripping from her cum soaked garments, dropping them into the hamper, Toy entered the shower, gently removed her engagement ring butt plug, setting it in a recessed cleaning port. She inserted the Enemizer nozzle into her anus, and showered.
The warm water was heavenly as it cascaded down her body. Toy noted the selection of hair and skin care products were new and all in her signature scent. She started with her facial loofah and the liquid makeup removal solution. A gentle lather formed as the dramatic bridal makeup was washed away leaving her face feeling fresh and tingling.
Next, she used her body loofah and the shower gel to lather up and wash her sore and tired body. Mommy and Daddy had used her well! But the invigorating effects brought her energy levels up.
Toy paused momentarily as she selected her final loofah, the one for her genitals. With her tiny penis locked away in chastity she washed gently around the device before finally deciding to drizzle body wash through the cleaning ports, then did her best to flush and rinse using the portable shower nozzle. Her perpetual arousal was at its lowest, enabling her to satisfactorily wash away her sticky leakage.
As toy washed, she also marveled at the sensations coming from her butt. The Enemizer had filled her up with a warm scented cleaning solution...citrus scented she noticed...and was now beeping for her to remove the nozzle and empty her bowels.
As toy pulled out the nozzle and squatted over the drain she watched as the solution was expelled. The water was clean except for a large quantity of white clumps that were flushed down the drain with the shower water. The Enemizer unit now beeped and a female voice commanded "re-insert nozzle to begin rinse cycle". Toy followed the instructions and felt the nozzle locking ring expand against her sphincter and the strange feeling of warm water again filling up her descending colon.
Letting the machine do its job Toy washed and conditioned her luxurious white blonde hair. Her hair length was just past her shoulders and being considered fine in quality was easy to maintain. With the Enemizer beeping at her again, the rinse cycle now completed, Toy rinsed her hair first and then squat down again to remove the nozzle and expel the rinse water from her anus.
Fresh and clean, toy shut off the water, placed the Enemizer nozzle in the cleaning receptacle, and toweled off. She made sure to lube and reinsert her butt plug as well.
Without specific direction Toy made her makeup light and innocent, emphasizing her youthful clear complexion and delicate features. Mascara, eyeliner, pink and red eyeshadow, blush, and just a touch of pink lipstick went on quickly by her practiced hand. The lip gloss applied on top made her puffy sensuous lips pop with color. Only a professional cosmetician could do better.
Toy selected white, as she was still in her honeymoon phase. White garter belt, stockings, heels, and panties went on easily. Toy chose a white thong panty this time. She wanted to show off her full womanly bottom to her new mommy and the strap of the thong would help hold her plug in place. Toy brushed out her hair one more time. She really liked the wet look that her slightly damp hair provided. On a whim she placed her Tiara back on her head.
Time to go find mommy in the library.
**
Evelynn glanced briefly at Toy's NSSA&M medical records and training records. While she waited for Toy to present herself, she idly compared a few statistics that really stood out.
The comparison between Tommy and Toy was amazing:
Tommy when inducted was 5'4" tall, 18 years old, 145 lbs., had blond hair, and 12 percent bodyfat. Slender and pale, he had not distinguished himself in any way whatsoever.
Toy, in comparison, after completion of training was still 5'4" tall, now 19 years old, 125 lbs., had white-blonde hair (thanks to the medical cosmetic retro-virus) and had 25 percent bodyfat. She had also distinguished herself as being top of her cadre of 12 sissy service providers during her tenure as a recruit trainee.
Reading through the general instructions that Evelynn and Douglass had given to the NSSA&M when Toy was inducted showed that the anal stem cells, breast augmentation stem cells, and thigh augmentation stem cells had all been issued as a matter of course.
It also showed in the special instructions that the libido enhancer v.2.3 had been "issued per customer request". Evelynn smiled as the weakest form of libido enhancer she had been given would help to keep Toy in a mildly aroused state no matter what. Evelynn smiled again to herself as she had noted the effect it was having on Toy's breasts last night when she had flicked Toy's nipple. Toy's nipples were in a perpetually erect state, betraying her aroused condition. Perfect for their use as a sissy-wife.
Evelynn's reading was interrupted as she heard the tapping of high heels approaching.
Sissy Toy made her way into the library. Seeing Mommy Evelynn sitting at a desk, papers and tablets strewn about, Toy gave her mommy-wife a curtsy and stood attentively waiting to be addressed.
Evelynn admired her sissy briefly before giving out her assignments. The cool temperatures of the manor home no doubt helping Toy's perpetually aroused nipples protrude even more than normal.
"Toy, last night was wonderful, l hope you enjoyed yourself as much as we did."
"Oh yes mommy. You and Daddy made me fell so warm and welcome and wonderful." Toy blushed. Her sissy orgasm this morning at the hands of daddy's dominant dick had been unexpected.
"Good. As promised, you won't have to sit around all day, bored out of your mind. I want you to wear your pink maid uniform today. Replace the bed sheets in the master bedroom and make the bed, wash the sheets and all the laundry from yesterday. After that, we'll take lunch on the patio."
"Yes mommy." Toy answered. She was embarrassed as her tummy now growled with hunger.
"When was the last time you ate toy?" Evelynn asked.
"Not since the day before yesterday mommy."
"I thought so. We all starve ourselves prior to our weddings, trying to look our best in our dress for our big day. Go to the kitchen and have the chef make you something before you start."
"Yes Mommy. Thank you, Mommy." Toy gave a polite curtsy and turned to leave as Mommy Evelynn waved her dismissal.
**
After the first day Toy appreciated how routine her life had become. As Mommy and Daddy's sissy-wife Toy was never really bored, and never really overworked either. Her chores were usually quite light, leaving her plenty of time to explore the manor house and grounds that were her new home. Daddy went to work while Mommy worked from home, the manor home's library serving as Mommy's office. If the weather was nice, Mommy would invite toy to eat lunch with her out on the patio overlooking the gardens and wooded areas at the back of the demesne.
It came as a surprise when her first month as sissy wife finally came to a close.
"The honeymoon is over." Evelynn announced.
Toy looked up curiously from their shared light lunch.
"Tomorrow will have been one month since we married. Our honeymoon will officially draw to a close. You will meet with your mother. She will come visit us here."
"There is something else." Evelynn smiled as she held up a long felt box. She opened it to display its contents to Toy.
A joyful and happy expression crossed Toy's face. She gasped, her full bosom heaving in surprise.
Toy's collar finally arrived.
"Are those real?" Toy asked, tremulously.
The white leather and silk collar had "TOY" spelled out in small diamonds at the front and several larger diamonds that circled the collar like studs. The diamonds rested on a band of white silk stitched to the leather with gold thread.
"Yes, they are. And like your gold and diamond butt plug and your gold and diamond chastity cage, it is yours to keep. It is included as part of your compensation when your contract is fulfilled." Evelynn answered happily. Toy's joyful enthusiasm was infectious.
Evelynn smiled as the collar, like the other two items, was a statement piece. A means to display their wealth and power to the casual observer. The collar used 1/8 carat white diamonds to spell 'TOY' and 1/4 carat white diamonds as the studs. The collar had a gold-plated locking clasp in the back that Evelynn had keyed to use the same key as Toy's marital chastity cage.
"Here Toy, let's put it on." Toy knelt down and waited excitedly as Mommy went behind her. The collar was lowered past Toy's eyes and she felt the cool leather press against her throat.
"Lift your hair, Toy." Mommy commanded.
Toy obediently lifted up her hair to expose her neck. She felt Mommy pull the collar tight and fumble at the back for a minute. Toy struggled to remain calm as the collar momentarily felt too tight on her throat, but with a 'snap/click' sound from the back the collar was secure.
"How does it feel?" Evelynn asked.
"It feels good mommy." Toy answered after she turned her head left, then right, evaluating the fit and feel of her new collar. It was neither too tight, nor too loose, but exactly the right size to fit her neck.
Evelynn had Toy turn around on her knees and face her. "Do you remember this charm from your wedding choker?"
Toy nodded her head yes.
"It's your official NSSA&M license and public crossdressing permit." Mommy Evelynn carefully attached the charm to the tiny golden d-ring ring hanging in the front of the collar. "It has the NSSA&M logo on one side and your registration number on the back. With this you may go out in public dressed as the sissy you are and not be harassed for wearing women's clothing."
"But I am a gurl." Toy protested.
"And a sissy one at that." Mommy agreed, "but there are still some elements in society who disapprove and there are laws passed to protect everyone's interests."


"On the back of the collar, right here," Evelynn tapped the back of the collar to the left of the locking clasp "has your QR code. Anyone who scans the code will find that you belong to us. It will take them to the NSSA&M website and your individual web page. There it will have our contact information. The other side," Evelynn tapped the collar to the right side of the clasp "has your Law Enforcement bar code. Police or emergency services can scan it to find your on-line permits and licenses. As a sissy, this collar is also your official state ID."
Toy nodded in understanding. Everything Mommy said was information she knew from her time in training cadre back at the NSSA&M training brothel. She felt more secure now with her collar. Protected. Safe. If she ever got lost or in trouble Mommy and Daddy would come get her.
**
Tea with Mother, Mommy and Daddy
Margarette stepped out from the Auto-Car. The ubiquitous and cheap robot taxi had delivered her easily to her destination. Before her stood the steps to the front door of the manor home of Douglas and Evelynn Williams, Baronet and Baronetess.
Margarette pressed her thumb to the pay pad, confirming her arrival, and authorizing payment for her ride. She was nervous and hesitated to go up the stairs. The car pulled away as she stood stock still, summoning the courage to ascend the steps.
Margarette smoothed out her house dress, new. Touched her hair, briefly making sure it was still in place and presentable, and summoned the courage to move forward. Ascending the steps she reached the front door and pulled the rope for the door-bell.
13 months had passed since her son graduated high school...near the bottom of his class. An entire summer spent looking for work before desperation drove him to make a fateful decision.
10 months had passed since her son was taken by the NSSA&M to fulfill his voluntary contract. Having volunteered himself for the national auction, and having been lawfully purchased, he had been spirited away to the National Social Services Maintenance and Acquisition Departments service provider training center.
A month ago, she had finally seen him...as her...in his new role as a feminized male.
As a sissy.
The noble couple who had purchased her son had decreed that he was to be trained as a sissy wife and Margarette saw it for herself when she was 'invited' to the wedding. Her son...fulfilling his contract...as a sissy-wife...a statement piece for an up-and-coming noble couple to flaunt their wealth and power.
How he must hate it!
How he must be suffering!
The front door to the Manor Home opened. At first Margarette thought it was just a maid. But then she saw him...her...just as he, no...she was at the wedding...feminized...She looked lovely.
Toy opened the door nervously. Dressed in her finest formal black and white maids uniform she had been eagerly waiting her mother's arrival all day. Since waking and serving Mommy and Daddy, then preparing for her arrival Toy had been in a frenzy of activity.
Toy's formal maid's dress was made from the finest silk. The dress fit her feminized figure perfectly. The plunging neckline flaunted her cleavage and covered her c-cup assets. The neckline was just tight enough for the faintest impression to be made against her skin, on top of her breasts, flattering their fullness and firmness.
As with all her maids uniforms her areolas and nipples were aroused and poking through the fabric betraying that arousal. Her bare shoulders and arms a swath of perfectly clear, clean, healthy skin, flush with youthful vigor.
The hem of her white petticoats, as with all her uniforms, were just visible below the hem of the dress. And as always provided the loft necessary for the skirt to appear as if floating, while bouncing with every step she took. A white half apron circled her waist and decorated the front of the dress skirt.
White opaque thigh high stockings covered her legs, the lace banding around her thighs also providing just the right amount of tension to form a slight impression on her skin, flaunting her firm full feminine legs. Her thigh gap was hinted at, the skirt portion of the dress not quite providing long enough coverage for concealment. Tabs from the suspender straps from a black garter belt held the stockings up.
Black high heels adorned her feet. The glossy stiletto, 5-inch heels with a 1-inch platform toe perfectly accessorized the uniform.
On her hands she wore white wrist length gloves. On her head she wore a head-piece of black and white lace. It held up...and in place...her white blond hair, arranged in a messy braid down her back.
Her face, was a picture-perfect example of youthful feminine beauty. Perfect grey and silver eyeshadow colored her eyes; golden eyeliner accented the corners of her eyes. Mascara on her long lashes, both upper and lower in manga style made her eyes dark and sultry. It seemed as if there was no contouring used, just blush on the apples of her cheeks and a burgundy color lipstick on her lips. Her lips shined with lip-gloss applied to give an appearance of depth to her full pouty lips.
Margarett looked at her son and was stunned again at his beauty. The only other time she had seen him since he was taken from her was the wedding. Over the course of the month she had slowly convinced herself that what she had seen, a beautiful blushing bride, was a fluke. It hadn't been real.
Now, she knew it was.
"Mother, welcome to Williams Manor, my home. Please come in. Douglas and Evelynn Williams, Baronet and Baronetess are expecting you."
"Tommy...It's..."
"Please...Mother...It's Toy now." Toy interrupted firmly. Toy knew she should never interrupt anyone, least of all a free woman of Allegoria. Still, she had to risk discipline in order to manage her mother's presumptions.
Toy expected this first meeting to be difficult and she would use all her training and skills to help her mother accept their new relationship and reality. Mommy and Daddy had helped prepare her for this.
"May I take your coat?" Toy asked politely, firmly embracing her sissy-maid role. For now, she would be the maid. Later, after Mother, Mommy and Daddy had talked, she would join them.
Margarette surrendered her coat and watched her sissy-son hang it up on a nearby coat rack.
"Please follow me." Toy indicated, leading the way.
Margarette followed, still focused on the lovely young woman that was her son. His walk was graceful. He carried himself perfectly with feminine poise. His heel to toe stride also caused his hips to sway demurely from side to side causing the edge of his petticoats to flick when they swung. The soft tapping of high heels on hardwood and tile floors was...strange to hear coming from the beautiful creature that was...used to be...her son.
Her apron ribbons were tied in a large feminine bow knot, double knotted, and the ribbons from the end of the bow lay flat against the puffy petticoated skirt. His bottom was also...somewhat visible...or at least hinted at by the black suspender straps stretched taught across her bottom and back of her thighs.
Margarette shook her head in confusion. He was her son, yet all the literature she read said she should address him as a girl. The image before her was fully feminine and it contradicted 18 years of parental history. History that was failing against the image of youthful femininity that walked before her.
Toy led the way through the house to the back patio. The weather was a perfectly nice early summer day. Mommy and Daddy didn't want to overwhelm mother with the house and chose this venue as the perfect place to help Margarette accept Toy as she was, and as she would be for the rest of her life.
"Baronet Douglas Williams, Baronetess Evelynn Williams, my mother, Margarette." Toy introduced formally.
"Margarette, welcome to our home." Evelynn was on her feet and surprised Margarette by taking her into a warm familial embrace. Douglas followed suit, though more formal.
"Thank you for having me." Margarette was off-balance. "I wasn't sure I'd be welcome."
"Nonsense. You're family. You will always be welcome in our home." Evelynn stated firmly.
"Toy, darling, please bring out the tea and refreshments."
"Of course, Mommy." Toy replied, obediently before turning on her hip and departing.
"She calls you mommy?" Margarette asked, irritation in her voice.
"And she calls me Daddy." Douglas answered.
"And is that appropriate?"
"She is our sissy-wife and we would not have it any other way." Evelynn replied confidently.
Toy went quickly to the kitchen. The chef had everything prepared. Toy wheeled out the tea service set on the antique tea service cart. She waited patiently at the doorway for a signal from Mommy. Toy was mildly surprised to hear the ringing bell in her earbuds, as mommy summoned her. Whatever conversation they had, it was quick.
Toy rolled the cart out under the watchful gaze of Mommy, as Daddy and mother talked. Their conversation stalled when mother noticed her. Toy noted the intently serious and concerned gaze of her mother. With trained practice Toy provided formal tea service, filling their cups, offering cream, and placing the tray of hors d'oeuvres on the table between them.
"Thank you, Toy. Please, join us. This is your mother visiting. Pour yourself some tea and take a seat." Daddy commanded.
"Yes Daddy." Toy poured herself some tea. Where her mother, Mommy and Daddy sat in chairs, Toy chose a low stool. As she sat, she arranged the skirt and petticoats around her. Now there would be no backrest of a chair to spoil her presentation.
Margarette watched as toy...er...Tommy...damn-it...Toy...delicately arranged her dress around her before sitting.
"I have to say, this is a bit overwhelming." Margarette finally admitted.
"How so?" Evelynn asked.
"I don't know. I mean, what mother wants to see her son become a sissy?" Margarette muttered.
"I fully understand Margarette. It's not the outcome you envisioned for your son." Douglas was sympathetic. "And I know that it is probably uncomfortable to take in. But you can rest assured that we love Toy very much and will never do anything to hurt her."
"Is that true?" Margarette asked, looking to Tommy...damn-it...Toy.
"Yes. It is." Toy held her tea cup and saucer gently on her lap.
"I know this may be hard to understand. But I am happy here. I never thought it would be this way. When the NSSA&M came to retrieve me after the auction I was scared. But the training was so helpful. I can't imagine my life any other way now." Toy spoke seriously
"But what about the rumors. The mind control drugs making you do these things?" Margarette asked. Her voice a bit desperate.
"There was a drug. It's called Docility. It's not a mind control drug. It's used to help the training process and make it easier for recruits to succeed in the training program." Evelynn answered on behalf of Toy.
"It's frightening...but I want to be a part of my so...um...my daughter's life." Margarette practically whispered. Her tea growing cold.
"And you will be. I said you are family. That you are always welcome here. I meant it. Toy has our love and our marriage to sustain her. But she should also have the love and commitment from you." Evelynn said.
"What about...sex...You're not abusing her are you? Making her do...things she doesn't want?" Margarette asked, more forcefully.
Douglas merely smiled, a reaction Margarette didn't expect. Evelynn sipped her tea.
Toy, however, responded right away. "Mother. Mom...I am a sissy wife. I perform all my wifely duties. And I'll tell you right now...I like it. Mommy and Daddy love me very much...and I love them."
Toy, Evelynn and Douglas all watched the cavalcade of expressions flitter across Margarette's face. Disbelief, fear, concern, and hope before finally settling on acceptance.
"Well, I guess, as long as you are happy...I will be happy for you...all of you."
"Good!" Douglas said jovially. "Now that that's out of the way. What do we want to talk about?"
"Mom, did you buy a house yet?" Toy asked.
"I'm closing on a nice two-bedroom townhouse soon. My annual annuity from...uh...your purchase at auction...held by the escrow account was more than enough. I'm budgeting the rest to live on through the year. Small garden in the back, lots of neighbors. I'll set up one of the rooms for you when you visit. I'm even thinking I can finally get a kitten..."
Evelynn smiled easily as Margarette shared information about her new home and hopes for the future. Such a simple woman having simple want living a simple life. Still, Evelynn knew that Margarette needed time and more importantly, exposure, to become accustomed to Toy being a sissy-wife. More exposure would lead to acceptance. Soon it would become the norm, as if it had always been. Toy would become sissy-daughter to Margarette and the son would be just a fond memory.
Then there were the other benefits. As nobles it would always do well to have another commoner who owed fealty to their house. The accumulation of vassals was just like the accumulation of wealth. Best done steadily over time.
Toy smiled. The change of topic was a good one that brought happiness to her mother. Thanks to Mommy and Daddy buying Toy at auction her mother's financial future was secure. She would never be homeless again. Toy sipped her tea as Mommy Evelynn smiled and Daddy Douglas socialized. Seeing his mother laugh at one of Daddy's quips brought real happiness to Toy.
Toy's shoulders relaxed, replacing stress she barely knew she was carrying with relief.
Everything was going to be alright
**
3 MONTHS
Toy was going to miss summer. Her wedding to Baronet and Baronetess Williams had occurred at the end of spring. Toy had experienced a summer of ecstasy with her dominant owners. Her dominant-husband and dominant-wife.
Currently Toy was fulfilling her favorite duty. Serving Mommy and Daddy as their sissy-wife sex-toy.
The start of the evening was always the same. Toy knelt before her Daddy and his dominant-dick and sucked it to her heart's content. The massive meaty cock was fully in her throat now after having bobbed up and down for many minutes pleasuring her daddy with her talented mouth and tongue.
Toy hummed. Technically now it was her experienced mouth and tongue. After 3 months of sucking cock, she knew intimately what drove her Daddy wild. Toy gave it her all. When Daddy wanted her to stop, he would tap her on the head, or even push her head back, forcing her back and his cock up, out, and free from her wet warm oral cavity. When he did stop her, when he was close to cumming, she would sit back on her heels and panties and wait patiently.
Then Mommy and Daddy would make love. Watching Mommy and Daddy make love was so hot. Toy's nipples aroused and erect, sometimes almost painfully. Her tiny penis also painfully denied erection in its chastity cage. Daddy not stopping until mommy had her orgasm.
Toy "Mmmmm'd" again at the thought. She'd soon savor mommy's cream pie. One part Daddy's savory cum, 1 part Mommy's sweet nectar.
Best desert ever.
Getting Daddy hard so he could fuck Mommy and drive Mommy to rapture was a duty and a privilege for Toy. Mommy lay waiting in bed for Daddy to be ready. She was reading as she waited, her beautiful expression one of concentration as she was reading a work-related document. Her dominant appearance enhanced by the reading glasses she was wearing and her brunette hair tied back in a ponytail.
Mommy was so beautiful!
Daddy had been distracted as well. When Toy bobbed back up his cock and glanced up his muscular torso, trying to make eye contact, trying to excite him, he seemed lost in thought. Toy moaned heavily as Daddy's cock slid back down her mouth and throat. On a whim Toy reached out one hand and gently stroked daddy's smooth scrotum holding his massive testicles. She did not expect what happened next.
Daddy came!
Daddy came hard!
Daddy was cumming down Toy's Throat!
Oh no! Toy was ruining the evening!
Then things got desperate.
Toy didn't expect Daddy to cum. He gave no indication and she was also trying to take a shallow breath when he came. Toy had been working on her breathing technique, drawing air with Daddy's dick deep down her throat was difficult. But now that he was cumming, Daddy's cum was going down the wrong pipe!
Toy's bodies automatic responses did her no favors. Her body betrayed her as her gag reflex, non-existent since her training days at the NSSA&M Boot Camp, came roaring back. Toy reared back to spit out the giant cylinder of daddy's cock that her body was currently trying to swallow. Saliva and cum and mucus were drawn up from Toy's throat as more cum filled her mouth. As she coughed, cum spewed from her nose and sinuses. Mucus and cum snorting obscenely from her nostrils. Another blast of cum from Daddy's dick spewed onto her face as more cum and mucus was coughed up
Once the cock was free from her mouth Daddy reacted quickly. Toy was spun around. Daddy put her into a Heimlich maneuver. Toy coughed and hacked nauseatingly, her lungs heaved, her ribs in agony and her throat felt raw and rough, trying to expel the misdirected cum. Daddy waited to see if he was needed or if Toy would recover on her own.
Toy was miserable. Daddy's cum should go down her throat to her tummy, not down the wrong pipe to her lungs. Daddy Douglas' massive load was grossly hacked up as Toy made disgusting vomiting sounds.
Once she recovered enough Toy was horrified. No doubt, she had ruined their evening. Toy wallowed in shame and cum and snot, waiting, fearing her punishment.
**
Pillow Talk
"I'm sorry Toy. I've withheld some information from you. I never wanted you to worry your pretty little head. But...maybe it's better for you to know." Evelynn confided.
"Know what?" Toy asked, her small soft voice full of wonder. Surprisingly, Mommy and Daddy were not mad. Just concerned. They helped toy into the shower and let her clean up. She was helped into one of Mommy's nighties (as Toy didn't have any of her own) and settled into Mommy's and Daddy's embrace.
They still wanted her in the middle of them as they prepared for sleep.
"The stem cells to cause growth of a larger penis did not include larger testicles. The human trials were satisfied with the growth of their cocks, but now their balls look disproportionately small in comparison."
Toy nodded her head, following along.
"Three years ago, Douglas and I finalized the first iteration of stem cells that would cause the growth of larger more productive testicles. The testing went smoothly and with the accelerated test schedule for new commercial products, advanced quickly to human testing."
"What happened?" Toy asked, still full of wonder...and worry.
"The first iteration was...not without its problems. It was too powerful. Volunteers from the first human trials experienced growth and size increases along the lines expected, but there was also a side effect. Larger balls acted suspiciously like a fertility booster/virility enhancer. As size increased, production of sperm increased as well. And as sperm production increased there was a sympathetic increase in testosterone production." Evelynn looked to Toy, who looked back in fascination.
"It caused Hyper-virility and increased male fertility above and beyond all previously known levels. It was off the charts."
Toy gasped is shock.
"That is why you need to drain Daddy's balls twice a day or he will begin to suffer painful swelling from excess cum storage and the other typical indications from lack of release."
"I can do it mommy. I can help Daddy." Toy announced with great seriousness.
Evelynn Laughed. "You are not doing this alone Toy. I'm doing my part as well. And we have a staff felatrix at work to drain Douglas' balls there. Usually at midday to evenly spread out his relief."


"That's good. A paid worker to help Daddy."
"Uh...actually I think she's an intern." Evelynn admitted slightly embarrassed.
"You mean she doesn't get paid?" Toy asked incredulously.
"She's a lab assistant. She gets college credit." Evelynn replied, defensively.
"I have another confession to make. Douglas' condition was one of the primary reasons we purchased a sissy. At first, I was doing it all alone. Douglas was wearing me out. I couldn't keep up with the demands of his production or his increased libido. We hired concubines and service providers for quite a while, but his hyper-virility posed the risk of overwhelming a service provider's birth-control. We really don't want any more children."
"As his production increased and his stamina grew there was also a shortening of his refractory period. The average male in Allegoria has a 15--20-minute refractory period before he can perform again sexually."
Toy nodded as she followed along.
"Douglas is down to under 5 minutes."
Toy gasped again in shock.
"There is also his increased semen production. Before the human trials Douglas was measured as producing about 4 milliliters of semen. A completely normal amount given the average human produces between 1.5-5 milliliters, or somewhere between 1/3 to 1 teaspoon per ejaculation. After the initial growth spurt..."
Toy giggled...'spurt'.
"...there was an immediate increase to 10 milliliters, or about 2 teaspoons, as expected. But..."
Toy felt fear for her Daddy's safety growing.
"...all the charts are now showing a linear increase over time. His sperm production just over the past 9 months had an average increase of about 7 milliliters every month. Douglas had gone from producing 4 milliliters to 10 milliliters of cum, and now, 18 months later he is producing about 120 milliliters of cum each time. That's about 24 teaspoons or a 1/4 pint of cum per emission."
"That's...horrible?" Toy was confused and frightened. 24 teaspoons of cum, four times a day. It boggled the mind!
"The real problem isn't how much cum he produces. It's how much cum he is capable of storing." Evelynn explained. "Douglas' epididymis had initially developed in size just enough to hold the extra sperm. But it did not keep up with the continued growth of his testicles or their sperm production."
"I got it! If Daddy doesn't empty his balls and spew enough cum, his balls would swell up and burst." Toy exclaimed in horror.
"That's right. His epididymis can hold about 100 ml of cum. At 120 ml he starts to feel pain. He needs to ejaculate often enough or suffer the consequences of distension, swelling, coagulation, and other unfortunate side effects." Evelynn added.
"That is why I need to drain Daddy's balls twice a day so he won't suffer painful swelling from blue balls." Toy replied, emphasizing her understanding.
"That's why Douglas need's his balls drained four times a day." Evelynn corrected. "He is producing nearly one pint of cum every 24 hours."
Toy's face went pale at the thought.
"There is still one more thing you should know."
"What's that Mommy?"
"Your butt plug."
"My plug?"
"Yes, your plug is also a device used to measure the amount of cum Douglas is producing. Accuracy is important. We can't tolerate guessing or estimating. The plug has an ultrasonic system that can measure to the fraction of a milli-liter the exact volume of cum deposited."
"I thought it was so daddy's cum wouldn't leak out."
"Sure, there's that, but it's more important we continue to track his sperm production so we know that he is not retaining cum to a level dangerous to his reproductive health."
"But what about when he cums inside you?" Toy asked. She had eaten Mommies Cream Pie so many times now... "Isn't that accounted for?"
"You probably never saw it. When you are cleaning daddy off, sucking his cock after we make love I have a small portable sonogram in my nightstand. It's about the size of a hockey puck. I place it on my tummy just above my pubic bone and in line with my uterus. The algorithm is optimized for me. Sound waves measure to the nearest fraction of a milliliter the amount of cum Douglas has ejaculated inside me."
"Oh wow."
"It's linked to the house server and the data goes straight to the algorithm for inclusion into the data set. It's how we have been accurately monitoring his production increases over time."
"Wait. What about the intern?" Toy asked.
"Oh. She provides oral stimulation and spits in a measuring cup. The sample taken at the lab is also used to test sperm health, virility, and motility, and a few other important things. Hormone levels and so on."
Mommy seemed to be slowly falling asleep as her answers came slower and softer.
"But Mommy, if his production is increasing, will I need to...do it more...with Daddy?"
"Mmm. Yes...Soon...you may have to help with release...more often..." Evelynn sighed. Toy knew mommy had fallen asleep. It was late after all.
Toy meanwhile felt wide awake. She could feel her brain as it seemed to wobble at the amazing information she was hearing. It was practically overwhelming. And her penis, trapped in her chastity cage, which had started to flag and become flaccid from exhaustion was once again raging tightly against its implacable confines.
It was a long time until before her brain became tired, exhaustion finally caught her and Toy finally fell asleep.
**
The next morning Toy acted with a renewed sense of purpose. Daddy needed her! He needed her help! She was determined to do all she could to help Daddy until Mommy and Daddy could find a cure.
When Daddy woke her up in the morning Toy, despite being sleepy and her ribs still hurting from the previous evening, embraced her Daddy. Toy submitted to her Daddy as he positioned her exactly how he wanted. On her knees, her head pressed down onto the pillow, her bottom elevated to receive Daddy's dick. Toy sighed with pleasure as daddy pulled out her butt plug and moaned as Daddy's dick entered her ass.
The stretching...the fullness...the pressure...the friction...Toy's soft sighs and moans of pleasure and submission...heavenly!
Toy pushed back against Daddy's driving cock as he bottomed out inside her tight velvety ass. She squeezed her sphincter muscles as tight as she could to milk Daddy's cock and stroke it with her muscular tight ring, urging Daddy to cum inside her and feel the relief he needed from storing and carrying such a large load.
Daddy's driving dick and Toy's bouncing bottom soon caused Mommy to wake. Like all the other times Mommy smiled at the both of them before simply rising, stretching, escaping to the master bathroom for her morning ablutions and routines, leaving Toy and Daddy to their efforts. Now alone together in the master bedroom, on the king-sized master bed, Daddy was driving hard into Toy seeking relief, using Toy to satisfy his carnal desires. His masculine aggression soon had Toy moaning like a whore in heat!
Toy could feel Daddy's balls slap against her taint every time Daddy bottomed out inside her. His pendulous pair, hanging low and swinging like a wrecking ball...err...balls...just missed striking the base ring of her chastity cage. And to think that before she ever met Daddy (according to Mommy) his balls had originally been the size of ping pong balls. Now, the racquetball size testicles and their massive load of stored cum reminded her of his dominance. Her own tiny testicles, nestled in their purple velvet chastity pouch were insignificant in comparison.
Toy and Daddy fucked hard. many minutes went by as Toy's pounding continued. Toy never wavered as she pushed back against Daddy's dominance with vigor. Just as Mommy exited the bathroom, finished with her morning routine and ready to get dressed first Daddy and then Toy came.
Daddy bottomed out hard on Toy's bottom and Toy pushed back with all the strength she could muster. She flexed her nearly ruined and exhausted sphincter doing everything she could to drain Daddy's balls. Her own orgasm erupted deep inside her. The pleasure of fullness, the friction on her prostate, the warmth of cum filling her deepest void exploded in orgasmic rapture. Toy blissed out and lost all sense of self. There was only Daddy and Daddy's dick!
**
6 MONTHS
Toy's Stories. The Covfefe Shop.
Toy provided her drink order and performed the biometric payment. It was hard to imagine how back in their grandparent's day people actually had to use plastic cards with their account numbers on them to pay for goods and services. Even today, only the old-timers used their phones to link to an account to pay their bills.
Toy merely looked into the camera on the register and her face was her identification. Toy appreciated that her owner-husband and owner-wife had set up an account for her. Most active service providers were completely dependent on their customers or owners to pay.
Toy joined her group at one of the tables in a side nook. Her owner-wife, Mommy, had insisted that she join a support group. Toy, once a month, was allowed to meet with other sissy-wives, arranged male brides, sissy service providers, and other feminized service providers. The group met in a side room of a coffee shop owned by Marci, and former sissified service provider who used her severance money at the completion of her term of service to open up her own business. The Gurls all appreciated the ability to meet in public, in a friendly safe venue and even share their real names or service provided names (as sissies have no shame and no legal reason to be embarrassed) and share their stories and support each other in their daily journeys.
Toy loved the atmosphere of the private shop. It wasn't some soulless corporate store. Judging from the comfy sofa's, cushions, mis-matched and random chairs, the acoustic guitarist off in the corner providing entertainment, busking for tips. The overall atmosphere was eclectic. It had a cozy; comfortable vibe people seem to like.
The shop was actually quite crowded today. It's location letting it cater to people from all walks of life. It was near the legal and financial sector of the city as well as near enough to the NSSA&M National Brothel to serve as a rendezvous point for couples' intent on slaking their elevated passions.
"Taya...Tya...Tina...Tara...Toy..." The barista called out the name.
Toy approached the counter. Service here was so fast. Instead, she bumped into another woman, reaching for two hot beverages.
"Um. I'm Taya. Are these mine or yours?" The woman asked.
"I'm Toy." Toy replied and looked to the barista in confusion.
The barista checked the order. Toy looked to Taya, embarrassed. She guessed the woman was about 5'8". She wore flats compared to Toy's heels making her about even in height to Toy. She was very pretty. It sounded like she had a bit of a New York accent, judging by what Toy knew from TV. It became apparent the drinks were for her. There were two beverages while Toy had only ordered the one. Both Taya and Toy and the barista made polite and casual apologies for the confusion as Taya took her drinks leaving Toy still waiting for hers.
Toy watched as Taya took the drinks to a table where a younger woman, perhaps her daughter sat. Toy guessed the girl was a teenager, sitting in a casually awkward position that probably gave old people cramps just thinking about it.
Toy was pleased that her drink was next. The strawberry infusions were heavenly. The service was fast and the drinks were wonderful. She used a simple thumb print to acknowledge receipt of her order, assuring that payment would process. Scammers always tried to scan people's faces and steal funds. The two-step biometric authentication was usually enough to prevent it.
Toy returned to her group. No other patrons joined them. The riot of pastel colors, bows and ribbons, and most significantly, petticoats and aprons, clearly differentiated this group from the average civilian customer. There really was no mistaking a gathering of sissies for anything else.
Toy blended in with her group so well. Her pinafore-Lolita style dress with petticoats were so pretty and so comfortable. The apron with its convenient pockets. She only had on 3" glossy kitten heels with a top buckle that were high enough to give her a perfect sissy posture, and were just so cute as part of her overall ensemble. Toy noted that even her twin pony-tails on each side of her head were not really outstanding in a group of girls sporting pigtails, ponytails, elaborate rings and curls, and the various other sissified hairstyles. Her Lolita style bonnet with elaborate lace details wasn't even unique in this gathering.
The overtly girly fashions were supplemented by the typical cheerleader, schoolgirl, and even street-walker outfits of service providers taking their breaks.
The other gurls had all found their places and received their orders and the casual conversations slowly petered out. Maybe 15 gurls made it today, a good turnout. It was fun talking with the other sissies, both free and those still in service. Today, it was Toy's turn to share a story. Sitting shoulder to shoulder in a cuddle circle (Sissies really didn't have much in the way of personal boundaries) Toy began her story.
"I call this story, 'Meeting the intern at Daddy's work'."
**
Toy followed the directions from the front desk when she checked in and received her visitors badge. The laminate pass looked so official clipped to the bosom of her sexy nurse's uniform. The starched white uniform mini dress; short sleeved with a glittery red cross on her left bosom, her crisp red petticoats peeking out below the hem of the starched white dress, her white stockings, red heels, red apron and crisp white uniform hat with its red cross made of glitter. It made her feel so...professional. Meanwhile her lingerie underneath her uniform, her red garter belt and suspender straps, red thong panty and red lace bra made her feel so...naughty.
Toy followed the directions and found Daddy's lab quickly and was pleased when her badge let her into the secure room. Once in the lab she was startled to see a naked girl, on her knees, fellating her daddy.
Toy watched silently, unsure if she should interrupt and announce her presence. They both seemed focused and didn't see her enter.
Toy's professional training allowed her to quickly evaluate the blow job the intern was performing.
It looked weak.
Clearly the girl was untrained.
She didn't use enough tongue, she barely took 1/3 of Daddy's shaft in her mouth and none down her throat, she relied too much on her free hand stroking the lubricated cock to provide stimulation. Her other hand held some sort of beaker at the ready, no doubt to catch the cum.
It took quite a while until Daddy grunted and the intern let the cock slip from her mouth and direct the head of the cock into the beaker. She continued to stroke furiously as daddy's cum issued forth in strong, massive spurts. It took nearly a full minute until he stopped cumming. The beaker was practically half full of semen.
Toy Sighed. I could've done a better job in half the time, she thought. Her sigh caught the attention of the intern and her Daddy.
"Toy, you made it. Did you bring it?" Douglas asked, happy to see his sissy-wife.
Toy smiled warmly at her daddy and held up the lunch she had brought. The lunch her Daddy forgot to bring with him when he left for work that morning. Mommy had told Toy that Daddy was on a strict high protein diet.
"I can do better than that." Toy mumbled petulantly. She was annoyed that someone other than Mommy or her was giving her owner-husband sexual relief.
Daddy Douglas merely chuckled. "I'm sure you can sweetie." Daddy was pulling his boxer shorts and pants back up. The intern merely walked naked (except for the lab shoes on her feet and knee pads on her knees) with the beaker of cum over to a table with lots of medical stuff on it. Toy had no idea what she was looking at.
"Why is she naked Daddy?" Toy asked.
"Compassionate medical care. Psychology. Straight men enjoy the image of a naked woman on her knees sucking their cock. It plays into their fantasies and helps them perform. Makes obtaining the sample that much easier." Toy didn't expect the intern to answer. She asked her daddy, not some random girl handing out blowjobs in the middle of a lab. Random girls handing out random blowjobs in the middle of a lab was really no basis for a...wait...
Toy looked again at the girl. Toy swore she knew her from somewhere. She looked so familiar. And her voice. Where have I heard that voice before? After only a few moments of contemplation Toy had an epiphany. She recognized the girl!
Toy actually Gasp! The intern is Rebecca Jones. The most popular girl in high school! Captain of the Cheer Squad! They were in the same graduating class!
Anger and loathing swelled inside Toy's bosom. She had long suppressed the hatred she felt for Becky and her clique and the bullying she had to endure at their hands. The popular girls' squad that had made high school so miserable for her and so many others.
And now here, today, she finds her mortal enemy, on her knees, giving blow jobs. Toy wanted to laugh with glee. How the mighty have fallen.
"I see you did well for yourself Becky." Toy started, her voice sibilant with righteous anger. Toy knew Rebecca hated that name. Becky had tormented him as Tommy for most of his high school career.
"Do I know you?" Becky asked, confused. She looked again at Toy as if seeing her for the first time, a sissy dressed in a fetish nurse uniform.
"You don't recognize me? You would bully me all through school." Toy declared.
"I never bullied anyone." Becky answered.
"Uh-huh. Denial? Sure... so how does it feel to suck dick for a living?" Toy accused.
"You're one to talk." Becky replied smoothly. Her expression one of confusion that soon blossomed into recognition.
"Wait. You're little Tommy, the introvert-pervert. I see you did well for yourself too." Becky stated sharply.
"I'm not a pervert." Toy was immediately on the defensive. She hated that name! "You started that rumor. You and your bully friends." Toy's sissy voice quavering with anger.
"Really?" Becky replied again, her expression of contempt as her eyes gestured up and down Toy's feminized sissy nurse uniform. "You're the little pervert that was found hiding in the girl's locker room."
Toy seethed.
"Is someone going to tell me what happened or do I have to get HR involved?" Douglas asked.
"One day at school, for no reason whatsoever, some members of the football team grabbed me. Including Becky's quarterback boyfriend. They put a bag over my head and carried me somewhere. They stripped me of my clothes. Then the bullies forced me into a spare cheer uniform, tied me up with bras and panties from the cheer team lockers, stuffed someone's panties into my mouth, blind-folded me with a truly massive brassiere and stuffed me into a locker."
"I have no idea how long I was in there. I lost track of time and started to pass out. Suddenly the locker door was yanked open and I collapsed. It turns out that I was in the girl's locker room. The cheerleaders had just come back in from practice and one of them had opened the locker. When I fell, I very nearly hit my head on a bench."
"So, I'm lying there on the locker room floor. But did anyone help me? No! All I hear are girls laughing at me. Someone got angry and blamed me for stealing and ruining their bras and panties. The biggest girl on the team had pulled me over her lap and spanked me, punishing me."
Becky just stood there, unmoved. Listening.
"Your boyfriend was the one who stuffed me in that locker. I could've died." Toy finished.
"Lies, damn lies, slander and calumny." Becky replied smoothly. "You want to know about bullying? Try being accused of being a slut and being easy. You know what that does to a girl's reputation? Who started that rumor I wonder?"


Toy felt as if her claws were ready to come out. "Liar. You're the one who was sucking off the football team after every meet." Toy accused again, her voice sibilant with anger.
"You mean the same thing you were accused of doing?" Becky charged. "Besides, she spanked you because she thought you were sucking off her boyfriend." Becky supplied, unhelpfully.
"Girls, Girls, Girls, what is going on here?" Douglas, like many men, didn't want to get involved in a cat fight, but he reached a point where he had to intervene. Watching his sissy-wife Toy squaring off against the intern and lab assistant was not how he thought this day would go. This kind of behavior was completely inappropriate for a work environment.
"She started it." Toy charged, weakly, as now she risked Daddy's disapproval.
"When? I'm just processing these samples when you attacked me." Becky replied evenly.
An awkward pause filled the room as Douglas replayed the altercation in his mind and tried to figure out what was going on. The pressure in the room was palpable. Under the pressure of silent tension, Toy broke first.
"She started it...back in high school." Toy murmured.
Douglas didn't have time for Drama.
"I don't care what happened two years ago when you were in school. You are both adults now."
To Rebecca he stated "Toy is my sissy wife and will be accorded the respect due her station..."
Rebecca smiled. A sissy, culturally, was considered as the most subordinate person in polite societies hierarchy.
To Toy he stated, "and Rebecca is my summer intern. She is a college student, pre-med, among the top of her class. She intends to specialize in reproductive medicine. You will defer to her as you should any free young woman in society."
Toy wilted as her Daddy laid down the law. He just affirmed that Toy would have to defer to Rebecca, and be respectful.
"Does she have to be the one to suck your cock. Can't I do it for you?" Toy whined.
Douglas blinked.
Rebecca merely smirked. "You just proved me right."
"Said the girl who just had a cock in her mouth."
"GIRLS! Stop this nonsense now!" Douglas roared.
"But she's my mortal enemy." Toy whispered, now fearful of her Daddy's temper. She feared that she was so getting spanked for this.
"Aren't you a little young to have a mortal enemy." Rebecca taunted.
"I don't care how this came to pass or what drama you went through back in school. You are both adults now and will get along. Now kiss and make up." Douglas commanded. His tone would brook no further discussion.
Douglas glared at Toy, his expression commanding her to apologize first.
"I'm sorry. I shouldn't let the past affect my present. You are obviously doing well for yourself, studying to become a doctor." Toy hated that she had to apologize.
"I see you've done well for yourself too. Tommy was such a loser. As Toy you are now a wealthy kept sissy and sissy-wife living a life of leisure and pleasure." Rebecca was enjoying 'apologizing' to Toy. The little sissies fit of pique was laughable.
Daddy merely sighed in exasperation. "Rebecca, why don't you show Toy what you are doing with the samples. It might be educational for her."
"Of course, Dr. Williams." Rebecca answered sweetly. She knew she had just won the argument. Not that she could ever lose to a sissy anyway.
Toy obediently joined Becky at the lab station. "Shouldn't you put some clothes on now?" Toy asked. "I have a spare pair of panties if you need them. Is a thong ok?" Her anger still simmered. She never thought obedience to her Daddy would ever be hard.
"Hmm...oh..." Becky slipped on a white lab coat, but let it hang open, loosely. "I need to get these samples processed quickly. Also, the other three participants will be here soon. I'll need to collect their samples as well. I usually just get dressed after. Saves time."
"What participants?"
"Of the initial human trials. There were four, including Dr, Williams. These four men are the only ones affected by the first iteration of the testicle enhancement stem cells."
"The ones who suffer from continuous growth?" Toy asked.
"Yes."
Toy watched as Becky divided up the quarter pint of cum from the beaker into smaller doses, some into test tubes, others into vials, or onto slides, or ampoules...
"Where does this all go?" Toy asked. Her righteous fury against her mortal enemy being overcome by her natural curiosity and concern for her Daddy.
"Before I divided up the sample, the beaker was in this device here, which weighed and measured the volume as well as gave a sperm count. These samples here are going for a sperm motility test...that checks how well the sperm move, these samples here are going for sperm morphology...that's shape and size of the sperm, these samples here are going for pH testing, those there are going for genetic sequence testing, those over there go to check hormone levels, those over here are for..."
Toy lost the ability to follow along. Wow! Who knew there was so many tests one could do on sperm. Science was hard. She wondered if a taste test was one of the tests and giggled at the thought.
"What's so funny?" Becky asked.
"Oh...I was just admiring your work" Toy lied "It looks...complicated."
"Not really. I aced all my sciences in school. Biology, anatomy, chemistry...I was valedictorian you know." Becky replied sternly.
Toy responded carefully. Her daddy had ordered her to get along after all. Obedience to her daddy was important, no matter how hard!
"There was a rumor that you were getting good grades in exchange for...um...other...favors." Toy sounded polite even though she was still trying to provoke Becky.
Becky finished dividing up the samples and placing them in their respective analyzers before turning to confront Tommy...er...Toy.
"I never said that" Toy spoke nervously, sensing Becky's anger "But other people...did."
"I earned all my grades. I was still a virgin when I graduated." Becky was staring down Toy, daring her to challenge her.
"Oh...I didn't know that." Toy folded, unable to argue. "Everyone thought you were...active. You dated the quarterback."
"Roy? He only cared for sports. He wanted to do more but I wanted to remain a virgin."
"So, you never had sex? With anyone?"
"No. I kept Roy happy with butt-stuff. I'm staying a virgin for marriage." Becky replied firmly.
Toy was unable to parse or process Becky's dubious definition of 'virgin'. How could Becky be Valedictorian and not know how virginity worked?
"Why did you volunteer for the National Auction?" Becky asked, turning the interrogation back onto Toy.
"Umm...well, I was...I mean...I needed a job. I couldn't fine one after graduation. Mom and I needed the money. I hoped to be purchased into an apprenticeship of some sort. But..." Toy gestured to her sissified and feminized state.
"Are you happy?" Becky asked again.
Was she less angry? She sounded less angry. It had to be a ploy.
"Oh yes. Very happy! Being married is just so...intense. Mommy and Daddy love me so much! I mean, I never thought I'd end up like this, and I guess all the training I got at the Bimbo Lottery Boot Camp really helped me to embrace becoming a sissy. It's, like, my whole purpose in life. My reason for being!" Toy's enthusiasm was evident. Oblivious to how her training provided her all the answers.
"Well, I'm glad for you then. You found your place." Becky smirked as she belittled Toy.
Still, even though she tried to be mean, seeing Tommy as a sissy, so happy, despite her bizarre situation, was infectious.
**
Toy wound down her story to the rapt attention of her audience.
"Did they spank you for misbehavior?" One of the gurls asked.
"Yes! Both mommy and daddy really disciplined me later that night. They spanked me as soon as we got home and Daddy told Mommy so she spanked me too. Then when Daddy was fucking me later that night his lap was striking my bottom so hard it was like getting spanked all over again. I was so disrespectful to that girl. But I learned my lesson and will never act out again." Toy replied, embarrassed. She felt warmth in her bottom just relating this part of the story.
"Did you get in trouble with the NSSA&M?" Another asked.
"Um...no... I mean, I did get called in to an interview with Dr. Pat Agonia..."
"Don't call her that, she hates that. It's Patricia." Someone called out. Several other sissies nodded their heads in agreement. The NSSA&M lead staff psychologist was known for being...particular.
"With Patricia Agonia," Toy amended "and then I had some blood drawn at the lab, and an MRI, but that was all." Toy answered.
More questions followed and Toy did her best to answer each one. Eventually side conversations started, the gurls broke up into smaller more intimate conversations and Toy's presentation was finished.
Toy socialized for a while as she finished her drink. As the group slowly broke apart and the sissies started leaving, Toy wondered about all her fellow sissies. All collared and licensed with their NSSA&M Charms clearly displayed. A group of young, feminized sissies all struggling to make their way in a cold and indifferent world. The free gurls were going home, or on about their way. The active-duty sissy service providers were probably making their way to their next appointment.
Toy called for an auto-car to bring her home. Mommy and Daddy would not allow her to stay out late without one of them accompanying her. Toy needed to get home in time for dinner. While Mommy and Daddy kept her tightly controlled as a sissy-wife, she knew it was for her own good and in her own best interest. She only felt the love and warmth of a gurl who was kept so well by a loving dominant couple.
**
ONE YEAR
Toy's First Anniversary
Toy stood helpless in the shower. Her arms locked in cuffs and stretched above her head. Mommy and Daddy had her placed in their master bathroom shower. Every month, Mommy would unlock Toy's cage for hygiene and inspections.
The problem began after about 7 months. The cage was not as tight. Her penis would still swell with near perpetual arousal, but the compression was less painful. Toy mentioned this to Mommy and Daddy. They tracked her size and documented the shrinkage and now it was time to do something about it.
"Your penis has shrunken. Before you had a tiny penis, but now, thanks to this cage and your submissive acceptance, it is even smaller. You need a smaller tighter cage to replace it."
A New smaller cage. Not a tubular design like her wedding chastity cage but a cupped plate design. Even the base ring was smaller. Re-sized as Mommy called it. Mommy was so proud of Toy.
"This is wonderful Toy. Now it's becoming more like a sissy-clitty that a penis. This is good. With a newer smaller cage your panties will fit better without even the slightest hint of chastity bulge. It's a sign of your continuing femininity."
Mommy held up the cage for Toy to view.
The cage looked shield shaped. Toy could easily see that it was meant to lay flat under her panties. There were arcs and curves on the sides that looked like they would match the curve of her upper thighs.
The jewelry was also magnificent. The shield section was embossed with precious gems that formed a bejeweled replica of the Williams family crest. Glittering in the light, the gems were a statement piece of her owner's wealth and power.
"Think of this new cage as a gift for your first anniversary"
Mommy slipped the base ring onto Toy's flaccid penis. Mommy had used ice to quench Toy's arousal enabling an easier fit. One the golden base ring was on Mommy slipped Toy's reduced penis...err...her sissy clitty into the shield portion. It was as tight feeling now as her first cage had been a year ago. Toy worried about further shrinkage over the next year.
The heart shaped padlock that secured her previous cage was not used. Instead, an integral lock securely fastened to two pieces together, returning Toy to her state of chastity.
When toy did don panties later, it was just as Mommy had said. Under panties she no longer had a small embarrassing penis bulge, but rather the flat cage provided the impression of a woman's vulva. Even her shrunken testicles were obscured by the flat shield.
Mommy had smaller purple felt pouches to contain Toys tiny testicles. "You know these also help prevent chafing."
Finally, Mommy held up Toy's wedding chastity cage and placed it in Toy's jewelry box. It was given pride of place in the upper chest portion sitting on her jewelry stand. The glimmer of the diamonds from the indirect task lighting sparkling like stars.
As always, Toy felt a deep sense of satisfaction and commitment to her dominant Mommy and Daddy. Her Chastity was ensured and her devotion to as sissy-wife was above reproach.
Toy finished dressing. Her heels were made for dancing and her little black dress flattered her fully feminine figure. Mommy and Daddy were taking her out to dinner and a club to celebrate their first year together. Even Mother was invited and would meet them at the restaurant.
Toy sighed with contentment and joy. She truly had found her place and happiness.
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Toy's Stories. Helping Others.
Douglas and Evelynn Williams, Baronet and Baronetess.
Their wedding anniversary. Not Toy's Sissy Anniversary, rather Mommy and Daddy's wedding anniversary. And they were taking it without Toy.
Toy wasn't sure how she felt about that.
Devastated to not be included. Happy for them and their many years together. It was obvious that they were both still in love with each other even after 25 years.
Their adult children had both moved out of the house before Toy was even in the picture. She hadn't met them. A son and a daughter. Both living on their own and beginning their careers.
Toy felt left out and lonely hearing the news. Naturally, Mommy solved it right away.
Toy would go stay with her mother for the three days Douglas and Evelynn were vacationing abroad.
"But who will help you with Daddy?" Toy whined. Daddy's balls needed to be drained four times a day.
"I'm sure I'll mange just fine." Evelynn replied as she supervised Toy packing her suitcase. "After 25 years together, I know what he likes and I'm sure I will survive 4 times a day for 3 days until we get back."
"Besides, I don't want you left unattended for all those days."
**
Spa Day with Mother.
Toy was excited. Not sexually, but for her mother. Mommy and Daddy had left money in Toy's FacePay account. Toy had asked and Douglas and Evelynn agreed. Toy would treat her mother while staying with her. Toy smiled thinking about the plans she was ready to share.
"A spa Day?" Margarette asked.
Toy and Margarette felt the Auto-car slow down as they arrived at their destination.
"Yes. And you'll love it. Have you never pampered yourself?"
"Well, not like this. I could never afford it." The building housing the spa was modern steel and glass. Deep in the heart of the capitol city the few skyscrapers mingled with older more historic buildings. The hustle and bustle of the city evident by the large population.
The spa they arrived at was considered one of the finest in the country, with reservations and waiting lists for an appointment. Toy didn't feel the least bit guilty using Mommy and Daddy's titles to jump to the head of the line and score an appointment for two.
"We are going love it. We'll have the best time together." Toy smiled as she dragged her mother by her hand into the building. Checking in was easy, Toy had confirmed their appointments and the deluxe day treatment package for the two of them. Toy and Margarette followed the assistant to a changing room where they left their clothes and donned bathrobes.
"We don't get many sissies in here." The assistant, a young woman commented, noting the intake forms as well as Toy's gem encrusted coat-of-arms chastity cage, locked around and hiding her shrunken and raging sissy-clitty. Toy's permanently aroused nipples poking large in the open air. Her otherwise perfect feminine figure indistinguishable from any fit and firm college aged woman.
"My Husband and Wife own me and have sponsored this day for us." Toy replied easily, both for the assistant's benefit and her mother's. Toy felt her conditioning embarrass and arouse her at the same time. Her cage felt sooo tight!
Sissies had no legal reason to feel embarrassed out and about in the wild, but customers loved and had positively reviewed feminized service providers who blushed with embarrassment and shame and part of bimbo boot camp conditioned a sissy emotionally. What the customer was willing to pay for, the customer got.
"And will you be wearing this the whole time as well?" The assistant indicated Toy's collar.
Toy fingered her state mandated National Social Services Maintenance and Acquisition department official license and public crossdressing permit charm attached to her collar.
"Yes Miss, it's required by law. Also, it's locked on. I don't want anyone to be surprised that I'm a sissy and not a genetic girl."
"But wont the collar get dirty?"
"Not likely. It has a hydrophobic coating that repels all water. It's almost impossible to get dirty." Toy replied. Besides, Toy liked the way her diamonds sparkled. Her collar, her chastity...her golden butt plug and its large solitaire diamond.
"Well then, let's get started." Toy noted Margarette's hesitancy and smirked. She was going to love this!
First came the awkward stuff. Laser hair removal for mother (Toy's hair below her head and eyebrows had long since been permanently removed by the NSSA&M at boot camp). And then again for only her mother, a bikini wax. Margarette hadn't wanted all her womanly bush eliminated, although the laser had reduced it greatly to a neat and trim triangle. Waxing the last of it away left her mother blushing and embarrassed.
After that were body scrubs to exfoliate and remove skin cells. Scented candles for aromatherapy were lit as the attendants worked their bodies.
A white white-wine colonic irrigation left them both clean inside (though toy always was anyway) and buzzed from the alcohol absorbed by their colons. The spa technician giggle having to remove the plug. She giggled again afterwards, reinserting it.
The next station was seaweed body wraps to detoxify and hydrate the skin. The warm nutrient dense seaweed paste opened pores to help deliver nutrients and improve skin health. Toy found the warmth, especially after the enema to be sleep inducing. She took a nap.
They were then given warm water cleansing rinse and water infused with Acai was served for hydration and health. After all, as everyone knows, it's important to stay hydrated!
Classic facials followed that; cleansing, exfoliating, and moisturizing based on their skin types. Being mother and sissy-son their skin types matched, of course.
After that they both had a Swedish massage, in a couple's room, side by side, Toy on one table and Margarette on another. Drinking their infusions Margarette and Toy carried on an easy conversation. Toy could tell her mother liked this part the best. Both of them had muscular masseurs, handsome men provide treatment consisting of a gentle yet firm massage using long strokes and kneading to relieve tension and improve circulation. The massage oil, scented, was also moisturizing for their skin.
The final step was the beauty salon for hair styling and cosmetic make-overs. Toy had booked the lead cosmetician to give her mother the best service. Toy booked a less experienced cosmetician for herself. Her preferred youthful sissy service presentation didn't really need an expert to apply.
Toy noted how Margarette was glowing with vitality and looked stunning after their day. They had spent about 4 hours overall. The final act was still waiting.
"Where are my clothes?" Margarette asked.
"Surprise! I bought us both new outfits to go with our new looks!"
Toy held out a garment bag to her mother. Margarette, opening the bag found an amazing little black dress. Toy then provided her a shoe box containing matching black high heel shoes. Another shopping bag held brand new lingerie; a strapless brassiere, panties, and stay-up thigh high stocking.
"But what will you wear?"
"I have the same style everything, dress, shoes and lingerie, but in white. We will look amazing for the next part of our day." Toy preferred white. Not only did she like it as her signature color, it matched her NSSA&M identity collar.
"What is the next part?" Margarette asked.
"A light lunch and shopping!" Toy squealed with glee.
Once fully dressed Toy had the staff take a couple of pictures of her and her mother resplendent in their new outfits and their make-overs looking positively smashing! The dresses were perfect for their visit to the high-end shopping district.
Shopping With Mother was surprisingly difficult. Toy had money and was eager to spend it on her mom. Margarette, though a stunning 38-year-old woman, still behaved frugally and was reluctant to buy so many things she thought she would never wear.
That's not to say she didn't buy anything. The lingerie store had been fun, and a high-end store for athleisure wear also enjoyed their business. A trip to Chanel had been the most expensive for the two. Then, at the bespoke dress shop, Toy felt like she had to twist her mother's arm to get Margarette to allow her to buy a formal gown for formal occasions.
"Like, what formal occasion am I appearing at anyway?"
"I'm sure I don't know, but...oh...if you ever get summoned to meet Princess Delacroix in Noble Court, now you'll have something to wear."
"Why would I be summoned to appear at Noble Court?"
"I'm sure I don't know that either. Please mom, let me get this for you. You deserve it!"
"Fine!" Margarette reluctantly conceded.
The fitting went well and the seamstress and designer both assured them the dress would be ready within the week.
"What's next?"
"Dinner. I've made reservations." Toy answered. They had both worked up an appetite. Toy and her mom were at least free from lugging their burdens around as home delivery eliminated the need for them to carry all their purchases.
Margarette was impressed. The restaurant was a five-star destination boasting a celebrity chef. Margarette noticed the attention she and her sissy son were receiving the moment they walked it. In a gathering of the rich and powerful, they still drew attention.
Margarette wasn't sure what bothered her more. The attention from the men, or the attention from the women as well. She felt as if she was being appraised and evaluated.
They were seated quickly enough at a table near the center of the room and Toy led her mother through the fine dining experience. The 5-course meal, with wine courses as well as a desert course were amazing. Margarette's conversation with her sissy-son flowed smoothly once the wine was poured and she felt the dinner was a real bonding moment. Dinner lasted nearly two hours. She was disappointed when it came to an end.
"I guess it's time to go home." Margarette stated sadly. It was just after 10pm. She really didn't want this perfect day with her sissy-son to end.
"Nope. There's one more thing."
"What's that?" Margarette asked as Toy led her into a autocar.
"Only the most amazing club in capitol city!"
**
Clubbing with Mother. Incest is Best.
Toy found having mother tipsy from wine at dinner was amusing.
Having Mother get her drink-on was hilarious!
While at the club Toy tried several times to get her mother to flirt with the men. Hot, sweaty, dancing, writhing men and women crowded the club in a near orgiastic festival. Despite Toy's attempts to hook her mother up with a guy failing, Toy and her mother still had a blast.
"I'm just not ready to date" she said at one of their few breaks from the dance floor. Dancing with her mother was hot! Two hot women in two very expensive and flattering dresses attracted a lot of attention. (Well, a hot woman and a hot sissy, anyway).
Men would approach and dance with them. Women would approach and dance with them. Couples would approach and dance with them. Toy could see her mother being both flattered and flustered by all the attention.
"Stop trying to set me up." Mother teased on another occasion "You're so sweet for trying though."
Out on the dance floor, dancing to the pounding beat and pulsing lights, Toy was surprised to be caught and drawn into a kiss from her mother. Not the chaste motherly kiss she should have expected. There was passion. Other club patrons took notice. Men took even more interest than before, no doubt hoping they could hook up with them both.
Toy couldn't hook up with anyone as she was an owned sissy. Mother though had trust issues and wouldn't hook up with anyone at all...
Finally, as it got late, or rather, as it got early, Toy and Margarette exhausted, left the club and returned home, stumbling from their Auto-car to the front door and all the way to the bedroom. High heels were not made for drunk-walking.
Toy had never been drunk before. She was only two days past her birthday and just reached drinking age. Her head was dizzy. Her mother though; was wasted. Margarette had obviously had a good time! Toy had to help her mother in preparing for bed, disrobing her, hanging up the dresses they had dropped on the floor.
A conditioned and trained sissy, Toy followed easily when Mother grabbed her by the d-ring of her collar and pulled her into bed with her. Drunk Toy assumed that maybe her mom might be a lipstick lesbian? More kisses followed and Toy didn't even question performing her duty as a sissy. It was kind of nice to see her shy, retiring mother assert some form of passion and control. Toy's instincts, trained by the NSSA&M boot camp to submit, left her mother flat on her back with Toy on top. Disrobed down to her black lace strapless demi bra and panties, Mother reached out under Toy's white lace strapless demi bra, groping toy's breasts. Her hand gently squeezed them.
"So Real." Mother slurred slightly from intoxication. The next step was unexpected. Mother's touch of Toy's hyper sensitive stem cell augmented nipples went exactly as the stem cell designers intended. The pleasure intensity spiked her brain and Toy blissed out.
Margarette drunkenly played with Toy's tits. Her sissy son's instant orgasm both surprised and aroused her. Even in her alcohol befuddled state Margarette drunkenly noted Toy's panties becoming soaked. Toy gripping the sheets in blind ecstasy. Toy's sighs and moans of pleasure excited Margarette...
Margarette's panties were growing wet with arousal. Releasing her sissy-son's erect aroused nipples, Margarette guided her sissy-son's face down to her pussy. Warnings and thoughts of morality dimly flaring in the back of her mind were ignored by the alcohol fueled lust driving her actions.
Margarette gasped with pleasure. Toy's face now between Margarette's legs nuzzled forward. Toy's tongue darted out obligatorily licking her mother's panties, The growing wet spot now becoming equal parts Margarette's arousal and Toy's saliva.
Driven by diminished capacity and lust Margarette slipped her panties down just enough to allow Toy, her married sissy-son access to her bald beaver. Toy's tongue darted forward and heavenly bliss followed.
The oral attention was magnificent. Margarette had never had cunnilingus performed on her before. She had never had her pussy licked, kissed, or tongued. Now Toy was doing all three. Any consideration or concern about the incestuous relations was dispelled as glorious rapture now suffused Margarette's body.
**
Hooking Mother Up with a Sissy Service Appointment
Toy awoke late in the morning. She was spooning her mother. Her tiny sissy-clitty locked in its chastity cage was raging with morning arousal. She needed to pee. A glance at the clock showed it was just 5 minutes before noon. Toy reluctantly disengaged from her mother and slipped out of bed. She made her way to the guest bathroom where she had all her toiletries. Sitting down to pee Toy noted the feeling of dried girl cum on her face.
Toy smiled warmly, her dried girl-cum facial cracking slightly. Her mother had an orgasm! Toy was sure of it. Her recollections were vague, hazy from the alcohol and the compelled bliss from her forced nipple play. But Toy was absolutely sure of it. Toy's heart swelled with pride. She had helped her mother have her first orgasm in...no idea how long!
Toy finished peeing, removed her panties, stockings, and heels, and entered the shower. She'd have to use the bag enema she brought to keep her sissy-pussy clean but other than that...she had brought all her toiletries and placed them in the shower earlier. Time to clean up and start the day.
Margarette woke up with a sense of energy and joy that she hadn't felt in a very long time. She glanced over and noted her empty bed. Where was Toy? Last night had been...
A sudden crash of overwhelming shame destroyed Margarette's good mood.
Oh god. What have I done?
She had...relations...with her son...her sissy-son...
Margarette heard noises coming from her kitchen. Despite her shame she knew she couldn't hide from what she had done. She needed to talk to Toy. Margarette got out of bed. She needed to apologize. Margarette put on her robe, tying it tightly, almost painfully around her waist. She needed to beg forgiveness.
Reluctantly, she forced herself to follow the noise to the kitchen. Entering the room her emotions turned sideways.
Toy was in the kitchen...her kitchen...wearing only panties, and stockings, heels, and a garter belt. Her bare breasts were exposed for all to see. Were her nipples always aroused like that?
"Good morning sleepy head." Toy greeted cheerfully. "Coffee?"
Margarette stumbled forward as if in a daze. Although her joyful mood had evaporated, she wasn't hungover. Margarette gratefully accepted the cup of coffee from her near naked sissy-son.
"What are you wearing?" Margarette asked.
"Oh this? This is my uniform of the day. Mommy expects me to be in this each morning before she tells me what to wear."
Of course. That makes perfect sense, Margarette thought. She'd just stand here in her bathrobe...and, umm...thigh highs... and her sissy son would just parade bare breasted around the house. Hearing her sissy-con call Evelynn Williams "Mommy" was still a bit of a sore spot for her.
Boobily bouncing breasts bouncing boobily around the kitchen...Margarette nearly snorted in her coffee from the crass thought.
"Too hot?" Toy asked.
"Umm...no...needs cream." Margarette answered ashamedly.
Toy turned to the refrigerator and pulled out the flavored creamer, pouring a generous amount into Margarette's coffee.
"Toy...I am so sorry..." Margarette began, but found her voice failing her. A pregnant pause filling the room and making everything more awkward.
"For what?" Toy finally asked.
"For what I did to you...I mean...what I had you do to me...last night...in bed..."
"Oh...that." Toy answered, nonplussed, and took a sip of her coffee. And then adding some cream as well.
"I'm so sorry...I was drunk...that's no excuse, I know but..."
"Mom. Stop." Toy's voice was firm.
Here it comes, Margarette thought. Just what I deserve. She figured she was probably going to jail.
"You are a wonderful mother."
Margarette's heart skipped a beat.
"And you tasted so good."
WHAT?
"Do you drink pineapple juice. I saw the carton in the fridge. And the way you responded last night. You had so much pent-up energy...I mean, I can barely remember it because of how you teased my nipples but..."
"WAIT!"
Toy waited.
"You're not mad at me?"
"Why would I be mad at you?"
"We committed incest." Margarette barely kept herself from wailing her voice so fraught with emotion.
Toy took another sip of her coffee.
"Mother, you have no reason to feel shame. An incestuous service call was just one more fetish I was trained to provide."
"So..." Margarette Struggled to follow along. Thoughts wouldn't come. Forming words became hard. "umm...you've done this before?"
"Of course not. You are my only relative and I'm an owned sissy. I don't go on service calls or take appointments. You never even told me who my father was."
Margarette blinked rapidly in confusion. What was she even hearing?
"But...isn't it...illegal?"
"Incestuous relations in Allegoria are not a crime. Having children from an incestuous relationship is a crime due to potential health risks to the offspring" Toy supplied "and any violation of the age of consent is severely punished. Trust me, from what I've learned at boot camp, you do not violate that law." Toy shivered as she thought about the draconian sentences meted out for anyone who violated the age-of consent.
"Like What?" Margarette was completely confused.
"Mandatory gender reassignment is one. That one was even approved on a referendum by a vote of the people."


"So, turn, like, a rapist into a girl and then release them?"
"More like turn them into a girl and still sentence them to prison...men's prison."
"That seems harsh."
"That's just another Tuesday in Allegoria."
Toy sipped her coffee. It amazed her that living all her life in Allegoria, born and raised, how naïve and uninformed her mother was about so many things. Mother had really lived a sheltered and difficult life. Of course, so had Toy, until Bimbo Lottery Boot Camp had opened her eyes.
"Mom, Sissy/mother intimacy would barely raise an eye-brow. Sissies are expected to be wanton and we have a, uh...deserved reputation...for our licentious behavior. Society expects it from us."
Margarette, in just her bathrobe, looked over to her sissy son. Margarette impulsively reached out across the kitchen island and touched Toy's nipple.
"So, this is, ok?" She asked.
Like a light switch being turned on, the effect was immediate as pleasure flowed straight to Toy's brain. She dropped her coffee cup, spilling coffee on the floor and shattering the mug. Toy's legs trembled and her knees nearly buckled. She sighed erotically as her eyes rolled up in her head. Even standing up, her back arched as she threw her head back inadvertently pressing her breast further into mother's hand.
"Why don't they do that to you more often?" Margarette asked, withdrawing her hand.
It took a few moments for Toy to recover and respond.
"Because it's overwhelming. Besides, the pleasure is better when I work for it. Breast stimulation is addictive. That's why I'm not allowed to touch them. It's up to mommy and daddy to use them or not as they see fit. These breasts belong to them."
"How do you shower then."
"Quickly and gently." Toy replied. She retrieved a broom and dust pan from the pantry and swept up the broken coffee cup. Then wiped up the spilled coffee with a damp rag.
Toy was surprised to see a litter box in the corner. An all-black adult cat sitting in the box with an annoyed glare looking back at Toy.
"When did that get here? I thought you were going to get a kitten?" Toy asked.
"She's been here the whole time. Umm...a week now? I was going to get a kitten but...I went to the humane society, but there were so many older cats just abandoned...waiting for a forever home..." Margarette paused, unsure what to say next. The change of subject was a welcome one. She needed to regain her sense of balance and order.
"You can certainly afford a cat. Just don't become a crazy cat lady." Toy joked.
"But it's so sad, all those cats with no one to love them..." Margarette replied with all seriousness.
"I'm sure with your annuity you can afford a few...just keep it under 50." Toy only half-joked now. Adopting an older pet was a noble thing to do, but even compassion had its limits.
"What's the little void's name?" Toy asked. The cat, done glaring, now stalking away through the house.
"Lucky." Margarette answered.
Toy merely raised an eyebrow. An all-black cat named 'Lucky'. Toy assumed mother picked it for the irony.
Mother watched her sissy-son return the broom and dustpan to the closet, the dirty rag used to wipe up the coffee spill was rinsed in the sink and hung on a hook to dry. His...er...her cleaning skills came so easily. He had been a bit of a messy kid growing up. Not a bum, just unkempt. Being poor was like that. As a sissy though her maid skills were fluid and natural. Mother watched as Toy poured herself a new cup of coffee with cream and rejoined her at the kitchen island.
Margarette hadn't had sex but a couple of times since she was abandoned by her husband nearly 18 years ago. Her husband, unwilling to meet the responsibility and demands of being a father, had left her alone and unsupported.
"I still feel guilty. Taking advantage of you like that...even if I was drunk that's no excuse."
"Mom. Don't worry about it. I'm a trained sissy. I can handle it." Toy Stated. "Um...I am going to have to tell Mommy and Daddy though."
"Do you have to?" Margarette asked, a slight edge of worry in her voice.
"Don't worry about it. I'm sure they'll be fine." Toy replied. Toy thought about her Mommy and Daddy and how they had been doing all they could to help Toy and Margarette have a good relationship. They had really been pushing, come to think of it.
Toy noted how Margarette, his mother, mom...looked at her body.
"If what we did feels shameful to you, and you can't trust men, maybe you'd want a girl..."
"Ew...no...just...no!" Margarette interrupted. Revulsion in her voice evident.
Ok...not a lesbian...Toy noted.
"Maybe you need a sissy service call." Toy offered.
"What do you mean?"
"You said you are basically afraid of straight masculine men. The thought of intimacy with a woman makes you...uncomfortable...maybe what you need is to have a sissy come and satisfy you. You wouldn't have to worry. You would be in control, in charge. A sissy would submit and serve you..."
"I don't know..." Margarette interrupted, then stopped, unsure of what to say or do next.
"It worked for you last night." Toy charged softly, evenly. Toy had to be careful. She didn't want to appear insubordinate to a free woman of Allegoria. Even if that free woman was her own mother. Her status as an owned sissy and not a service provider would only protect her so much.
Toy waited. Margarette, her mother, appeared indecisive.
"We can go to the website right now...After all, it never hurts to look around and explore your options." Toy offered.
"Oh...sure." Margarette hesitantly agreed, with a slight nod of assent. Toy seized the opportunity and took her mother's phone, navigating to the NSSA&M official website.
"The earliest appointment you can book would probably be in about a week."
"Why so long?"
"There's been a shortage of sissy service providers for a long time." Toy answered, recalling her 'classroom training'.
"Why is that?"
"Only so many can meet the strict criteria for selection as a sissy." Toy answered again, using the 'find a provider near me' menu.
"Ooh, she looks cute..." Toy gushed as she showed the picture of the nearest available sissy to her mother. "Shall we 'Buy now' and lock in the date?"
"Why would you do all this for me?"
"I want you to be happy mom. I want you to be as happy as I am. Besides, it's the second general order of a Sissy Service Provider."
"What? Second Order? What?" Margarette sputtered out, spitting out a bit of coffee in surprise.
"The General Orders of a Sissy Service Provider," Toy began, setting her coffee down on the counter, striking a stiff pose, drawing herself up, high heeled feet shoulder width apart, hands clasped behind her back, chin in, bosom out...
1. To serve my client and submit to their needs, helping to quench their elevated passion.
2. To submit to and help any member of the general public in need of relief.
3. To adhere to the code of conduct and submission of feminized service providers.
4. To assist any sissy in need of help or support to ensure proper service of the client.
5. To serve enthusiastically, and not quit until the client is satisfied.
6. To receive, obey, and execute the orders of my supervisor, my client, and the messenger of the day, to ensure quality service is provided and elevated passions are quenched.
7. To not speak unless spoken to first.
8. To give whatever service the client needs, consistent with my ability and training certifications.
9. To contact the NSSA&M supervisory desk for anything not covered by my training or standing orders.
10. To know my place as a submissive, feminized service provider.
11. To be especially submissive and professional in all situations where I may not have the ability to seek guidance during unusual circumstances.
Toy relaxed from her pose and retrieved her coffee, giggling at her mother's stunned expression.
"I had no idea that service in the NSSA&M was so...military." Margarette offered.
"It's not. But it is a service and there are strict standards of discipline to uphold." Toy answered easily.
"Fine. Go ahead and book an appointment. But I'd really like you to be there with me."
"Of course. I'll check with Mommy and Daddy but I'm sure they'd be ok with it." Toy continued working through the website.
"What do you have planned for today?' Mother asked.
"I thought we could just stay in. Watch movies..." Toy answered, her attention on navigating the website, setting the appointment, arranging payment...
"Hang out practically naked." Margarette snarked. She still had on her thigh highs, though her panties and bra were lost somewhere in the bedding.
"If you're comfortable with it." Toy replied honestly.
"Fine. Movies and a day in." Margarette eventually replied with a sigh. "I need to go shower." She found herself idly thinking about matching Toy's outfit with one of her own. She'd have to turn up the heat at the thermostat...
"I'll start breakfast." Toy replied.
Toyed clicked the 'buy it now' option and confirmed the appointment. Mother was going to love it!
**
Emotional Support Sissy
Toy waited patiently for Douglas and Evelynn Williams, Baronet and Baronetess to summon her.
Mommy and Daddy were preparing for the first day of the conclave. Donning their finest clothes, an amazing teal dress for Mommy, and a tuxedo for Daddy, both were donning their noble regalia. Each wore a sash indicating their noble status as well as escutcheons pinned to the sash bearing the Williams Coat-of-Arms.
Mommy wore impressive yet understated diamond earrings, necklace and a tiara. Daddy's cufflinks and tie-pin were diamonds as well. His necktie was from his alma mater.
Meanwhile...Toy...well...
The fetish Kitten outfit was entirely unexpected. Part sexy maid and part kitten.
Toy was left waiting and waiting meant thinking and thinking meant admiring her appearance in one of the larger mirrors of the manor home.
The collar and leash and her NSSA&M license charm fit perfectly with the aesthetic.
Animatronic Kitten ears were perched on top of Toy's head. Her white blond hair had been brushed and styled just so to hide her natural ears. The white blond furry kitten ears on top of her head were connected to noise cancelling headphones (earbuds) hidden under her natural hair. The kitten ears would flick to-and-fro as feedback sensors in her scalp could sense her mood and react accordingly.
An animatronic kitten's Tail was attached with what she had been told were high tech "Gecko Feet" that would stay attached until the power was turned off or the battery ran out. Battery life was supposed to be two weeks with moderate use. The Tail was stuck to her skin, on her back down low where her coccyx was. The tail also had sensors that could detect her mood and flick and wag accordingly. Toy now looked like she had a real tail.
On her feet she wore furry knee-high boots with a low heel, The fur was also white blond to match her fetish kitten tail and fetish kitten ears. On her hands, tied up all the way to her wrists, were kitten mittens. Her fingers were now useless as the white blond mittens formed adorable kitten paws complete with 'toe beans'.
The rest of her maid's outfit consisted of a reverse-colored formal maids' uniform. A white dress with black Lolita apron, the bib section of the apron leaving the heart shaped boob window open, exposing her cleavage. The shoulder straps from the apron forming a trail of ribbon and lace going over her shoulders and crossing behind her back.
The petticoats, ubiquitous for a sissy, were black to contrast with the white dress. There were no stockings this time. The space between her knee-high boots and her ruffled panty and petticoats an expanse of soft clear thigh. Her thigh gap was completely visible too. The bottom of the ruffled panty was barely noticeable, but still would flash panty with every step.
The fetish kitten tail was sensing her irritation and arousal. It was flicking from left to right in slow, repetitive motions, showing her irritation. It was lifting up higher in the back, pushing up the petticoats and hem of her dress, exposing more of her ruffled panty in the back. The center ruching of the panty providing clear definition between her left and right ass cheeks. The panty was skimpy and provided only slightly more coverage than a standard bikini panty. With her skirt hem lifted by her fetish tail, more flesh from either side of her bottom was also displayed for viewing pleasure.
Her makeup done in Cats-eye style with winged eyeliner included contact lenses that gave her vertical slits for pupils, covering up her normal human round pupils.
Toy loved it!
She was cute as a button. Toy couldn't help but admire herself, thus explaining her arousal.
Her annoyance was with one other thing.
Attached to her collar was a small discreet white box. The box pressed against her throat. When Toy tried to talk, instead of human speech, the voice modulator converted everything to cat speech.
Toy Meowed in annoyance.
*MEOW* What's taking so long?
"Coming Kitten. Don't worry. It wouldn't do to be late, would it." Evelynn smirked at Toy's distress, guessing as to what Toy might be saying.
*meow* Sorry.
"Douglas is right behind us." Evelynn answered again, assuming wrongly what Toy had meant.
Evelynn took Toy's leash, and then Douglas' arm. Daddy led the way out the front door to the waiting limousine. Toy followed at the heel position, slightly behind and to one side of Mommy.
Toy smirked and wondered why she followed at heel. If she was a kitten, she wouldn't even know what heel position was. Still, her training compelled her to follow politely and obediently.
*Mrrow* Where do I sit?
Daddy helped Mommy into the back of the limo. Toy followed, leashed to Mommy's hand and found she was directed to sit on a cushion on the floor of the limo. Daddy got in behind her, mommy and daddy sharing the comfortable leather bench seat in the rear of the limo.
The drive to the conclave was slow. Mommy and Daddy sat in silence. The death of the Queen set events in motion leading up to today. After a week of national morning, the Conclave of Nobles were gathering to select from among one of their number who would become the next monarch of Allegoria.
Toy swayed slightly with the motion of the vehicle. The limo pulled over. The door opened and a serous looking security official looked inside.
"Identification please?"
Both Mommy and Daddy handed over their noble identification. The guard studied the cards seriously before handing them back. Toy noted that another guard in the back had a camera. No doubt using facial recognition to confirm their identities.
The guard now turned to toy.
"Who is this?"
*MEOW* I'm Toy. Toy answered.
"This is Toy." Evelynn replied.
"I'm sorry Baronetess Evelynn. No one who isn't a noble is to be allowed past this point."
"Check again please. She is listed and registered for this event." Baronet Douglas spoke firmly.
"She is my emotional support sissy." Evelynn added.
The security official actually blinked. Toy lost sight of him as he retreated from the opened door. She could hear mumbling in the background. A moment later the official returned, holding a tablet.
"Yes. It looks as if she is registered and listed as part of your entourage."
"Come here please." The official looked to Toy.
Toy looked to Mommy and Daddy both of whom waved her toward the official.
As she crawled over the official took a gun shaped tool and placed it against the back of her collar. Toy understood that the official had just scanned her police and emergency services bar code.
"Identity confirmed." The official stated. He seemed to inspect the lock on the back of her collar as well. "The collar seal is also intact and locked."
"Of course it is." Daddy confirmed.
"Please keep her on leash at all times."
Mommy merely held up her end of the leash, the other end clearly clipped to the d-ring of Toy's collar.
"Thank you for your time and understanding. Please proceed forward."
*meow* Thank you. Toy said.
The official hesitated merely a moment, a surprised glance at Toy, before leaving. The door to the limo shut and the car proceeded forward.
Evelynn giggled. Toy's expression was just too cute.
A mere moment later the car slowed again. The door opened. Daddy exited first and there was a flash of blinding lights and clicking of shutters. Toy could see a valet's hand, held out to assist Mommy. Mommy tugged at toy's leash and they exited the car to another explosion of light as camera flashes from the paparazzi exploded in their eyes. Toy was momentarily blinded. Toy's tail was up high as if displaying total awareness and concern, flicking back and forth ever so slightly and slowly, also displaying her sense of fear. Even her kitten ears were up high and facing front, flicking only slightly.
Mommy and Daddy paused for the media, and then Toy felt the tug on her collar as they led her forward into the building, into the Grand Hall of the House of Lords.
**
Toy waited. Mommy and Daddy went into one of the 'backrooms' where nobles talked in smaller groups. Toy wasn't allowed. Mommy had attached the end of the leash to a hook on the wall "So you won't wander off." To attend to the private discussion.
Out in the main hall the noble elite of Allegoria were circulating, discussing, lobbying for themselves or for their candidate to become the next monarch. Toy wished she could've listened in.
Mommy had turned off the hearing of her ears. Not even soothing white noise.
Not the part where they still flicked when they sensed her mood. Just the actual hearing part. With her human ears covered wearing the noise cancelling headphones she depended on sound played from her kitten ears. But if a noble wanted privacy...and apparently all of them did...a simple flick of a switch on Mommy's phone app and Toy couldn't hear a thing.
All the nobles were 'in court' and that meant they would make and break promises on a whim the moment a better offer came along. The cutthroat nature of politicking was lost on Toy. To her, a sissy's word is her bond. But to the nobles, a word given is only as good as the momentary needs that noble wanted them to be.
Apparently, this was quite different than when the House of Lords was in session, with its formal procedures and public records. No one would know what happened in here until they made their selection for queen or king and the noble selected appeared for public acclamation.
Toy noted the nobles Mommy and Daddy met in the private side chamber had left. Mommy came out briefly, grabbed a glass of champagne from a server's tray, and disappeared back into the chamber.
Toy watched, equally bored, equally curious, as the nobles gathered in small groups. Talked. Then broke apart and formed other small groups. The process repeated so many times Toy was taken by surprise finding Mommy and Daddy again by her side.
Mommy held the champagne glass out to Toy. She said something Toy couldn't hear...her ears were off after all...but mommy held it out again, indicating for Toy to take it.
It was a struggle to hold between both her kitten mitten paws. The milky white liquid looked to be the consistency of yogurt or pudding. It had an evocative fragrance. It looked familiar.
Toy looked to Mommy who made a 'drinking' gesture with her hand.
Toy took a sip.
It was cum.
It must be Daddy's cum.
Toy realized that it must be around noon now, after their discussions with the other nobles Mommy must have helped Daddy obtain relief in the privacy of the side chambers. Toy was needed to dispose of the evidence.
As Toy took a sip, she was glad to note that at least the cum was still warm. Cooler than fresh from the tap but not cold yet. Toy had her back to the room as she drank down daddy's cum. It was difficult not to fumble the glass with her kitten paw mittens. Her toe beans were made for fetish appearances, not gripping. She had to kitten lick the sticky residual cum from the sides of the champagne glass. Thank God it was a traditional champagne glass and not a champagne flute. Her tongue would never have been able to reach the bottom of a champagne flute.


With the last of the cum licked up and the champagne glass now 'clean' Mommy took the glass and set it on a tray of other empty used glasses destined for the dishwasher. Mommy said something toy once again couldn't hear. Toy was no lip reader but she thought she said 'stay here'. She stroked the small of Toy's back and gave Toy a gentle touch through the dress fabric on her aroused nipples, before rejoining the assembly in the large open room. Mommy and Daddy had joined separate groups. Toy looked back to the other end of her leash, still hooked to the wall.
*meow* Well, it's not like I'm going somewhere anyway.
Mommy's touch had aroused Toy and her fetish kitten tail had lifted up, lifting with it the hem of her dress and petticoat, exposing her bottom and the cleft of her panty clad ass.
*Meow* How embarrassing...
**
The next morning began early. Toy was wakened and fucked hard by daddy. He was so rough and hurried that Toy didn't even get to orgasm. But that was ok. As a sissy it wasn't about her needs, it was about her owners.
Mommy shooed Toy away telling her to shower alone in Toy's bathroom. She had to hurry to be ready to leave in time. Mommy had Toy dress in one of her school girl uniforms, still accessorizing with her cat-girl implements of animatronic fetish tail and animatronic fetish ears.
"I can't believe I never noticed 'til now that these five skirts are all different lengths." Mommy said.
Mommy handed Toy a pink pleated mini-skirt and blouse that comprised her school girl uniform from her time assigned to her training cadre at the NSSA&M bootcamp.
"And the blouses too. This one is long sleeve, this one is short sleeve, this one is front tie and this one is a crop top, and this one is barely a bandeau bra."
"Yes Mommy, generally the shorter skirt paired with the more revealing top." Toy affirmed. She was getting dressed in the pleated pink mini-skirt best described as mid-length when compared to the other four, this one hung just below her natural waist, resting high on her hips and down to mid-thigh. Mommy handed Toy the front tie blouse that would leave her midriff bare.
Once dressed, tail and ears in place, and makeup done, Toy presented herself for Mommy's approval.
"I can't believe I've also neglected to have your belly button pierced." Mommy Evelynn remarked as she admired her Toy.
Toy's flat firm tummy was enviable. The inward curves of her narrow waist flaring femininely upward to her bosom, and downward swelling over her hips and butt. The front tie top had buttons, but they were left undone, giving Toy plenty of exposed cleavage. Toy wore heels today so thigh high stockings were a must. Stay-up stockings, so no garter belt today. And no petticoat either as Mommy selected a pair of ruffled panties.
Toy's perpetual arousal let her bosom and nipples and aureoles press erotically into the top, making clear impressions in the fabric. The blouse was diaphanous; her nipples and aureoles were only partly obscured from view. Her Chastity cage lay flat inside her panties, as always, the precious gemstones sparkled faintly through the thin material. The diamond on the end of Toy's butt plug filling her ass doing the same. Mommy finished by tying on Toy's Kitten-Mitten paws, once again rendering her hands useless. Toy's state-mandated identification collar perfectly accessorizing her kittenish appearance.
Toy was tired. She had stood in silence (aside from the occasional meow) all day at the house of lords as the assembled nobles debated and voted who would be the next monarch. With her hearing turned off, it was natural to be bored.
It was by being bored and daydreaming when Toy realized that her math wasn't 'mathing'!
Mommy had said that Daddy needed his cock drained four times a day. Toy realized after drinking daddy's cum at noon, and then again at about 5pm (It was a long day) and then again satisfying her Mommy and Daddy that night when they FINALLY got home, that for more than a year she had missed something.
Mommy easily cleared up her confusion last night during their pillow talk.
"If Daddy and I drain his balls each morning, and Mommy and I drain his balls each evening, and Daddy's intern at work drains daddy's balls at noon, where did the missing cum go?"
Toy smirked as she asked the question. It was probably the most erotic story problem EVER!
Mommy had merely giggled.
"We try to spread out Douglas' relief evenly throughout the day. I guess I forgot to mention that the staff felatrix will help him out at the end of the work day before he comes home." Evelynn answered. "This makes the time between our evening lovemaking and your morning fucking the longest time period. It should explain why he is so aggressive every morning. His balls are at their fullest and likely starting to cause discomfort."
"How many more days will this 'conclave' last? My feet were hurting and I was so bored." Toy whined like a spoiled child.
"I'll make sure to bring a nice pet-pillow for you to relax on. And I'll have your ears play music so you won't get bored."
"Can't we just let me...hear?"
"No Toy. The inner workings of conclave are not recorded. And we don't want any rumors or fake news from alleged anonymous sources leaking to the press. My being allowed to have you there is conditional on you not hearing anything."
"Then why am I even there?"
"As my emotional support sissy. I knew we'd need to discreetly attend to Douglas' and I want you there to help your Daddy."
Toy shivered at the thrill of being needed. It felt so good to know Mommy and Daddy needed her! Publicly drinking Daddy's cum from a champagne glass, twice, had been so...scandalous and erotic. Mommy had switched her ears on for just a moment the second time, and teased her, telling her that "kitty needs to drink her sissy-milk." Toy's animatronic tail had once again betrayed her arousal at being humiliated, lifting up and exposing her bottom. God that was such a turn-on!
"There is good news on that front." Evelynn said.
"What?" Toy's thoughts had wandered, remembering her arousal and humiliation and her embarrassment at being humiliated. What were they talking about again?
"It looks like there is a levelling off of Douglas' cum production. It happened right around the time we married you."
"Is it because of my help?" Toy asked.
"His production levelling off at and around the time of our purchase of you as our sissy-wife is just coincidental. The other male test subjects all leveled off as well. Although Daddy had it the worst, he also had the largest dose of stem cells. It looks like his cum production has stabilized at 24 teaspoons every 6 hours."
"That's good." Toy agreed. She was no doctor like Mommy and Daddy, but she did serve as Sissy Nurse when needed.
"It is. It looks like the larger doses cause an extended growth period over 18-24 months. The smaller doses that are approved now for use are finished by 6 months. Of course, continued monitoring over time to verify this really was the top end of his stem cell enhanced development is medically warranted. Don't worry. There is plenty for you to do keeping Daddy healthy, happy and satisfied."
Sleep for the both of them came quickly and easily after that.
**
Toy's reminiscence was cut short as Mommy Evelynn activated Toy's voice modulator. The hearing in her ears was turned off, and then music began softly playing. Toys animatronic ears flicked in gentle exasperation. It was an oldies station playing.
*Mrrww* damn-it.
Toy locked eyes with Evelynn, the slits of her cats' eye contact lenses glaring at her owner-wife.
Mommy took Toy by her leash and led her to the waiting limo. Another day of conclave, another day of emotional support sissy, and another day as sissy-wife.
*Mew meow mrow* this pussy will lick your pussy if you let her.
"She's so cute like that. What do you think she's saying right now?" Douglas asked.
"We can download the chat log later if you want." Evelynn answered.
*Grwl*? chat log?
Evelynn put a finger to Toy's neon pink lipstick, careful not to smudge the clear lip-gloss coating them. Lip-gloss so thick that light seemed captured inside it.
"Shush."
*mew* fine. Toy still glared but softened her expression. If mommy wants me to be her pussy cat, then I'll be the best pussy cat ever.
Once in the limo and situated on her cushion Toy purred. She began making biscuits and kneading the cushion with her kitten mitten paws and their adorable toe-beans.
Toy couldn't have been happier...
*Purrrrrr* Toy yawned and curled herself up onto the cushion as best she could. She really could've used more sleep.
*?Mrow?* Hopefully we can have coffee when we get there...
**
Arriving at the House of Lords, once again after first navigating the security cordon and the paparazzi stationed outside, Toy playfully tried to wander off every chance she could. This forced mommy to gently tug on her leash compelling Toy to follow along and stay close. Toy noted Mommy give her a questioning look, trying hard to stay serious, to which toy returned with an innocent 'who me?" expression.
"Lady Evelynn"
Douglas and Evelynn both turned to see the Knights Marshal approach them. Toy, with soft music playing in her ears and distracted by the gathering assembly didn't see the stranger approach until he was close!
*mewl* holy cow, that guy looks dangerous! Toy covered her mouth with her paws.
Toy stepped behind her daddy to hide, barely peeking out from behind. She wondered what they were saying. The oldies station on her noise cancelling earbuds being little more than background noise for her. Deep inside, instinctively, Toy knew...this man was dangerous. He was about the same height and muscular build of her daddy but carried himself with the confidence of a soldier. Like he knew there was no one in this room he couldn't kill if he had to. Toy finally caught sight of his badge of office and realized he was the knight's marshal.
"Sir Benjamin Gustafson." Douglas and Evelynn both replied in unison. The knight's marshal was in charge of maintaining order during conclave, as well as serving to count ballots and certify the results. His reputation as a man of decisive action was known. No one doubted either is integrity nor his resolve.
"Per your request for reasonable accommodation, I've had the staff set a chaise settee aside for your emotional support sissy. You can see it placed near the side over there by the balloting tables." Ben's speech was polite, firm, and resolute.
The man left after speaking with mommy and daddy and mommy and daddy walked toy over to a circular couch very near where she had been made to stand the previous day. This appeared to be halfway between the entrance to the side hall where all the private meeting chambers were and the balloting tables. Mommy took Toy's leash, clipped it to an eyebolt on the edge of the couch, and gave her a hand signal to 'stay'.
Now alone again, Toy sat down on the couch. It was quite comfortable. A large flat circular cushioned piece about 6 feet in diameter. Toy sat on the edge, carefully, to let her animatronic fetish cat's tail sit free behind her. The fabric of the couch was warm and comfortable to the touch. Some kind of microfiber. It felt good on her bare thighs and near completely exposed full womanly bottom, her ruffled panties providing little more than slightly better coverage than a thong and her skirt too short to smooth down under her.
*meow* I'll just wait here, I guess.
Toy didn't even get the chance to ask for coffee. Another oldies song was playing. She didn't recognize it.
**
Douglas and Evelynn were first to realize how useful the settee with Toy, was. With limited seating the flat circular chaise became a popular point for nobles to sit and rest. The conclave and the nobles themselves expected to circulate, talking, bargaining, pleading cases, pushing agendas. A spot to sit and rest became a spot to sit and talk and politick.
And the pretty kitty school-girl sissy leashed to the couch certainly drew her fair share of admirers. Her 'deafness' made her even more popular. Toy had no idea what anyone was saying to her. Toy could make out "Good Girl" and "Pretty Kitty" from her lip reading. The nobles who approached her seem to like that she gave them her full and undivided attention when they sat next to her.
Toy was flattered by all the attention as any good sissy would be. She smiled, accepted their petting, even the ones who felt up her nipples through the thin crop top trying to arouse her (until mommy Evelynn and daddy Douglas politely put a stop to that) and meowed appreciatively.
Still, no one thought to bring her a cup of coffee...with cream please...
Douglas and Evelynn didn't expect it but were very quick to capitalize on it. It was empowering having nobles come to them. As Baronet and Baronetess, they had voting power, but it was the Count's and Barron's, the nobles of higher rank eligible for the office of monarch who came to them seeking their support.
Toy, and the comfortable place to sit, attracted them like bait on a hook. And with Evelynn and Douglas, and others of their voting block circling in attendance it soon became the center of plots, bargains, and courtly intrigue.
This did make one little thing more embarrassing. At noon, when mommy had to bring toy daddy's cum.
"What are you feeding her?" one of the nobles asked.
Toy awkwardly held the champagne glass between her kitten mitten paws, careful not to let the glass slip and drop while lapping up the creamy musky liquid.
"Just pudding." Evelynn answered. "My emotional support sissy is on a strict diet. It's for her overall health. We wouldn't want her to get fat now."
Toy finished licking up the last of the cum from the glass. With her ears set to cancel all noise making her effectively deaf and music playing softly she had no idea why Mommy and another noble near her were smiling at her. Toy preened at the attention, her lithe and taught figure in a fit and perfect sissy kitty pink school-girl presentation. Toy could sense that somehow, her being here was pleasing to her Mommy and Daddy
*mrow* Yum.
**
Later, around 5 o'clock, Mommy unclipped Toy's leash and took her to the powder room. Toy was well trained to hold her bladder, but as she got closer to the facilities, she began to do a happy potty dance, pressing her knees tightly together eager to relieve herself.
*Rrrrrpp* Mmmmhh. Toy moaned in desperation, the voice modulator translating.
There was one problem
*MRROW* I need help with my panties, Toy wailed.
Mommy didn't get it at first, until Toy tried lifting up the hem of her skirt and lowering her panties. Her stupid kitten mitten paws were useless and slipped off her panty each time she tried to push them down.
Seeing mommy giggle at her desperation wasn't funny. But Mommy still came to her rescue and pulled down Toy's panties so she could sit and relieve herself. At least the toilet was a Japanese style with built in bidet. The unit flushed automatically and once she was done mommy activated the water spray to clean and refresh Toy's chastity caged sissy-clitty. The soothing water sprayed over her compressed clitty and golden anal dilator. It felt...sooo good...and then warm air gave her bottom a blow dry experience.
Toy stood and thankfully mommy pulled her ruffled panties back up. It would be SOOO embarrassing to have to walk back to her seat with her panties around her thighs.
They didn't go back to the chaise settee right away. Instead, Mommy took her to one of the 'back rooms'...the ones she had been told she wasn't allowed in. With the door shut, Daddy took control. He grabbed Toy by her hair at the back of her head and controlled her, forcing her down to her knees and bringing her face to his cock. Clearly Daddy was in desperate need of relief.
"We don't have much time, be quick." Evelynn said to Douglas.
Toy still couldn't hear what they were saying, but Daddy's need was obvious. She opened her mouth wide as Daddy forced her head down onto his cock. As Toy sucked off Daddy, Daddy's grip on Toy's hair was strong! Toy blushed. It would be impossible to escape from his grip...but of course, Toy didn't want to.
Toy swallowed and sucked. Sucked and swallowed, an embarrassing Aawp, Aawp, Aawp sounding repetitively inside her head. Her kitten voice modulator doing its level best to translate the erotic noise coming from her mouth into cat speak; converted it into a deeply resonant purring sound.
*PRRrrgh* *PRRrrgh* *PRRrrgh*
Toy could feel every ridge, every vein of Daddy's meaty cock sliding up and down her mouth and throat. Daddy was quite rough, and it became more and more difficult. Toy's eyes started to water yet Toy never gave up. Finally, after just a few more minutes of effort, Daddy grunted, groaned, and came down her throat!
Once, twice, three times, four times...five times she felt the pulsing of his cock as cum travelled through it to spew down her swallowing esophagus. There was a momentary pause, a calm after the storm, to ensure the last of his cum had been drained.
Once done, Daddy pulled Toy up and off his cock. On her knees, Toy dove back in to lick the cum, mucus and excess saliva from Daddy's massive member. It was her duty to clean her Daddy's cock. Even once 'cleaned' Toy wanted to continue.
Toy wondered if Mommy or Daddy would get in trouble for taking Toy with them into the backrooms. While following rules was important, pleasuring cock was importanter!
Mmmm...that would make a great t-shirt. Maybe a tight crop top of course, perfect for a sissy to flaunt her breasts and nipples!
Evelynn watched as her sissy-wife serviced her husband. The view was perfect. Standing behind toy as she swallowed Douglas' cock. Her full lips stretched tight as they were wrapped around the veiny shaft. Toy's arousal betrayed by her animatronic fetish tail that elevated upward, lifting her skirt, exposing her skimpy ruffled panties and full firm bottom.
Toy's lower back was arched downward submissively. The angle of her head onto Daddy's cock; straight on. Douglas' muscular veiny forearms gripped Toy's hair in his fist and forced her up and down on his mighty shaft.
Evelynn's panties grew damp. The scent of arousal, the sound of sucking. The view of a submissive sissy serving said cock...so hot!
Douglas worked their sissy hard and he came relatively quickly. They were both hurried, needing to return to the conclave. After swallowing Douglas load Toy cleaned her daddy's cock and would have kept going if Evelynn hadn't needed them to stop. Evelynn pulled back on the leash. Toy's voice modulator *Mrwwp*'d in surprise.
When Toy was forcefully pulled back by her leash, Mommy gave Toy's exposed bottom a swat. Without a paddle or hairbrush to wield Mommy did not hit hard, not as hard as Daddy could. Rather, the way she could snap her wrist just so really-really stung! Toy's paws flew back to cover her bottom and the red mark that was forming on her exposed ass cheek. Her arousal and her damn fetish tail had lifted her skirt high enough to leave her butt uncovered...totally exposed.
Douglas zipped up and Evelynn pulled on the leash urging Toy back to her feet. They needed to get back to the final hours of today's conclave. The Knight's Marshal was about to call for the last vote of the day.
A small amount of cum did spew on Toy's face when Daddy drew his cock from Toy's suckling lips. That was ok. Plenty of studies had shown that cum was good for the complexion. Nevertheless, Toy stuck her tongue out to lick the droplet off her face. She would've liked to have used her finger, but those damn kitten mitten paws precluded it.
**
That evening, back at home, Toy listened as Mommy and Daddy talked.


"...and I could tell she knew it wasn't pudding but couldn't say anything. I could also tell she was impressed. Having Toy drink your cum so openly...she was impressed by our command of Toy and her obedience. She mentioned how well it reflected on us."
Hearing this Toy felt mortified. But the embarrassment of a Sissy was nothing new. Toy was doing as she was trained, and she was justifiably proud of her obedience to her mommy and daddy. Drinking cum is just what sissies do! It brought great credit on her and her training. That it made a good impression on Mommy and Daddy's noble peers and brought favor to Mommy and Daddy was just icing on the cake!
Before finally falling asleep, Toy reminded herself of one simple truth. Sissies had no legal reason to feel embarrassed or shamed about their behavior. It was their customers and owners who bore all legal responsibility for any deviant services requested.
Cuddled between her Mommy and Daddy, her dominant-owner wife and dominant-owner husband, Toy felt only satisfaction and love.
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Toy straddled her Daddy. Douglas and Evelynn were both tired after the several days that it took the conclave to reach its decision. A new monarch had been selected and survived public acclamation. Coronation would follow next week.
At least it was now the weekend. When Daddy woke, he didn't rouse himself from sleep like he normally would, taking Toy in his strong arms, mounting on top of her, driving his dick inside her, fucking her until he achieved orgasm. Instead, Toy found herself in the rare position of sissy-on-top.
When Daddy woke, Toy was already awake, as usual, waiting for him. Daddy lay on his back and sighed. He stretched just a bit, then took a surprised Toy by sliding one arm under her and rolling her over on top of him.
The good morning kiss he gave her was both rare, and nice! Mommy liked to Kiss and Daddy liked to fuck. That's just how they were. In the morning Daddy was usually all about the fucking. But now that she was straddling her daddy Toy didn't have time to worry about anything else right now except his very passionate kiss and his erect nine-inch member poking at her golden butt plug.
Daddy's hand reached down between Toy's butt. Fingers gripping the flange of the butt plug between her ass cheeks, and pulled. The golden anal dilator slipped out of her tight rear entry with minimum fuss to be discarded in the wet spot on the center of the bed. The wet spot from the previous night's intercourse and where Toy had just been laying.
Toy smirked a little. Sleeping in the wet spot had, at first, been uncomfortable. Squishy. Cold and wet. Two plus years into her sissy marriage and now it was just "her spot", the place where she slept. Frankly she spent more time sleeping between Mommy and Daddy than she ever did in her own room. She wondered if the sheets in her bedroom needed replacing. They might be getting dusty.
Daddy's dick diving into her dark rear passage distracted her from further foolish thoughts.
Toy's sigh and moan of pleasure and pain at initial entry was always the same. No matter how many times Daddy fucked her, it always hurt going in, and it always brought joy as well.
Mommy rarely used her alarm anymore. The jostling of the bed when Daddy took Toy for pleasure had become the new normal. The past couple of years it was always the same. Mommy would wake up, glance over at Toy and Daddy, then as every morning, sit up and stretch her frankly glorious body.
Toy barely registered when Mommy glanced back over her shoulder. Mommy always looked back before heading to the master bath and her morning shower. Toy had to focus on Daddy. He was pushing down gently on Toy's shoulders, urging her back. Toy sighed again as she slipped down daddy's body and slowly took Daddy's cock further inside her. Inch by inch she would scoot down allowing the massive member deeper penetration into her bussy.
Daddy seemed to like the slow approach. His need for relief may be greatest early in the morning, but Toy was determined to at least try to give her daddy a warm and pleasurable adventure.
Toy placed her hands on Daddy's chest and pushed herself up into a sissy-on-top seated position. An event that drove daddy's dick deeper into her anus until she was fully penetrated. The massive cock stretched her out to its fullest and the depth of his penetration made her feel warm and full inside. The pressure from Daddy's cock and the friction as it slipped over her p-spot eliciting another sigh and moan of pleasure at being so completely filled. She felt loved.
At Daddy's urging, Toy started slowly rising up and lowering her body down again and again onto Daddy's dick. Friction and pressure brought wave after wave of pleasure inside her. Toy arched her back to take in more of Daddy's dick at every downward plunge. Her pleasure grew and Toy could feel Daddy's dick become harder, stronger, fuller inside her. The ridge at the crown of his circumcised cock, the veins sliding past her sphincter and over her prostate, the girth itself stretching her...all combining to fuel her lust driven actions.
Toy's tempo increased slowly, inevitably, bouncing faster and faster on Daddy's deep diving dick. The slapping sound of Toy's ass on Daddy's lap providing erotic audible cadence to their physical efforts.
It was easy for Toy to lose track of time. Despite his urges Daddy had amazing stamina. Toy was dimly aware of Mommy coming back into the bedroom from her shower...
Evelynn reentered the bedroom to see Toy bouncing up and down on Douglas' cock, her ass impaled and stretched by his circumcised nine-inch length. Naked, freshly showered, Evelynn merely smiled. Having Toy meant that she always got a good night's sleep. After Evelynn and Douglas made love each night, Toy would taste her cream pie. Douglas would drain the last of his seed by pounding Toy's ass, and fall asleep. Evelynn loved the pillow talk each night. Toy was delightfully dumb about most things, but attentive and considerate. She and Toy would embrace before sleep took them as well.
Evelynn went to her closet to get dressed. Ever since Toy had been brought into their lives, mornings had been easier. Douglas' morning wood and need was taken care of by their sissy. Evelynn had time to recover and wasn't feeling worn out from too many orgasms and the amazingly aggressive sex. She wasn't sleepy at work anymore, had more energy and could focus having had enough rest. Watching their sissy-wife perform her wifely duties was both erotic and a relief for Evelynn.
Evelynn exited her closet, now fully dressed. She wore casual clothes. Panties and a sports bra, leggings and a loose fitted top perfect for lounging around their manor home. The Shü logo adorning the left breast of the sports bra, left hip of her leggings, and boldly across the center of her loose-fitting crop top. On Evelynn's feet, footy socks and comfortable running shoes also by Shü and bearing their logo. Shü, the most popular women's athletic clothing and sports accessories line on the market today.
Toy meanwhile, gasped again in agony and ecstasy as Douglas' dick stretched her out and plunged deep inside her. Evelynn merely smirked at Toy's distress. Today it was Toy's own fault though. Purchasing such a wanton sissy-wife that would bounce so aggressively up and down onto Douglas' cock, performing her wifely duty...
Evelynn left her husband and sissy-wife to their morning fucking. The chef was off today. She'd make coffee. Toy could make brunch later, after draining Douglas' balls.
Douglas smiled. He was enjoying the ride without having to expend much effort. Watching Toy's body moving up and down and the sympathetic bouncing of her c-cup bosom as she bounced was inspiring his lust! Even the way her long white-blond hair flounced was erotically enchanting to watch.
Douglas even admired Toy's chastity cage trapping and locking away her tiny sissy-clitty. The escutcheon shaped cage was like an inverted triangle, with inwardly curving edges to match Toy's inner thigh curve, and a slight upward curve on the top resting just above her pubic bone. The cage had been commissioned using precious jewels, diamonds, emeralds, sapphires, and rubies that were arranged into the William's Family crest. The cage compressed Toy's penis flat. Under her panties it looked as if she had a woman's vulva. Open and exposed Douglas got the impression of a tiny glittering triangle as if she had a tiny bush that had been bedazzled.
Douglas initially hadn't been completely sold on the idea of buying a sissy. Evelynn and he had tried many different service providers, but with his enhanced virility the risk of his sperm overwhelming a woman's birth control and impregnating her, bearing a child, was a risk neither he nor Evelynn wanted to take. And Evelynn generally didn't like sharing him with other women, even service providers. Legally; using a service provider was not considered infidelity or cheating, but that didn't help how she felt about it.
Douglas and Evelynn exercised due diligence in researching who and what kind of help they wanted and needed. As doctors, they approached it scientifically, considering their needs, their wants, their desires, and then comparing them to the resources available.
Douglas certainly couldn't fathom having a male service provider. He was just as opposed to that as Evelynn was to them sharing a female service provider. Even the female bimbo fetish was too much. Evelynn wasn't averse to a femboy, but Douglas still had reservations. But once they discovered how beautiful and feminine sissies were and the services they provided...then that was that.
And when Evelynn found "tommy" at auction, she saw something in him...an opportunity for Douglas and Evelynn to seize. Ownership. No need for appointments with the NSSA&M. A legally owned sissy compelled by training and conditioning to become the perfect sissy-wife. And laws granting Douglas and Evelynn the authority to do so.
Douglas liked that authority. It was a heady feeling and an empowering one.
Toy was approaching desperation. Her ass felt sooo good...but also hurt so much! She didn't know how much longer she could last. Even her leg muscles were starting to burn from her efforts bouncing up and down on Daddy and his big dick!
Toy had one more trick up her sleeve. If this worked, she would get her daddy-husband off and he would cum in her ass. Otherwise, she would have to give up, and have Daddy roll them both over, take the top position, and ravage her.
"Daddy?" Toy asked.
"Yeah baby?"
"Tell me again about stem cells." Toy winced and sighed and moaned as she dropped her ass down again and again onto Daddy's turgid circumcised penis.
"You mean like how we use them for beauty?" Douglas asked.
"MmmHmm..." Toy whispered.
"Or how we use them for health benefits?"
"Mmmhmm..." Toy murmured.
"Or how we can use them to cure paralysis?"
"Mmmhmm..." Toy moaned.
"Or how we made our fortune with them?"
"Mmmhmm..." Toy gasped.
"Or maybe how we used them to develop bigger dicks and balls for a mommy and sissy to ride?" Douglas asked as his hands reached out and pinched Toy's erect protruding nipples.
"Mmmhmm...AHHHHHH..."
Toy cried out, her orgasm rampaging through her mind and body. Every scintilla of her being suffused in ecstasy and pleasure! Lost in bliss Toy didn't even register when Daddy came or that her daddy's balls had finally released their stored load deep into her warm tight velvety cavern.
Douglas admired the effect his touch had. Stem Cell enhanced breasts were like a switch; a literal turn-on for sissy pleasure. Douglas released Toy's nipples and held toy tight as she orgasmed. Toy's stem cell enhanced anus expertly massaged Douglas' dick her sphincter undulating against his rock-hard member. Her orgasm inspired his own. With a grunt Douglas spewed his seed. As he came inside her he watched her muscles ripple with pleasure. As his balls were drained of their abundance of cum, he watched as the abdominal muscles of her tummy quivered and her thighs spasmed under his firm grip. Douglas bucked up into Toy several times to cast his seed deep inside his sissy-wife, breed-able but not impregnable.
Toy, when she recovered, only felt a pervading sense of relief and accomplishment. Taking the slow road to orgasm was deeply satisfying.
**
Coffee and Brunch.
Toy quickly showered, cleansed out her anus using her Enemizer automated anal douching system, performed all her skin and hair care routines and dressed as mommy demanded of her. Panties, thigh highs, garter belt, and heels; cherishing the simplicity of having a standard uniform of the day.
Toy found Mommy and Daddy relaxing in the parlor. Mommy assigned Toy to make brunch as it was the chef's day off.
Serving Mommy and Daddy, Toy was allowed to join them, and after asking a simple question, Daddy began to wax enthusiastically about his work.
"Stem cells have been a panacea. A godsend. The work is difficult and tedious but when Evelynn and I started working together they hadn't been developed at all. Not like this. The way we were able to use them and market them...God..."
Toy listened attentively as Daddy continued with a bunch of scientific babble she couldn't understand. It really was her fault though. Daddy loved his work and asking him about earlier while he fucked her certainly set events in motion.
"And the undeveloped health benefits. Like the old saying 'An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure', Well, once we discovered how the..."
Toy merely smiled and nodded along. She nibbled at her muffin and sipped her coffee.
"...almost any use reduces sickness by 90%, strengthening the immune system. Reduced rates of cancer..."
Toy loved how enthusiastic Mommy and Daddy were about their work. Mommy liked to let daddy ramble on, but always chimed in from time to time with corrections or observations. Toy should show her appreciation somehow. Maybe once brunch was over, she could suck Daddy's dick. And after that, tease and taste Mommy's pie.
Mmm...Daddy's dick was so good. The way it perfectly fit her mouth, the way it would slip and slide over her tongue. It took up so much space inside her mouth her tongue would be pushed almost flat. The spongy rounded head with its circumcision scar crowning and preceeding the veiny hard shaft. The Way it would fill her throat when she took all of it deeply. How it's massive girth could cut off her air if she wasn't precise and controlled about her breathing. Even the way it pulsed when he shot his cum down her throat and directly into her belly!
And Mommy's sweet cunt, usually filled with Daddy's cream by the time Toy got to it, but not always. The warmth, the nectar that flowed when Toy lapped at Mommy's womanly folds. The way Toy could lick at Mommy's clitoris to provide her with orgasm. The sweet and salty mix of Mommy's nectar and Daddy's cum served warm and fresh. Heavenly.
Toy's nipples protruded in arousal and her sissy-clitty became tight in its cage...She was ready to prove she had something to contribute to their family as well.
**
Toy's Stories, Group Therapy.
Once again meeting at The Covfefe Shop, the gathering group of sissies really stood out. Men in business suits, women in business attire, families, young couples, all took notice of the young sissies in their taffeta, organza, petticoats, corsets, lace, stockings, and heels. The riot of primary and pastel colors a distinct difference from the more sedate colors of the common subject.
Toy had already ordered, purchased, and received her drink, a chai tea. She socialized with the other sissy service providers, feminized male brides, and owned sissies, waiting for the start of their 'session'.
Many of the group sought Toy out. They had noticed her in the news reports covering the conclave, entering or exiting the Great Hall of the House of Lords where the conclave had been held. They were eager to hear stories. They thought that she was an eyewitness to history, witnessing the nobles elect the new monarch.
They were all, to a gurl, disappointed to hear she effectively saw and heard nothing. She knew nothing about the voting, or why the public favorite walked out from the conclave abdicating her opportunity, of the surprising elevation of a dark-horse candidate. Toy felt she had missed out on some serious political drama.
After finding out she had no interesting stories to tell about the inner workings of the nobility, the other gurls left her alone. Toy sipped her chai and looked forward to the shared stories and hoped today's story would be a good one. A new gurl to the group, a striking red-headed beauty was about to share her first story...
**
Talking about yourself is one of the hardest things for a sissy to do. A sissy is about service over self. Cassie looked out over the gathering of a dozen gurls arranged in a close circle.
"Hello everyone. It's so nice to meet you all. I'm Cassandra and this is my first time here. I was told I'd have to share a story with you all, so...here goes...It was the year that I joined the NSSA&M and became a sissy service provider..."
"Please mom," Michael whined. "It's just for Halloween."
"It's a sleepover with two girls. The Delaney twins. What are you thinking?" Michaels Mother asked.
"It's just going to be trick or treating and a sleepover. Besides, their mom is going to be there the whole time."
Michael was desperate to go. He never got invited anywhere, and then completely out of the blue, the hottest twins in high school actually talked to him. Small, unassuming, often bullied, having two amazingly pretty girls even recognize his existence was...well, it was strange, and exciting, and it had never happened before.
"Normally I'd say you were crazy, because I raised you better, but I've already talked to their mother and we agreed that you can go. Of course, there will need to be some assurances that no hanky-panky is going on, but other than that, it's fine."
Michael nearly jumped for Joy. His mother said yes! This might finally be his one chance to have sex with pretty girls and not die a virgin. Michael couldn't believe his luck; invited to sleepover with twin sisters! He could feel it. His whole life was going to change!
Michaels Mom and Dad dropped him off.
"Now remember, be on your best behavior. And do exactly what their mother says. I won't tolerate any disrespect."
"I will." Michael responded. His mother was not happy and her strict attitude seemed excessive. Michael wanted to get out quickly.
"And remember, your dad and I are going to a party tonight, so we won't be home till late."
"Yes Mom." Michael replied. Why did that even matter? He was at a sleep-over. With two hot twin girls. He couldn't imagine calling for pick-up. She was supposed to come get him by 10AM tomorrow anyway...hopefully without his virginity.
"Ok, then be good."
Michael could have done without the motherly kiss on his forehead. Sometimes she really treated him like a child and not the 18-year-old he had become! Michael watched his parents drive away. He held his overnight bag and walked to the front door, nervously ringing the doorbell.
"Ah, you must be Michael. I'm Ava, Faith and Hope's mother. Please come in."
Michael smiled politely. The twin's mother was a knockout! She was wearing a tight black pencil skirt just above knee length. She wore a white blouse and Michael could swear he could make out the black bra she wore through the material. She had on black high heels and her legs looked silky like she was wearing sheer tights or pantyhose. She was taller than Michael, a sore spot he still felt. It wasn't easy being the shortest guy in high school. Even the freshmen and almost every girl were taller. Shoot even Faith and Hope were slightly taller than he was. Michael found her a little bit intimidating. Her hair was in a severe ponytail, pulled back from her face. She looked like she wouldn't tolerate any nonsense.
Now standing at the entry way to their home Ava stopped Michael where he was. Faith and Hope walked into the room and Michael felt his heart leap. Both girls were wearing long fluffy bathrobes, were wearing makeup, and had their hair styled, they looked so pretty! Both girls had colored their hair. Or wore wigs. Faith had blonde pigtails, and Hope had on a brunette bob. Michael's boxers suddenly felt tight.
"Now before we begin there are some rules..."
"Of course, ma'am..." Michael began, eager to smooth over any assurances.
"Don't speak over me." Ava snapped.
Michale shut his mouth, shocked. Ava stepped forward, causing Michael to take a step back.
"You will address me as Miss Sterling."
"Um...Yes Miss Sterling." Michael felt his mouth dry. I thought their last name was Delaney?
"I've spoken to your mother. If you want to sleep over with my daughters I will need some assurances of your fidelity."


"Um...of course." Fidelity?
Ava frowned.
"I mean, of course, Miss Sterling."
"I cannot, in good conscience, allow a boy to sleep with my girls without knowing that their purity will not be compromised."
Purity?
"Of course, Miss Sterling." Michael responded. Wow, she was intimidating, Michael fought against the sense of fear she caused to well inside him. Probably best to go along with her.
"I've spoken to your mother. She feels the same way."
"Umm..." Miss Sterling and his mom talked? Shit! What did they say?
"Umm is not a word, Michael. We may address that later if there is time, but for now, if you want to spend the night, there is something you must do."
"Umm...I mean...uh...What must I do, Miss Sterling."
"Put this on." Ava held out something in her hand. Michael looked at it for a long time, puzzled.
"I...don't know what that is..." Micheal said, confusion evident in his voice "...Miss Sterling." Michael added hastily, nearly forgetting.
"This, Michael, is a chastity cage. It ensures that horny young men who may have improper intentions are not able to act on them."
"Chastity? I've...umm...never heard of such a thing. How does it work?"
"This goes on your penis. It locks it away, preventing young men who can't control themselves from acting on their throbbing biological urges."
"What?! You're crazy! There's no way I'm wearing that. I just want to..." Michael looked over to Faith and Hope "...have a sleepover with friends."
"And you will if you put this on. If not, then you are free to leave."
"But..." Micheal knew the walk-home was impossible. It was late. He lived miles away. It was getting colder and dark outside, and he had no money for an Auto-Cab either.
"But what Micheal? Either you consent to wear chastity and have a pleasant time here, or you go home. It's an easy choice, really." Ava said bluntly.
"But I wouldn't even know how to put it on." Michael mumbled.
"That's fine Michael. I can help you."
Michael looked again past Ava...err...Miss Sterling...to Faith and Hope. They both had their hands clasped together making pleading gestures. Hope suddenly used her tongue and one hand to simulate giving a blow-job. Michael made his decision quickly.
"Fine. I'll do it."
"Do what Michael?" Miss Sterling asked.
"I'll wear it."
"So, you consent to wearing chastity? I need to hear you say it, Michael."
"Fine, I consent to wear chastity."
"Good. Your mother would be proud of you Michael. She agreed with me that this was a reasonable precaution. Now drop your trousers down and let's put this on."
"What? Here? In front of..." Michael paused, scared.
"Yes. Here. Now. In front of Hope and Faith. They should see that you are safe to be around."
One last look at Faith and Hope, the twins pleading expressions behind their mother's back, and Michael decided. He undid the snap on the front of his pants and, blushing with embarrassment, lowered his pants down.
"Boxer's too." Ava commanded.
Michael lowered his underwear. He stood stock still, embarrassed, as his cock and balls were now exposed before three of the most beautiful women he had ever seen...and one of the most intimidating.
"Good thing I bought the small one." Ava said. Her hands grasped his junk and squeezed. His semi-erect member quickly lost most of its firmness. Miss Sterling just as quickly, expertly attached the device. Michael's impending erection was suddenly trapped inside it as Ava clasped the tiny padlock onto the device.
Micheal looked down. He saw his cock. It was trapped inside a clear plastic tube of some sort. He could see his compressed caged cock, and feel the strain of it as his involuntary erection swelled and pushed against the cage. Curious, Michael touched the cage, he could not feel his penis at all. The hard plastic cage was unyielding. Micheal blushed even more remembering his early morning solo relief with his hands. There had to be a trick to get this thing off.
"Take your hands off your cock Michael." Ava commanded.
"Yes Miss Sterling." Micheal was embarrassed again as his response was so quick. He was even more embarrassed when she called to her daughters closer to show them his caged cock.
"Come here girls and look at this."
Faith and Hope stepped forward, obedient to their mother. They seemed fascinated by his caged cock. His arousal grew, the swelling increased. The pain did as well. Michael tried to play it cool. He glanced at the key in Miss Sterling's hand. If he could get ahold of that key...
"This is important." Ava said, addressing them all. "There will be no fooling around. You will remain pure until marriage! Thankfully you have a young man here who can obey rules and remain chaste as well. Now pull up your pants."
Michael pulled his boxers and pants back up. The strange feeling of having a cage on his cock did not disappear when his cock disappeared from sight. Instead, he seemed even more aware of his trapped state.
"Ok girls, go have fun now. There are milk and cookies in the kitchen and other snacks for Halloween. My goodness, you better hurry into your costumes if want to be ready for trick or treating later." Ava's behavioral change was astonishing. One minute she was a domineering woman who would brook no disrespect and the next she was acting and sounding like Suzy home-maker. Michael was bewildered by the sharp change, but found he was now being taken in hand by Faith and Hope and escorted deeper into their home.
"Come on Michael. Let's get into our costumes."
When Michael came to the girl's bedroom, he felt he was walking into a fantasy. The girl's room was a bit messy and the sight of skirts, and dresses, bras and panties, and other 'girly things' was nearly overwhelming. The scent of perfume was pleasant. The room had two beds, one on each side, two dressers, a walk-in closet, and an attached bath. His arousal only grew. There had to be a way to take off the cage. Maybe it could be slipped off?
"I know you were surprised when we approached you at school." Faith said.
"Well, yeah..."
"And maybe you were wondering about our plans for you." Hope added.
Michael was a bit overwhelmed. The girls talked almost as one person, finishing each other's sentences.
"Our friend Jill got sick..." Faith began.
"And we had just entered a contest..." Hope continued.
"And we already paid the entry fee..." Faith added.
"And bought the costumes..." Hope again.
"So, like, we really needed a third to help us out..." Faith supplied.
"And that's where you come in..." Hope declared.
"We need you to be our third!" Both girls finished in unison.
Michael only nodded his head affirmatively.
"Of course. Whatever you need."
"This is, like, super-important." Faith
"The importantest!" Hope
"This is to help set up our whole, like, college careers..." Together.
"Cool! So, what are we going as?" Michael asked.
"WE...are going as cartoon super heroes."
Hope and Faith doffed their bathrobes. And stood before him. In sexy schoolgirl-like uniforms.
Michael's cock raged inside its chastity cage. Faith was dressed all in blue, and Hope was dressed all in green. Both outfits consisted of mini-dresses with a pleated skirt section and a black circle around their tummy. They wore knee high socks and Mary-Jane heels. The uniform was all one piece and fit them perfectly, the swell of their breasts in particular.
"The three of us will be The Power Puff Girls!" They both said, practically squealing with glee.
Despite his painful arousal Michaels mind recoiled.
"You want me to go as a girl?" He asked, dumbfounded.
"YES!" Both girls said simultaneously.
"But...I can't...I'm a boy..." Michael stammered.
Faith and Hope immediately approached him, standing close, each one on either side of him, practically in an embrace.
"PLEASSEEEE..." They begged, breathily into each ear.
"But...I'll look silly. People will gossip. This could be social suicide..."
"No, it won't! We won't let that happen." Faith said
"We can make you pretty." Hope added.
"No one will ever know." Faith continued.
"Unless you want them to." Hope added, with a wink.
"Please help us." Faith sighed against his neck.
"Please, Please, Please..." Hope begged.
Michael's reluctance wavered as he felt not one, but two hands resting on his back and shoulder, in a warm, perfumed embrace.
Micheal's reluctance disappeared as not one, but two hands also touched and brushed against the front of his pants. Then were resting on his lap. Holding him. Touching near his penis.
"Do this for us and we'll see what we can do about finding the key to this." Hope said, actually grasping his chastity cage through his pants. His penis was locked away and his testicles were being pulled tight as his erection pulled against the base ring snapped around his scrotum.
"Fine, Fine, alright. This is the craziest thing anyone's ever asked me to do but...I'll do it." Michael breathed, lust evident in his voice. He really needed to get that cage off!
"YAYYY!" Both girls cheered and even jumped a bit for joy. "Let's get you ready and then get you dressed!"
Michael had thought that those two things would have been the same. But apparently getting ready meant a shower and, to his great shock, an enema.
"Why an enema?" The thought of having liquid shot up into his butt was scary.
"So, you can be clean inside and out. Like, do you really want to have to use the bathroom dressed as a girl? This will prevent that. If your bowels are empty, you won't have to go."
That kinda made sense, and as unpleasant as it sounded, and gross as it was when he voided his bowels into the toilet, being 'empty' back there felt surprisingly good.
The shower also made sense. Both girls made sure he was hairless. They insisted on a depilatory cream to remove his body hair, not that he had much anyway. They carefully inspected his face, but he still hadn't grown any whiskers, a sore spot compared to his peers. But when they wanted to shave his balls. That was scary! A razor, that close to his junk? Fortunately, the depilatory cream and done most of the job for them. Removing what little hair remained with the razor was scary, and tricky with that damn cage on. But afterwards, Michaels hairless cock looked even more...distressing, bare, and naked.
Getting dressed had been painful. Not the costume, the cage. His arousal just would not subside. Michael was puzzled. He wondered why his caged cock didn't fascinate the girls, they kinda seemed they wanted it off as well, but they were strictly business getting him ready. Maybe after this contest was over, they'd be more helpful. What Michael thought had been just discarded clothing tossed around the room was actually the scattered parts of the third costume.
"Who are we supposed to be again?"
"The power puff girls." Faith and Hope both reminded him, simultaneously.
"I'm Bubbles, so I wear blue and have blonde hair." Faith supplied,
"And I'm going as Buttercup, so I'm wearing green and have black hair." Hope added.
"And you are going as Blossom." Faith informed.
"So, you get to wear pink." Hope said.
"Wow. Does it have to be pink? Wouldn't one of you rather have the pink?" Michael asked, as if wearing a pleated mini dress and Mary Jane heels wasn't going to be bad enough.
"Why would you care?" Faith asked.
"I'm so over pink." Hope declared.
"We wore pink, like, so much, when we were younger." Faith informed.
"Mom made us. Always dressing us alike." Hope confirmed.
"It's only for tonight. You'll be totally fine."
"And don't forget the Bra, and Panties, and knee-high socks."
"Don't forget the wig either."
"Wig?" Michael asked. It was hard to keep track of which one was speaking.
"Blossom has red hair." Faith approached, holding up the wig, which she quickly affixed to his head with hairpins. Looking in a mirror Michael now saw a young-looking girl with long red hair down to the small of his back, bangs, and a pink bow atop.
They dressed him just as quickly. Pink panties over his trapped penis felt...strange...surprisingly good. The panties were a bit tight and actually supported his trapped member still frustratingly tight inside its cage. The matching pink bra was just a bit tight around his chest and pushed in and pulled up a bit on his chest. By itself it almost looked like he had tiny tits. An effect that was enhanced when each girl added inserts inside the bra cups that gave him just a little bit more of boob and cleavage. The pink mini-dress dress was tight around his waist with a pleated skirt section that flared outward over his hips and butt. The skirt section was short! He'd have to be careful not to bend over. Lastly followed the white knee-high socks and the glossy low-heeled Mary Jane's.
Back in their bathroom, Faith and hope sat Michael down at their vanity. Strewn with many cosmetics Michael surrendered to their attentions. They made him face them, sitting facing away from the mirror, and worked for nearly 30 minutes.
They worked mostly in silence, often only sharing a look, a mumble, or a wave of a hand to coordinate their actions.
Michael had time to ponder his predicament. I'm with the two most amazingly beautiful twins in school. I've been stripped, showered, shaved, dressed, and am receiving a make-over.
Michaels trapped penis had surged and flagged often during the hour or so he'd been there. Thinking about it made it seem to struggle more to become fully erect. The pain it caused when it failed due to the cock cage encapsulating it was tortuous.
But that was all it took, the hope to have the opportunity to get free and have sex with either or both of the prettiest girls in school. Dressing up as a girl seemed like a minor hurdle...
"Tell me more about these Power Puff Girls. I've never heard of them."
"They're from the live action remake from last year of the original movie from 50 years ago that came from the original cartoons about 100 years ago...duh!"
"Shush now. Be still so we can work."
Embarrassed and emasculated Michael submitted to their ministrations, the lotions, the powders and brushes, the liquid eyeliner they applied to his eyes, mascara to his lashes, eye-shadow, and finally lipstick completing his feminization.
"Close your eyes again please."
Michael felt something spritz all over his face.
"What's this?"
"Setting spray."
"What's that do?"
"Makeup setting spray works like a topcoat for your look."
"Once you've applied your makeup, you spritz it over your face to help lock everything in place."
"It's an invisible shield that minimizes fading, transferring, and creasing throughout the day."
"It's gonna really help to prevent the need for constant touch-ups"
With a flourish, Faith and hope spun the makeup chair around and Michael finally saw the finished appearance.
"Wow!"
"Yeah, right."
"I mean, wow...just...wow."
A pretty red-headed girl was staring back at him from the mirror. She was cute! His arousal grew and flustered him. Was he really getting hard looking at himself as a girl?
Michael was confused. When he thought about it, he imagined a cage should be like an off switch for his cock. It was locked away so it shouldn't work, right? Instead, his arousal was constantly giving him low level pain and discomfort as it struggled to break free from its clear plastic prison. And the more it struggled, the more aroused he became, like some perverted feedback loop. Looking at himself in the mirror, as a hot and sexy chick...the feedback loop just gained more power.
"I told you."
"You really do make a pretty girl."
"I knew when we asked you to be our sub, you'd fit."
"Looking like this, we can't call you Micheal...how about...Cassandra?"
"I thought I was Blossom?"
"Well sure, your costume character, but like, if someone asks for your real name what would you say?" Hope asked.
"You'd give them your real name? Hi there, I'm Michael, pleased to meet you. Do you like my dress?" Faith teased.
"Um...No...Sounds good. Why Cassandra anyway?"
"She's from this book we're reading for our women's studies class at school."
"She was a trojan priestess dedicated to the god Apollo. She would utter true prophecies but never be believed."
"Um, wow...ok then, Cassandra it is."
"We should get going." Hope mentioned.
"We don't want to be late." Faith confirmed.
Cassandra stood and admired her costume and her appearance in the mirror one more time. There really was no trace of 'Michael'. In his place stood Cassandra, a hot high school chick in a slutty costume.
"Let's go."
**
"I actually thought we were going trick or treating first, and then this party and contest after." Cassie said. Thie twins had quickly shortened Cassandra to Cassie. It still didn't feel like they were including her in all their plans though. Cassie didn't want any more surprises.
The girls said goodbye to their mother, Ava had warned them about what time to be home and insisted on pictures to commemorate the event. Cassie followed Faith and Hope's lead as they all twirled and posed. Looking again at the pictures of the three of them Ava forwarded to his phone Cassie only saw three hot girls!
The girls took the car, allegedly to join a friend for trick or treating. It was only after they had left that Faith and Hope told Cassie the whole story.
"The costume contest is at a college fraternity party. It's a mixer and a meet and greet with their paired sorority. This is for selection opportunity to rush the sorority for the girls or fraternity for the boys."
Faith and Hope both shared a look. Each one hoping to party with college aged boys. "Whatever you do you'd better be cool. Don't do anything to ruin this for us." Faith warned.
"Who me? I'm cool. I'm so cool I'm frosty." Cassie said.
"Is there anything you can do with your voice?" Hope asked.
"My voice?"
"Yes. It's close to a girl's voice, but not quite there."
"My voice is close to a girls voice?" Cassie asked, bemused.
"It's one of the other reasons we chose you."
"Try speaking from higher up in your chest."
"Like this?" Cassie asked.
"That's better. Keep practicing."
"She sells sea shells by the sea shore." Cassie verbalized, trying for a higher pitch and register.
"Or maybe try not to speak much at all." Hope groused.
"We're here."
Once at the event Faith, Hope, and Cassie went to check-in.
"Hi, I'm Chris. Welcome to Delta Delta Delta, the tri-delts, and this is Chrissy, from our partner sorority, Sigma Epsilon Chi."
"Chris and Chrissy, isn't that fun. Are you three registered?" Chrissy asked.
"Yes. I'm Faith Delaney and this is my sister Hope..." Faith started
"And this is our friend Cassie." Hope finished.
Cassie merely waved her hand.
"Cassie's not on the list." Chrissy said, checking her clipboard.
"She's a sub for our friend, Jill..." Faith explained.
"Who got sick." Hope expounded.
"Well, sure. I'll pencil her in. Ok, the costume contest is at 10. They'll call you up when it's your turn. Don't be late. Here are your wrist bands. You can't be in the house without them. Drinks are...well, everywhere, so help yourself, mingle, and have fun!"
Cassandra entered the party with Faith and Hope but quickly lost them. She soon found she was effectively abandoned by her friends. The house was warm and the crush of bodies meant everyone was bumping into and brushing up against her. She wasn't watching where she was going when she was knocked slightly, stumbled and fell, and ended up over the lap of a fraternity brother.
"Um...hello."
"Hello." Cassie squeaked out, careful to modulate her voice.
"Can I...help you?"
"Can you help me up?" Cassie replied.
"Well sure, if that's what you need. Not that I'm complaining." The man smiled. The pretty girl with long red hair in the pleated pink minidress that suddenly sprawled over his lap was...pretty. Her knee-high socks, her pert backside, the way the hem of her skirt had hiked up a bit as she fell onto his lap. A glimpse of pink panty and Dat ass just begging for his hand to spank it.


The man, she guessed must be a student here, helped Cassie up into a seated position...on his lap. Cassie blushed, looked flushed and tried to smooth down her skirt.
"Wow, this place is packed. Is it always like this?" Cassie asked. The noise from the crowded room and the multiple conversations helping put her at ease about her voice. The crush of bodies around the couch gave her little room to move, let alone stand up. She could feel something poking into her lap. He must have something in his pocket.
"Oh yeah. Tri-delt and Sigma Epsilon Chi always throw the best parties. You a prospect?"
"Prospect?"
"For our sorority sisters."
"My friends are. I'm a third wheel. I'm just here for the costume contest."
"You look flushed. You, ok?"
"It is a bit warm in here."
"Let's get you something then. Would you like a beer?"
"I can't. I'm not old enough to drink."
"Uh...yeah...nobody here cares."
"Oh...umm...No. I shouldn't."
"How about some punch then?"
"That'd be fine."
The kind man helped Cassie to stand up. She blushed when he definitely spent too much time with his hand on her ass, making sure she was steady on her feet. He had to push her into the throng of people to clear space to stand up before taking her arm and leading her over to a side table set up as a bar. There were cups, bottles of alcohol, mixes, and a keg. Cassie was glad to see a punch bowl and gratefully accepted a red-solo cup full. The punch was fruity and sweet and Cassie was thirsty and drank quickly. After all, it is important to stay hydrated.
"Good?" the handsome stranger asked, indicating the punch.
"Delicious." Cassie replied, smiling up at him. Damn he was tall! And muscular. And strong. When he helped her up, he did it as if she were light as a feather.
"So, what's your name, handsome stranger?" Cassie took a sip to hide her embarrassment. Why was she flirting with him?
"I'm Apollo."
"No way!" Cassie exclaimed.
"Way way. Why?"
"I'm Cassandra."
There was a long pause.
"And?"
"And...umm...Cassandra was a Trojan priestess dedicated to the god Apollo."
"Really?" Apollo Smiled. His clear clean even perfect teeth smiling brightly. He was checking her out. She could see interest in his expression.
Cassie felt embarrassed again. Stop flirting you idiot. He doesn't know you're really a guy. But she was also ambivalent. It felt strange to be pulled in two different directions. To feel embarrassed, and to feel...desirable. Still, her mouth decided to runneth over...
"Yeah, she was fated to never be believed in any of her prophecies, or so I've been told." Cassie took another sip to try to conceal her blushing.
"That's such a shame. I can't imagine why that would happen." Apollo smiled.
Cassie found she was smiling back. She stared for a minute at his smooth smile, handsome face, muscular body...Ugh...Stop it already! Cassie was surprised to find she had drunk all her punch.
"More?"
"Please."
Things became hazy after that. Cassie remembered being called up for the costume contest with Faith and Hope before they disappeared again. She was pretty sure they didn't win. Apollo got her to the stage, and then off the stage after. As the night grew late, she was glad that Apollo kept her safe. There were lots of dudes checking her out. It was both flattering and creepy. But it was weird when exhaustion came crashing down so suddenly. Apollo offered to let her crash on his bed...so kind...Cassie collapsed on the bed, a strange sense of exhaustion rapidly overwhelming her.
Then he was kissing her. Cassie struggled a bit. She didn't kiss dudes, she was one. But Apollo was a good kisser. His kissed felt nice. There probably wasn't any harm in kissing, right? Surely that didn't make her gay. He kissed her lips, her face, kissed down her neck and on her chest between her fake tits.
What the heck? Apollo wondered. It's not unusual for some girls to be less busty but this girl was flat. Her tits were fake. Still, she was really sexy and petite. Apollo lifted her skirt up to get to her panties. What he saw next gave him pause.
There was a bulge where there shouldn't have been.
Apollo pulled down the girls' panties and paused again.
A cage.
A cock cage.
This wasn't a girl at all.
This was a sissy!
Apollo smiled a cruel sadistic smile. He had spent half the night with a caged sissy on his arm at the party. Everyone had seen them together. Some of his bros even saw him bring her up to his bedroom. They had even given him a thumbs-up as they went up the stairs.
Apollo didn't like to be tricked. But still, he wasn't gonna let an opportunity like this go to waste.
Apollo finished removing the gurl's panties, then rolled her over onto her belly. It's true that he discovered she was a caged sissy, but that only meant one thing. He discovered a gurl who likes anal. And Apollo had just the cock to give to her.
Apollo only really had one problem in life. Not wanting to get a girl pregnant meant condoms or butt stuff. Like any real man, he hated condoms. No feel to them. That left Anal. That led to the other problem. His cock was huge. Most girls were afraid of it. They'd freak out. Withdraw consent. Plead to let them leave, leaving him frustrated. He would of course...like a true gentleman. Rape in Allegoria was a serious offense. That reminded him to turn on his laptop's camera. He'd record this.
Cassie moaned. Something was licking her ass. It felt so good. Then she hissed. Something cold had been dropped onto her ass. She felt a finger smear it around. She felt a finger push on her sphincter. She felt a finger penetrate her ass.
"Owww..." Cassie moaned softly in pain. He ass clenched tight on the finger inside her. But it was impossible to hold. It thrust back and forth for a moment before TWO fingers now penetrated her ass.
"OOWWwww..." Cassie moaned again, slightly louder and in slightly greater pain. The two fingers thrusting into her a bit more aggressively than before.
Cassie tried to roll over off her stomach. She was so zoned out she could barely control her body. A firm hand was now placed on her back and held her down. A THIRD finger now joined the other two inside her.
"YOOWWWwwwww...." Cassie moaned again, desperation in her voice. What was going on?
The fingers thrust for quite a while. Unable to get up Cassie tried to relax and figure out what was going on. After a short while, Cassie could feel the pain diminishing. She relaxed a bit, waiting for whatever was going on to stop. Her eyes were heavy and she couldn't focus. She remembered going upstairs to sleep. Was someone in bed with her?
Cassie sighed a sigh of relief as the fingers thrusting in her ass withdrew. Her ass felt open, and the relief was nice. She almost felt like she would fall back asleep.
"AAAAAHHHhhhhh...." Something even bigger was inside her!!! Something bulbous. Something firm. Something...warm...
"You like this, don't you."
Cassie moaned again as whatever it was went deeper.
"You want this, don't you."
Cassie was gasping and sobbing as SOMETHING BIG went even further UP. HER. ASS.
"You want it all of it. I know you do."
Cassie's cries were muted by her rapid breathing and the intense sense of stretching and fullness deep inside her ass. Whatever it was it was ALL. THE. WAY. IN.
"And that takes it all the way up to eleven!"
Was that Apollo's voice?
The huge thing inside her, stretching her, filling her, hurting her, slowly withdrew. Cassie felt agony as the thing exiting her butt hurt just as much as it had going in. Yet there was something else. Something inside her felt...good.
"That's it gurl. Take. That. Cock."
Cassie squealed as the cock, she now knew it was a cock, finished its withdrawal and plunged forcefully back inside her. She felt the agony of her ass stretch to accommodate the intrusion. She felt friction as it slid inside her. She felt...pleasure...as one spot seemed immune to the pain she was feeling. She felt it take quite a long time to slide all the way in. And she felt a sting as someone's lap slapped into her bare bottom.
And then he did it again. "Yeah Gurl."
Cassie moaned.
And again. "Mmm, you like that."
Cassie moaned again.
And again. "You like that don't ya."
Cassie moaned a third time.
She did recognize that voice. Despite her befuddled state she knew him. She knew who it was. Apollo was fucking her!
Cassie moaned again as the fucking continued. The agony was coupled with pleasure. Agony and pleasure held in delicate balance as Apollo fucked away at her ass. Cassie couldn't quite believe her reaction. She tried to rise up, using her arms, but in doing so she felt her own body start to push back onto Apollo and his massive cock.
"That's it baby. Take it all. Take all eleven inches of this meat!"
Holy fuck? Eleven inches? Was that even possible? How was that even possible?
Of course, it must be possible! She could feel it happening. Her ass now felt sore and possibly red from heat as Apollo's lap slamming into her was a stinging confirmation of her surrender.
Surrender?
Did she surrender? Did she just surrender her body? To Apollo?
She must have. Autonomously, her body now pushed back harder. What little strength she had in her arms to rise up put her resting on her elbows, her back still tired and weak. Cassie found she was moaning more in pleasure than pain. She was finally able to move her head some and look back over her shoulder.
Naked and glorious, a paragon of masculinity was kneeling behind her, holding her hips up, on her knees, and fucking away at her defenseless and helpless body. Through a tousle of her red-haired wig she could see his firm chest, six pack abs, biceps and triceps and broad shoulders. His raw musculature working to take her.
Cassie felt her orgasm building. No...this can't be possible. Was she about to cum from being fucked? Was she about to cum like a girl? She had wanted to lose her virginity, but had never imagined it would be remotely like this.
Another long, low whorish moan escaped her lips, her breathing was rapid, her body was being jostled back and forth at the hands and cock of Apollo. Her fucker, the man who was taking her virginity.
Cassie came! Her orgasm broke hard upon her. Her caged cock was leaking despite its inability to straighten out, the implacable plastic cage holding it bent, and chaste, and locked away. Cassie lost what little strength she had recovered as her orgasm subsided. She then heard Apollo grunting strongly. He thrust into her, deeply, one last time. She could feel the pulsing of his cock inside her. What's more, she could feel the wet impact of cum, spraying inside her.
She had truly, well, and fully, been fucked!
**
"Oh my god, we're SO late. Mom is going to kill us."
"Where is Cassie?"
Faith and Hope searched through the frat house. It was difficult as the party was still going strong and the throng of revelers slowed them down. The girls went upstairs to search. Chrissy said that she had seen Cassie with one of the frat bros go upstairs. Peeking into the bedrooms was embarrassing. Many couples were in various states of intimacy.
"There she is."
Faith and Hope were shocked. Cassie, her skirt rucked up around her waist, was lying on a bed, on her arms and knees, with a man behind her. From their position it looked like he had his cock up in her...
"Cassie, come on, we have to go." Faith, recovering first from shock, stage-whispered.
Hope held the door open as Faith entered. The man looked at them, then rolled off Cassie, his cock sliding wetly out from her ass. He smacked his palm down on Cassie's ass. The stinging slap rousing Cassie.
"Wha?" Cassie moaned.
"Cassie, we have to go. Get your panties on now!" Faith commanded.
Cassie stirred slowly, sluggishly. Awkwardly crawling to the edge of the bed to sit up. She looked around, then found her panties.
"Why are my panties off?" She slurred, drunkenly slipping them back on.
Faith took Cassie by the arm, practically dragging her to her feet.
"We have to go home. Now. Move it girl!" Faith commanded.
The man chortled, hearing what she said. Watching them leave.
"Call me." Cassie giggled. A backward glance indicating her fucker laying back in bed.
Once out in the hallway they forced Cassie to move quickly.
"Why does my butt hurt?" Cassie asked. She rubbed her sore backside. Her skimpy panties had smushed something between her ass cheeks. On her hand she felt sticky wetness.
"Because you had more fun than us, apparently." Hope chimed in, irritated, holding open the car door for Faith who unceremoniously shoved Cassie into the back seat.
"C'mon, we got to go." Faith was driving.
"Don't speed."
"I'm not Speeding. I'm doing the limit. I can't afford a ticket."
Suddenly; blue lights lit up behind them. Damn. Cops. Faith pulled the car over.
"Good evening miss, License, registration, and proof of insurance please."
"Her you go officer." Faith answered, providing the documents.
"I'll need all of your ID's as well."
Both Hope and Cassie provided their licenses.
"What seems to be the problem, officer?"
"We are doing routine and random safety and sobriety checks this evening."
"Have any of you been drinking or using any recreational drugs tonight?"
"No officer." Faith and Hope answered simultaneously in their sing-song voice.
"Have you been drinking miss?" The officer noted Cassie hadn't answered.
"No. I only had punch at a party. I think it made me sick." Cassie volunteered way too much.
"That's why she's in the back seat officer." Faith stated, playing along.
The officer paused for a moment, looking at Cassie, then gave a double take at her ID.
"Michael Smith?"
"Yes?"
"Where is your PCP?"
"PCP?"
"Your Public Crossdressing Permit."
"Um...Halloween is a free pass for this week." Cassie answered, repeating what she had been told earlier.
"No...the Public Crossdressing Permits are issued for free this week. No charge. You still need to have one if you want to cross-dress."
"Oops." Cassie giggled, barely able to stay awake.
"I'm going to have to give you a ticket." The officer said.
"Do you really have to?" Faith asked.
"Yes. I'm sending you an E-ticket. Included is the summons. She'll, have to go to court and pay the fine. She will also have to appear as she is now, so the judge can accurately determine the size of the fine."
"Why is that?"
"Your friend is passable. That means she could be accused of public deceit for personal gain."
"But we just went to a private party."
"He can explain it to the judge. He will be contacted for his court date soon."
**
The girls finally arrived home only to find their mother, Ava, simmering with anger.
"Girls, perhaps you would care to explain yourselves?"
"It's Cassie's fault." Hope squealed. "She wandered off. We searched for her and found her, uh...drunk."
"I knew this boy was no good." Ava muttered. "Is that why you are late?"
"Yes mother."
"We spent time searching for her. We couldn't leave her mom. That would be wrong."
"You did a good thing. You should've called, but at least you are all home safe. Now as to Michael..."
Michael was barely able to stand, Both Hope and Faith had to help hold him up.
"Ugh! I'm going to let her sleep this off. Just take her to bed. We can let her mother...his mother...know in the morning." Ava corrected.
"Yes Mom. Goodnight. We love you."
"Thank you for being good girls. I love you too."
**
Michael woke up the next morning. A glance at the clock showed it was just past 10.
"Good morning sleepy head." Faith and Hope both chimed in. They were wearing their bathrobes again and had their wigs and all their makeup removed. Both were natural blondes and even without makeup looked amazing. Their good morning cheer was annoying. It hurt Michaels head. He idly wondered if they were naked under their robes. Michael's penis, which had been quiescent, roused itself.
"Your mother is here." Hope informed.
"What?" Micheal asked.
"She's here to pick you up." Faith added.
Michael sat up too quickly. The room seemed to spin a little before finally righting itself. What the hell was in that punch?
"I guess I should change." Michael stood up slowly so the room wouldn't spin again. His head hurt. He had to pause and fight the urge to throw-up.
"Actually, we are leaving. Right now!" Michael's mother spoke firmly standing in the doorway.
Michael shrank away. "But...but...my clothes..."
"There's no time. We have things to do today. Where is your overnight bag?"
Michael and Hope and Faith looked around, not finding it.
"Never mind. WE can come back for it later after it's found."
Micheal's mother took Michael firmly by his upper arm, escorting him out.
Michale stumbled slightly, noting he obviously slept with his Mary-Jane heels on. A passing glance at a mirror showed he was still in costume. As mother and Miss Sterling made their goodbyes, vowing to talk more later. Michael noted his makeup was still perfect. That setting spray must be really good.
The final walk from the front door to the car was mortifying. People would see him! As he sat down into the passenger seat Michael could feel the squish of cum in his butt and panties.
"You look like a tart!" Mother accused. "I can't believe you went out like that."
Micheal still had his phone. The ding of a notification alerting him to a new message.
"What is that?" Mother asked sternly.
"Umm...I got a ticket last night." Michael replied softly with embarrassment.
"What? You weren't driving, were you?"
"No. Faith was. But we were pulled over for a safety and sobriety check and the cop gave me a ticket for public crossdressing." Michael showed his mother the e-ticket on the screen of his phone.
"You have to go to court dressed...like that?" She asked, reading the summons. She noted his makeup was still perfect. She idly wondered what setting spray he had used. It must be really good.
"I guess so." Michael replied.
Mother merely started the car and drove away. A few minutes later Micheal noticed they were not heading home.
"Umm...where are we going?"
"Umm is not a word, Michael. We may address that later if there is time, but for now I have a dental appointment and you have an appointment with the army recruiter."
Michael felt sick.
"Mom, I can't go there like this."
"You should have thought of that before."
Micheal felt an embarrassing tightness in his crotch. He gasped and reactively grasped at the cage still on his penis.
"What are you doing?" his mother asked.
"Mom. We have to go back. I...forgot something."
"You mean the cage?" his mother asked.
Wha? Fuck? How did she know? Michael could only stare in shock at his mother.
"Later. We can go back later."
"But mom..."
"I. SAID. LATER." Michael's mother would not tolerate any more discussion.
**
Micheal sat in his seat at the Recruiters office. The intimidating glares from the recruiter did little to lift his embarrassment. He fidgeted in his seat only to again feel the squish of cum in his panties and ass. It felt weird to admit, at least to himself, that the cum actually didn't bother him.
"Michael Smith, I can state with near certainty that the Army is not for you. Maybe you should consider the Navy instead." The contempt in his voice was palpable and for a minute Michael couldn't tell if it was for him and the way he was dressed, or for the Navy. Michael nodded and rose to leave.
"Before you go, there is one other thing." The recruiter said.
"What's that sarge." Michael asked, uncaring as the recruiter looked insulted being so casually addressed.
"I am a mandatory reporter. You come in dressed like that I am required by law to let the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department know."


Micheal paled. The Bimbo Lottery!
"Well, thanks' anyway Sarge. I guess I'll be going then."
From behind him, a strong hand landed on Michael's shoulder. Michael looked over his shoulder and blanched. An Asset Retrieval Team from the Bimbo Lottery stood right behind him.
"Well hello love, what do they call you when you're all dolled up like this?"
"Uh, Cassandra" Michael answered, quaking in his glossy low-heeled shoes.
"Perfect."
"Cassandra, it is my great pleasure to inform you that you have been selected for service by the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department for evaluation and potential induction. You have been reported as having potential among all your eligible peers to serve your country and to do your part to help control and satisfy elevated passions within the community." The agent spoke in a normal professional tone of voice, but somehow it seemed to carry well throughout the recruiting office, attracting everyone's attention.
Another agent holding a ridiculous pair of pink high heels came forward.
Cassie was handcuffed. Her Mary-Janes removed and the pink heels put on her feet.
"You're not going to strip me naked, are you?" Cassie asked, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. Everyone knew the ridiculously high pink heels and nudity were part of the public spectacle when a recruit 'won' the bimbo lottery and was taken by the NSSA&M.
"No need this time love. Your outfit is already perfect for your public walk. Just a quick pat down for safety and security before we go."
Cassie felt hand search her long red haired wig. The flowed down her neck, over her shoulders, searched her bra cups, finding the silicon inserts, flowed down over her waist, and the paused right over her crotch.
"Well, well, has someone been a naughty girl?"
The search finished down her legs and over her knee-high socks. Cassie had just been professionally groped and 'felt-up'.
"Let's go lads. This one's an easy one."
Cassie was escorted out of the recruiting office into the public. A reporter was there.
"How do you feel about your selection today?" The reporter asked, taking pictures.
Cassie couldn't stop the tears from flowing.
**
Cassie finished her presentation to the rapt attention of the Gurls. Maybe there was something to group therapy after all. She certainly felt better sharing her story.
The question-and-answer session that followed was actually fun.
"Did you ever go back to the Fraternity and level charges?"
"No. That whole event...it woke something inside me. Do you know the average cock worldwide is only 5 inches long. Here in Allegoria it's, like, 7 inches long. So, losing my virginity to someone with an 11-inch cock made everything that came after...kinda disappointing."
"I suppose the worst part is that Apollo bragged about me later. I mean, apparently the fraternity bros liked having the sissy there that night. The next year they went on the NSSA&M website to schedule a sissy for rush week and the pledges."
"How do you know this?" one of the feminized male brides asked.
"They were specifically asking for me. They discovered 'Cassandra' on the service provider scheduling app."
"Now, once a year they have 'Cassie Day' during rush where a new group of initiates experience their first sissy. It became a thing as even legacy brothers and sponsors come to cum in Cassie. Running a spit roast train of oral, then anal, until the last initiate is finished. Order was determined by lot, so the last to go gets the sloppiest leavings." Cassie cheerfully described.
"Your term of service is nearly over. Are you happy that you won't have that anymore?"
"Actually, now that my seven-year term of service in the NSSA&M is nearing completion I received an offer. The fraternity wants to purchase my contract with an extended warranty. If approved, I would leave active service in the NSSA&M to become the house sissy."
There was a tumultuous uproar among the group. Reactions of the group were split. Free gurls cried "Nooo..." while the newer gurls nodded along in understanding.
"Why would you do that?" One of the more senior gurls asked.
"For stability, I guess. Besides, I didn't finish high school. They took me the day after Halloween of my senior year. I think I can attend school and maybe get my diploma now."
"What are they asking for and what are they offering?" One of the two femboys in attendance asked.
"Well, it's a place to live for free. If I become a 'house-sissy' I would still provide sexual services as a purveyor and practitioner. But as a free-sissy I would have the privilege of declining intercourse with anyone not covered by my contract."
"It would be in the contract to run a train on 'Cassie Day' during initiation week, but other than that...I'd serve only the prospects/rushes, pledges, active members, legacy members, and alumni. The fraternity brothers are always...enthusiastic." Cassie smiled as if recalling a fond memory.
"Also, it would relieve me of my obligation to serve in the reserve corps."
Hearing that it looked like all the girls recognized the seriousness of the offer. After a term of 7 years there was now a minimum 7-year reserve duty. The girls would be recalled to cover shortages in staffing during the summer tourist season and over the winter holidays when demand for service was greatest. Girls who volunteered for 14 years even became eligible for a pension.
"We're still negotiating the details."
Cassie's story ended. Time was growing short and everyone seemed satisfied with her answers to their questions. The working service providers had to move on to their evening appointments. The free gurls were ready to go home.
**
"Your story is...different."
"How so?" Cassie looked to the gurl addressing her. She was waiting for her autocar to take her to her next appointment. The gurl had on her NSSA&M mandated license and collar. "TOY" was spelled out in diamonds on white silk and leather. Cassie guessed that it was the Gurl's name.
"You seem happy. Other Gurls seem reluctant when inducted."
"I confess. Like I said, sex with Apollo awoke something inside me. I felt so alive! I was happy to do it again with him. He seemed happy to see me. He fucked me every year on Cassie Day while he was attending college. I think he may come back as an Alumni too."
"I feel the same." Toy shared. "I'm an owned sissy. I did finish school but couldn't find work after. My mommy and daddy bought me at auction and had me trained and conditioned to be their shared sissy-wife. I love it!"
"I've noticed married and owned sissies usually feel that way. Draftees don't." Cassie agreed.
"Why not just recruit more volunteers?" Toy asked. She asked this question from a lot of different gurls.
"There's not enough of us. The strict criteria to be a sissy. Being presentable is the minimum, being passable is better, but being indistinguishable, except for our tiny cocks of course, is the goal."
Toy merely nodded in agreement. The answer was always the same, no matter who she asked so she knew it must be true.
"When you were sharing you said you used a wig. But your hair is so beautiful, vibrant."
"In boot camp I had them change it to red using the retro-virus. Red really is my color."
"Would you have changed anything if you could?"
"Knowing what I know now, I wouldn't have changed a thing." Cassie answered seriously.
"The retrieval team sure showed up fast to grab you." Toy mused.
"You know what? I think that the Halloween free pass is a scam."
"How so?"
"Think about it. The Bimbo Lottery gets a list of names of men who like to dress up. That's a sneaky way to get a list of potential recruits for the NSSA&M."
"That's silly. It sounds like a conspiracy theory."
"Does it really?" Cassie asked, her tone of a disappointed teacher for a student who just didn't get it.
"Shall we go?" Cassie noted the auto-car had arrived. The cheap and ubiquitous robot taxi's everyone liked to use. They were actually cheaper than owning your own car over the long run.
"I have to go to my next appointment." Cassie said, begging off.
"I know. Your next appointment is my mother. I scheduled you for her." Toy informed.
"Oh..."
Toy took Cassie by her hand and escorted her into the taxi.
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Margarette's Court dress arrived. Perfect for summer court or for the Easter Parade or even the annual charity ball...if she were a noble. Still, despite not really having any excuse to wear it, Margarette was proud to own it. She liked the idea of having it in her closet, waiting to be worn for just the right occasion.
Her appointment was due today. The sissy that her sissy-son had scheduled through the National Social Services Acquisition and Maintenance Department's official Service Provider App was due to arrive by 6pm. Margarette looked over the other purchases she had recently made. Unboxing them slowly and lovingly, she experienced growing excitement contemplating their use.
Margarette imagined she should feel nervous. Instead, she felt excited, waiting for her sissy to arrive. The appointment was for an overnight interlude. She would have the sissy from dinner until breakfast. Margarette felt her panties moisten.
Rising from bed she first fed her cats, now numbering two. Adopting an all-white female cat to bond with her male tom made for a perfect couple. Lucky, her all-black as midnight void took to Snowbell easily. Snowbell warmed up to her tom, her adoptive mother, and her new home quickly.
Margarette had stayed up late, then slept in for the past several days to try and make her body clock more nighttime friendly. As someone who was now considered wealthy, in the top quartile of the common population, Margarette had to pay more for her use of a service provider. The tiered payments allowed for a subject of even the humblest of means to afford and arrange for service to quench their elevated passions. Even the poorest of the poor could always walk-in to the national brothel or their local service brothel and find affordable relief.
That would seem unfair to some who argue that service providers should be available to everyone at a fixed rate, first come first served. Margarette didn't bother much with politics. As someone of means, that simply meant that Margarette had access to top tier service providers unavailable to the less fortunate. The sissy that Toy had arranged for Margarette was both top-tier, and highly rated and reviewed.
Margarette did her best to control her elevated passions by keeping busy. Customizing her order on the NSSA&M service provider app on her phone was both simple and intuitive. She gave in to her whims hopefully ensuring the scene she envisioned would be perfect. Sadly, anticipation made it a long day and longer wait.
**
Toy hadn't anticipated accompanying Cassie to her mother's appointment. It was simply coincidence to meet Cassie at the group therapy meet-up at The Covfefe Shop. Having the opportunity to get to know another sissy was also merely coincidence. Outside of her time spent once a month with her support group she really had no other contact with others like her. The final coincidence was her vow to be there to support her mother during her appointment. Toy had a fair idea what to expect from her personal experience in her sissy-marriage. Still, visiting her mother while her mother enjoyed an evening with another sissy seemed slightly off. It shouldn't since all her training at bimbo boot camp and years of servitude-marriage had mostly expunged all feelings of shame a 'normie' might have felt. Ultimately, despite a slight sense of unease, Toy had promised her mother she would be there for her, and Toy was a sissy of her word.
"If you are almost done with your term of service, why join the group therapy?" Toy asked, continuing her easy conversation.
"Dr. Agonia feels it would be helpful in transitioning back into civilian life after service. I'm supposed to learn how to talk to other civilians as equals, and not just as a submissive sissy." Cassie replied just as easily.
Once in the Auto-Cab Toy and Cassie still held hands. It was a trained response for sissies that felt natural.
"But we're sissies for life. The changes are permanent, aren't they?" Toy asked, confused.
"Physically we can never change back to a male physique. The stem cell augmentations are permanent. Breasts and thighs will grow back even if surgically removed. But mentally and psychologically we can still grow and adapt...we can even do it faster and better than the average subject because of our experience with Docility™, not to mention the training regimen from sissy boot camp. It taught us to be more resilient and obedient..."
As Cassie rambled on Jewel took notice of the Taskmaster ™ Collar Cassie was wearing on her neck. The form fitting gold metal collar had no visible seam. From training, the only time Toy wore one, she knew it was permanently affixed with a jeweler's weld at the back. Cassie's NSSA&M Charm License dangled like a pendant from the front of her throat. The large oval jewel recessed in the front of the collar served as a decoration, concealing the power supply, a body cam, and the circuitry that housed an AI that would sense improper behavior and administer discipline accordingly. It would regularly update the national database with reports.
"Have you ever been shocked by that?" Toy asked.
Cassie in turn once again noticed Toy's leather collar, her license charm dangling in front and the diamonds spelling "TOY" with additional larger diamonds encircling her neck forming studs.
"No. Not since training Cadre."
"Yeah...I hated how they shocked us just to show that they could." Toy reminisced.
"Do you get spanked a lot?" Cassie asked.
"What?"
"Your collar. It's not a smart collar. There's no location tracking and no discipline app, so, I assume your owners spank you a lot."
"No, not at all. I meant, just the one time..." Toy dissembled, blushing with sissy embarrassment.
"That's generous of them. From what I hear, weekly spankings for maintenance are normal for sissies who don't have the standard issue Taskmaster ™ Collar."
Toy didn't know what to say. This was new information for her and she became momentarily lost in thought.
"What can you tell me about your mother." Cassie asked, breaking the silence.
"You will be her first interlude, that I know of, since my father abandoned us." Toy said levelly. While technically she 'could' tell Cassie about their shared incestuous interlude, for reason's she couldn't quite articulate, Toy wanted to keep it to herself. It wasn't shame, sissies had no shame, but rather she just didn't want to share.
"So, is there a reason we are twinning today?" Cassie asked.
Toy was in her NSSA&M school girl uniform from her time in Cadre. The pleated tartan mini-skirt in Hot Pink, Pale Pink, White, and Black was her mid-length choice, worn from her natural waist down to just below her panty line. She wore matching pink tartan panties. Her legs were bare. On her feet she wore simple neon pink four-inch block heels and white ruffled ankle socks. A hot pink belt circled her waist.
Above the waist she wore her white school-girl blouse. Long sleeves rolled up messily to mid-forearm above her wrists. She had all the button's done up as well. She wore her pale pink sleeveless, V-neck, school-girl cardigan with the NSSA&M Logo on her left breast. Evelynn had sent the sweater out to have the Williams Family Crest embroidered just above the NSSA&M state logo.
Around her throat, under the blouse collar was a thin hot pink ribbon tied in a simple bow knot. Her white official license leather collar was fitted perfectly encircling her neck just above the blouse collar. Her makeup was school-girl perfect and her long white blond hair had been done up into a high messy pony tail that hung down her back.
Cassie was practically the same.
Cassie was also in her NSSA&M school girl uniform from her time in Cadre. Her pleated tartan mini-skirt was in Yellow, Pale Yellow, White, and Black and was also the mid-length uniform skirt. Just like Toy, her skirt was worn from her natural waist down to just below her panty line. She wore matching yellow tartan panties which could only be glimpsed from behind when she was walking forward. Her legs were also bare. On her feet she wore simple neon yellow four-inch block heels. A bold yellow belt circled her waist.
Above the waist she also wore her white school-girl blouse. Long sleeves rolled up crisp and perfect to mid forearm just above her wrists. She had all her button's done up as well. She wore her pale yellow sleeveless, V-neck, school-girl cardigan with the NSSA&M Logo on her left breast.
Around Cassie's throat, under the blouse collar was a thin yellow ribbon tied in a simple bow knot. Her Taskmaster ™ Collar around her neck, the first obvious difference (besides uniform color) between the two of them. Her makeup was also school-girl perfect and her long vibrant red hair had been done up with a perm into curls.
Neither sissy wore a bra. Their bosoms were high and firm and required no support and their stem cell breasts with their perpetually aroused nipples poked into their blouses, barely hidden from view by their uniform cardigan sweaters.
"Mother asked me to help her out selecting a sissy. I wanted you to wear something that I think she would like."
"And will you be there?"
"I'll be there, but probably not for her interlude with you. This is also my normal visit. Mother comes to visit us, that's me and my owner husband and wife, at the manor home once or twice a month and I am allowed to come over to her home once a month to visit her."
"I haven't seen my parents since I was...um.... recruited." Cassie said bitterly.
Sensing her distress, Toy gave Cassie's hand a friendly squeeze. Their shared moment quickly interrupted by the slowing auto-cab.
"We're here." Toy announced as the auto-cab pulled to a stop in front of Mother's town-house.
**
"Here are your drinks." Toy announced. She served a Rum and Coke for mother, and a virgin blended icy mango and banana cream smoothy for Cassie. Arriving at her mother's home mother rather shyly yet also rather eagerly dispatched Toy to fetch drinks for her and her 'guest' while she and Cassie retired to the living room to 'get acquainted'.
"I thought a sissy didn't speak unless spoken to first." Mother accused.
Although Toy detected mirth in her mother's voice and expression, her training and conditioning took over immediately.
"Yes Mother." Toy responded obediently, making sure to curtsy. She waited a moment to see if she was still needed. When no further sign from her mother, she departed the living room for the kitchen. Walking away Toy pondered once again how strangely easy it was to submit. Weird that just six months of sissy boot camp at the NSSA&M could modify her behavior, her training and conditioning so effectively. Well, six months of training and two and a half years of sissy-marriage to Douglas and Evelynn.
Toy could remember a time before, as Tommy, where resentment and anger was common if he was asked to do stuff or when mother tried to reprimand him or discipline him. But now it wasn't even a struggle or a thought...just straight compliance. Surrender was so much easier!
All sissies were trained with a desire to be helpful. It was conditioning that was ingrained into them during their formal education at the NSSA&M service provider school. As Toy retreated to the kitchen she wondered how she could be more useful...proactive. She should prepare salads? Or warm muffins? Or maybe bake some toll house cookies. Her considerations were cut short. A Bell was rung. Mother summoned her.
"Yes mother?" Toy inquired, the quick tapping of her high heels signaling her hurried return that she complemented with a perfectly polite curtsy.
"Clean-up in here. We'll be retiring to my bedroom now." Margarette announced.
"Yes Mother." Toy replied obediently with another curtsy.
"You...come with me." Mother said to Cassie. There was a certain sultriness to mother's voice. Toy watched as mother took Cassie, hooking a finger through the d-ring of Cassie's NSSA&M taskmaster collar, and led her away to the bedroom.
**
Margarette anticipation was so great that she had thought her nerves would fail her. Yet as she led her sissy service provider to the bedroom a sudden sense of confidence whelmed inside her and now felt as if she had never been more certain.
"Undress me." Margarette Commanded.
Cassie carefully and slowly removed Margarette's clothing.
Margarette delighted in the feeling of power and in watching the submissive mannerisms of the sissy. Being disrobed felt like a pleasurable event leading to a slow reveal. Almost a strip tease.
"Kneel." Margarette commanded, now standing naked before her still dressed sissy.
Cassie sunk smoothly, quickly and quietly to her knees.
Margarette took two steps back and sat down on the end of the bed, never taking her eyes of her submissive service provider.
"Come here." It was distressing and delightful how easy it felt to issue commands.
Cassie crawled over to Margarette. Margarette slowly, shyly and almost with embarrassment, spread her legs. Cassie crawled up between them.
"Lick."
Cassie, the professionally trained sissy service provider, smiled and dove in. Her face and lips in tight against Margarette's pussy and thighs. The sissy's breath warm against Margarette's womanly folds, and her tongue and lips wet and warm against Margarette's warm, wet arousal.
"Aaaaahhhh..." Margarette sighed and nearly jumped at the sensation of the sissy's warm wet tongue lapping at her labia. Her thighs were spasming with pre-orgasmic pleasure.
Margarette smiled. She had been nervous about the idea, and about what she would do, or have the sissy do to her. Encouraged by Baronetess Evelynn during their latest tea social she had done some research online at the NSSA&M official site.
Let's just say it gave her ideas. Ideas she was now eagerly ready to put into practice.
Firm commands. Clearly spoken. No need to hesitate or quaver. Just state what you want done and the service provider will...provide...
"Yes, just like that." Margarette sighed again.
Leaving the sissy fully dressed was part of Margarette's fantasy. The thought of a fully clothed sissy school girl kneeling and lapping at her cunt had dominated her thoughts for the entirety of the time she had to wait for her appointment.
Margarette relaxed, lay further back onto her arms, and let pleasure come.
Cassie listened attentively to her client's sighs and moans.
Pleasuring a woman was a lot different than pleasuring her male clientele. Gentleness was more important to women. She also need not feign wantonness as much. Male clients, men, wanted a visual performance as well as a sexual one, Female clients, women, were more about their pleasure.
It didn't take long until Margarette sighed and then succumbed with a long, low, rich cry of pleasure. Her face wet with pussy secretions from Margarette's orgasm, Cassie leaned back and let her client savor the afterglow.
In only moments, Margarette quickly sat back up, a flushed expression on her face betraying the warmth of her recent orgasm. A surge of energy coursing through her body.
"Would you like more?" Cassie asked.
"God Yes. Do that again. Wait. Lie back on the bed. I want to sit on your face."
Cassie obeyed quickly. Assuming position on the bed and lying on her back she was not even surprised when Margarette sat reverse position facing Cassie's feet. Margarette's thighs and calves were now on either side of Cassie's head as she knelt lowering her pussy to Cassie's waiting mouth and face. Cassie steadied Margarette with her hands, guiding her client's pussy to her mouth and tongue.
Margarette had a clean crisp fresh taste and fragrance and was easy to serve. Cassie's only surprise came when Margarette lifted up Cassie's yellow tartan school girl skirt and exposed her tiny aroused penis bulge in her panties.
"You're not caged." Margarette observed.
"No ma'am. That was not specified in your order. We're you expecting chastity?" Cassie asked, her voice muffled by Margarette's thicc thighs. Margarette sounded disappointed.
"I guess I'm just surprised is all. I thought all sissies were chaste."
"It's a special request on the app." Cassie replied between licks, voice faint and muffled, as her tongue darted out to Margarette's hot wet pussy.
"Mmmm..."
Cassie diligently lapped with her tongue all over Margarette's Labia until she again found the clitoris. Once located she focused her efforts and attention, not exclusively, but intently upon the little pleasure nubbin.
"Mmm...yes...just like that..." Margarette sighed again. She tugged Cassie's panties down, freeing the rather tiny penis from its trapped panty prison. The small circumcised penis was erect, yet no longer than one of Margarette's fingers, and barely thicker. Quite frankly...it looked cute!
"Do you want to obey me?" Margarette asked.
"I want to worship you." Cassie's muffled sigh in response.
"Then I want you to cum for me." Margarette ordered, taking the tiny penis with two fingers and a thumb and slowly started stroking.
**
Toy stood outside the door, listening.
"Yes, just like that."
There were sighs, and moans, and then a long, low, rich cry of pleasure.
Ahh...mother must've orgasmed...experienced rapture...Toy thought.
"Would you like more?"
"God Yes...sit on your face..."
There was a sound of movement, sheets rustling, bodies repositioning...
"Mmmm..."
Muffled indistinct sounds. Sounds of lapping? Toy assumed mother had one orgasm and was now trying for another.
"Mmm...yes...just like that..."
"Do you want to obey me?" Toy heard her mother say.
"I want to worship you." Toy heard Cassie sigh in response.
Toy leaned away from the door as she felt fur rubbing against her leg. Snowbell and Lucky were both waiting outside mother's bedroom door as well.
I guess we're all curious cats tonight, Toy mused.
**
Pillow Talk Between Margarette and Cassie.
"So why did you hire a sissy?" Cassie asked. Margarette had just finished her fourth orgasm of the evening and now lay down, relaxing, spent. Cassie was tired, and also spent, her jaws sore and tongue tired. The surprise hand job from Margarette made her cum and shoot her small load of semen onto her own belly.
"Is that odd?" Margarette asked.
"For a woman to have a sissy is really rare. I mostly fill men's fantasies. And men rarely concern themselves with my pleasure."
"How rare?"
"The joke is that it's like finding a unicorn."
"And since unicorns don't exist..." Margarette prompted.
"They can't be found." Cassie finished. "But why a sissy?" She asked again.
"It's hard to say why." Margarette started slowly. "When my son was purchased at auction and taken to be a feminized male I was stunned. I couldn't process it. Then when I saw him again at his sissy-wedding to his new owners, I couldn't even recognize him at first. After a few minutes I noticed how the physical changes were quite subtle but impactful. Seeing him taken away by the NSSA&M and then married away six months after that almost broke me. But when I was allowed to be a part of his new family, have monthly visits with him alone, here, as well as twice monthly visits to his new home...and to see him so happy as a sissy-wife...it took several months to accept this as a new reality. But, slowly, as a result, I have become fascinated with feminized men." Margarette remarked. "Making sure you felt pleasure as well just seemed...polite?"
"Wow, that's a lot to take in. And thank you," Cassie whispered "you really make me feel valued. You're so attentive. It's so nice to feel seen and not just for the carnal delights I can provide." Lying by Margarette's side, her head slightly lower and further down the bed than Margarette's, Cassie's experience and training reminded her to always remain in a submissive position relative to her customer. Even one as generous as Margarette. One doesn't become the most highly rated and reviewed sissy service provider by forgetting the basics.


"Ever since, I found that I have a fascination with feminized men. Their beauty, and seeing young males like you look so pretty, behave so femininely, your mannerisms, your speech, your deferential and respectful attitudes...it got me hooked." Margarette enjoyed the view of her sissy. Lying by her shoulder, barely dressed in her now disheveled school girl uniform, looking up to her, listening attentively...
"More than 95% of our clients are male customers. When women schedule our services is mostly as a gift to their husbands or boyfriends who are interested in anal intercourse. Often, it's because the woman doesn't want to share her boyfriend or husband with a female service provider." Cassie said.
Toy's curiosity finally got the better of her. It was difficult to hear anything. They seemed like they were talking but too softly to hear through the bedroom door. What was Mother talking to Cassie about? After the fourth sound of orgasm things got quiet. They were talking again and she couldn't hear what they were saying through the thick door. She made her way to the kitchen and retrieved the tea service cart she had prepared earlier. The toll-house cookies she had baked were still warm. Knocking on the bedroom door she opened and entered without waiting for permission. She wasn't surprised to see her mother nude and Cassie nearly nude, lying together on the bed.
"What is this?" Mother asked, abruptly.
"I'm bringing in refreshments for both of you. After all, it's important to stay hydrated." Toy replied cheerfully, indicating the tea pot, water pitcher, and baked goods. She quickly took in more of the scene. Mother naked. Cassie's uniform disheveled.
"Were you listening at the door?" Mother asked again. Her tone was stern. Toy paused and quavered momentarily with fear. Caught! As per her training she didn't even try to hide it. She knew better. Time to confess.
"Yes mother. I wanted to bring you these refreshments and make sure you had everything you needed as soon as you were...ummm...done." Toy answered. A little white lie as it was really her curiosity killing her, making her want to find out, to know what happened, how it went...
"Well, leave the cart here then." Margarette said as she dismissed Toy with a flick of her wrist.
"Yes mother." Toy replied agreeably.
No fair! Toy's mind screamed even as her body went automatically to curtsy and she departed with a pirouette on her high heeled shoes!
Toy returned to the kitchen and waited nearly an hour longer. When midnight finally struck, she steeled her courage and went back to mother's bedroom to check on them one more time.
She found them lying together in a warm embrace, Margarette and Cassie...asleep.
**
The next morning, Toy rose early, as any good sissy would. When she went to her bathroom to perform her morning ablutions, she discovered that mother had a surprise for her. The bathroom shower had a brand-new anal douching machine.
The Enemizer™ series are the leaders in colonic irrigation systems. Toy noted the newly installed Enemizer Lite™, still displaying an advertising sticker: "It's what sissies crave."
From the literature left on the bathroom counter she learned that the Enemizer Lite™ only offered a single setting: Purge and Rinse, and none of the other options a more advance unit like the one she had at Mommy and Daddy's manor home offered.
Still, no more bag enemas when visiting her mother was a win!
Although, the realization that she would have to share it with their visiting guest quenched some of her enthusiasm. Thankfully the unit came equipped with guest nozzles. Sharing a nozzle was just gross.
Her introspection was interrupted when Cassie entered the bathroom. She was topless, her nearly identical stem-cell enhanced c-cup bosom as firm and full as Toy's. Her makeup was smeared, and her skirt pleats needed ironing. At least her heels were still on properly.
"Fun night?" Toy asked.
"The funest!" Cassie answered groggily.
Cassie went straight to the toilet and...stood to pee.
"You shouldn't do that." Toy said, horrified.
"Because you can't?" Cassie asked with a smirk.
"A sissy should always sit to pee." Toy charged back.
"I'm not a locked sissy like you. I can be rebellious from time to time if I want to." Cassie smirked once more, then turned to sit like a proper sissy. When she heard Cassie's stream start to flow Toy realized she wasn't wearing any panties.
Toy shook her head. Chastity may require her to sit, but her training and conditioning encouraged it as well. It was only proper. Toy entered the shower. She didn't mind sharing a bathroom. After formal training, a sissy didn't really have a sense of personal space anymore. Still, being first in the shower was always nice.
Cassie flushed the toilet, stripped out of her skirt, and heels, and joined Toy in the shower. Toy sighed. The shower was big enough for two, after all. At least we can wash each other's backs.
**
After their shared shower, Cassie retrieved the remnants of her uniform from Mother's bedroom and retreated to the laundry room to use the iron and ironing board. Toy had lent Cassie a few items from her vanity when they prepared their makeup for the day. For Toy it was almost like being back in Sissy Boot Camp again, sissies working around each other in order to complete their morning beauty rituals.
Toy, now in a traditional grey sissy maid's uniform that mother purchased for her began to prepare breakfast. Cassie, her sissy-school-girl uniform once again immaculate, joined her.
"So did you ever find out what happened to your friends from your story?" Toy asked.
"Yes, I did actually. Faith and Hope both rushed and were selected by their Sorority; Sigma Epsilon Xi. They both majored in finance and both now work for a company called Smith Financial."
"Ah, I've heard of them. They're a world leader in financial and investing services. They have the tallest skyscraper in Allegoria located in downtown Capitol City." Toy said.
"That's the one. They even showed up for me at court to testify when I had to contest my ticket."
"How did that go?"
"Poorly. I was given two additional charges of crossdressing without a license. Once for showing up to the recruiter's office and once again for showing up to court without a PCP."
"Weren't you in the custody of the NSSA&M?"
"Yep, the ticket and summons said I had to show up in the outfit I was wearing when I was caught. I thought that meant no PCP collar. The crime is a misdemeanor and I couldn't afford an attorney. For misdemeanors you don't have to have one. The downside was that 3 misdemeanors for the same offense could technically be elevated to a felony. On the bright side, the fact that I had been drafted into the NSSA&M was held to be a mitigating circumstance. My sentence was deferred pending successful completion of my term of service as a service provider for the NSSA&M."
"No way!" Toy gasped, shocked.
"Yep. As long as I didn't get in trouble again for the next 7 years, then the sentence would be vacated, or quashed, or something like that...I'd have to ask my lawyer."
"You have a lawyer?"
"Don't you?"
"No."
"Then who explained to you your legal status and obligations. That's required now. One of a few changes in the system our princess made...instituting reforms and what not." Cassie informed, sipping her juice.
"Mommy and Daddy, I guess." Toy replied.
"You said you didn't finish High school?" Toy asked.
"No. It was my senior year, that fateful Halloween...I was inducted by the bimbo lottery November 1st and sent to training cadre soon thereafter."
"Are black guys really that big?" Toy asked, curious.
"Black guy?" Cassie was confused. "What black guy?"
"Apollo."
"You thought Apollo was a black guy?"
"Wasn't he?"
"No. Why did you think that?"
"Just the name, Apollo, I assumed..."
"That was who he went as for Halloween. He was in a toga and wore a laurel wreath on his head."
"You left that part out during your story with group." Toy complained.
"Guess I didn't think about it."
"So, it's not his real name?"
Toy couldn't miss Cassie's look of confusion.
"Wait-a-minute. You thought it was his real name?" Toy said in amazement.
"In my defense I wasn't thinking right at the time. And later I was drunk or something." Cassie answered, embarrassed. "Why wouldn't he give me his real name?" she mused.
"Gee, I wonder." Toy replied. Her expression and tone one of a disappointed teacher with a particularly slow student. "Maybe he didn't want any attachments and only wanted a fling and according to you, you literally landed in his lap."
"I called him Apollo every time I saw him and he never corrected me."
"You saw him again?"
"Of course, every year on Cassie day for the next two years until he graduated."
Cassie Day? Toy wondered what that meant until remembering it being mentioned during her story at group therapy.
"You know who else used me that first year?" Cassie asked.
"Who?"
"Sarge."
"The Recruiter who turned you in?"
"Yep. Turns out he had a chubby for me the whole time. Once I graduated, he was on my waiting list. He was even following my progress through bimbo boot camp, receiving automatic updates."
"You can do that?"
"Yep. I'm sure your owners followed your progress. It wouldn't matter in your case if they did or didn't, but for other sissy service providers if someone follows you, depending on their frequency, it can move them up the waiting list for appointments."
"Do you ever get any time off?" Toy asked.
"Service providers usually get one day a week off. Usually on Tuesday, Wednesday or Thursday. Midweek is the slowest service time. Weekends are busiest times with full schedules and appointments. We're always in demand."
"Owned Sissies don't get a day off." Toy commented. "But at least my duties are light. Some cleaning, some serving meals, sex up to four times a day with both mommy and daddy..."
"So good of your Mommy and Daddy to give you one day a month for group therapy and to visit your mother," Cassie commented. "Even if you don't serve clients as a general service sissy, four times a day is on par for service appointments."
Toy merely nodded, unsure what to think about that.
"You are quite an outlier." Cassie remarked.
"Outlier?"
"A sissy purchased by a married couple. It's inconceivable!"
"I don't think that word means what you think it means." Toy replied.
"Female customers for a sissy are rare. A married couple is unheard of...except as a gift from one to the other. A regularly schedule appointment sort of thing. I do occasionally hear about a sissy having an appointment with a woman but she is usually older, and more jaded and looking for a new experience, a rare-thrill."
"Mommy and Daddy said they knew what they wanted when they saw me at auction and bid for me." Toy didn't bother mentioning Daddy's medical needs. It may be relevant, but wasn't her place to gossip about her owner-wife and owner-husband. Sissies must always be discreet!
"Will you extend?" Cassie asked.
"Yes. I love Mommy and Daddy and if they ask me for a commitment, I will extend." Toy affirmed seriously. "Will you take the contract with the fraternity?"
"Did you notice the differences in reaction between the newer sissies and the more senior feminized service providers?" Cassie asked, ignoring Toy's question.
"What do you mean?"
"You're only 2 years into your contract?"
"More like 2&1/2 now." Toy corrected.
"Remember Docility™?"
"The drug they gave us to help conditioning and memorization? Of course." Toy replied.
"Yes. It also helps compel obedience. It works a lot like a catalyst, working to speed up a reaction but not being used up itself."
"So?"
"Well, it has a half-life. The point in time where your body finally breaks it down and flushes it from your system."
"Oh...ok...so?"
"For most gurls that's about 3 to 4 years into service. They get really sick for two to three days as the drug is washed out. Let me know if you still think the same way you do now after that happens."
"Why would I think differently? They love me. And thanks to mommy and daddy I was able to support my mother." Toy said.
"I wouldn't have done that for mine." Cassie replied. From her tone and expression, it was clearly a sore subject. Toy didn't pursue.
"Once your enlistment is up, won't you have enough money to just...not work?" Toy asked. She was curious as her situation, with a funded annuity account waiting for her in escrow, was not a normal situation.
"I have all my earnings sent directly to an account managed by Smith Financial." Cassie replied. If you leave it to the NSSA&M payroll, they'll screw it up. They won't pay the taxes due until after you've left the service. The Department of Income, Revenue, and Taxes then take their cut plus a penalty for filing your taxes late."
Toy shivered. She had heard horror stories of people dealing with the D.I.R.T. before. They always got their money.
"I don't need to accept the fraternity contract offer. My investments are doing well and due to my financial situation, I may not need to work at all, but..."
"But what?" Toy asked.
"But I might do it because I like doing it!" Cassie confessed.
Toy merely nodded. She understood how much she wanted to stay with Douglas and Evelynn and figured Cassie's feelings must be similar.
"So...how about you? As an owned sissy, if you didn't extend, what do you get?"
"Well, half of my purchase price from the auction went to my mother as dowry. She gets an annuity every year for seven years. The other half is waiting for me in an escrow account. I can't touch it until my seven-year term of service as sissy-wife is completed."
**
Margarette walked toward the kitchen but stopped to listen to Toy and Cassie talk. They were sitting on the stools at the breakfast bar. She was surprised at their topic of conversation to say the least. Two sissies discussing their post-service retirement planning and investing strategies was NOT what she would have expected.
When she entered her kitchen, she was pleased to see both sissies rise to their feet, turn to face her and greet her.
"Good morning, Margarette!" Cassie sang.
"Good morning, Mother!" Toy sang.
Margarette loved how they greeted her in a simultaneous sing-song cadence and choreographed curtsies. It was all so adorable!
"How do Cadre's work?" Margarette asked, jumping in to the conversation she had been eavesdropping on. "I was worried every day when Tommy was taken away. So many sleepless nights..."
Cassie raised an eyebrow and glanced at Toy. Tommy? Her dead name?
Toy merely handed mother her cup of coffee and cream, just the way she liked it, and explained.
"See this?" She asked, indicating Cassie's uniform. "New providers are put together into a group called a cadre. We all go through our training together."
"Which Cadre were you?" Margarette asked.
"Yellow." Cassie answered, and indicated her yellow themed school girl uniform.
"So that would make you pink?" Margarette asked Toy, remembering her pink school girl uniform from the day before.
"Yes. There are two Sissy cadres per year. Yellow is during the first 6 months, January through June, Pink is trained from July to December."
"That makes sense." Margarette mused taking a sip of her coffee. She tried not to be too obvious with her look of appreciation. Two gorgeous sissies in her kitchen. It Toy weren't her son...
She did take the time to critically evaluate the new maid uniform she bought for her sissy-son. Light grey mini-dress, white apron with grey lace edging on the hems. Her white petticoats, grey ruffled panties, white stockings and grey suede heels with a bow on the closed toes. The white and grey head piece matching the white and grey wrist length gloves. Margarette knew what her duties as mother to a sissy son demanded. But she was unable to find any fault in such a perfect presentation and let the matter of potential discipline go.
"And you said you didn't have red hair originally?" Margarette asked, turning back to Cassie.
Toy wondered how that came up. Must've been something they talked about when she couldn't hear them.
"That's right. I asked for a retrovirus hair color change. They were very happy to agree. I hear in some cadre's there is an evaluation to see who will become a ginger service provider. Red hair is just another fetish people want and the whole wigs or hair coloring thing is negatively reviewed. The NSSA&M is more than willing to spend money if they will get more back in return from their investment." Cassie summarized.
"Yeah, Mommy and Daddy both work with retro-viruses and stem cells. There is big business in making things real instead of, like, a costume." Toy added. "Breakfast is ready."
"Serve us in the dining room Toy. You can eat in here when you have the time."
Toy paused in surprise only momentarily before her conditioning and training prompted her response.
"Yes mother." She sang and curtsied. "Please be seated and I shall bring breakfast to you shortly."
Toy watched as mother once again took Cassie by the d-ring of her task master collar and led her to the dining room.
**
"You're becoming quite a dommy-mommy, mommy." Toy accused her mother after seeing Cassie to the door at the end of their appointment.
"I know." Margarette admitted. "I grew up poor, and stayed poor after you were born. I never had any sense of control in my life. Half the time not even sure where our next meal was coming from."
"Now, with money and a home and financial security I've got more control over my life than ever before. It's a bit heady...umm...empowering." Margarette confessed. "Having a sissy call me mommy...I see why Evelynn likes it."
"Well, maybe you should buy a strap-on to fuck Cassie with." Toy snarked.
"Funny, Cassie recommended that I buy a kennel for you. Someplace for you to stay when a guest is over." Margarette replied, reminding Toy of her unwelcome interruption.
Toy was flustered. That bitch! Still, that's kinda hot. She could watch them from the kennel. At least then she would know what they were talking about afterwards.
"I'm not sure." Toy murmured, embarrassment coloring her cheeks.
"Then it's a good thing it's not up to you." Mother replied levelly.
Toy had to tread carefully. She didn't want to sass or be disrespectful to her mother, a free woman of Allegoria. Her status as an owned sissy and not a service provider would only protect her so far. Her general orders were not just to remind her of proper behavior but also a reminder of her subordinate legal status compared to a free subject. She remembered some of her time in training cadre and how she had aced that section of training. It came naturally for her.
Toy held her tongue. After all; "A happy sissy is a subservient sissy." The memory of a dozen gurls in cadre reciting in a sing-song voice echoed through her mind. Sing-song cadences were used often to condition behavior. It was just like learning the alphabet, while using as much alliteration as possible.
"Yes mother." Toy whimpered in reply. She waited to be dismissed and with a curtsy turned to leave. She still had dishes to do and beds to make before she went home to mommy and daddy.
**
Toy disembarked the auto-cab that had returned her to her manor home. She felt nauseated. Was it motion sickness? Was it something she ate? She stumbled up the front steps and in through the front door. Her legs felt wobbly, betraying her poise and balance. The tapping of her high heels became a frantic clopping sound as she dashed to the nearest toilet, bilious. The cramps and heaving as she threw-up leaving her body in agony.
"Mommy..." Toy called out, but weakness left her voice quiet, and acid from her stomach left her throat sore. Toy collapsed to the floor.


**
"What is going on Doctor?" Douglas asked. Finding his sissy-wife passed out in the powder room had been alarming. Staff had been called and their emergency medical service provider summoned. Toy had been moved into her own bed in her own room. The sickly sissy looking out of sorts with her grey pallor against the vibrant pink bedsheets and comforter.
Being wealthy meant access to concierge medicine. Doctors came to you, not the other way around. Only the most invasive forms of surgery required a visit to a hospital anymore.
"Well, it seems that we have a case of withdrawal." The doctor answered.
"Withdrawal? From drugs?" Evelynn asked.
"Yes. The tests show conclusively that your sissy seems to be experiencing the half-life withdrawal symptoms from treatment with Docility."
"We know all about that, but it's too soon. It's only been two and a half years since initial treatment."
"That's true. Normally withdrawal occurs anywhere from 3-5 years after treatment. Toy here seems to have a metabolic resistance higher than average. I checked her record. It shows she was first to recover from the memory-loss stage during training cadre." The doctor informed.
Toy moaned and thrashed slightly under the covers, unconscious and suffering.
"She had all the symptoms of Docility withdrawal; fever, chills, aches and pains, stomach pain, nausea, and vomiting." The doctor confirmed. "Her blood test shows no effective traces of docility left in her system. Her urine sample showed the chemical traces expected that are left over after dissolution in her system. She is Docility Free."
"That's right Douglas. She was the first of her cadre to recover from the bimbifying effects of memory loss at exactly 90 days, the shortest time of any service provider recorded. It makes sense she would experience loss of Docility™ early. Her metabolism must be naturally attuned to process it." Evelynn said, agreeing with the doctor.
"How long will she be like this?" Douglas asked.
"Anywhere from 3-5 days. The longest recorded time was seven days, but I wouldn't be surprised if Toy recovers quickly. She seems particularly resistant."
"There is one other thing. Most service providers continue as before, despite the loss of compulsion Docility provides, but if you notice any egregious changes in behavior such as disrespect, changes in demeanor, and reluctance to obey, the service can administer a second dose of Docility."
"Will that help?"
"About a fifth of all sissies receive a second dose. It will generally last to the end of their term of service, assuring fidelity and obedience."
After only a few more questions, the doctor departed. Toy didn't need continuous monitoring, just bed-rest. Even an IV of saline and fluids had been taken away when the doctor left.
Toy proved them right. The next morning, weak, but hungry, she woke up nearly an hour before normal, recovered and ready to return to service, the fastest recovery time known and documented!
**
Travel as a Sissy. Toy's fun time and experience.
Toy stood with mommy and daddy at the private ticket counter for Allegoria National Air-Lines. They had their own ticket agent all to themselves. Looking out through the smoked privacy glass she could see the long line of travelers in the queue checking-in for economy and business class. Toy stood as mommy and daddy sat.
"Please keep your sissy leashed at all times." The ticketing agent admonished as she finished processing their luggage and Toy's unique travelling arrangements. Had mommy and daddy not taken Toy they could have gone straight to the sky-lounge and received concierge treatment, everything would have been done for them.
But bringing Toy meant she needed 'special handling'. Her sissy photo in her passport had been embarrassing enough. Presenting it each time to the ticketing agent, the security checkpoint officers, and even the gate attendants brought a blush to her face. They all seemed to take excess delight in showing it and sharing it with each other. Their comments on how adorable she was...
And each and every one took equal delight...dare she say...glee...as each and every staff member noted her official sex and gender...M/Sissy!
The travel declaration accompanying her passport declaring her chastity cage and butt-plug as medically necessary and her license-collar as official identification, not to be removed, seemed to be the icing on the cake. The female security agent at the security checkpoint seemed equally embarrassed and delighted to give her a pat-down search instead of allowing her to pass through the metal detectors.
Toy felt that the agent's hands lingered for far too long over her chastity cage and butt-plug!
Toy assumed that maybe sissies just didn't get to travel that much. What else could explain the smirks and almost riotous laughter (suppressed in the presence of mommy and daddy, overheard after she departed from one station for the next) directed at her condition.
Except at the ticketing desk and baggage check Toy remembered seeing something even she thought was strange. She had been momentarily stunned to see another sissy...in a kennel...being shipped as luggage. She clung closely to mommy and daddy after that; grateful they paid extra to allow her to travel in the elite-class cabin!
Toy blushed like any sissy would. Her public embarrassment a delight for any casual observer to see. The admonition, coupled with her embarrassment due to the delightful taunting of the airline staff caused her caged penis to swell painfully inside her miniscule chastity cage. The arousal of her sissy clitty would not abate, leaving her tottering away in her ridiculously high heels with little dignity left.
Toy was dressed similarly to the ticketing agents and the flight attendants. A.N.A.L female staff sported dark grey pencil skirts, white with thin grey pinstriped fitted blouses, a bright pink cravat, nude stockings and bright pink flats.
Toy wore a matching pleated dark grey mini-skirt with bright pink petticoats, identical white and grey pinstriped fitted blouse and bright pink string bow tie. Instead of pink flats she wore pink 4-inch stiletto heels and bright pink thigh high stockings. Her hair was in a pony tail held by a pink bow at the back of her head. Her makeup was all in pinks as well, eyeshadow in pale pink, and lipstick in bold neon fuscia.
A sissy version of an Allegoria National Air Lines stewardess!
This would be Toy's first ever trip out of the country, and a long one too...all the way to New York City in America. Just over 9 hours flight time. They'd be gone for a full week!
Mommy and Daddy did seem annoyed that they would have to wait at baggage claim for their luggage and couldn't just send it ahead to their hotel room. But the American TSA, and Customs and Immigration had security requirements that just couldn't be waived.
Mommy and Daddy purchased tickets for an Elite-Class suite with accommodations for a sissy. One step higher than first class and used almost exclusively by Allegorian nobles and the wealthiest citizen-subjects.
Once in the elite-cabin, Toy hid her disappointment comparing mommy and daddy's luxurious seats to Toy's rear facing jump seat. The jump seat was a fold out seat identical to the flight attendants jump seats. Comfort? Totally optional!
Following along with the in-flight information and safety brief she learned that Mommy and Daddy's seats could lie flat forming a bed. Their suite was one of twelve private elite class suites on the plane, and were only available on planes flying long international routes.
The safety brief was quick and takeoff followed shortly thereafter. Soon enough, the seatbelt light was turned off as their plane reached cruising altitude. And just as quickly Toy ended up on her knees sucking daddy's cock. It looked like she really didn't need that jump seat after all. At least the pillow for her knees was conveniently provided by the airline. As Toy worked Daddy's cock, there was a knock on the open cabin door.
"Champagne?" Toy heard a flight attendant ask.
From the corner of her eye, she saw Mommy hand Daddy a blanket and help place it over Toy's head, hiding her from view. Laws demand reasonable privacy for service providers so as not to offend public sentiment. In law, the feelings of the service providers were not even mentioned.
"Yes, please." Both Mommy and Daddy answered in the affirmative.
Toy could feel the blanket pressing on the back of her ponytail. Her up and down head bobs clearly indicating she was...busy...
*slawp* *slawp* *slawp* the slight sound of saliva on cock sliding into and out of her willing mouth.
"Anything for your sissy, Baronet?"
"No. She'll get hers soon enough." Daddy answered.
"Just a bottle of water please." Mommy also replied.
Toy was grateful...to them both. Soon she would have Daddy's cum and after she could have water. Sucking cock was thirsty work. Toy assumed the flight attendant had moved on as she heard the elite-cabin privacy door slide shut. The blanket was removed and with a glance upwards she noted Daddy drinking champagne. A difficult glance to the left showed Mommy drinking the same and perusing the in-flight magazine.
*awwp* *awwp* *awwp* the sound changed slightly as Toy now bobbed farther down, the head of Daddy's cock striking, penetrating the back of her mouth, preparing to go deeper and slipping past her tonsils and uvula, her pharynx stretching to accept his huge head and stiff shaft down her open throat.
Douglas was patient and controlled Toy's pace, keeping her in a slow and steady rhythm. Even when the flight attendant came by to serve champagne and refreshments, he didn't let Toy interrupt her efforts.
*glock* *glock* *glock*
The tempo of her sucking increased; a symphony to her own ears and a delight for her Daddy's pleasure! Daddy's massive tool now sliding fully into Toy's mouth and down her warm tight throat. His length, and her patience, taking several seconds for each upward and downward bob, maximizing his pleasure!
Finally, with barely a grunt, Daddy came in Toy's mouth, his massive load shooting straight down Toy's throat. Pulse after pulse of warm, creamy, savory ejaculate was delivered directly to her empty belly. With practiced patience Toys full neon-Fuscia lips held a tight seal around Daddy's swollen shaft. She exercised great control to moderate and minimize her breathing. Slowing down her respiration would allow her to keep Daddy's cock in her mouth as long as possible, once again to maximize his pleasure. She could feel her cheeks collapse inward as she swallowed, again and again, not letting any of Daddy's seed escape.
Toy waited patiently for Daddy to let her up from his cock. The turgid and swollen shaft slowly deflating in her mouth as she waited on her knees for permission to rise. Only once she had completely sucked his cock clean of all cum did he let her up and dismiss her to go clean herself.
Rising from her knees, Toy stood. She swallowed again to ensure nothing was lost, everything was savored. The musky aftertaste of residual cum, saliva, and phlegm that had been dragged up from her throat by his veiny shaft filling her mouth. Mommy handed Toy the bottle of water. It looked like Mommy was preparing to take a nap as she slowly reclined her elite-class seat into its fully flat and reclined position.
Toy went in search of a refreshment pack from the flight attendants. She was disappointed to learn that she was not allowed to use the spa or shower facilities without her mommy or daddy, The flight attendants were gathered in the galley area separating and serving both the elite and first-class cabins. The looks she got from the flight attendants were interesting. Some seemed disgusted, others were amused.
"Is this allowed?" One steward indicated her leash, dangling loosely from her collar.
"Well, the rules do state she must be kept leashed at all times." A stewardess replied.
"But, like, her owners aren't holding it or anything." The steward objected.
"Meh." A third stewardess, merely shrugged. Without even asking, she handed Toy a refreshment pack consisting of a toothbrush, toothpaste, floss and mouthwash. From the sound of her voice Toy assumed she was the one who delivered their champagne earlier.
Entering the lavatory, Toy was reminded of her recent visit to the dentist and how the hygienist remarked on the bruising in the back of her mouth.
"As a sissy I assume it's from sucking cock."
"How can you tell?" Toy asked, blushing with sissy-embarrassment.
"Well, one-way to tell is the pattern of the petechial bruising on the back of the mouth. The other way is the cum still caught between your teeth."
Toy was grateful for, yet embarrassed by, the memory. It reminded her of the importance of proper oral hygiene...and of flossing.
Returning to her...er...Mommy and Daddy's elite class suite she was perplexed to find the door to the suite was closed and the do not disturb light was lit. Barely audible over the sound of the engines and ambient flight noise was an almost imperceptible repetitive slapping sound. Toy was embarrassed that it took her several minutes to identify the noise. Mommy and Daddy were fucking.
Knowing as she did Mommy and Daddy's aggressive style of making love, clearly the soundproofing on the elite class suites were...acceptable.
Certain that she should not interrupt them...glancing again at the lighted do not disturb light on their suite door...but uncertain as to what to do, Toy stood silently, waiting. What kind of billionaires don't just charter a private jet to fly? Yet she knew Mommy and Daddy were business oriented and only spent their money when they felt the impact of their investment was worth the return it would generate, either financially or socially.
Her alone time was interrupted when the door to the suite behind her suddenly slid open, startling her.
A man and a...femboy...emerged from their suite.
The man was clearly wealthy, judging by his tailored business suit, crisply pressed shirt, sharp necktie, matching pocket square, and polished shoes. An expensive watch adorned his wrist. He stood about six feet tall. He appeared exceptionally well groomed with a full head of hair slightly grey at his temples. His crisp beard of long stubble groomed neatly in a full-face style also had touches of grey within. Sharp grooming lines on his cheeks and neckline showing care in presentation.
The femboy was another story. Maybe five foot 8 or 9, (About the same height as Toy in her high heels) dressed only in denim 'daisy duke' short shorts, (where the curve of his butt was visible) with a pale pink whale tail panty line, clearly from his thong, exposed over the waist hem of the denim shorts. Up top he wore a white crop top (sheer enough to show his flat chest and small, erect nipples) that exposed his flat abdomen. On his feet he wore plain matte black flat women's sandals.
The most striking feature was a contrasting rugged masculine looking matte black NSSA&M service collar. Toy had only ever seen Taskmaster™ Collars in gold on feminized service providers. The matte black license charm hanging from the front appeared laser engraved as silvery metal gleamed from the engraved Allegorian state image.
The femboy had a short masculine haircut. He also wore a touch of make-up; pale pink lip-gloss, pale pink eye-shadow and black eyeliner. His finger-nails and toe-nails also had a very pale ivory-pink sheen from nail polish. The femboy's long coltish legs had a fine sheen and glittered with tanning lotion...probably. The overall presentation left miles of skin on display
"Wow. I didn't know there were sissies serving this flight." The stranger said.
"I'm not sir," Toy replied deferentially, remembering to curtsy almost too late "I'm an owned sissy. My mommy and daddy allowed me to accompany them on their flight."
"Ah...then it's a good thing I made my own arrangements." The man said, clearly referring to his femboy.
Toy noted the femboy accompanying the man hadn't said anything. When she risked glancing up at his face again, she noted his cheeks were now bulging outward, his lips were pursed tight, and small droplets of white viscous fluid were slipping past his lips.
Oh!
Not sure what to say, if anything, she was relieved of the responsibility of further conversation when the femboy moaned, pleadingly, eyes wide and desperate.
"Fine...swallow..." the man commanded, exasperation in his tone.
Toy watched askance as the femboy gulped several times trying to swallow down everything that was in his mouth. It must've been a lot judging from the effort and multiple times he swallowed. The femboy finished by licking up the droplets that had nearly escaped from his lips, leaving his glossy lips shiny and wet.
"There are refreshment packs available at the elite class lavatory if you need them." Toy offered helpfully. "Toothpaste, mouthwash..."
"No need," The man interrupted "I intend to let my twink savor my flavor for the rest of this flight." Turning to his femboy; "Even when you eat or drink, for the next few hours, you'll enjoy my taste in your mouth and on your tongue."
Toy thought at first how obedient the femboy appeared, remaining silent, until she risked another glance and noted the look of irritation on his face. Annoyed maybe. Or even angry? Clearly not a professionally trained service provider. Toy recalled parts of her training; some clients actually preferred their companions for their 'reluctance' regarding obedience and discipline.
"He is very obedient." Toy politely remarked. It was the expected response after all. "How long has he been yours?"
"Oh yes. I'm training him myself. I bought him straight from the national auction last fall. He's a high school dropout. I just picked him up right after his induction week at the NSSA&M where he was fitted with his collar, and a few custom enhancements. He's been mine ever since."
Toy glanced up again, trying to ascertain what enhancements the man was referring to. She again noted the femboy's perky erect and aroused nipples poking into the crop top. She wondered if the aureoles were also larger than normal. Toy wasn't surprised that the man had his femboy receive augmentations. She was surprised to see only nipple augmentation and not breasts. She had never known they were separate enhancements.
With a strict expression the man gripped his femboy's chin, lifting, forcing his head to tilt up and make eye contact. A firm kiss on the boy's cheek and forehead followed. The man avoided kissing the lips. Toy knew from her training that most 'straight' men didn't want to kiss after oral sex due to their cum being in their partner's mouth.
Ha! Knew it! I knew he had no formal training, Toy thought. The femboy looked even more disgruntled but was trying hard to hide it, probably to avoid a shock from the collar AI in reprimand for behavior. The lack of professional training showing more clearly. Toy would never embarrass her mommy and daddy with such openly disrespectful expressions.
"Well, you'll excuse us. I've reserved the in-flight shower and spa for the next hour."
"Yes sir, thank you sir, do enjoy!" Toy replied professionally, curtsied, grateful the awkward conversation was at an end. The man grabbed his femboy by the butt, gripping one cheek so tight the femboy winced and rose up on his toes. The man pulled the femboy closer, forcing the femboy to lean into the side of the man's body, almost like a lovers embrace before releasing him. The grip was so tight it caused the femboy to wince again in pain, although he quickly managed to transition to a semblance of a smile.
The man ended up taking his femboy by the hand, and guiding him aft towards the in-flight spa.


As they walked away Toy noted how the man's grip on the ass cheek was tight, and his fingers disappeared between the femboy's butt cheeks. She wondered if the femboy was plugged with an anal dilator just as she was. The hand hold had been firm, clearly, that owner was used to taking charge and leading.
"If you are waiting you should be seated." A flight attendant approached Toy and remarked, breaking her from her reverie. The one who had questioned her leash not being held by her owners.
"Yes sir, but Mommy and Daddy have me locked out for now." Toy indicated the closed suite privacy door and the do not disturb light.
"There's a jump seat right here for you to use. Please sit and be sure to fasten your seat belt."
"Yes sir. Thank you." Toy replied with a deferential curtsy. She lowered the seat, sat down, and fastened her seatbelt. The flight attendant took the other end of her leash and looped it over a recessed hook on the suite bulkhead. The almost inaudible slapping rhythm from mommy and daddy not changed or slowing down in the slightest. Knowing their stamina and libido, they would probably be at it for a while.
Left alone with her thoughts Toy abandoned her concern for the femboy's plight, instead struggling with reconciling her conflicting feelings. Ever since her body had flushed out the docility drug from her system, she had been questioning things.
She had been experiencing...self-loathing.
The worst part was she didn't know which way her self-loathing was affecting her. Was her self-loathing due to being forced to become a sissy? Or was it because of how much she loved it? Was being a trained sissy really who she was always meant to be?
The intrusive thoughts kept coming...memories from growing up as 'Tommy' making her question her duty to Mommy and Daddy. Questioning her contractual obligations. Questioning if the reason she liked sucking cock and taking cock up her ass and eating mommy's cream pie was due to her conditioning or was it from overcoming suppression of her hidden desires?
There were other distractions too. Every now and then the door to an elite class suite would open and she would get a glimpse inside. Noble elites and wealthy commoner elites seemed all bent on one function. Renewing their mile-high club status. The latest intrusion when a flight attendant exited a suite, closed the door, and adjusted her pencil skirt, pulling it down from her waist and back into its proper place. She caught Toy's eye for a moment, a glimpse of embarrassment that became a smirk of satisfaction before she recovered with a bland professional smile.
Toy had always imagined that to be of the nobility was to be among the best in society, morally. But the men and women...and their...companions...all seemed mostly focused on satisfying their lust and engaging in carnal delights. Even when Mommy and Daddy emerged from their suite, a few hours later to enjoy their appointment in the in-flight spa, they looked both exhausted and sated from their recent lascivious actions.
Toy sat in the uncomfortable seat as she pondered and waited. It looked like it was going to be a long flight...
**
Two days later, Toy was grateful to be leashed to mommy. So many participants of the conference were leering and staring at her. Ugh. Americans. You'd think they never saw an owned sissy before.
The conference was featuring the brightest minds from around the globe in a symposium to facilitate discussion about the future of stem cell research and applications.
Toy found the whole thing boring. It was all above her head. The participants were too smart for her and she never understood most of what anyone was saying.
What's more, some of the supposed best and brightest in the world...enjoyed toying with Toy and her ignorance
The New York Medical Conference on Stem Cell research did have a dumbed down version for the press. The presentation on new applications and research breakthroughs was easy enough even for a high school graduate like Toy to understand.
Medically, there were numerous applications for injury recovery. Stem cells were being used to clone new organs. Heart disease and lung disease, and liver disease, all promising research that may lead to eliminating these diseases within 10 years.
Then there were the newest 'commercial' applications: Cat-girls, Puppy-girls, Pony-girls and the like. All real flesh and blood modifications that were on the verge of introduction. Human trials being promised by next year...only needing volunteers...and sponsors.
Toy couldn't escape notice from many curious onlookers as an owned sissy...even in New York, her Allegorian Identification Collar gave away her subordinate, submissive status. She could see the wheels turning inside their heads, the thought of owning another person, even if only for the traditional seven years of historical indentured servitude was alluring.
Only the Keynote Speaker, Douglas Williams, Baronet, was willing to hint at the drawbacks. Daddy was the only one to inquire, that Toy saw or heard, as to what was to become of these fetish girls after their term of service was expired. Customization was so important to optimize client satisfaction, he said, but there needs to be a way to reverse these changes for those who wish to return to normal human form, unenhanced, unaugmented.
Toy listened with rapt attention as Daddy gave his speech. Most of it was about the promising potential and the future profits from investment in stem cell research and technology. But he did give a couple minutes in the middle to issue warnings about the permanency of the changes a volunteer underwent.
Another minute on caution: where unscrupulous actors had been stealing research and using deficient knock-offs, undercutting prices but producing a product having higher risks of side-effects, particularly the Russian and Chinese knock-off stem cells for breast augmentation that had a one in ten thousand chance of continuous growth.
He concluded with some notes about money and training necessary to fully implement lifestyle changes in the test subjects and eventual volunteers. Toy wondered what moralists and ethicists who were assigned by the princess to attend this conference thought. They looked perturbed. Their questions during the Q&A were often quite challenging to the speakers, debating this quandary.
And then there was the religious opposition as well, tampering with gods plan and god's creation.
Toy was glad when it was over and more than ready to head home afterwards.
**
Several weeks later Toy again accompanied Cassie to her mother's next appointment. Right after group therapy they once again shared an auto-cab. There was little conversation from either. Toy still affected by her intrusive thoughts, and Cassie, gamely questioning Toy, trying to get her to talk about her feelings.
As if that mattered. Her feelings were unimportant. The feelings of her Mommy and Daddy were all that mattered. Toy's irritation and intrusive thoughts still leaving her confused about her life.
It only got worse. Normally Toy loved being a fetish cat-girl for Mommy and Daddy. But how was it supposed to go for Mother and Cassie?
Toy, with her fetish maid-uniform, fetish animatronic cat-ears and tail, fetish boots and kitten mittens that rendered her hands useless meant that Toy wasn't even able to serve her mother like normal.
And...as usual...the fetish voice modulator attached to her collar took away her power of speech. She couldn't even participate in a conversation. Visting mother was supposed to allow the two of them to socialize and catchup. But now it seemed mother only had eyes, and time, for Cassie.
Her humiliation continued when she was restricted almost immediately to the kennel. After who knew how long (Toy couldn't see a clock) Mother brought Cassie into the bedroom. Toy could only watch as Cassie and Mother enjoyed their interlude. Toy had been assigned the role of voyeur.
She watched as Cassie licked mother, her cunnilingual skills apparently quite talented. After mother reached orgasm, she then watched as mother sodomized Cassie with a strap-on. Once again, mother made sure that Cassie got a gentle hand job, an impressive reach-around, stroking Cassie's small penis (yet larger than Toy's compressed and shrunken sissy-clitty) until she came. Toy was ashamed to admit to herself that she felt jealous of Cassie's freedom compared to Toy and her caged penis trapped in precious chastity.
The pillow talk afterwards was something she never expected.
"Why a sissy? Why not a man?"
"I don't like men." Margarette replied irritably.
"But you have a child. Was it that you tried it and didn't like it?"
"You could say that." Margarette dissembled.
"What happened?" Cassie asked, pushing.
Toy grew concerned. A sissy should not provoke her owners. She assumed the same applied for clients.
"Fine. You want to know what happened? I was forced, ok." Margarette snapped.
"Oh no! I knew something was eating at you. What happened?"
Margarette turned away. Cassie still reached out to her and caressed her arm.
"Please. Tell me. What happened?" Cassie begged.
Toy listened as the silence grew long. She was convinced mother would not answer. Then with a resigned sigh, mother spoke.
"There was a dance, at school. I was going with friends. We hoped to meet some boys."
"Go on." Cassie whispered, supportingly.
"There was one, he was so charming, I confess, I thought it was love at first sight."
Mother let out another long sigh.
"He forced me." Margarette whispered, then failed to suppress a soft cry of agony. "When I was cast aside, laying on the ground I even overheard him bragging that he 'Got so deep inside her, her whole attitude changed' to his friends."
Glimpsing through the slot in the privacy cover, Toy could see mother had turned back over and was held in an embrace by Cassie. Cassie stroked mother's back and hair, holding her as mother softly sobbed. The minutes grew long until mothers' sobs finally waned.
"I got pregnant..." Margarette admitted, after another lengthy pregnant pause. "School suffered, Being a teen mom. My reputation was ruined. I lost my friends. They thought I was stupid. They didn't believe me when I told them. The boy came from a rich and powerful family. It would've been his word against mine."
From the peep-hole in her Kennel Toy could only sit silently. This was a revelation. How could this be possible?
"So, tell be all about Baby Toy" Cassie prompted.
"Tommy was such an easy baby. Such a charmer, such bright blue eyes. He took after me thankfully. I don't know if I could've kept him if he looked like..." Margarette trailed off.
Why did she never tell me this? Toy wondered. Both Toy and Cassie were silent, letting Margarette speak her darkest most closely held secret.
"After that I couldn't trust anyone. I had no desire to. And no interest in...you know..."
"Sex..." Cassie prompted.
"Yeah." Margarette affirmed.
Toy felt her heart hammering as she practically held her breath listening to everything her mother just revealed. Am I a...Rape Baby, Toy wondered?
"You don't have to feel that way anymore. You've proved that to me, by being with me, you can have love again." Cassie offered.
Mother remained silent, still too emotionally drained to reply.
"You know you can fuck her if you want to." Cassie pressed forward. "She is a perfectly safe alternative to men. She will do as she's told, just like I do." Cassie persuaded sweetly.
"She's my sissy son. She's so pretty, but it would still be wrong...isn't it?" Margarette asked.
"That doesn't matter. She lives to serve. And who else would she serve if not you?" Cassie pressed forward again.
"grrr..."  Toy growled. The voice modulator turning her angry growl into a spicy kitten hiss. Mother was in an emotionally vulnerable state and Cassie was suggesting more sex? With Toy? Incest? (Again)?
"She's an owned sissy." Margarette demurred. "She belongs to her new mommy and daddy. I'm just..."
"Her mother. All you need do is ask permission from her husband and wife. I'm sure they'd understand and allow it."
"I don't know." Margarette's resistance was fading.
"If they say yes then you shouldn't deny your interests. She is a trained sissy. It's what she was made for."
"Maybe..." Margarette waffled again.
"You don't need more cats for companionship. You have Toy." Cassie affirmed. "My term of service is nearly over. You could find and make appointments with another service provider, or just enjoy the one in your own house." Cassie was pushing hard. Toy had no idea why.
Still, Toy guessed she should be grateful that Cassie didn't want her mother to become a crazy cat lady. Her appointments with Cassie were enough of a distraction.
Toy had other reasons to feel jealous. Cassie was not a locked sissy. Her mother, despite Toy's suggestions, had not specified chastity for Cassie for any of her appointments. Cassie's sissy clitty was free to be used or not as her mother saw fit. And Cassie clearly enjoyed the simple hand job mother deigned to provide.
Toy couldn't help her feelings. As much as she adored her mommy and daddy and appreciated the effort they went to ensuring her denial and chastity, it now seemed so unfair.
Toy watched, caged, kenneled, and helpless as eventually mother and Cassie fell asleep in a tender embrace.
Toy waited, locked in her kennel, watching and pondering the stunning revelation. Her focus was interrupted by unexpected motion under mother's bed. The two cats, Lucky and Snowbell emerged. They seemed fascinated by Toy. The cats walked forward to the edge of the kennel and stared into the cage holding Toy. They sat down, making themselves comfortable.
Toy glared back at mother's cats; to no effect. The cats were unimpressed by Toy's glare but seemed intrigued to find a human in a kitten's domain.
*Nyaa* Ohayo Toy greeted.
What the heck. Toy tried again to say hello.
*Nyaa* Ohayo.
Fuck! The collar was on the wrong language setting. Toy noticed Lucky and Snowbell cock their heads slightly. Clearly, they didn't speak Neko-Japanese. How could she have not noticed her modulator was at the wrong setting until now?
Oh yeah. She had been told to be quiet. So she did.
Lucky and Snowbell seemed to arrive at a decision. First one, then the other, jumped up to the top of Toy's kennel. She could see the impressions from their little feet as they walked along the privacy cover. Then impressions as their feet began kneading the blanket like material, making biscuits, and then finally larger impressions as they lay down to loaf above her.
Ugh. This night just keeps getting worse.
**
"Come give me a kiss goodbye." Cassie stated.
"Yes Toy, give Cassie a kiss goodbye." Margarette ordered.
Toy reluctantly gave Cassie a kiss and was surprised by the kiss she got in return. There was passion. There was pressure on her lips.
The kiss lasted nearly a minute until Cassie, the aggressor and initiator of the kiss, broke free ending the kiss. Cassie held Toy in an embrace, their hands on each other's waist, forehead to forehead. Their bodies pressed together softly, bosom to bosom, tummy to tummy, thighs touching thighs in classical sissy closeness.
"Help her" Cassie whispered "I know you heard what she said."
"Yes. But how." Toy asked.
Cassie took Toy again into a passionate kiss, this time probing Toy's lips with her tongue. When Toy parted her lips, Cassie's tongue darted inside, and Toy, per her training, responded willingly.
Truthfully, Cassie was a good kisser. Toy moaned with appreciation and sincere pleasure and desire. There was real passion there.
Passion that was broken by a sudden scoop and slap!
Cassie broke the kiss quickly, stepped back a half step and just grabbed Toys breast in a scooping motion, and when Toy looked down in surprise, Cassie gently slapped Toy's face!
Toy placed her hand on the slapped cheek in shock. It didn't really hurt; it was how unexpected it was. At least the slap was gentle and wouldn't ruin her makeup. Her new setting spray really helped fix and protect her makeup well.
Cassie waved one more time as she departed for the last time, presumably to start her new life as a free sissy.
The door closed. Margarette chuckled. Two sissies are one sissy too many, Toy mused. She'd have to tell her mommy and daddy about this.
**
Evelynn to Douglas and Toy
"How was your Visit?" Evelynn asked.
"Fine I suppose, mother's gotten into a bit of pet play." Toy answered.
"Is that why she wanted you in the fetish cat ensemble?" Evelynn asked.
"I guess so." Toy answered.
"Ah, did she put you in the kennel?"
"How did you know about that?" Toy asked, both shocked and surprised.
"Who do you think bought it for her?"
"That was you? Why?"
"Your mother and I talk, you know. We were worried we might be a bit too vanilla for you given all your fetish training as a sissy."
"It's nice to hear your mother is stretching your boundaries some." Douglas chimed in.
"But...But..." Toy stammered.
"You're not complaining I hope." Evelynn stated levelly, her voice growing cool and firm. "Your mother wants to keep you near her. She only sees you once or twice a month. It's sweet of her. Besides, we both like playing with our kitten."
"I think she may want more than just social visits." Toy replied.
"I can be a lipstick lesbian with a pretty girl and Margarette is very pretty, but actual girl-on-girl squicks me out."
"I'm not talking about you." Toy gave her sissy-wife-mommy a knowing stare.
"She want's you?" Evelynn asked. Douglas looked over with interest.
"Cassie, her service provider, was really pushing the idea." Toy felt as if she was tattling.
"Of course. That makes perfect sense. You're a sissy...my sissy-wife. We love you but we don't 'make-love' to you. You are here to be fucked and fucked well." Evelynn grinned lustfully. "If your mother needs more than just a, what did you call it, a 'social call' then all she needs to do is ask."
Toy was caught by her collar as Evelynn drew Toy closer and gave her a passionate kiss!
"You know, every time your mother comes to visit, she always asks how you are doing, if you are happy." Evelynn remarked.
"She asks me the same every time I visit her." Toy commented.
"And what do you say to her?"
"Yes." Toy whispered, shyly.
"We say the same." Evelynn
"If her only concern is about your happiness then yours should be the same for her. So cut her some slack. Follow your training and your conditioning...no...enjoy your training and conditioning and let it serve you as you serve us."
"Well...there may be one more thing that you don't know." Toy continued.
"What's that?"
"I think I may be a rape-baby." Toy answered after an awkward pause.
"What?" Evelynn and Douglas both asked, shock and surprise evident in their expression and demeanor.
"Mother was...sharing with Cassie...talking after sex...like we do...when she said something that made my ears perk up. I think she was raped by a boy at school."
"Raped? Does your mother know who it was?" Evelynn asked, anger now an undercurrent in her tone of voice.
"Yes. But he is a noble and was protected. There were other issues that nearly drove mother insane, so she simply...hid."
"We can definitely do something about that. Help find and bring the rapist to justice." Douglas replied.
"I can't help but be angry that mother never told me any of this until now." Toy complained
"You're not Jealous of Cassie, are you?" Evelynn seemed ready to reprimand Toy for insubordination.
"Maybe a little. She seemed to really hit it off with my mother. OH! And also, she made me give her a kiss when she left. The she gave me a scoop and slap." Toy Tattled.


"Scoop and Slap?" Douglas asked.
"It's when one girl lifts up under another girl's breast with her hand in a scooping motion. When the girl looks down, the other girl will slap her face across the cheek."
Evelynn giggled, the silly situation temporarily defusing her anger. "You have our permission to kiss your friend. But you also have our permission to exercise refusal on our behalf. You're our Toy. We don't want you sleeping with anyone without explicit consent from Me or your Daddy."
"Yes Mommy, thank you Mommy."
**
Despite these revelations Toy still had her marital duties to perform. Despite the significance she was eager to perform her duty. An opportunity to, at least for a moment, experience some semblance of normalcy.
So, when Toy's tongue slipped from Evelynn's pussy and licked across her asshole, she doubled down on tongue pressure.
"Aaaaahhh..." Evelynn sighed in pleasure.
Toy noted the pleasant citrus scent and flavor. Was Mommy using Toy's Enemizer? She licked some more, darting her tongue gently into mother's tight rear door.
"Stop, it tickles..." Evelynn laughed and squirmed.
"Your ass is ticklish?" Douglas asked.
"Don't even think about it." Evelynn warned, laughingly. "I'm not letting that battering ram of yours anywhere near my butt. You'd wreck it." Evelynn sighed again as Toy gave another gentle tongue lashing across her tightly closed rear entrance.
But following Mommy's firm rebuke, Toy returned her focus to Mommy's pussy. Her cream pie wasn't going to eat itself out...itself..." Mmmmm...sweet delicious cream pie!
Daddy Meanwhile was busy battering asway at Toy's much-abused velvet cavern. His full length was buried inside her and his strokes were coming more quickly. Toy sighed in pleasure. She was about to receive her morning Butt-Load.
Her own orgasm was also threatening. Daddy's cock inside her FELT! SO! GOOD! Like a warm eruption to fill her empty reservoir. Or near empty. Daddy's load from last night was still inside her. Held in overnight with her golden and diamond butt plug.
Last night she had been allowed to ride daddy again. His hard throbbing cock, like now, fully inside her. Toy, like now, fully impaled upon his rigid meat pipe! Last night, like every time she was allowed to be sissy-on-top, she had to work hard for her and her daddy's orgasm.
Douglas liked to dominate and laying back while she rode his inflexible meat pole was pleasurable, and kept him hard, but normally wouldn't make him cum. Toy resorted to naughty jokes and was rewarded for her efforts. Daddy's deep, full belly laugh caused sympathetic vibrations that transmitted up and through his dick into toy's tight ass. Her sphincter and her prostate were stimulated by his jiggling dick and Toy came hard.
And when Toy came hard her sphincter bore down on Daddy's dick, exciting him enough to cum. A volcanic eruption of cum was ejected from his cock into her tight rear passage. She was so full from this load and last night's load rivulets of cum rushed out past her sphincter and daddy's dick, dribbling down his balls.
Toy's reward? To lick up all the loose cum lest any be lost. Toy merely smiled and savored her reward of Daddy's seed. After all, it was a sign of his love.
And now both Toy and Daddy and Mommy were all cumming!!!
Mommy came from Toy's oral attentions, a low lustful moan breaking into a sigh of satisfaction.
Daddy grunted as he drove in hard on full and final stroke, his massive cock spewing his latest load deeply into Toy's pummeled posterior.
And Toy...Toy again squealed with sissy glee as her orgasm overwhelmed her senses until she blissed out from pleasure.
All three collapsed into each other, a sweaty cuddle pile of naked pleasure.
It felt good to be loved!


        