
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
   Conflicted Feelings
 
    
 
   by Sara Desmarais
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   ISBN 978-1-387-83035-0
 
                                                                                                                   
 
   © 2018 by Sara Desmarais
 
    
 
   This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places, and indigents are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
 
    
 
   


 
   
 
  




 
    [image: ] 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Other books by Sara Desmarais
 
                                                                                                     
 
   A Change in Our Marriage
 
    
 
   Room and Board
 
    
 
   Mother-in-Law's Visit
 
    
 
   Short Stories
 
    
 
   The Photo Shoot
 
    
 
   He's the Bride
 
    
 
   The Exam
 
    
 
   The New Husband
 
    
 
   The Sissy Pilot
 
    
 
   Strip Poker
 
    
 
   A Couple’s Submission
 
    
 
   The Virgin Bride
 
  
 
  



Chapter 1 – New Opportunities
 
    
 
   It was a long shot, trying to get a semester internship at a fashion retailer in the Pacific Northwest—they usually brought in students from the Pac-12 schools, mostly from Washington and Oregon, not state schools from the Mid-West. Kids from schools like mine might be qualified, but they rarely received interviews so rarely received a chance to proves themselves. Much like the U.S. Supreme Court took clerks from a handful of law schools, ignoring the well qualified from smaller schools. But my favorite professor, Beth Taylor, whom I took four or five fashion merchandising classes from, encouraged me, said she’d had an occasional students find luck. She apparently had a connection that she worked from time to time, someone she went to school with, a connection she used to get students interviews and from time to time, those interviews turned into real opportunities.
 
   I had no idea why Professor Taylor took me under her wing. She was a pretty woman in her late thirties, fashionable, smart, personable, and sophisticated. Jocks and frat boys were drawn to her like moths to the flame, but she picked me to help with a research project, picked me to 
 
   So I went for it, and lo and behold, I actually received an offer—a sixteen week unpaid internship for the Fall semester of my junior year. It would extend college for a semester, but the experience would be invaluable and potentially lead to a job offer. All of which was great but for one thing. I had no idea how I’d pay to live when I was out there as my scholarship did not cover an internship and there was no way my family could afford to support me for four months.
 
   “You can save up over the summer, Madison,” Professor Taylor said when we talked about it. 
 
   “I could save something over the summer, but I still have to live over the summer; I ran the numbers, Professor Taylor, there’s no way I’ll be able to afford to spend an entire semester without an income. I might be able to save enough to eat, but I’d have nowhere to sleep anywhere, or I could get the cheapest of apartments, but couldn’t afford to eat.”
 
   Professor Taylor frowned; I knew the internship was as important to her as it was me—the university rewarded professors who placed students with Fortune 500 companies and she was coming up for a tenure decision. My internship wouldn’t make or break her, but every little bit helped in university politics. “You know,” she said, “I can’t make any promises, but I mentioned before that someone I went to school with—Nick Morgan—is a vice president at that company out there, I might be able to give Nick a call and see if he might be willing to put you up for the semester.”
 
   “Professor, no,” I said, secretly hoping this could happen. “I…I couldn’t do that.”
 
   “Madison, the decision would be up to him and alumni do this kind of stuff all the time, please, the opportunity’s great, let me call him. Besides, he lost his wife last year, last time I talked to him he mentioned things had been difficult. I don’t know, he might find the company enjoyable.”
 
   “I don’t know, Professor…”
 
   “Let me make the call, Madison.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Professor Taylor had as much influence as she promised. Mr. Morgan—Nick—said yes, apparently an enthusiastic yes according to Professor Taylor. He was happy to both be a contact at headquarters and to put me up in his home, too, and, more than generous on its own, but also make sure I was fed and even had a car to use. Basically anything for one of his favorite old friends. He agreed with Professor Taylor, too, he’d been in a funk, thought having a house guest might be just what he needed. 
 
   I talked to Mr. Morgan twice before I flew out there, once to thank him, once to arrange for him to meet me at the airport. I thanked him, even told him he didn’t have to do this for me, but he wouldn’t hear of it. He said it had been a year and a half since he lost his wife and he’d been in a funk long enough.
 
   “You’re sure, Mr. Morgan,” I said to him, “I…I don’t mean to impose, I mean, I appreciate the offer, but…”
 
   “Madison, you’re not imposing. I have a three bedroom, three bathroom house that, quite frankly, has been awfully empty since, well, you know.”
 
   “I…I don’t want to put you out,” I said.
 
   “Nonsense, I want to help you, I do, Professor Taylor, too. She’s quite impressed with you. That alone is enough in my book.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Mr. Morgan and I found each other at baggage claim at SeaTac Airport where my trip had not gotten off to a good start. The plane was several hours late (most of that sitting on the tarmac) and while I had my carry-on bag and one suitcase with the basics of the things I’d need for work—suits, shirt, shoes—a second bag with the rest of my things like socks, underwear, casual clothes, and running clothes—basically everything—was nowhere to be found. 
 
   I’d seen Mr. Morgan’s picture on LinkedIn, so he wasn’t hard to find. He was in his early forties, tall, in good shape, dressed in well-fitted jeans, a patterned blue dress shirt, and a sports coat. He was what I thought of as the jock type and he radiated confidence, had a self-assured look about himself, reminded me of guys in high school and college I tended to avoid. Un-athletic book worms who had fashion as a hobby didn’t generally mix well with the jock type. They didn’t do too well with girls, either, though in my case it wasn’t for lack of trying. In fact, if I had a dollar for every time a girl told me I was a great guy but ‘not my type’ I might have enough money saved I wouldn’t need Mr. Morgan’s charity.
 
   But Mr. Morgan was friendly, much friendlier than they frat boys I ran into at school. He shook my hand warmly and exchanged small pleasantries, but I was in a foul mood and was pouting. Mr. Morgan laughed when he heard my misfortunes, his deep masculine laugh infectious. He apologized, said he wasn’t trying to make light of the situation, but that it was just his nature to laugh at misfortune and instead try to find opportunity. 
 
   “Opportunity,” I asked skeptically.
 
   “Well, sure Madison, now we get to take a tour of the airport, something we wouldn’t normally do, maybe we’ll catch a band.”
 
   “A band?”
 
   “Strange, I know, but there’s some wonderful live music at SeaTac. It’s a Pacific Northwest thing, you’ll get used to it.”
 
   I reached for the large suitcase resting on the platform, struggled to get it down; Mr. Morgan gently nudged me aside and set it on the ground. “Sorry, I shouldn’t presume,” he said, “looked like you needed some help.”
 
   “It’s okay, Mr. Morgan,” I said, trying not to feel belittled or emasculated, “thanks.”
 
   It turned out the airline was completely unhelpful; the system showed the bag had been loaded onto the plane, even though it wasn’t. The best they could do is tell me lost bags inevitably turned up in a few days and gave me a number to call. 
 
   “Are you going to need something for work on Monday?” Mr. Morgan asked, concerned.
 
   “I don’t think so, most of my work stuff is in there,” I pointed to the suitcase he took down from the rack, “but the missing bag had all my casual stuff, my workout clothes, most of my socks and underwear.”
 
   “Oh,” he eyed me, “you workout? Run, I assume? Sorry, don’t take that the wrong way…”
 
   I blushed. “I run, Mr. Morgan…do I look like I lift,” I made the obvious joke at my own expense as I usually did, but lifting, to me, was something the football and wrestling guys did, something a guy like Mr. Morgan would do, not something a guy like I would do.
 
   “I said not to take it the wrong way,” he said with a sly grin. “Well they said it would be a few days…”
 
   “I know, I was just…I guess I was hoping to run in the morning, you know, after that flight I thought it would feel good. It’s my stress reliever, I suppose.”
 
   Mr. Morgan looked at his watch. “Eight at night on a Sunday…not sure we’d find anything open that you could buy stuff to run in. If the plane was on time, maybe.”
 
   “Stupid airline. It’s fine, I’d hate to buy something for only a few days, that’s a waste of money…I suppose I’ll just skip it,” I said, pouting again.
 
   “Listen, I get it, I’d hate to skip a workout, too…I lift, run some, swim mostly for cardio,” he said, stating the obvious, “but I get the stress thing.”
 
   We stared at one another for an awkward moment until I looked away. I heard him take a breath, exhale slowly. 
 
   “You know…this sounds stupid, don’t laugh, but, well…maybe…”
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   “No, it’s a dumb idea,” he said still keeping his gaze on me.
 
   “What is, Mr. Morgan?” I asked. “It wouldn’t be dumb if I can run in the morning. Think of an open store?”
 
   “Not quite that,” he said, looking down at my feet, “you have running shoes, right?”
 
   “Yea,” I said with a dubious look. “But I can’t really run in what I have…chaffing, you know.”
 
   “I know,” he said then frowned. “Seriously, it’s stupid, I shouldn’t even suggest it,” he said, looked unsure of himself for the first time since I met him.
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I prompted him with a grin, “please…I mean…if I can run…”
 
   “Listen, kid, you asked,” he said as a warning. “My wife…well, she ran…and it’s been awhile and I should have done things at least six months ago but never did…”
 
   “Okay,” I said not following. “I don’t know what you mean…”
 
   “Yea…I get you don’t get it. Two minute story to get it. So Mrs. Morgan passed away a year and a half ago and when she did I kind of just moved from one master suite to the other, left all her stuff. That’s where you’ll stay, buy the way, the third bedroom is just a smaller guest room.”
 
   “Okay,” I said, still not getting it.
 
   “Yea. I told you this was stupid. Anyway, all her stuff is still there, in the closet for that master suite…they’re the same size, the suites. Anyway, I meant to pack it all up and donate it or something, just never got to it. At first I couldn’t, then when I could, I just never did. So it’s all there. Everything. Clothes, books, shoes, everything.”
 
   “I…I don’t mind,” I said, still happy just to have a place to stay for the next four months even if Mrs. Morgan’s things were still there. “You don’t have to pack her things up for me.”
 
   “No, I mean, I should have, but that’s not the point. The point is that it’s all still just sitting there.”
 
   “I don’t get it,” I said, honestly confused. 
 
   “Listen kid…again…you asked…you’re about her size…”
 
   Suddenly I got it. “Mr. Morgan…” He wasn’t possibly suggesting what I thought he was suggesting. Was he?
 
   “You asked…you’re about her size, I’m sure there are some running clothes of hers you could borrow.”
 
   He was suggesting what I thought he was suggesting. 
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I protested, the tone in my voice as obvious as it could be.
 
   “You asked,” he said again, voice steady, gaze steady.
 
   “She…she has girls’ stuff…I…I can’t wear stuff for a girl!” I was shocked, went with the obvious issue, setting aside that the clothes belonged to a dead woman.
 
   “Whoa there, Madison, I’m not suggesting aerobic stuff. Seriously, but she has a bunch of running clothes, I know some of it’s close to unisex, I’m not saying you should wear one of her running skirts, but she’s got a ton of shorts and tee shirts, something would fit. I’d give you something of mine, but…” He shrugged, intending to or not, emphasized his size and muscle compared to mine.
 
   I cringed. “I don’t know Mr. Morgan, that…that’s weird,” I said, tempted, not really wanting to skip a run, needing it. “It…it’s a woman’s things and…and your…”
 
   “My dead wife’s things. Yea, like I said, six months ago I would have freaked out, but…I don’t know…it just doesn’t matter as much now. Listen, you want to run, right? Just look at what she has, seriously, it’s no big deal. If it’s too weird, forget I suggested it. But there’s bound to be something that will work.”
 
   “She…she wouldn’t want me to…” I tried another approach.
 
   Mr. Morgan broke into another smile. “You never met her so you couldn’t possibly know. She was the kindest woman in the world, Morgan, and actually, if she was standing here now she’d make the exact same offer.”
 
   “I…I don’t know…I mean…she…” 
 
   “Your both runners, you wouldn’t loan her something?”
 
   “No…I mean yes…of course…” He was right about that, runners were runners.
 
   “So why would she mind, then, would she?”
 
   “I…I don’t know…I guess I’ll think about it.”
 
   “Great, no big deal.” 
 
   After a moment he chuckled. “What?” I asked.
 
   “Nothing…irony, that’s all.”
 
   “Irony?”
 
   “Well, when Professor Taylor first asked me about this arrangement, I was initially hesitant, I assumed…she mentioned a student named Madison…you must get this from time to time.”
 
   “You assumed I was a girl,” I said.
 
   “Yea. You’re not,” he said with a strange look, “you can understand, a single guy, hosting a girl…I wasn’t sure that was a good idea, but…”
 
   “Yea,” I said, “I get it. I’m a boy, so…”
 
   “So, it’s ironic, I guess, that you can borrow something of hers.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Mr. Morgan lived in an beautiful mid-century home with amazing views, privacy, and a pool in the back which overlooked the mountains. It was literally something from a magazine (apparently the late Mrs. Morgan found it in a magazine) or something from a movie set. He gave me a tour of the place, showed me the bedrooms—two master suites, one his, one he used to share with his wife (now mine), both on opposite ends of the home. He wasn’t kidding about Mrs. Morgan things, looking around the room I wouldn’t have guessed the occupant wasn’t coming home that night—or hadn’t been home for more than a year. The modern but feminine room was tidy, everything in the house was tidy, but there was a pair of heels on the hardwood floor and a dressing gown thrown casually over the end of the bed. 
 
   The room, like Mr. Morgan’s, overlooked the pool and the mountain behind it. 
 
   “Sorry for the decor,” he said, “I made the other room masculine, left this the way she decorated it.”
 
   I looked around again. The bed was mostly white—a flat duvet with a lace throw and a lilac satin sham at the end, feminine pillows at the top. 
 
   I yawned, he laughed. “I forgot you’re three hours ahead of me, aren’t you?”
 
   “Sorry,” I said, “it has been a long day.”
 
   “Well we can talk tomorrow, I should let you get to bed; I assume you sleep in?”
 
   “Actually, no, I’m not much a night owl. And since I’m three hours ahead of you…”
 
   “The sorority girls don’t keep you up late?”
 
   “Some…sometimes,” I lied, I wasn’t exactly the type those type of girls were in to, again not for lack of trying; I didn’t know if he was teasing me.
 
   He smiled as if he knew I was lying. “Well, come on, if you’re going to run early, I better show you where she kept her running stuff. I’ll be up for awhile, so you don’t have to come pester me in the morning. I’ll text you the alarm code, just reset it when you go.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan, you really don’t have to,” I said, again feeling uneasy at wearing his wife’s running clothes, let alone looking at them.
 
   “Just look, Madison, if you don’t want to, fine, but I bet the run will do you some good, it’s beautiful with the mountains in the morning. She really does have some things that will be okay…and again, this stuff is all just sitting here. Maybe this will prompt me to box it up.”
 
   “You…you sure you’re okay?” I asked.
 
   “Yea,” he sighed. “She really would insist if she was still here. Again, though, this is your call, Madison.”
 
   “Well, I…I suppose I can look,” I said, tempted by the promise of a morning view.
 
   He took me to Mrs. Morgan’s dressing room off the side. It was really a huge closet set up as a dressing room. There was a makeup table in one corner, a sitting chair, and her clothes, all neatly arranged, some things hung, some in dressers. “Sorry, I don’t come in here that often, I forgot it’s like she never left.” he said, “I think she keeps her running stuff in that one,” he pointed.
 
   I went to the chest he pointed to, opened the top drawer, blushed…it was filled with sets of neatly arranged bras and panties. “Um, no,” I quickly shut the drawer, opened the next.
 
   “No, that’s her…” 
 
   It was filled with more intimate things, really intimate things, things a wife wore for her husband. “Yea,” I said, closing that one too. “Jeeze, Mr. Morgan,” I said.
 
   “Sorry, she liked…fuck it…pretty lingerie. She worked in the business and I sure never complained at the time. I’m sure you never do when some girl wears that kind of stuff for you.”
 
   “What? No…I mean…no, no, of course not,” I said with false bravado. No woman had ever worn anything like that for me.
 
   “See, you get it…all guys like a woman that dresses like that for them…sorry, I know, that sounds creepy, we just met, shouldn’t be talking about that kind of stuff. Anyway, I think that’s all filled with her…stuff…it…her running stuff is in that one.”
 
   He pointed to a second dresser, it did have exercise clothes, much of it way too feminine, but she also had some of running stuff, some of which wasn’t awful. Compression shorts and sports bras and an assortment of running skirts, shorts, tee shirts, and socks. “Yea, see,” he said, “something in there will work.”
 
   Mrs. Morgan liked feminine things, that much was obvious. The best in the running shorts pile, and by best, I mean least feminine, most neutral color, least tight, was a short (two inch inseam) pair of anthracite shorts with neon yellow piping, a wide elastic waistband, and a compression lining. While they certainly were not men’s shorts, they were close enough to pass something a guy might wear, especially in the morning. It was supposed to be chilly in the morning, Mr. Morgan warned, so I dug and found a long-sleeved technical shirt in the same design; it too was not obviously feminine in color and would just have to do.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I stood in front of the mirror for a good ten minutes the next morning, trying to decide if I looked foolish or not. The shorts were several inches shorter than I was used to and a bit tighter, too. In fact, but for the compression lining, I might have had an exposure problem worse than the amount of leg I felt I was displaying. There was no question the shorts were cut for a woman. The top fit, though like any woman’s top, was fitted at the waist, cut for a woman’s figure. I almost didn’t go, but decided it was early enough, so fuck it, now dressed, I was going to run. I might have looked silly, but I supposed I could just pass for progressive—it was the Pacific Northwest after all.
 
   The run went fine, six miles of head clearing serenity. Six miles of mountains, clean air, peace and quiet. When I got to Mr. Morgan’s, I headed to the kitchen to get some water and was sitting at the counter cooling down when Mr. Morgan walked into the kitchen, drying his hair with a towel. But otherwise naked. Completely naked.
 
   I gasped, startled, stared. I’d seen naked guys before, both in college and in high school, but he was different—he was wasn’t a young boy, he was older—his body was muscular, masculine. He’d obviously just showered, he was toweling his hair dry, and didn’t see me as he walked into the kitchen. Mouth open, in shock, suddenly quite aware I was wearing women’s running clothes, I spoke. “Um…Mr. Morgan,” I said.
 
   “Huh? Oh, Madison, how was the run?” he asked.
 
   “Um, it…it was good,” I said, my eyes going to the very place I was begging them not to go, the place I didn’t want to look—between his legs, to the naked cock, thick, even though limp, semi-hard, but not erect, more masculine, larger flaccid, than I was fully erect. I blushed, ashamed. And felt a strange fluttering in my stomach, a tingling between my legs.
 
   He looked at me, a strange look in his eyes, followed mine, glanced down. “Oh…fuck…duh,” he said, slowly moved the towel down and wrapped the towel around his waist. “It’s just been me for so long…since she…you know. I’m not used to needing to be modest in my own home,” he said.
 
   “It…it’s okay, Mr. Morgan” I said, blushing, standing and going to the trash bin so I didn’t have to look at him with my face red.
 
   “They work out okay, Madison?” he asked, “Seem to.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “The running clothes,” he said, nodding at me. “Looks like they fit okay…don’t take this the wrong way, but it’s like looking at a short haired version of Peyton…Mrs. Morgan. You’re her height, I’d guess. Five nine? Listen, I’m going for a swim, if you want to make some coffee, I’d love some when I’m done.” He started towards the sliding doors. “If you want to shower, you’re welcome to come swim a few laps.”
 
   “I…I don’t have my suits,” I said, afraid of any response.
 
   He laughed. “Well I’m sure she’s got a suite you could borrow…though I’m not sure she’s got anything you’d want to wear. Running clothes might be one thing…” he said. “It doesn’t matter, it’s just us guys, Madison, don’t really need suits, do we? I never wear one in my own pool?” He dropped his towel, walked naked outside, looked over his shoulder. “Come on, why don’t you make some coffee, shower, this is one of the benefits of living out here. Mountains, privacy, a heated back yard pool.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I started coffee, showered, and while I wrapped my towel around my waist, I wasn’t keen on going for a naked swim. I went outside just the same while Mr. Morgan was doing laps, I stuck my head out, got his attention, asked if he wanted coffee. 
 
   “Not yet,” he said, pausing to tread water. “Seriously, come on in, do a few laps, it always feels good after a run, doesn’t it?” 
 
   I wanted to say no, but he waited, watched me. “I…I suppose,” I said. I wanted him to turn, but he still waited, still watched. Trapped, I felt I had no choice—I was a guest, after all—and sighed, removed my towel. I was self-conscious of the disparity between us; his over six foot muscular body in sharp contrast to my trim, almost hairless physique. I was especially self-conscious by his gaze, his eyes went between my legs as mine went to his. Comparing just as I had. Naturally, I covered myself, made a comment about being cold.
 
   He didn’t respond except for a smile, a soft chuckle, called me into the water and resumed swimming. He was right—the swim felt good—and for ten minutes I lost myself in movement of the water much like I did running.
 
   But when we got out and were drying off, I was aware again of his size and masculinity as compared to mine, quickly wrapped the towel around my waist, tried not to look at him. “You’re kind of shy, aren’t you?” he said.
 
   “I…this reminds me of high school,” I said, “it was always awkward.”
 
   “We’ve all been in locker rooms, Madison.” I frowned, a bad memory. “What?” he asked when he saw my face.
 
   “I don’t know what it was like when you were in school, Mr. Morgan, but there’s a…a hierarchy in a high school locker room and isn’t exactly a place full of fond memories for some of us. I assume you were the jock type?”
 
   “Triple letter,” he said, “football, basketball, and baseball.” He frowned, nodded. “Yea, I suppose you’re right, though,” he said. “I might have called a boy or two like you a sissy back in my day.” I blushed, suddenly transported back to high school, being teased as usual in the shower, and I would have been angry with him if not for the gentleness in his voice. “Sorry, too close to home, huh?”
 
   I nodded, pushed back the tears welling up in my eyes. “It’s okay,” I lied, tried not to sniffle, tried not to give away what I felt, even though my wet eyes told the whole story, betrayed me, as they always did.
 
   He frowned again, had an honest look in his eyes. “Here’s the thing, Madison, high school kids are idiots, frat boys, too. Not every guy is hyper-masculine, there’s nothing wrong with that, believe me. I learned. Most of us did.”
 
   “I…I suppose,” I said, quickly wiping a tear away, the tears just further confirmation of the differences between us.
 
   “People grow up, we mature…I mean it…don’t be ashamed of yourself.
 
   “You mean don’t be ashamed of being a crybaby?” I said.
 
   “There’s nothing wrong with being sensitive,” he said softly, “I mean it, okay?”
 
   “Okay,” I said, still ashamed at my reaction.
 
   “Say, you hear about the suitcase?” he asked, changing the subject.
 
   “Yea,” I frowned, “the airline emailed…jerks…nothing today, I guess I’m wearing one of my suits all day.” I shrugged.
 
   “On a beautiful later summer Saturday in the Pacific Northwest? Madison, we’re not going to have days like this next month, you can’t waste it sitting around in a suit. Come on!”
 
   “Don’t really have much other choice, Mr. Morgan, I’m not buying stuff for one day.”
 
   He nodded. “Yea. Listen, this is stupid and I sound like a broken record, Madison,” he said, “but I’m sure Mrs. Morgan has some khaki or black shorts and a tee or tank that wouldn’t be too bad. You’re welcome to look…”
 
   I frowned again, wished my stupid bag would arrive. “I…I don’t know Mr. Morgan…” There was no way I was going to wear any more of his deceased wife’s clothes.
 
   “The running clothes were fine, weren’t they?”
 
   “Yea, I suppose,” I admitted. “But running clothes are one thing, I can’t see myself wearing women’s real shorts.” Not to mention I didn’t want to wear them. “Besides, Mrs. Morgan could never be happy with that.”
 
   “Yea, I get it. But again, you didn’t know her, Madison, she would have, really. Why don’t you just take a look, you can’t spend the weekend in a suit, can you? I’d be happy to let you try my stuff but…”
 
   “Yea,” I blushed. “Size difference.”
 
   “Size difference,” he said. “My stuff wouldn’t fit, would it?”
 
   “No, I suppose not,” I said.
 
   “And it seems foolish to go buy something for one day…”
 
   “Yea…”
 
   “So…?”
 
   “I don’t know…”
 
   “Just see what’s there, Madison, there’s no harm in that.”
 
   I sighed. “Fine, I’ll see what she has.”
 
   “I know everything looks super feminine, she mostly dressed that way, but there have to be a few things that would do. You’re welcome to try anything.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Mrs. Morgan’s clothes, shorts and tops included, were generally unsuited for me; most were printed or made from obviously feminine material. I did manage to find a couple of pairs of denim shorts that might do but for some lace trim, as well as a pair of black twill shorts that while a bit short, were at least thankfully plain. I decided to go with those—they were a bit less feminine than the denim shorts—and started to pull them up my legs when I discovered that because of a hint of spandex in the material, they were also tight and would never fit over the one pair of boxer shorts I had. I looked at the denim, realized they were the same. Made sense, women didn’t wear boxers after all.
 
   I sighed, stripped off my boxers, tried again naked and found that wouldn’t do either. The shorts, while they fit, were simply so tight they showed an obviously hump or bulge where no woman would have such a thing. If I tried to ‘rearrange’ things, the shorts were short enough that things simply were left hanging out.
 
   “Jesus christ,” I mumbled to myself, wishing the shorts had a compression lining like the running shorts. Or even that I wore tight briefs instead of boxers. What the hell was I going to do? If I’d thought of this earlier, I would have stopped, never would have tried, but in her dressing room, naked, already having tried the shorts, already having told Mr. Morgan I’d try, I felt I was in too far to back out.
 
   “Fuck,” I mumbled to myself wondering what to do when my eyes went to Mrs. Morgan’s dresser, the one with her bras, panties, and other intimate garments. “This is fucking stupid,” I said, ready to throw the shorts aside and wear a suit, but somehow afraid that was admitting defeat to Mr. Morgan, somehow losing a contest of wills.
 
   He said anything, right? I could borrow anything?
 
   I sighed, walked to the dresser, opened the top drawer. Like before, I was overwhelmed by the sight of bras and panties in all manner of lace and silk and satin, in feminine colors, nothing I’d even consider. 
 
   A suit would be better, Madison, shut the drawer, tell him you couldn’t find anything to wear.
 
   No, just do it, fool, lying to him will only prove what a pathetic wimp you are. It is a contest, are you enough of a man…even a male…to do this.
 
   So I rummaged around, and as I hoped, found a pair of plain, white nylon and spandex bikini panties under the piles of more feminine things. I carefully took them from the drawer; they were far from masculine, but they were at least plain, would fit under the shorts, and would hold everything in place. With another sigh, hardly believing what I was about to do, I stepped into the panties, pulled them up my legs, arranged my limp penis so it was mostly tucked between my legs and against the crotch of the panties. By accident, I discovered I could push my balls back and kind of into my body, making things smaller, easier to hide.
 
   For a moment I felt dizzy as the realization I’d just put on a pair of panties hit me. What was I doing, I wondered again. And why was my groin tingling? I shook my head to clear it, grabbed the shorts, stepped into them; this time they fit perfectly. There was no doubt they were too short and too tight for a man to wear, but they would do for a stupid boy for now.
 
   A top was more of a problem; Mrs. Morgan had tons of cute things, all perfect for a pretty young woman, none so perfect for a boy. The fashion merchandising part of my brain admired her taste, her style, but the boy part of my brain was disappointed. She wasn’t big on tee shirts, I tried to find a tank, but most were feminine colors or lace trimmed. With no great options, I decided to go with the plainest shirt with short sleeves instead of a tank, a ribbed knit white top with the slightest sheen. Unquestionably feminine, but the best I could do. 
 
   The top was fitted, of course, and only after I pulled it over my head did I realize it was also a crop top and left a couple of inches of my stomach and waist exposed. I was about to pull it off and try again when Mr. Morgan knocked at the door.
 
   “You dressed in there, Madison,” he called through the door. 
 
   “I…yes…um…hang on a sec,” I said trying to pull the top off, but on yes I heard the door open and he walked in, came straight to the dressing room.
 
   “Well,” he said looking me up and down, “not bad, Madison, not bad at all. It fits you well…certainly as good as it fit Peyton.” He was looking between my legs again, the flatness of the shorts on my torso.
 
   “I…I feel silly,” I frowned, “I…feel like…like a girl.”
 
   He chuckled. “I’m trying not to tease, Madison, I mean it, but dressing in woman’s clothes might do that to a boy.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan!”
 
   “Seriously, Madison, it’s fine…it’s better than a suit.”
 
   “I look stupid,” I said ashamed I let this happen, ashamed at what he must think of me. “I should change.”
 
   “You don’t look stupid, Madison,” he said, “if anything I’d say you look…I hate to use this word…cute.”
 
   “Cute, super,” I groaned at being called cute by a man, “just what every boy wants to hear himself called by a man.”
 
   “Some boys don’t mind cute, Madison, you’d certainly know that being in fashion merchandizing. But seriously, put put on a suit if you want, I’m not forcing you into this, I mean it. I just said you could wear some of her things…if you didn’t want to buy things for a day or two.”
 
   “That seems foolish,” I sighed, “I…I don’t want to be uncomfortable just to be petulant.” 
 
   “I…no…never mind.”
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   “This will sound wrong, so apologies, seriously, I know you probably feel self conscious and I don’t know if this will put your mind at ease or make you change your mind. But you really you do look cute, almost like….”
 
   I rolled my eyes, stopped the word. “Mr. Morgan!”
 
   “See…that’s where it sounds wrong, Madison. I’d look foolish dressed like that, but you’re thin, lithe. I know it’s not ideal but you have to admit, you don’t look at all ridiculous like I would. You have to admit that, don’t you?”
 
   I looked down, frowned as I judged my appearance. “I suppose not,” I finally said, not sure if I agreed. I might not look as foolish as Mr. Morgan would dressed like this, but I still looked, I don’t know…like an emasculated boy. And I still felt foolish. “You sure you’re okay with this? I mean…I can go to the store.”
 
   “It’s fine, Madison, really. And I’m serious, you don’t look foolish at all…you really do look cute, I mean it. Besides, it’s only for a day, right? You’ll be back into your stuff tomorrow, so, it’s good. Say, you have anything but running shoes and dress shoes?”
 
   “No,” I sighed.
 
   “I assume heels are out?” 
 
   He was obviously joking but I shot him a look. “She isn’t one to wear flats that often, but I’m sure there’s a pair of sandals in here that aren’t too bad.”
 
   At this point I didn’t really see the point of going barefoot just to go barefoot so looked over at the shoe rack. Mr. Morgan was both correct and wrong—it was full of heels and wedges, but there really wasn’t anything without some heel, even an inch. 
 
   The best, again the best being the least feminine and lowest heel, was a pair of black leather espadrille sandals with a buckle closure around the ankle, a bow at the vamp, and an inch or so heel. I picked them up, wrinkled my nose.
 
   “Come on, see if they fit so we can go have brunch,” he said.
 
   I sat down, slipped my bare feet into one shoe—of course it fit—buckled it, put on the other, stood, felt my calf tighten and elongate even from such a low heel. Mr. Morgan leaned against the closet door, folded his arms, looked me up and down. “What,” I asked.
 
   “Nothing really. Listen I know this isn’t ideal, I get that Madison, but it’s just for a day.”
 
   “I look ridiculous,” I pouted.
 
   “Well you might feel ridiculous, Madison, I get that too. But you certainly don’t look that way…I told you, you look cute, really. Almost pretty.” He said it with an impish smile, like he was teasing me.
 
   “I don’t want to look cute, Mr. Morgan,” I crossed my arms, “and I certainly don’t want to look pretty.” I caught my reflection in the closet mirror, but it dawned on me he was right. While I felt foolish, even humiliated, the reality was I really did look cute. And if my hair was teased just right, if I had on even a hint of makeup, I’d probably look just like a girl with a certain type body.
 
   What was troubling was the realization of how easily I looked this way, how simply wearing even such basic things seemed to transform me so easily to looking feminine. Mr. Morgan certainly would not have looked cute dressed like I was, but I did. I was shocked at how easily I could be transformed into looking like a cute girl.
 
   “I know, Madison, I get it, change if you want, really. I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable.”
 
   “No,” I sighed, “it’s fine.” I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of seeing how much it bothered me.
 
   “Can I make a suggestion?” he asked.
 
   “What?”
 
   “I get it that it you feel silly, I would, but any man would dressed in clothes like that.”
 
   “If that’s your suggestion, that’s not helping, Mr. Morgan,” I sighed.
 
   “I know, but just…listen, you ever do any acting?” he asked.
 
   “Yea, I was in some musicals in high school?”
 
   “What?”
 
   “We did Anything Goes, Pirates of Penzance, some other stuff.”
 
   He nodded. “Ahh, Gilbert and Sullivan. You were a pirate, I assume?”
 
   “Yea,” I said.
 
   “But you’re not a pirate in real life, are you?”
 
   “Obviously not,” I said.
 
   “You played a role?” he asked.
 
   “Yes,” I said, “of course.”
 
   “Acted?”
 
   “Yes,” I said again.
 
   “And how hard would it have been to play one of the Major General’s daughters?”
 
   “That’s a girl’s part,” I retorted.
 
   “It is, but that’s not what I asked, Madison. The question was how difficult would it have been to play one of the daughters? It’s just a role. Playing a girl, something you’re not, should be no different than playing a pirate, something else your’e not, right? The question was how hard would it have been? Didn’t all Shakespeare actors used to be men? Even the woman’s roles? Japanese plays, too?”
 
   “I suppose,” I admitted, “acting is acting.”
 
   “Of course. So if it helps, don’t think of yourself as looking foolish, just think of yourself as acting, playing a role…”
 
   “A girl,” I said, skeptically.
 
   “A girl. A young college graduate who got her first job in the big city and is staying at an older, well off man’s home for a few months. Play the part. Just for the day, Madison…if it helps…think of yourself…I don’t know, as character. Don’t be Madison, be something else. Someone else.”
 
   “A girl?”
 
   “A role…don’t be miserable all day by thinking of yourself as an uncomfortable boy, just…act for a day…if it helps…think of yourself as a girl…or a boy playing a girl. You’re really Madison, but instead of playing a pirate, today you’re playing a girl.”
 
   “I suppose,” I said. “I looked at myself in the mirror again, I still thought I looked like a boy dressed like a girl.
 
   “It might help to not think of yourself as Madison, give yourself a character, um…be…I don’t know…what’s a pretty girl’s name…Isabella, perhaps.”
 
   “Isabella?”
 
   “Sure. Just like when you were in Pirates…you weren’t Madison then…don’t be Madison now…play a part…”
 
   “Isabella.”
 
   “Sure…you ever study method acting?”
 
   “Some…my high school’s drama teacher was a method actor.”
 
   “Well…become that character…become Isabella…don’t just play a part…be her. Be a young woman.”
 
   “A young woman?”
 
   “Like I said, if it helps.”
 
   “I…I’ll try.”
 
   “Can I ask you something,” he said, looked between my legs. “Those shorts are tight and there’s no…you know…lump…”
 
   I blushed. “I…I kind of…I don’t know, arranged it…tucked it down and back to…to make it fit.”
 
   “But you wear boxers,” he said looking at the underwear on the floor. I blushed, my eyes involuntarily went to the chest of drawers with the lingerie. “They’d never…oh…oh, I…you…you wore her panties…of course. Well I suppose there wasn’t anything else to do, was there?”
 
   “No,” I looked down ashamed, the word ‘panties’ burned my ears and I assumed he’d chastise me. “I…I’m sorry, you…you said I could wear anything.”
 
   “I did. I suppose you had to improvise. At least they fit right then,” he playfully punched my arm.
 
   “That was my thought, Mr. Morgan,” I said softly.
 
   “I think you made the right decision, Madison.”
 
   “Isabella,” I corrected him.
 
   “Isabella,” he smiled.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Thinking of it that way did help, oddly enough. Instead of being self-conscious about being a boy dressed as a girl, I instead thought of myself as a boy playing a part, channeled the actor inside me, tried to think of myself as girl. Of course, as in a play or musical, dressing the part helped me become the part. The clothes, the panties, my tucked penis, the inch heeled sandals. Walking around the house in the shoes, even with just a slight heel, I stood different, walked different, thought different, felt different. I channeled a young woman, thought of a young woman’s emotions, thought as a young woman.
 
   Mr. Morgan even treated me different. That morning, that afternoon, I just became a girl for awhile, forgot I was a boy, and as he suspected, it was mostly okay. After all, the next day I would start at the company, I’d wear regular clothes, and when I came back to Mr. Morgan’s house after work because my suitcase would be waiting for me. The role of a Isabella was for a day, no more. I could handle a day.
 
   After dinner, he said as much, complimented me for putting on a brave face. “I’m going to change for bed, watch some tv, you’re welcome to change and join me.”
 
   “Um, nothing to change into, Mr. Morgan, not…not till tomorrow, anyway. I’ll just, I don’t know…stay in my room or keep this on.”
 
   “Fuck, this is a becoming a problem, isn’t it? Well, you’re in for a penny, might as well go in for a pound. You were going to play a part, weren’t you?”
 
   “I don’t understand,” I said.
 
   “You dressed as a pirate in high school.”
 
   “So…”
 
   “You borrowed Mrs. Morgan’s running clothes, you borrowed that,” he pointed at my outfit “I mean, you’re welcome to borrow pajamas to relax and sleep in. If you’re playing a part, I mean.”
 
   Immediately I thought of the incredibly feminine pink negligee hanging on the back of the door, the drawer full of sexy lingerie—not bras and panties, but real lingerie for a real women to wear to feel pretty and feminine. “Um, that…that might be a little much, Mr. Morgan,” I said, blushing. “ She…her sleeping things are…well I’m not quite sure I’m ready to take this acting thing that far.”
 
   He laughed. “Madison…you’re playing the part of Isabella. I’m not saying…fuck, you’re thinking of that negligee hanging on the back of the door, aren’t you? She wore that on our wedding night and on special occasions. Yea, that’s a bit much,” he said. “I’m not sure I could deal with seeing you in that. Listen I’m just saying, it’s just for a night…if you want…she had a few less ‘romantic’ things. You don’t have to act like a girl trying to…well…don’t take it too far. I mean, a young woman might put pajamas on but she wouldn’t try to seduce her host.” His tone was joking, relaxing. “But she had has regular things, too. Not just romantic lingerie, she has some normal things to sleep in. You don’t have to, but I don’t mind if you want to keep being Isabella for the night so you don’t have to sit in your room alone. Or stay dressed like that.”
 
   I sighed, it was beginning to become a habit. “I suppose I could look for something…just for a night…”
 
   “Worst case you find nothing and turn in, right?”
 
   Less ‘romantic’ may have been true, but less feminine was not. The majority of Mrs. Morgan’s sleepwear consisted of teddies, baby dolls, chemises and gowns, all in silk and satin and lace; and I was not at all comfortable with that. After a few minutes, Mr. Moran knocked, asked if I found anything. “I’ll be in the den…joining me?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I called out, “not really finding much.” I was standing before the open drawer, trying not to stare at any of it; it was all so soft, feminine, sexy, all so seductive.
 
   “I know she had some things,” he said appearing in the door, staring at his wife’s lingerie drawer. “Sorry, so many memories. Yea, this is all a bit much, isn’t it.”
 
   “Yea,” I said, agreeing with the obvious.
 
   “What about that,” he pointed to the open drawer, “it’s kind of plain at least. Feminine but not like…romantic. Again, you don’t have to…”
 
   I looked at what he was pointing to, picked it up. It was a bone white notch-collar pajama set that paired a short-sleeve top with matching shorts. There was ivory lace trim on the hem of the shorts and on the sleeves. “I…I don’t love the lace, it’s not very masculine.”
 
   “I don’t think you’re going to find anything masculine, those are all women’s clothes after all. But Isabella, the young girl you’re playing, she wouldn’t look for something masculine, would she? You’re acting the part of a girl, aren’t you? Don’t think about what Madison would wear, think what Isabella would wear. Dress the part. It works because it’s feminine but not sexy and seductive. That’s not what you’d wear to seduce a man, it’s just something a young girl would feel comfortable in. I think Isabella would be okay looking pretty and feminine around a man, but I doubt she’d want too sexy…we’re kind of far apart in ages, aren’t we.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I frowned, but I could tell he was joking by the impish smile on his face. “Well…it seems a bit small,” I said, grasping for any straw.
 
   “You’re close to her size, I’m sure it will fit,” he said, “especially if her shorts fit.”
 
   I wrinkled my nose, looked at the shorts, it would never hold things in place. “I don’t know if I’ll…you know…fit…”
 
   “Just keep the panties on and…what did you do? Just tuck it again…it will work, you’re not very big anyway.”
 
   My eyes went wide, again I was transported back to gym class, the taunts of stupid high school boys. “Mr. Morgan!” I knew I never should have swam naked.
 
   He shook his head, chuckled. “I meant your physique was small, like Mrs. Morgan’s. I didn’t mean to imply you have a small, well…um…you know.” He said it in a tone that implied what he left unsaid, that he did mean to imply just that, that my penis was small.
 
   “I…I’m sorry,” I said, “I…I guess I’m kind of sensitive about some things. I…it isn’t like I don’t know.”
 
   “Bad memories?” he asked. I nodded. “Well we can’t help what we’re born with, can we?”
 
   “Easy for you to say,” I responded, “you’ve got a big…” I swallowed, couldn’t actually say what I was thinking, not that it mattered. “um…a…big…”
 
   “A big cock? A big dick?” he chuckled, so easily said the words. “You noticed? Yea, I suppose I do. I was born that way. And now that we’re being honest with one another, in a non-judgmental way I’m going to say this, yes, you do have a small penis—I notice things too, Madison. My point being it doesn’t matter.”
 
   “I was born that way, too,” I blushed, “I…I can’t help it.” I was defensive, almost ready to cry.
 
   “Oh, I totally agree,” he said in a stern voice. “You can’t help having a small penis any more than I can help having a big cock. That’s life. Now listen, Madison, again, I’m not asking you to do anything, you don’t have to wear that or any of her things, I’m only offering to help you out. If you don’t want to wear it, if you don’t want to be Isabella, don’t, it doesn’t matter to me. It’s not easy anyway.”
 
   “What isn’t?”
 
   “Seeing someone wearing my dead wife’s things.”
 
   “Oh god, Mr. Morgan, I…I’m so sorry. I should…I should have known…”
 
   “No, stop, you don’t have to change. Listen, this is too complicated, I was…I was just trying to say say being born the way you were…small…well it just means Mrs. Morgan’s things fit better and don’t look foolish on you, that’s all. If you weren’t trim like her, you’d never be able to properly dress for the role of Isabella. Now seriously, I’ll be in the living room, join me or don’t. Really, it’s okay. But I hope you do.”
 
   “I…I just don’t want to…I don’t know…dredge up bad memories.”
 
   “They’re good memories,” he said softly, “great memories, really. And six months ago I would have agreed with you, I would have seen Mrs. Morgan, not…not Isabella.”
 
   “And now?”
 
   “Now I’m simply helping out an old friend from back east and I suppose like any man, I enjoying having a pretty girl around the house. Remember, at first I thought I was taking in a young woman…I was okay then, I’m okay now.”
 
   “I suppose it’s just for tonight,” I said, “I mean, I don’t have to sit in my room just because I have nothing to wear.”
 
   “If you want to, Madison…or Isabella…only if you want to.”
 
   He turned and walked from the room, left me standing there, the outfit in my hand. The words that rang in my mind were about sizes…big, small, cock, penis, one was large, thick, masculine, one small, thin, close to feminine. 
 
   Feminine. Play the role, Madison, play the role, be Isabella.
 
   “Oh, fuck it,” I said out loud, “this is stupid.” The camisole and short set was no better or no worse than the clothes I was wearing, certainly much better than the outfit hanging on the door, and it was just for one night. So with a sigh, I undressed, left the panties on, slipped into the pajamas, and looked in the mirror.
 
   For a moment I lost myself in Isabella, for a moment I wasn’t playing a role, I wasn’t Madison, I was just a girl, sure an actor playing a role, but I tried to become that girl. I knew I wasn’t really a girl, I was a boy with a small penis hidden between his legs. Thinking like that, I felt emasculated, feminized, ashamed. Sissy, I heard the word in my mind. But I went out there anyway, didn’t want him to know I felt that way, didn’t want him to think I wasn’t enough of a man to pretend to be a girl, for whatever that was worth. And though I didn’t want to admit it, part of me felt excited.
 
   So I went to the living room, walked like I did earlier, floating really, on the balls of my feet, trying to mimic how a girl walked. Mr. Morgan was sitting in a leather club chair, whiskey in hand. He said nothing for a moment, looked at me, seemed to mull his words. 
 
   “Can I say something to Madison?” he asked.
 
   “Yes,” I swallowed.
 
   “I’m sorry I said you have a small penis,” he said slowly. “That was, well…unkind.”
 
   “It…it’s okay,” I blushed, “you…you’re not wrong, Mr. Morgan.”
 
   “No I’m not wrong, you do. But it’s like a guy with a full head of hair pointing out a bald guy, it’s obvious, but unnecessary to say it.”
 
   “You…you weren’t mean about it.”
 
   He took a sip of his drink. “You got teased often?” he asked.
 
   I nodded. “Like every day. Showers were mandatory at my high school, so yea, I got teased every day. It’s not the first time I heard it, obviously.”
 
   “I said it before, you can’t help what you were born with.”
 
   “I just wish…” I didn’t finish the thought.
 
   “They didn’t tell all the girls?” I looked up at him, shocked. “I know guys, Madison, I know what they do. I was in high school at one time, too.”
 
   “I…they liked humiliating me.”
 
   “I’m sure they did. I’m sure they said many humiliating thing. But they didn’t understand.”
 
   “Understand?” I asked.
 
   “Nothing,” he shook his head, took a sip of his drink. “I mean this, though, mean to say it—you really do look cute…pretty. And you don’t look just like her, I just…well…there’s a resemblance, but you’re Madison…or Isabella, not Peyton, I get that. So…this is fine.”
 
   “Well, at least…at it fits,” I said looking down.
 
   “Yes, very well, too, I can’t even tell,” he was looking at the front of the shorts. “I mean, that you have…you know…a penis.”
 
   “I always got made fun of, Mr. Morgan,” I said, “got called names…I guess I’m just hypersensitive.”
 
   “Name calling? Like sissy?” he asked. “Fag? Queer?” 
 
   I nodded, my eyes watered and I couldn’t look at him.
 
   “Those are just words, Madison, stupid taunts from stupid high school kids. And so what, anyway.”
 
   “The thing is, this…this is what they were implying.”
 
   “What? That you’re cute? That you’re not very masculine? That your effeminate? That you’d make a pretty girl? Again, who cares? Besides, I mean, you do look cute and you do make a pretty girl. So fuck them and what they used to say. It’s just till tomorrow, anyway. Play a girl tonight, be Isabella. Go back to being Madison tomorrow.”
 
   “Still,” I frowned, not understanding why I wanted more, why I wanted approval from him.
 
   He got that grin I’d come to know. “Do you want to go change back to Madison?”
 
   “I…I don’t know…no,” I said softly.
 
   He held his now empty glass up. “Then why don’t you pour me another bourbon, sit down, Isabella, and watch the game with me.”
 
   I did, I curled up on the couch, but his words rang through my mind as I sat there. And every time I looked at him, I was conscious of the differences between us, the overt masculinity he projected, the opposite from me. The words kept running through my mind then and as I slept, too. Sissy. Fag. Queer. Cute. Effeminate. 
 
   Words infected my dreams, words said over and over and over.
 
   And as I head them, I felt my penis swell, press against the panties. I heard the words from high school, spoken by guys that taunted me and I felt ashamed. And I heard them from Mr. Morgan and was just as ashamed. But every time he said them, I felt my penis twitch, felt my stomach flip, felt my chest thump and thunder.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 2 – Exploration
 
    
 
    The next day was better, I finally dressed mostly as a boy and started work. 
 
   Mostly because I had everything I needed save for socks—all my dress socks were in my missing bag. I had a single pair of extra boxers so luckily didn’t need to wear anything in that area. As for socks, I had to borrow a pair of Mrs. Morgan’s black trouser socks which were close enough to make due.
 
   Mr. Morgan gave me a ride to headquarters, pointed me towards HR and wished me luck. “I’ll come find you some time this afternoon,” he said, “after you settle in. You’re not actually in my department, so we won’t have much interaction, but I’ll be around to keep an eye on you.”
 
   “You sure that’s okay?”
 
   “Rank has its privileges,” he chuckled. “And you’ll find interns always have some champion in the company…might as well be yours.”
 
   My first day was hectic, meeting other interns, filing out paperwork, getting a tour, all of that. Interns were treated like new employees, so we each had a small office and were all assigned to teams and projects. I was working on a small excel project—basically learning by checking someone else’s work and not design related—when there was a knock on my doorframe and I looked up to see Mr. Morgan leaning there.
 
   “Well hello there,” he said.
 
   “Hell…hello Mr. Morgan,” I said, still thinking of the night before, uneasy.  “Thanks again for bringing me today.”
 
   “Happy to Madison,” he said with his grin, “no reason not to commute together.”
 
   “What,” I asked, afraid I knew.
 
   “Nothing,” he said, looked up and down the hall, “I meant to say it this morning, but I like the suit and tie…a change of pace. You must feel more comfortable. Not that I didn’t enjoy the other look yesterday.”
 
   I blushed. “I…I’m glad my suitcase is coming today, though. ”
 
   “Yea, about that,” he said, frowned, “the airline called the house, left a message…apparently it’s, well, it’s not coming today after all. The message said tomorrow for sure.”
 
   “Super,” I sighed, “I should have went to the store. Fuck.”
 
   “We can, if you want, on the way home. I understand if you do…but it seems just as stupid today for one more day as it was yesterday for one day.”
 
   “If it was going to be a week…” I frowned.
 
   “If it was going to be a week, I’d insist, but if it’s just one more day, Madison, and you can always keep a suit on all night if you want. I still think it was nice, I’d be happy to see her this evening. But I certainly I get it if that’s too much for you.”
 
   Isabella, I sighed to myself. Was I supposed to do it again? I felt my stomach flip, but a tingling between my legs. “It…you’re right, it’s stupid. She…M…Mrs. Morgan…had…there were a few other things that weren’t…too bad…I…I could look for something…if you don’t mind. Just to avoid the store since it’s just one more day.”
 
   “Mind?” he said. “Madison, I told you it’s okay, I don’t mind. Besides, seeing you play the part yesterday, I have to admit I kind of missed having a pretty girl around the house so I’m happy to have Isabella back for one last night.”
 
   I blushed. “Mr. Morgan.”
 
   “Pretty…sorry, you just remind me that…well…never mind…it’s just one more day. All you really need is something to eat dinner in and something to sleep in. I know there’s bound to be something, especially if you don’t mind…you know,” he twirled his fingers, “keeping certain little things hidden again.”
 
   I blushed. “Mr. Morgan,” I protested, but couldn’t be mad, not with his smile. “Fine, one more evening and night in panties,” I mumbled to myself.
 
   “Just make a game of it, Madison…play a role…but my offer stands, we can go to the store.”
 
   “No, that’s stupid,” I said with a laugh, “I…I didn’t mind and I guess I play a girl one more time.”
 
   “You’re sure?”
 
   “Yea…fuck it,” I laughed. “It…it wasn’t too bad.”
 
   “And here it looked to me you might have liked it,” he tilted his head. “No?”
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I blushed.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Standing in Mrs. Moran’s closet that evening I was torn…what the fuck was I doing pretending to be a girl again. Who was Isabella? And why did I get this tingling when I thought of dressing as a girl? What was the difference between a feminine girl and an effeminate boy? 
 
   Sissy.
 
   The word jumped into my mind. And every other word kids in school used.
 
   Fag, fairy, nancy, pansy, queen, queer, sissy. 
 
   But what was so wrong with that? I wasn’t really those things, I was just playing a role, acting. So who the fuck cared? 
 
   Well I did. For one thing, I like girls. 
 
   So why does your little penis keep swelling every time you dress in her things, the voice inside my head asked.
 
   It wasn’t because I liked it, it was because I was so close to a woman’s things…things that were soft, feminine, sexual. So why was I looking through the closet trying to find her most masculine clothes, then? What was so wrong with something softer, cuter, pretty? I wasn’t really a girl, but why try so hard to not look like one. I should just be it, own it. Feel free to actually play a girl. Or a boy who likes being feminine, something inside me yelled.
 
   Besides, fuck it, if he was going to tease me, make me uncomfortable, why not throw back, why not look pretty, why not make him uncomfortable? Why not embrace it? Why not own it. Fuck, I’d show him. If I was going to play the role of a pretty girl, I should be feminine, dammit, I should just fucking be a pretty girl!
 
   I looked at Mrs. Morgan’s clothes, tried to see them not from the view of what was the least feminine looking, but instead what I’d wear if I wanted to look pretty. From that view, it was amazing how stylish everything was. My eyes went to her dresses first, but I didn’t think I was quite ready for that. I looked to her skirts next, but still thought that might be pushing it. 
 
   I decided on a pair of ivory dressy pull-on high waisted shorts with a chunky metallic chain and leather belt. They were cute and a bit edgy, and without question, feminine. They would never in a million years be mistaken for something a boy would wear. And they were tight, too! I’d need to wear something under and found a pair of nude panties in the appropriate drawer. Even tucked, the shorts grabbed me, hugged my ass. For a top, I picked a black, lace trimmed tank with a scoop neck and spaghetti straps. Shoes? Heels this time, or at least higher wedge sandals, which elongated and tightened my legs even more and seemed only to tighten the shorts to my ass. 
 
   “Well, well, well, look at you,” Mr. Morgan said when I walked into the kitchen, as graceful as I could manage.
 
   “It looks okay on me,” I asked, spinning for him. “Seriously?”
 
   “More than good, Isabella…much more than good.” His eyes went up my legs, everywhere. “Pretty…I hate to suggest it, but maybe even sexy.”
 
   Sexy? I turned ten shades of red; here I wanted to throw it back to him but he quickly threw it back to me. “M…Mr. Morgan…”
 
   “I appreciate you’re just getting into a role, but look at your face; don’t tell me that wasn’t what you were going for.”
 
   “Maybe pretty, Mr. Morgan,” I admitted, “I…I don’t know about sexy.”
 
   “We’ll agree on pretty then,” he nodded, took a step towards me, lightly touched my arm, “regardless if you want to use pretty or sexy, you look good, Isabella, I mean it, I really did miss having a pretty woman around the house.” His fingers stayed on my skin for a moment, not long, but my arm felt on fire, I knew I blushed even more. For a moment I was afraid he was going to do something, I was terrified, but after that second, he turned to make dinner and the moment passed. “I think it’s brave for you to try this,” he said.
 
   “B…brave?”
 
   “Well, to forget high school taunts and just…I don’t know…just accept being pretty. To emasculate yourself.”
 
   Was he…was he hitting on me? Fuck, was I making that up? It was innocent, wasn’t it? He used to be married, he certainly didn’t mean anything, did he? I was a boy! I liked girls! What was he doing?
 
   Nothing, it seemed, because he dropped his hand and made nothing more of it. And dinner was nothing…innocent…simple, after too. He didn’t touch me again, didn’t say a word I could take to mean anything other than what he meant. I was relieved I’d imagined something.
 
   Yet still…
 
   After dinner, he asked me what I was doing for bed.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Well yesterday’s pajamas were as plain as Peyton had; I’m not sure she had anything else that isn’t overtly sexy, but still pretty.”
 
   “I suppose I could just sleep naked,” I said.
 
   “Well you’re certainly allowed to walk around naked, too,” he laughed, “like I did…but if you’re cold or uncomfortable, you’re welcome to see if there’s anything.”
 
   “Some of her stuff is so…wow,” I said, thinking of the pink negligee on the back of the door.
 
   “Yea, I know…seriously, what ever makes you comfortable, it’s just one more night. And if you’re going to play the role…
 
   “I…I suppose I’ll go check…”
 
   “Up to you,” he said, picked up a book, started reading. “But if you do,” he looked up, “I really like the pretty look.”
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I looked down.
 
   “Pretty, Isabella, not sexy, just pretty. Sometimes pretty turns into sexy, I know, but just think pretty.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I found few things that were not too far towards sexy lingerie and the best I could do was a powdered blush asymmetric slip in silky-smooth satin with scalloped lace trim across the straps and chest and hem. Still I had to keep the panties on to hold my penis in place and when looking in the mirror was again amazed how feminine I looked. 
 
   I considered just going to bed, but wasn’t tired yet, so after a moment’s indecision, picked up my book and went to the study where Mr. Morgan was reading. 
 
   “I hate to say sexy again,” he said looking up from his book when I walked in, saying it, “but very, very pretty.”
 
   “Thank…thank you, Mr. Morgan,” I said, sitting on the love seat opposite him.
 
   “You okay?”
 
   I bit my lip, looked down. “I…I don’t know,” I said.
 
   “Well it becomes you, Madison,” he said looking back to his book.
 
   I blushed when he used my real name, not my character. 
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   The rest of the week was the same, the airline called each day, promised the next day. Until Friday, I actually got a tracking number, a scheduled delivery for Saturday. I was relieved, finally, fuck, finally. Enough playing the girl.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   But first Friday. Friday morning. And Friday night. That fateful Friday night.
 
   Every time I opened the door to the dressing room it was there, facing me. I tried not looking at it, but failed. I wanted to move it, but was afraid to touch it. I tried avoiding it, but somehow my hand brushed against it whenever I reached into the closet.
 
   The light pink negligée was the most feminine thing I’d ever seen. I knew the dresser drawers held all Mrs. Morgan’s—bras, panties, hosiery, slips, etc.—but they were hidden. And but for my small space in the closet, her clothes were always there, too. But it was the wedding night negligée I saw every morning when looking for a clean set of running clothes, the negligée I saw every evening looking for clothes that didn’t scream feminine. The negligée I saw every night looking for something to sleep in. The negligée that impressed upon me that whatever I tried to tell myself, I was wearing women’s clothes in the morning and evening, panties included.
 
   It just hung there on a padded lingerie hanger, sweeping through the air as the door opened. It was pink, light, almost white, with wide satin shoulder straps trimmed with double-edged in lace and satin bows. The hem flared into an A line and the material was a fine net with shimmering satin and lace. It was the most feminine thing I’d ever seen, touched, even smelled.
 
   I finally reached for it on Friday morning after I ran and showered. I had a towel wrapped around my waist, was opening the closet to get dressed for the office, when it brushed my arm. I felt a pull, tried to shake my head, clear my thoughts, felt my hand going upward towards the hanger. 
 
   Stop, I told myself, but I kept moving anyway. Nervously, I looked over my shoulder, my bedroom door was partially open and I tried to stop, tried to at least walk over and close it, but didn’t, couldn’t. This was the last day, tomorrow this ended. And it called to me.
 
   I couldn’t hear Mr. Morgan, assumed he was in his room getting dressed, couldn’t stop myself regardless. My hand was on the hanger, moving as if of its own accord, and I pulled the garment hanger off the hook. As the net, satin, and lace came into contact with my skin I felt myself stirring, felt my soft penis move under the towel, swell with excitement, harden.
 
   Stop, I told myself again but couldn’t. I turned so I could see myself in a mirror over the dresser, mimicked a woman, held the garment up to my body. Everything happened at once. Too much, too fast.
 
   My towel, not tied tight, slipped and fell off my waist, my penis, half trapped, half soft, half erect, was now free, rubbed against the negligée and hardened instantly.
 
   I caught movement in my eye, the mirror, realized it was from the door, looked, saw Mr. Morgan, standing there, watching. 
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I gasped, unsure of what to do, knowing if I moved the negligée away from my body he’d see my erection, but unable to keep it up against me, either. Finally, realizing I had to save myself, I turned, exposed myself to him for an instant, hung the garment back up, grabbed my towel. “I…I was just…just getting dressed.”
 
   “I was just coming to see if you were ready to leave, you weren’t in your room.” His eyes went down to my crotch and he obviously saw the erection. 
 
   “I…I…,” I said, face red, flushed, “I’ll be ready in a few.”
 
   “No hurry, Madison, I’ll…I’ll be waiting,” he said quickly turning away.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   We didn’t really talk on the way in to the office and I was so ashamed, I didn’t want to say anything. He didn’t seem to either, and I was afraid he was going to tell me to pack up, to leave, I worried about my internship, about Professor Taylor finding out, everything.
 
   Work was terrible, I couldn’t concentrate, instead replayed getting caught in my head, prepared a speech to tell him I was leaving, flying home. I wasn’t sure if I should do it in the car or wait, finally decided to take the ride home in silence and wait until we were in the house. He walked in ahead of me, silenced the alarm, turned. 
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I said as he looked at me.
 
   “Madison,” he said at the same time, eyes and face impassive.
 
   “Yes,” I swallowed, resigned to his leading the discussion, wondering if there was still a flight home tonight, prepared to pack what few things I had that instant.
 
   “I was just going to watch a movie tonight,” he said, “there’s no reason for you to find an outfit or anything to wear, in fact, you can just turn in if you want. Everything should be back to normal tomorrow.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan, I…I’m so sorry, I…I can…leave tonight.”
 
   “Leave? Madison,” he turned to me, “don’t be foolish. You’re not going anywhere.”
 
   “I…I didn’t mean to…to touch her wedding…her wedding night gown.”
 
   “Just…you don’t need to explain yourself, Morgan. Listen, I’m going to have a glass of wine, watch a movie. Why don’t you just put on something plain and join me. You don’t have to play any role tonight, just relax. Hell, keep your suit on if you want.”
 
   “I…I really should just read and turn in,” I said, embarrassed. 
 
   “That’s not a problem, Morgan,” he said. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning then.”
 
   “You’re sure?”
 
   “Morgan, this was just a game, of course I’m sure,” he said. “I hope you enjoyed yourself.”
 
   “I…I did,” I said weakly.
 
   “Till tomorrow, then,” he dismissed me.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   In my room I undressed and showered, intended to crawl naked into bed, read, go to sleep. But after I showered and dried, I just stared at it again, torn. It was like it called to me, literally called to me. Finally, hands trembling, I reached for the hanger for the second time that day. Again, to my shame, as soon as the soft fabric touched my skin, my penis swelled. I looked down, ashamed at my reaction, horrified that something so soft, pretty, and feminine caused me to react like this. While throughout the week I had a reaction to wearing Mrs. Morgan’s things, tonight, like this morning, my reaction wasn’t confused; I was undeniably excited. Undeniably sexually excited.
 
   The soft, feminine garment occupied my thoughts the entire week and every time I saw it, I thought about wearing it; every time I slipped into a pair of Mrs. Morgan’s short, running or casual, I thought of the negligée and how it would look against my body. And something else, something I didn’t want to admit—I thought about showing Mr. Morgan how I looked, to see if he thought I was pretty.
 
   I couldn’t, though. I don’t know why. Maybe I realized it was something special to her so special to him. It was from their wedding night, after all, I couldn’t do it. I just couldn’t. 
 
   But tonight was the last night, tomorrow Isabella was done and I wanted to feel pretty one more time. So I went to Mrs. Morgan’s dresser, found the drawer with her lingerie, rooted around. 
 
   What I found wasn’t as elaborate as the wedding negligée, but it was certainly pretty. And yes, sexy. It was a pink babydoll set that included an pink lace babydoll with satin cups, adjustable straps, a satin ribbon sash, and matching g-string panty that wasn’t substantial enough to tuck my penis, but did cover and hold it against me leaving just a small mound.
 
   I slipped the babydoll over my arms, felt it shimmer down my chest, tied the satin sash. I looked at myself in the mirror again, boy dressed as girl, felt but thankfully couldn’t see my penis, feminized, soft, emasculated. What was I doing, I wondered, what the fuck was I doing? I was fucking wearing panties, a woman’s babydoll this pretty. 
 
   This fucking sexy.
 
   Something I’d seen in the closet came to mind, heeled slippers with a pink ball, slippers that obviously coordinated with what I was wearing. 
 
   I walked slowly, quietly downstairs, every step was cat-like, graceful. Mr. Morgan was sitting on one the couch in the theater room, not quite in the middle, but not all the way to one side, either. He was holding a glass of white wine, an empty glass was on the end table farthest from him next to the chilled bottle. I stopped about ten feet away from him, as self conscious as I’d felt yet, so self conscious, in fact, my erection had melted away. I stopped, ready to turn, to bolt.
 
   “Well look at you,” he said taking a hard look at me, motioning me closer with a gesture, bringing me to him, not away. “I have to say it suits you, you’re almost as pretty as she was.”
 
   “I…I feel silly,” I said, continued to fight the urge to flee from the room. “This,” I touched the hem of the babydoll, “this is…too much…this…this is for a girl.”
 
   “Yes it is,” he nodded, “and it suits you well, very well. Don’t deceive yourself, doesn’t it make you feel pretty,?”
 
   I swallowed. “But…”
 
   “Answer the question,” he said in that commanding tone he so easily summoned, took a sip of his wine. “Does it make you feel pretty?”
 
   “Yes, but…”
 
   He held up his hand, stopped me. “No, it’s a simple question, asked and answered. Here, sit, have a glass of wine, relax.”
 
   I sat on the couch, to the side, curled my legs under me protectively, smoothed the hem of the garment. I expected…I didn’t know what, something, but Mr. Morgan simply lowered the lights, turned on the movie. As it started, he looked over at me. “The point, is that some boys actually enjoy looking pretty and enjoy playing the role of a pretty girl, Madison. The question is, are you one of those boys that likes to look pretty?”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   The setting—a dark room in a wonderful home.
 
   The characters—a strong masculine man, a confused boy.
 
   The activity—a romantic movie.
 
   The mood—intimate.
 
   I spent half the movie wondering what was going to happen, afraid he was going to reach over, touch me, do something. I spent half the movie tense, ready to move away at an instant, ready to push him away, ready to scream. 
 
   But he did nothing, simply sat several feet away from me, sipping his drink while I sipped mine, watching the movie. The closest he came to me was refilling my wine glass, his movements deliberate, almost so he didn’t touch me. 
 
   I spent an hour waiting terrified this man was going to try something, then I started wondering why he wasn’t. Get ahold of yourself, you don’t want him to do that, I kept telling myself. You don’t want a man to try that. No. Fuck no. I most certainly did not want that. No, not at all. Why would I want that.
 
   Some boys enjoy looking pretty. Yea? Who? Fucking sissies, that’s who. And I wasn’t a sissy!
 
   But the trouble was, he was right. I was aware of the softness of the fabric touching my skin, aware of the panties pressed against my penis, aware of the lace, the hem on my thigh. It wasn’t cold, but the babydoll wasn’t warm, either. At some point I shifted, moved ever so closer to him, felt the warmth radiating from his body, started to yearn for it, felt horrified at the thought.
 
   He’s a man, for fuck’s sake!
 
   But the room was chilly, the fabric thin, and he was warm and I kept inching closer to him, I didn’t mean to, didn’t want to, but minute after minute I was closer and closer to him until I was pressed against his leg, until I felt the warmth of the back of his hand against my thigh.
 
   “Isabella?”
 
   “What?” I was so lost in thought, I didn’t realize the movie ended, that the lights were up, not fully bright, dim, a mood. Like the movie.
 
   “What are you doing?”
 
   “D…doing?”
 
   “You’ve never done this before, have you?”
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   “Worn pretty things?”
 
   I turned, unsure of his intent. “What? No, of course not,” I said a bit too strongly. I stood, wanted to bolt from the room, but one of the heels caught on the floor and I tumbled backwards, found myself on his lap.
 
   I could feel his cock in his pants, soft but still large, thick, bigger soft than I was erect, felt it pressed against my panty covered ass. Too late I realized my panties were no longer keeping my penis pressed away, that I was erect and that the erection was fully visible through the lingerie. I shifted, tried to hide my erection, and doing so, pressed my ass against him instead.
 
   “What are you doing Isabella?” he asked calmly. 
 
   “I…I…nothing,” I said, trying to stand. But the angle was wrong and I didn’t get two inches off his lap before I was down again, pressed harder against him. And while he’d tried to help me stand, when I fell back, his hand slipped from my waist and his forearm was pressed against me.
 
   “Isabella, are you trying to seduce me?”
 
   “What? No, god no!” I was shocked, mortified.
 
   “So your just teasing me, then? Not sure that’s much better.”
 
   “T…teasing you? No, Mr. Morgan, no, I…I fell…”
 
   “Well when a young lady dresses up in pretty lingerie and rubs against a man, she’s either teasing or seducing. It’s rarely innocent.”
 
   “I…I fell,” I said, finally pushing myself up enough to stand. “I…I’m sorry.”
 
   “You shouldn’t tease a man, Isabella, you’re playing with fire. I know it’s just a role, but still…”
 
   “I…I wasn’t…”
 
   “You shouldn’t dress up in pretty lingerie and tease a man, you’re not likely to control what happens if he wants something to happen.”
 
   “I…I didn’t…”
 
   “What were you doing, then? What did you think was going to happen? You could just dress like that, ‘fall’ on my lap, and feign innocence?”
 
    “I…I don’t know what you mean,” I said.
 
   “Did you think you were going to flirt with me? Seduce me?”
 
   “Mr. Morgan, no. NO!” I thought nothing of the sort, nothing at all.
 
   “That’s not what you thought about this morning? Tonight getting dressed in something pretty and seducing me?”
 
   “No, I…I like girls, Mr. Morgan.”
 
   “So do I,” he narrowed his eyes, “did I ever suggest otherwise?”
 
   I thought for a moment, did he? Did he ever say anything to the contrary? Did he even imply it? “I…I thought…I mean…”
 
   “Is the role going to your head?”
 
   “No…I just…I mean…I thought…”
 
   “It’s obvious what you thought,” he said looking between my legs.
 
   I looked down, saw the erection, saw it poking out from the babydoll. “I…I didn’t…” I stammered and fled the room.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I slept a fitful sleep, one of conflict, confusion, fantasy, denial. I wasn’t a sissy, I couldn’t be, how could I be? I asked it, denied it, over and over. 
 
   I dreamed of him, tried not to, couldn’t help it. That, though, was the only thing that kept me from touching myself, from jerking off in the lingerie, every time I reached for myself, I thought of him, stopped, was ashamed. 
 
   You’re not a sissy…you don’t like men…
 
   I knew both of these things, it was true, but…
 
   Every time I reached for myself during the night, I thought of myself as pretty, thought of him.
 
   You’re not a sissy…you don’t like men…
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   At first light I stopped trying to sleep, but was too tired to shower and change before coffee, so I got up, assuming he wasn’t awake yet. Assuming it was safe to go out to the kitchen and get back to my room without changing out of the babydoll, though I found a short satin robe, wrapped it around myself.
 
   But he was up, he’d risen earlier than I did, was in the kitchen. Coffee was made, he was arranging breakfast.
 
   He was naked from the waist up; in fact he was barefoot, too, wearing just a pair of black silk pajama pants. I stared at his shoulders, the muscles of his back, frozen, then tried to turn away, tried to leave.
 
   “Good, you’re up,” he said, “I hope I didn’t wake you, I assumed you’d be up early.”
 
   “I…I was…I am…”
 
   “Coffee?”
 
   “Um…yes,” I said, opening the cabinet where he kept the mugs. There were none in the front two rows and I stood up, had to reach for one. 
 
   “Let me,” he sighed coming up behind me. I felt his presence, smelled him, felt the warmth of his chest, that’s how close he was. And then he leaned it to get a mug and I felt him him against me, chest on my back, felt him against my ass for a moment. 
 
   He took a mug down, handed it to me. I was afraid to turn around, but he took my arms, slowly turned me and poured coffee. I tried to turn away again, tried to force myself to look elsewhere, to do something, but I was frozen in place, stared at his muscular chest, his arms. I wanted to look down, didn’t want to be caught watching, staring, afraid he’d read my mind. And as I turned, I realized I felt the same thing I’d felt the night before, the shifting in my panties as my penis swelled, turned faster so he wouldn’t see.
 
   “You slept in it,” he said, a comment, not a question.
 
   “Yes,” I answered anyway, afraid to even look back at him.
 
   “Good,” he said, “that makes things easier. “Sit,” he said, “breakfast will be ready in a minute.” He didn’t explain what he meant.
 
   I did as he asked, ordered, sat with my back to him. He set two places, in front of me, across from me. He brought two plates of food, walked behind me, set one down in front of me—half an English muffin, some fruit, one piece of bacon—leaned over and set the other at his spot—double the food. He touched my shoulder with his free hand for balance, I felt electricity shoot through my body, gasped slightly.
 
   He moved around the table, sat, placed his napkin on his lap, looked at our plates. “I assume you wanted to watch your figure,” he said.
 
   “I…I suppose.” I stared at him, looked away. “Mr…Mr. Morgan…I…I never…”
 
   “It doesn’t matter, Madison, stop explaining.”
 
   “But…” I started to say, stoped, waited…I was afraid what was going to happen, his left hand was so close to mine, just the slightest shift and it would slide forward, touch me. Effortless muscle movement and his hand would be on mine. But he didn’t move, not yet, he just sat there, watched me. “Are you pretending?”
 
   “I…I should leave.”
 
   “Leave?” he asked.
 
   “I…I shouldn’t…I mean…”
 
   “Your bag came,” he said, looking to the side.
 
   I followed his gaze, hadn’t noticed. My suitcase was sitting in the other doorway, to the hall. I looked at it, the red ribbon on the handle, it was mine, but something was off; I couldn’t place it for a moment. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” he asked.
 
   “That…” I looked closer, realized what it was, the brass connecting the zippers. “That’s not my lock, I had a TSA lock on there.”
 
   “It’s not,” he agreed.
 
   “What…did…did they switch lock?” I asked, thinking the airline must have done it when it was lost in transit.
 
   “Nope,” he said, taking a sip of coffee.
 
   “I don’t understand,” I said, “if the airline didn’t lock it…?”
 
   “I did,” he said eyes focused on me.
 
   “You…you did?”
 
   “I did,” he said again.
 
   “But…buy why?”
 
   “Because you don’t need what’s in that bag, Madison.”
 
   “But…but my…my clothes…”
 
   “I told you you don’t need those when you’re here.”
 
   “You…you want me to stay?”
 
   “I agreed, didn’t I? To host you? Of course I want you to stay.”
 
   “Yes,” I agreed. “But…but to host a boy, not…a…”
 
   “A sissy.”
 
   I looked down. “I…I didn’t say that, Mr. Morgan."
 
   “Of course you didn’t. But there it is, just the same.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan…”
 
   “Isabella was just a role…I know that…but apparently there’s more.”
 
   “I never…”
 
   “No, I know…but you want to now, don’t you?”
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I lied.
 
   “Madison, I’m going to shower and get dressed,” he said standing, walking around the table. “Why don’t you clear the table and do the same.” He was behind me, close, close enough to touch me.
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I whispered.
 
   “Something pretty, of course,” he said as he turned to leave the room, grabbing my suitcase on the way out. I dropped my hands to the table, breathed in and out, heavily, grateful he’d stepped back instead of forward, relieved, afraid of what he wanted, what he would have done.
 
   And disappointed.
 
   Fuck, why was I disappointed???
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I struggled with what to wear, there were only so many pair of shorts and I didn’t know if I could bring myself to wear a dress or even a skirt, but he said something pretty.
 
   He told me to put on something pretty.
 
   He didn’t ask, he didn’t suggest, he told me, he all but ordered me. I was afraid of him, I knew that, but drawn to him just the same, drawn to his power, his masculinity, his command, his presence. 
 
   But you don’t like men!
 
   I didn’t, I didn’t at all, but thought of his hand on my shoulder, his chest bare chest, I didn’t like men, I knew this, but I was drawn just the same.
 
   I settled on a compromise when I found a garment who’s fit I recognized from seeing on some girls at school—a soft rayon black and white print cap sleeved romper, a combination of shorts and top into one garment, somehow ‘safer’ than a skirt. I started with panties, of course, picked a pair of briefs from under a matching bra, they were white mesh embroidered with lace and a contrasting peach waist band and front panel, tight enough to hold me in place. I was about to reach for the romper when my eye went back to the matching bra.
 
   “No,” a voice inside me screamed. 
 
   I picked it up anyway; it was slightly padded, underwire, feminine, pretty.
 
   Madison, no!
 
   I ran my fingers over the mesh, the lace, over the cups.
 
   It’s a bra, girls wear bras!
 
   I touched the straps, the hook and eye closure. Isabella’s a girl, isn’t she?
 
   He never said I should wear a bra. Heck, he never said I could wear a bra. Why would he? 
 
   Because boys do not wear bras!
 
   I knew how it worked, of course, held it up to my chest, just to look, just curious, I wouldn’t actually do it.
 
   Men don’t wear bras, Madison, stop, put it away.
 
   I swallowed, slipped my arms into the straps, fiddled, adjusted, fastened it as best I could.
 
   You can’t, don’t.
 
   But of course I could, of course I did. Men might not wear bras, but what about boys who might be kind of confused? I swallowed hard, felt the straps pressing into my bare shoulders, it was on, I was wearing a bra! I felt the sides gripping me tight on my chest, felt the soft smooth padding of the cups on my chest, felt the connection of the matching pieces, bra and panty, soft, pretty, feminine. 
 
   God, I’m wearing a woman’s bra!
 
   With a creeping realization, I felt my penis swell, twitch, excited by the femininity, the vulnerability.
 
   Well, he told you to wear something pretty, didn’t he?
 
   I started to reach for the romper before I could change my mind, knew instinctively I had to dress now or I’d change my mind, stop, maybe forever. But something else caught my eye, too, something on the hanger under the romper, something white, polyester or satin. I took the romper off the hanger, realized the other garment was a type of slip, a luxurious teddy with lacy triangle cups and scalloped hems. Again, without thinking, afraid I’d change my mind if I thought, I stepped into the teddy, felt the satin touch my skin, and quickly did the same with the romper. 
 
   The romper had a v-neck front and back, an elastic waist, that with the padded bra, gave the illusion of girl, though looking in the mirror, I knew as pretty and as feminine as I looked, I was in reality a feminized boy. I found heels, nude ankle strap sandals with a high but thick cork heel, looked at my legs in them, long, slender, soft, feminine.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I walked back to the kitchen, again was hyper-aware of the bra, the panties, and the feminine sway of my hips from the heels. Mr. Morgan was there already, dressed, to my surprise, in a dark suit, white shirt, and tie. “Very nice, Madison,” he said as I walked into the room, “very nice indeed.”
 
   “Thank you, Mr. Morgan,” I said softly, more shy now than I had been all week.
 
   He walked up to me, I took a step back, or tried to, instead hit the granite top of the island. He reached out, touched my shoulder, ran his finger over it, paused when he found the bra strap, smiled, nodded, approved. “A bra? Good, very good,” he said, “but a ways to go.”
 
   “What…what do you mean?” I asked. 
 
   He moved his hand down my bare arm, causing me to shudder, over my hip to the hem of the short end of the romper. “Shorts again instead of a skirt?” he asked. “Even if in a romper. I’s been a week now, I think it’s time to stop fighting it and dress properly.”
 
   “Prop…properly?” I asked, but of course knew what he meant, though he answered anyway.
 
   “This is fine for the day, but when I get home tonight I expect you in a at least a skirt and blouse, maybe a dress. Something that shows off your figure. I’m not saying you should never wear shorts, but limit it.” His hand moved up to my hip. “And you should wear hose, too…I…I always liked Peyton in hose. She had legs made for hose; you do, too.”
 
   “H…hose?”
 
   “It’s old fashioned, I know, but I expect a girl to wear hose. Make sure you’re wearing them tonight.”
 
   I swallowed. “To…tonight,” I said, “where…where are you going?” I tried to block out his reference to his deceased wife, tried not to think about what he was thinking, what seeing someone her height, size, dressed in her clothes, did to him.
 
   “To the office, I’m not an intern,” he chuckled, “I don’t get weekends off, silly.”
 
   “Oh,” I said, realized the disappointment in my voice.
 
   “Don’t want to be left alone, little girl?”
 
   “I…I don’t mind,” I said. “I…brought some books.”
 
   “I assumed, but don’t be lazy the whole day, I didn’t have time to make my bed or pick up.”
 
   “I…I can do that Mr. Morgan,” I said.
 
   He smirked. “That’s what I was implying, Morgan. Earn you keep, as it were. There isn’t much around here to eat, but there’s salmon in the freezer for dinner.”
 
   “Yes…yes, Sir,” I swallowed, saying the word naturally, surprised I said it though.
 
   His smirk widened, he touched the bare skin of my arm again. “Very good,” he nodded, “very good indeed.” He started to walk to the garage, paused, turned. “By the way, to save you from looking, your bag, your locked bag, is put away in a locked closet where it’s going to remain.”
 
   “Away?” I asked.
 
   “You’re not going to need boy’s clothes at home, are you?”
 
   “N…no, Sir.” I said.
 
   When he left, I all but collapsed against the counter again. Sir? Sir? Seriously, what was I doing, what the fuck was I doing? Dressed like a girl? Calling a man sir? Get the fuck ahold of yourself, Madison! 
 
   But I couldn’t, I though of his fingers touching my arm, at the way he looked at me, I couldn’t, fuck, I couldn’t.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 3 – Confusion
 
    
 
    Mr. Morgan’s room was tasteful, simply, mid-century modern masculine—warmly painted brownish gray walls, dark hardwood floors, a bold, black steel parsons bed, wood tables, a black leather bench in front of the bed, a black leather chair in the corner. The bed was unmade, a few clothes were on the floor. I was about to pick up when something he said struck me, something about hose.
 
   He liked them, he expected a girl to wear them.
 
   And why not? I’d already worn panties, a bra, a negligee, a teddy. Why not hose now?
 
   I went back to Peyton’s closet, found a drawer I remembered from before, but was quickly confronted with a myriad of options—she had not just pantyhose, which I assumed and expected, but stockings and tights and thigh highs. Well I was in no condition to deal with anything like that, so went for an unopened package of nude pantyhose. I had no idea how to put them on, assumed they were like running tights, which did the trick. What I wasn’t prepared for, however, was how they made me feel, how they made me look, how damn sexy, feminizing, flattering, and incredible they were. Especially after I put the romper, teddy, and heels back on. An added benefit? With the panties, they held my penis as tucked and tight as it had ever been. Trapped completely. I actually posed in the mirror, tried to see if I could see any bulge, was happy when I didn’t.
 
   God, you fool, you’re happy you can’t see your penis???
 
   Back in Mr. Morgan’s room, picking up his clothes, making his bed, I felt vaguely like a maid, but with a spin—not just a servant, but a servant to a powerful man. Dressed as I was, and more important, alone as I was, I exaggerated my movements, took on a role again, pretended I was a maid serving her master. Pretending he was there, watching. Moving to attract attention, being overtly feminine.
 
   Yes, Sir, Mr. Morgan, I thought to myself fluffing his pillows, bending over as I imagined a woman would teasing a man, you like them like this.
 
   What am I doing, Mr. Morgan, whatever do you mean, I’m simply making your bed.
 
   Sexy…Mr. Morgan, you really shouldn’t say things like that to a maid.
 
   Stop? Stop what, Mr. Morgan, I was just bending over to pick something up.
 
   Teasing you? Mr. Morgan, I told you, I’d never do that!
 
   By lunch, I had to stop, had to read, had to distract myself with innocent thoughts, for I was afraid my penis, trying to swell without relief, might break through the panties and pantyhose. 
 
   Instead of read, what I should have done was gone right to my bedroom and masturbated like crazy. Things might have been different if I had, if I didn’t go into that evening not having had any sexual release for well over a week.
 
    
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
    
 
   That afternoon, back in the closet (ignore the pun), I stared at the myriad of choices. I picked the skirt first, flipping through them I settled on a slightly retro pleated, above the knee, navy and white polka-dot, a-line skirt, pictured a woman spinning, the skirt swinging. For a top, I went with a sheer white, cap-sleeve blouse with an integrated camisole. Under, I wore a white bra and panty set, purposely picked a padded bra…to pretend…just to pretend.
 
   I intended to wear pantyhose again as he liked, and did, but as I reached for a pair, my eyes were instead drawn to another package, nude, lace top, thigh high stockings, the kind that didn’t need an old fashioned garter belt. 
 
   Dressed, I looked at myself in the mirror, realized something was missing, found it easily…a triple strand pearl necklace and matching bracelets. I stared at myself, felt weak-kneed, stared at the feminized boy looking back at me in the mirror. I tried to think of myself as a girl, mentally tried to take on that role again, but couldn’t…I didn’t look like a girl, close, but not perfect; I looked like a boy…a weak boy…a feminized boy…a sissy.
 
   What was I doing, I asked myself over and over, why…why…why? I was torn, I wanted to change into my own clothes, I wanted to reach under my skirt and touch myself, I wanted to go to the kitchen and make dinner for Mr. Morgan. 
 
   I wanted to look pretty.
 
   But why? For me? Just for me? 
 
   Or for him?
 
   No…no…for me…just for me.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I timed things for dinner at 7; Mr. Morgan come home at 6:30, found me in the kitchen, a white lace apron around my waist. I didn’t hear him come in, but sensed him, turned, startled. 
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I said, suddenly shy, self conscious about my appearance.
 
   He crossed his arms, looked up and down at me, nodded. “What time?”
 
   “S…seven,” I said.
 
   “I’ll have a bourbon then, on the rocks, in the study,” he said, turned, walked away, making it clear he expected me to bring him a drink.
 
   I poured the drink, found a small tray, went to the study. He was sitting in a leather chair, reading the paper, didn’t look up when I walked in. I swallowed, felt foolish again, wondered again just what I was doing, tried to make the most of it, the role, the situation. I walked carefully to him, only realized at the last second I was on the wrong side of him to set the drink down (I’d never worked in a restaurant), so awkwardly leaned across him, trying not to spill as I set it down.
 
   “Hmmff,” he grunted.
 
   “Sir?” I asked softly.
 
   “Are you trying to tease me again?”
 
   “No, I…I never…worked in a restaurant.”
 
   “Have you ever…”
 
   “Ever?”
 
   He looked at me, gave me his grin. “Nothing.”
 
   “Have…have I ever what?” I asked, standing awkwardly before him.
 
   “I said nothing,” he said with a sharp rebuke.
 
   I jumped, startled, was about to apologize when I heard a sharp ringing…smoke detector! “Crap,” I said, quickly turned and ran to the kitchen.
 
   The salmon was a disaster…mostly…blackened when it wasn’t supposed to be, a small square from each piece salvageable, the rest ruined; the rice surrounding it the same—there was enough for one plate. Barely. I moved everything to a plate, put it in the oven’s warming tray, realized there was only one thing to do to save the evening.
 
    
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
    
 
   “Dinner…dinner is ready, Mr. Morgan,” I told him, waited while he finished his drink and motioned for him to follow me. 
 
   “Everything okay?” he asked, seeming to be unconcerned.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I said, again the word seeming natural. “Perfect, in fact.” I walked to the dining room where the concrete table was now set for one, a solitary place at the head of the table.
 
   “Well,” he said seeing the single place setting, true surprise in his voice. “I must say, I’m impressed…very impressed…I never thought…” He turned to me, looked me up and down, his eyes bore into me. “You surprise me, Madison.”
 
   “I…I do?” I asked.
 
   “Very much,” he said, sat at the head of the table. “I didn’t think you’d…well…you surprise me.”
 
   I served him dinner, appetizer, salad, salmon, dessert, wine throughout. But for ‘yes’ and ‘no’ and a few small words of thanks, he ate in silence, contemplating, thinking. It was awkward at first, but after a few minutes I slipped into another world, one of service, simply attended to him.
 
   After dessert, when I went to pour a third glass of wine, he reached over, stopped me, “no more,” he said, touched my hand to stop me, “But I’ll have an after dinner drink in the study.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I answered, hand burning, tingling. 
 
   When he finished, I started to clear the table but he stopped me again. “Leave it for tomorrow,” he said, “I’d have that drink after I change.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I answered again.
 
   “You can, too…change…slip into something comfortable if you’d like. Then bring me a drink…another bourbon, just a small one.”
 
   I was too charged now, to wound up to stop and think…I should have stopped and thought because I wouldn’t have done it if I’d thought about it. I found what I was looking for immediately, I’d seen it before, simply but pretty, elegant but sexy. It was a soft silk black slip with intricate lace in the front, a sexy bare back; flirty yet very feminine, passionate. Matching panties. A perfect outfit for a woman to tantalize and tease a man.
 
   I took off the bra and panties I wore, left on the stockings on, quickly slipped into the panties, again carefully tucked my penis, trying not to touch it too much, lest it swell. On a whim, I slipped my nylon covered feet into black, ankle strap heels, thinner, taller, but after a week, manageable. 
 
   In the kitchen, pouring his drink, I happened to look down, saw, to my embarrassment, a bump, a slight bulge. Afraid to send the wrong message, afraid he’d think something I didn’t intend him to think, I panicked, almost went back to my room, before I thought of dinner, the apron. Of course!
 
   What I’d worn before was too long, but there was a shorter one in the drawer, also white, and only as I walked back to the study, drink again on a tray, did it dawn on my the image I projected. Too late to turn back, ignorant of how he would react, I swallowed, walked into the study.
 
   He was again in his chair; he’d changed into his black pajama pants, a white tee shirt, and was barefoot. He watched me walk in, grinned. “You’re playing with fire, Madison,” he said, voice harsh.
 
   “Sir?” I asked, confused.
 
   “You look so much like her…you…and serving me dressed like that? I’m telling you that you’re playing with fire.”
 
   “I…I don’t know what you mean, Sir,” I said as I set his drink down, again reaching across him as I did.
 
   “What I mean, Madison,” he said, voice hard, “is that if you keep teasing me you’re likely to find yourself in a situation you may not have intend.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I said, “I just…I thought…you’ve been so kind…I’m not...I wouldn’t...”
 
   He stared at me, reached for his drink without looking, took a sip. “There’s one difference between me and the guys who teased you in school, Morgan.”
 
   “There…there is?”
 
   He nodded. “The guys you went to school with don’t like sissies…they’re a threat to their manhood, an aberration.”
 
   I swallowed. “Mr. Morgan…”
 
   “But not me, Madison, just the opposite in fact.”
 
   “The...the opposite? I…I don’t understand…”
 
   “You have male anatomy, but you’re far, far too feminine to be a man, you get that, don’t you? Now? Here? After the last week? You get it, right?”
 
   “I…”
 
   “I understand you’re afraid to admit it, but look at yourself. I can see how much you love dressing as a girl, playing the part of a girl. But you’re afraid, scared how others will react.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I said carefully, “I…I never…”
 
   “I know, little boy, I know. I didn’t when Peyton and I were together, she never would have understood and I loved her too much to hurt her. But she’s gone. And you’re here. You’ve looked gorgeous this week, prettier each day and you’re hardly trying. Imagine going and changing into boy’s clothes, how antithetical that is to how you feel right now.”
 
   “But...but I am a boy,” I protested.
 
   “You were born with a boy’s parts, Madison, but that doesn’t make you a man. Wings on a penguin. You’re scared, I know, and yes, people will stare. They’ll whisper. Some may snigger or be cruel to you. But some will accept you. This is fashion, after all.”
 
   “What do you want from me?” I asked.
 
   “I want you to live as you were meant to be. It won’t be easy. It doesn’t fit neatly into most people’s restricted perception of how men and women should look dress and act. But going through life trying to be something you’re not is not easy either. And the sooner you accept what you are, the sooner you stop hiding, the better.”
 
   “I…I’m a boy,” I whispered.
 
   “Then go change,” he snickered, a challenge. “I’ll get the key to your suitcase. Wear what you want.” 
 
   I didn’t move, just looked down at the floor.
 
   “See,” he said, “boys don’t dress up in pretty clothes. Boys don’t wear hose. Boys don’t wear bras. Boys don’t put on pretty slips and heels and aprons and serve men drinks. Girls do. And sissies do.”
 
   “But I…but I like girls.”
 
   He sat back, smirked, shrugged his shoulders. “Fine, but something tells me that’s not the whole story, Madison.”
 
   I thought back to the night before, the erection in the panties, my thoughts, my night of dreams. “I…I don’t like men, Mr. Morgan, you…you have the wrong idea.”
 
   “Do I?” he asked staring at my mid-section. “Well again, that wasn’t the impression you gave yesterday, was it? See, here’s the thing, man’s cock never lies. Does does a sissy’s penis.”
 
   “That…that wasn’t…I...I was thinking about a woman,” I lied, “I wasn’t trying to...you know...seduce…”
 
   “Fine,” he held up a hand, shook his head, stopped me. “I’ll accept you at your word, Madison, I’ll just say this, you taunt me like that again without intending to do something about it, you’ll find yourself across my lap with a red ass.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan!”
 
   “You think I’m kidding? Try me.”
 
   “I…I didn’t mean to,” I said softly.
 
   “You didn’t know you meant to,” he said, “and that’s the only reason you haven’t been spanked yet. But tease me again, and you will. I don’t care if you’re a sissy, a boy, a girl, or a woman.”
 
   “I…I thought you were married,” I said, confused, utterly confused.
 
   “I was, Madison, there’s no question about that. And as I said, I loved her very much. Enough to give up something for a long time.”
 
   “W…what?”
 
   “Pretty sissy boys like you,” he laughed.
 
    
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
    
 
   What did he mean? He liked pretty little boys just as much as women? He saw what I was doing as teasing? Was he mad at what I did? Mad at himself? Was he somehow excited by it? He must have been—what good was teasing if one wasn’t teased. I tried to ask him questions, what he meant, but he would hear none of it, instead said he was tired, that he had had a long day, and sent me off to bed. I tried to ask for my clothes, for something to wear, but he simply glared at me.
 
   I ran early the next morning, running in Mrs. Morgan’s things again. Mr. Morgan was up when I got back, in the kitchen, eating a piece of toast with peanut butter. He wasn’t naked, though he might as well have been; he was wearing a swimsuit—a speedo square leg performance suit. I tried not to look at the bulge but couldn’t help myself.
 
   “Good morning, Isabella, good run?”
 
   “It…it was,” I said, forcing my eyes up and away from the bulge, finding them instead staring at his bare, muscular chest.
 
   “I’m going to swim for an hour, why don’t you go shower, make some coffee, and put on a suit and come out by the pool, I want to talk when I’m done.”
 
   “I don’t…you have my swim suit,” I said, wondering where he put my bags, “can…can I get it.”
 
   “Are we going to go through this again? Mrs. Morgan had several,” he said, “you can wear one of hers…pick whatever you like.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I started to say, thinking I had to stop this before it went too far.
 
   “You don’t have to wear a bikini, Madison, but do try to find something pretty that shows off your figure.”
 
   “My figure?”
 
   “Don’t be coy, little boy,” he glared at me, “yes, you’re pretty figure.”
 
   I swallowed. “Mr. Morgan,” I called to him as he started for the pool.
 
   “Yes?” he asked looking back at me with that gaze.
 
   I looked at him, at his muscles, his masculinity. I remembered what he’d said the night before, that he liked pretty little boys as much or more than girls. Did he really think I was pretty? That I had a pretty figure? “I…nothing,” I said, feeling a fluttering in my stomach, in my groin as I turned from him.
 
   “Oh, Madison,” he called to me.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I left something for you in the shower.” 
 
   I narrowed my eyes, wondered what he meant. “Mr. Morgan?”
 
   He smiled. “Hair removal cream.”
 
   “Hair…hair removal.”
 
   “You’re not naturally hairy, of course, but a pretty boy should have smooth skin if he’s going to be by the pool.”
 
   I looked down. “I…I don’t know how…”
 
   “Read the instructions on the bottle, it’s not complicated, just apply it everywhere below your neck.”
 
   “Everywhere,” I swallowed.
 
   “Everywhere,” he said, “legs, arms, your pubic area and behind. Everywhere.”
 
   “Everywhere,” I said.
 
   “I think you’ll find you feel much more feminine if you're smooth, much easier to try being a girl the more you emulate one.”
 
    
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
    
 
   Mr. Morgan was right. Of course he was right. Before finishing my shower, I used the hair removal gel everywhere on my body, even deep between my legs. And while he was right, I wasn’t naturally hairy, having no hair, feeling totally smooth skin, was completely different, so much more feminizing. Looking at myself in the mirror, I saw not a male, but not quite a female either. Smooth, my penis soft and shrunken, I hardly resembled any man I knew, certainly not a man like Mr. Morgan. But I didn’t quite look like a woman either; I had the wrong hair, no makeup, no breasts. 
 
   Of course, it would be easier to look like a girl than it ever would to look like a man.
 
   Mrs. Morgan had a drawer full of swimsuits, most were two piece suits, and while they were pretty, sexy, appealing, I wasn’t sure I could actually wear one, even if I wanted to. So I dug through the drawer and found something more appropriate for a boy—to the extent a woman’s one-piece swimsuit was appropriate for a boy to wear. The suit was coral in color with stretchy ruching on the front. It was tight, I almost had to struggle to slip it on, and the material pushed my tucked penis tightly between my legs, tight enough there was no trace of anything. 
 
   The cups were padded, and as I quickly discovered, push-up, giving the illusion of small breasts, further pushing me towards the feminine, away from the masculine. Again looking at myself in the mirror, it was hard to tell if I was a feminized boy or a slightly less than feminine girl. But either way I didn’t look like or feel like a male.
 
   I walked to the kitchen, taking care to be graceful, feminine, which wasn’t difficult, given the way the suit grabbed my body. I made a pot of coffee, poured it into a carafe, and brought it and two mugs to the pool.
 
   Mr. Morgan had arranged two lounge chairs and an umbrella, one was in the sun, one in the shade; his things were on the chair in the sun, leaving me to be protected by the umbrella. There was a small table between the chairs, a few magazines addressed to Mrs. Morgan were on my chair—Cosmo, Marie Claire, another one. I sat, picked up one of the magazines, glanced at the cover and immediately blushed. “Oral Sex Tips He Wants You to Try.” What the hell??? Why did he put that there??? What was he saying???
 
   But I looked at the date, the current month, the current issue; it was innocent, a coincidence, but my god! 
 
   But oral fucking sex tips???
 
   I looked up, saw him swimming, pictured him in his suit, pictured him naked, that penis, that cock, shuddered. That…that wasn’t natural, that was wrong, to think it, even picture it. But I felt something, too, a tingling, pressure between my legs, my own penis trying to swell, unable to. What was happening to me, dammit…I don’t like men!
 
   I opened the magazine, started reading an article about hairstyles, actually found it helpful as there was a two page spread on modern pixie cuts for girls with short hair. Hair like mine. I didn’t hear him leave the pool, suddenly he was standing in front of me, drying off, his muscles glistening wet. “Find any good tips?” he asked, nodding towards the magazine, half joking.
 
   “A few I think I could try,” I said, looking at a picture of a particularly cute girl with hair my color.
 
   “Really,” he said with a raised eyebrow. 
 
   I saw him look at the magazine cover, remembered what it said. I blushed. “I…I meant cute hair styling tips.”
 
   He grinned, sat, didn’t acknowledge the awkwardness. “I see you found a suit,” he said.
 
   “Yes,” I mumbled, still blushing. “I…I wasn’t sure about it.”
 
   “Why? It’s nice; an excellent choice,” he said. “Figure flattering, very feminine; you look very pretty, I’m pleased.”
 
   “You…you are?” I asked, surprised how good it felt to receive praise from him, slightly angry how transparent my feelings were.
 
   “Of course,” he said evenly. “I told you I liked pretty little boys, didn’t I?”
 
   I blushed, looked up at him. “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I stammered, embarrassed to be thought of as a pretty boy, as flattering as it was.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I…” I wasn’t sure what to say so said the only thing that came to mind. “I…I like girls.”
 
   He snickered then laughed. “Good. So do I. So much that I married one, once.”
 
   “But…but you said…you said you liked, you know…pretty…pretty boys,” I challenged him.
 
   He looked directly at me, an intense gaze, so strong I had to look away. “Oh, I do, I do very much.. I like pretty little boys who like to be girls…sissies, actually, there’s a small, subtle difference, not that it matters just now.”
 
   I looked back at him, felt like tears were going to form. “What…what do you want from me?” I asked.
 
   “You’d be surprised, but nothing really,” he said with a shrug.
 
   “Nothing? Nothing? Then…they why am I dressed like this,” I demanded. “Why are you making me dress like a girl?”
 
   He got a serious look on his face. “Making you? Making you? I’m not making you do anything, Madison. Everything you’ve done has been your choice, not mine.”
 
   “But…but you…the clothes. I’m wearing girl’s clothes.”
 
   “Ahhh, I get it.” He held up his hand. “I merely offered, didn’t I? I never insisted, I never requested, I never ordered you to, did I? You accepted it, didn’t you? I gave the opportunity, yes, but you took it. Again and again and again, your choices over and over, Madison, not mine.” 
 
   “But I didn’t have my suitcase,” I said.
 
   “No, you didn’t. And I offered to go to the store with you, this,” he pointed to my swimsuit, “this was all of your own free will, don’t pretend otherwise.”
 
   “But…but I had no choice.”
 
   “You had every choice, little boy, and you made them over and over. Well, that’s not entirely true…you didn’t have the choice to be a sissy…you were born that way. But you have a choice to deny it or accept it and learn to live as a sissy, to dress as a sissy, to act as a sissy. You have a choice on whether you embrace your feminine side or continue to deny it, deny what is plain as day.”
 
   “But…” He was right, of course, every decision was a choice I made. “What do you want from me?” I asked again, trying hard to avoid his groin. “I...I’m not…”
 
   “What do I want?” he interrupted. “Well, it’s simple, really. I miss helping a pretty little boy discover what he’s been hiding all his whole life. I miss helping a pretty little boy discover that his masculinity is a charade, that there’s really a pretty submissive sissy living inside him. I like helping boys like you overcome their false sense of masculinity. So, what do I want? I want to give you the opportunity to discover yourself while you’re here. To find out if you are what I think you are, whether you want that.”
 
   “That…that’s all?” I asked, eyes glancing down at the magazine sitting on the lounge beside me, the cover, the words. ‘Oral Sex Tips He Wants You to Try.’
 
   He followed my eyes, read the cover, chuckled. “Oh,” he said, “so that’s what’s got you all bothered inside.”
 
   “I…I like girls,” I said for the umpteenth time.
 
   “I don’t doubt that you do, Madison, most sissies do. Very much. Most sissies love girls, love everything about them. Of course, I assume you’ve never been with one, have you?” I didn’t answer verbally, my blush was enough. “Girls gravitate towards strong men, dominant men, alpha men. Ironically, many sissies do, too.”
 
   “But I…I really do like girls.”
 
   “I know, I really do. But you understand gender identity is different than sexual orientation, right? That you can identify as feminine, as a girl…as a sissy…and still be attracted to girls, right?”
 
   I bit my lip; he somehow identified what was bothering me. Sure, I was dressed as a girl, sure I felt feminine, liked feeling feminine, liked feeling pretty, but that didn’t mean I was attracted to men. “I…I’m not gay, Mr. Morgan.”
 
   “Gay?! I never said you were gay, Madison. Hell, I never even implied it. And I wouldn’t—most sissies aren’t, most sissies like women, love women really…they love women so much they want to emulate them, to be them. Of course, many sissies, most even, inevitably think about men from time to time, so don’t be surprised. But that doesn’t mean anything and it certainly doesn’t mean they are gay.”
 
   “I like girls,” I kept saying it, trying to wear it as a shield.
 
   “I know,” he grinned, agreeing with me even if he had his doubts. “You keep saying that.”
 
   “I like girls,” I said one more time, as if that protected me.
 
   “I think the sissy doth protest too much,” he said with a grin, continuing before I could say anything. “But it doesn’t matter, I’m not asking you to do anything, Madison, I’m simply offering you the freedom to explore what’s inside you.”
 
   “But you…said you like pretty little boys,” I said yet again.
 
   “I do, very much, I always have. I love teaching them, training them, helping them. I know how you were treated by guys like me, but I’m different, trust me. I like boys like you, it doesn’t threaten me.”
 
   “What…what if I don’t want this?” I asked.
 
   “Don’t then, I told you, you don’t have to do anything, I keep telling you that. Don’t. Go change. Say the word and I’ll give you the key to your suitcase. I mean it.”
 
   “I…I can dress as a boy?” I asked, sure he really didn’t mean it.
 
   “Of course, I’ll go get the key right now, if you want. We can forget this ever happened, an unexpected detour, a dead end.” He stood, was close to me, his swimsuit directly in my line of sight, his thick cock plainly outlined by the spandex. Soft, shrunken from the cold water, yet his bulge, as ever, even flaccid, bigger than mine ever was erect.
 
   “No,” I said immediately, “I…I mean…not…not now.”
 
   “Okay,” he said, “but if you’re going to live as a sissy, you’re going to live as a sissy. I don’t want you just playing at this, pretending. I’m giving you the chance to experiment, you need to do that, for some time. This isn’t something to try for a day or even a week. If you want to do this, you’re doing this.”
 
   “Like…like how long?” I asked, knowing the answer.
 
   “You know, little boy.”
 
   I looked down at myself, at the coral swimsuit covering me, the way my chest was pressed together ever so slightly; that and the padding giving the illusion of small breasts. “What…what about work?” I asked.
 
   He sat again, a decision made. “The issue is one of confusion, Madison, masculine and feminine do not easily co-exist. You can’t very well pretend to be a boy all day and then come home and easily relax into what you are. Every detour into false masculinity is a step backward. So, to keep things clear in your mind here, you need to be less masculine and more feminine at work.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I sat up, “I…I can’t…”
 
   “Stop,” he held up his hand, “I’m not telling you that you have to wear a dress to work tomorrow.”
 
   I sat back. “So…?”
 
   “Emasculation and feminization, Madison, he said, “I want you to do some things that deemphasize masculine things and emphasize feminine things.”
 
   “What…what things?” 
 
   “Well, for starters, I expect you to wear Mrs. Morgan’s lingerie, obviously…nothing does more to emphasize a boy’s sissy side than wearing a bra and panties. And your things are all locked up regardless.” 
 
   I looked down, he was certainly right about that. “What…what else?”
 
   He looked at the swimsuit, where it went between my legs, the flatness where a bulge, however small, should have been. “Keep doing that,” he said with a wicked grin. “It’s not much use to a sissy. Like I said before, like wings on a penguin. It is biologically what makes you a male, but it serves no ostensible purpose. It’s ornamental, not useful.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “Has it ever been inside a woman, Madison?”
 
   “N…no,” I blushed.
 
   “And not likely to be. So tuck it, keep it hidden, it’s not important.”
 
   “I…okay.”
 
   “Show me,” he nodded to the magazine, “the tips you liked.”
 
   I blushed, scared at the double meaning, but picked up the magazine and turned to the page with the pixie haircut, held it up for him.
 
   “You do know your fashion, don’t you?”
 
   “I…I thought it was cute.”
 
   “It is.” He looked at my hair for a minute. “I want you to do that, too.”
 
   “The…the haircut?”
 
   “It’s adaptable…good for a pretty girl, feminizing on a certain kind of boy.”
 
   Obviously I liked the style, I was drawn to it, but worried about the practicality. It was one thing to be perceived as a wimp, quite another to come out and embrace it. Fashion might have its share of eccentric guys, but that I was currently in the numbers side, a side that was a bit more traditional. “I…I don’t know, Mr. Morgan, the guys I work with…” It would like high school but worse, much worse.
 
   “You’re right, of course, and I don’t intend to leave you down there, I’m going to move you over to design.”
 
   “What? Design,” I exclaimed.
 
   “It’s a big step, but it’s not like you weren’t personally recommended. Unless you don’t think you can handle it.”
 
   Design was what I’d hoped to do, originally, but settled for the operation side. “No, I mean yes, of course, I…” Something stopped me. Was I moving to design simply because of something he wanted, something beyond just helping me? Something more…
 
   “Listen, Madison, you’re moving to design regardless,” he said instinctively understanding my hesitation. “One thing has nothing to do with the other, really.”
 
   “You…you’re sure, Mr. Morgan?”
 
   “I’m sure. Are you?”
 
   “I…” I looked at my body once again, mentally heard him tell me again how pretty I looked, how pleased he was. “I’m sure Mr. Moran,” I said, committing myself to a course I may never deviate from.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 4 – Service
 
    
 
   We both showered again; he left me to my own devices as to what to wear after the shower. I wasn’t sure I was prepared to embrace a dress but thought I’d at least wear a skirt again. But looking through Mrs. Morgan’s things, it was a dress that caught my eye. It was short sleeved, above the knee summer white chiffon dress with lilac floral print with a wide belt that tied behind the waist. I reached for it, touched it, shuddered at how soft and feminine it was, how delicate even the lining was.
 
   I found panties; actually a white bra and panty set, carefully pulled on the panties and arranged myself before I could grow. But I hesitated with the bra, something still pulled at my maleness. Nevertheless I slipped my arms into the lightly padded bra and fastened it around my chest and slid the dress over my head before fastening nude strappy heels on my feet.
 
   I found Mr. Morgan in the kitchen reading the Sunday paper. He set the section down when I walked into the room, carefully looked me up and down, and I waited for his praise. But it was a criticism that came first.
 
   “You’re bare legged,” he said cooly, eyes crossed.
 
   “I…I should have worn pants?” I asked, confused as I thought, hoped, he’d say I was pretty. He had before, his attitude startled me.
 
   “No, you most definitely should not wear pants at home. Bared legged as in no hose…I believe I told you I expect hose.”
 
   I blushed in embarrassment. He had told me that; I’d forgotten. “I…I’m sorry,” I said, “I…I forgot” I was defensive. 
 
   He frowned. “Forgetting is an unattractive trait. Come closer,” he said, motioned me towards him with a finger, twirled it when I was next to him. I turned, assumed he wanted to see the back of my outfit. 
 
   The sound startled me. I heard it before I felt it, a snap. I heard it before I realized what it was; then my brain caught up, I felt the stinging in my right ass cheek. He slapped me! Once, a slap on my ass. Not playful, hard, a single smack, a spanking. “Ohhh,” I gasped, startled, shocked. “Mr. Morgan!”
 
   “Next time, Madison, hose without being reminded,” he said. “Or I won’t stop at one. When I tell you something, I expect you to listen.”
 
   I turned, still shocked. He spanked me. He fucking spanked me. I started to say something, but he’d picked up the paper, ignored me. He spanked me! Worse than the shame of what he’d just done was the feeling I felt when the stinging subsided. There was a second pain, a dull pain, not in my ass but between my legs. A pain because my penis, thought tucked and held firm by the panties, had filled with blood and was trying to harden, trying to grow erect. Get ahold of yourself, Madison, you’re getting an erection after a man spanked you!
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I started to say. 
 
   He peered over the paper with his cold eyes. “Yes?” 
 
   His stare was a test, I realized that immediately. It was a power play—what would I accept, what would I challenge, where would I draw the line. I remembered something he’d before, that there’s really a pretty submissive girl living inside sissies. This was that test, was I submissive or not, would I submit to him or not. What I would accept? He spanked me for disobeying him—would I accept it?
 
   “I…n…nothing,” I said, afraid to challenge him, afraid he’d say something that would betray my reaction, but in doing so, I realized, I let him establish himself as dominant, as in charge. And accepting not only the punishment, but his inherent right to do so. I understood it then, lived with it later.
 
   He continued to stare at me long after I looked away, his gaze claiming me, teaching me, controlling me. “Regardless, Madison, even without hose, it’s a nice choice for a Sunday,” he said. “I like when you pick clothes that flatter your feminine figure, you should be proud of it.”
 
   “Thank you, Mr. Morgan,” I blushed, felt my penis swell again at his compliment. I also felt a sense of pride at how I looked.
 
   “Especially things that show off your legs, I’m a bit of a leg man, so I say this with some experience, yours are even better than Mrs. Morgan’s, and she had great legs.”
 
   “Thank…thank you,” I blushed deeper, felt almost dizzy, drunk with compliments. It would become a recurring theme, correction/compliment, punishment/reward, distance/tease, humiliation/tenderness.
 
   “I need some protein after that swim; there’s some tuna, why don’t you go finish dressing, then make a sandwich for me, a salad for yourself. Watch your figure, like any girl.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I said, almost without thought, submission still on my mind. He smiled, pleased, watched me leave the room.
 
   I came back, this time properly attired, wearing a pair of nude pantyhose. He looked over his paper, smiled, motioned me towards him. “Much better, Madison,” he said, “much better. I realize hosiery may be less in fashion than it used to be, but I expect you to be more feminine than a normal girl; that should be your goal, to be as pretty and feminine as circumstances allow, understand?”
 
   I swallowed. “Y...yes, Sir,” I said.
 
   He reached forward, touched my leg. “You really do have amazing legs,” he smiled.
 
   My skin exploded where he touched me, every nerve caught fire. 
 
    
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
    
 
   After we ate, he asked me again about the hairstyles in the magazine, if I really likee the one I showed him earlier.
 
   “Yes, it’s really cute,” I said.
 
   “Good, get the magazine, then, you can show it to Violet when she gets here.”
 
   “Violet?”
 
   “Mrs. Morgan’s stylist…well, former stylist; she’s coming by this afternoon.”
 
   “What…what for?” I asked.
 
   He narrowed his eyes. “What do you think?” he replied.
 
   “For…for me?”
 
   “Of course, Madison…I told you, at work you need to deemphasize masculine things and emphasize feminine things.”
 
   “I…I’m not sure,” I started to say, “I mean…” He glared at me, silencing me. I wasn’t scared of him, but I was intimidated, and that glare made me feel small, weak, and yes, once again submissive. “I…I suppose that makes sense.”
 
   His features softened ever so slightly, but he gazed steadily at me, still kept a serious look on his face. “Of course it makes sense,” he said, “masculine things just confuse a boy like you, don’t they?”
 
   “A boy like me?” I asked.
 
   “Don’t get mad at the word, Madison…it fits…a sissy.”
 
   I looked up at him. “I…I guess,” I said, face red.
 
   He stood, walked slowly, confidently around the table until he was standing behind me. I could feel him, the heat from his skin, his presence. “Are you confused now?” he asked. He was close, his skin couldn’t be an inch from mine. 
 
   “A…a little,” I admitted, praying he wouldn’t touch me, praying his hands didn’t move.
 
   “That’s what I’m going to help you with, that confusion, that hesitation. Help you let go, help you embrace what’s inside you, the soft, feminine, the submissive, help you stop thinking about being with girls and instead thinking about being like a girl. Help.”
 
   “Help,” I moaned quietly.
 
   “Help you stop pretending your little sissy penis will ever be inside a girl, because it won’t. Ever.” He put a hand on my shoulder. It wasn’t an overtly erotic gesture, but I shuddered nevertheless, afraid to move, afraid to acknowledge it, afraid to resist it. 
 
   “But…but I…I like…”
 
   “Don’t say it,” he said in an even voice. “Or you’ll find yourself over my lap.”
 
   I hesitated, stared at him. Over his lap? And then I realized what he meant. Over his lap! OVER HIS LAP! He was threatening to spank me??? A large part of me was revolted at the idea of Mr. Morgan, a man, threatening to spank me. Yet, I had trouble swallowing the word, picturing it, being over his lap, held down, weak, vulnerable, feeling his strong hand on me. The mental image was disturbing, humiliating, but powerful. So powerful, in fact, I felt my penis twitch, try to harden. “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I finally swallowed, “you…you don’t mean that.”
 
   He continued to glare at me. “Say it then,” he said, “and find out if I mean it or not. Because I do…sissies who disobey get punished. It’s simple as that.”
 
   “But…you…you’d spank me?”
 
   “In a second,” he said, leaned toward my ear, “and like all sissies, you’d hate it. But love it at the same time.”
 
   “No,” I protested.
 
   “No? Then tell me, little boy, why is your sissy penis trying to grow?”
 
   “How did you...?” I inhaled sharply, looking down, realizing he was right—how the hell did he know that? And by asking it the way I did, I betrayed that he was right.
 
   He laughed. “Because I know sissies,” he said. “I know more about them than you do, it seems. I know even when they deny it, sissies fantasize about serving a man.”
 
    
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
    
 
   Violet was a young woman, probably in her late 20’s, not as lithe as I was, but quite pretty, with flowing blond hair. I was attracted to here, there was no question.
 
   Mr. Morgan introduced us but quickly left us alone to ‘attend to girl things.’ I felt as vulnerable and humiliated with Violet as I did with Mr. Morgan, maybe more so, as it was one thing to be feminized in front of Mr. Morgan, something I’d done gradually, but another in front of a woman, especially a pretty woman, one I’d be…was…instantly attracted to.
 
   Left alone, Violet stared at me for several minutes, practically inspected me, before speaking. “Well, Nick was right,” she finally said.
 
   “Right about what?” I asked.
 
   “That you’re adorable,” she said. “He has good taste.”
 
   I blushed. “It…I…I don’t have any experience with this,” I said.
 
   “I know, he told me,” she said walking up to me, touching me lightly on the arm. “But it obviously comes naturally, you’re lucky to have found him.”
 
   “That’s one word,” I said.
 
   “I mean it,” she said, “he gets boys like you.”
 
   “Gets?”
 
   “Knows what makes them tick, knows what they want, even if they don’t know themselves.”
 
   “I…I’m not the first, am I?”
 
   “No,” she said, “you’re not. I understand it’s been awhile for him, he was married and you’re the first since…but you’re quite the find. I’m sure you’re by far the prettiest. Look at you, I hardly have to do anything to you.”
 
   I looked at her, the swell of her breasts in her blouse, felt a tingling between my legs. “I…I like girls,” I told her.
 
   Violet laughed. “Most boys like you think the same thing,” she said.
 
   “But…but I do,” I insisted.
 
   “Uh huh,” she said shaking her head.
 
   “I…I really do,” I said.
 
   “Yet you’re here,” she said, “with him.”
 
   “We…he…he never…”
 
   “I know,” she said, “but you might, in time. Boys like you always think about it.”
 
   She said it so gently, with such empathy, I couldn’t argue. “I don’t know,” I said.
 
   “It doesn’t matter, really, you will or you won’t, but you’re here, aren’t you? That’s certainly the first step. You can’t if you weren’t here.”
 
   “He…he said he wants me to dress more feminine…at work…”
 
   “And here at home, of course,” she said. “It helps…wearing feminine things, acting feminine…it helps the confusion. The less you act like a boy the less you’ll think you’re a boy. Say, I hear you picked out a hair style?”
 
   “What? Yes, I…I mean, I found something cute…in a magazine.” I reached for the magazine, handed it to her. “The page is folded.”
 
   She looked at the cover, chuckled. “Hope you read the other articles,” she said with a grin as she turned to the picture. She looked at it, at me. “Good choice,” she said, “this is totally doable, especially with your hair. Very flattering, very feminine.”
 
   “I…I didn’t mean for it…you know…for me…”
 
   “Just worked out that way, huh?” she asked. “Well, we’ll do a few highlights, a clip here and there, it really won’t take much…you’re halfway there already with no effort.”
 
   And it didn’t, for an hour later, with surprising little effort, my hair was styled in a tossed pixie style, something very soft, very feminine. Violet added minimal makeup, just the barest of foundation, eye liner, light lip gloss, clear nail polish. “See how easy,” she said, “just the basics, just enough to soften your features, you can hardly tell you’re wearing makeup but you can tell just the same.”
 
   That’s what she said, anyway, but we both knew it wasn’t the truth, for I looked like a boy in makeup, a feminized boy, not feminine enough to pass as a girl, but there would be no illusion I was a man. None. “I don’t know,” I said.
 
   “Know what?” she asked.
 
   “About this…all of this,” I said staring at myself, seeing a soft, feminine boy, but blinking, and seeing a girl, too. But not a man, no matter how hard I looked, never a man. 
 
   “Madison, you’re absolutely adorable, what’s there to question? You’re going to make him quite proud.”
 
   That was the thing, the center of my lingering doubt, I was making a man proud of how pretty I looked, how feminine I looked. A man. You’re making a man happy? “But…”
 
   “But what?” she asked softly, touching my upper arm gently.
 
   “But…but I like girls,” I said back to the only thing I could grasp.
 
   “I noticed,” she said.
 
   “What…what do you mean?”
 
   “Only a boy that likes girls would keep looking at my breasts like you do,” she said.
 
   “I…I’m sorry,” I replied at once.
 
   “It’s okay, it’s flattering,” she said. “I assume you’ve never been with a woman?”
 
   “N…no,” I said red-faced.
 
   “It’s one of the hardest things a boy like you has to face, you know, how difficult it is to always be denied the thing you love the most. I think that’s part of it, why pretty boys like you so easily take to being a pretty girl. You know the girls you want will never have you, so if you can’t have them, be them.”
 
   I looked up at her with the same look I gave every pretty woman, one of desire, unfulfilled as it always was. “What does he want from me?” I asked.
 
   “You know what he wants, Madison, the same thing you want from any pretty girl you meet. With one difference, of course.”
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   “He’ll get what he wants,” she said gently rubbing my arm. “A man like him always gets what he wants. And what he wants is the submission of a pretty little thing like you.”
 
   I shuddered; I knew what he wanted, of course, it was obvious. “But I…he never…he can’t…”
 
   She smiled. “He won’t take it, silly, that’s not how it works. A man like Mr. Morgan doesn’t beg, a man like him waits until the pretty little thing he wants is the one doing the begging.”
 
   Was she saying… “He thinks I’ll beg? That...that’s crazy.”
 
   “Maybe,” she smiled, “but you’re new to this, he’s not. He knows, Madison, he knows sissies like you.”
 
   “But he’s a…a man.”
 
   “Exactly, sweetie, exactly.”
 
   “What if I don’t want to?” I asked.
 
   “Then don’t…he’ll never force you, but I bet you will, trust me.”
 
    
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
    
 
   I had no idea what to wear to work that first morning I went to work like I did, soft and feminine. But he must have anticipated that and while I was in the shower laid an outfit out on my bed. I was surprised at first, but thought he worked in fashion much longer than I had, obviously knew the world far better than I.
 
   He thought farther ahead than I would have, for first was a pair of mid-brief, seamless, slim fitting, nylon/spandex panties. They were tight on and tucked my penis much closer to my body than any pair I’d worn before. Good thing, too, for the black, flare leg pants he picked were fully flat on the front, not an inch of penis would have done, and tight behind (a touch of spandex), cut and fit unlike any pants a man would wear.
 
   Because men have cocks, girls don’t. Sissies don’t. No room for a cock, no room even for a penis, nothing at all.
 
   The top was a geometric patterned tank silk shell, tapered at the waist, with a keyhole buttoned back. Sheer black trouser socks and leather flats completed the clothes. 
 
   “Well,” he said when I walked into the kitchen, “don’t you look fetching this morning.”
 
   “I…I feel silly,” I said, catching my reflection in mirror.
 
   “Do you? You shouldn’t, but I know it takes getting used to, Madison. Too many years of pretending to overcome.”
 
   “Pretending?” I asked, instantly regretting it.
 
   “Pretending to be a boy,” he said, “instead of accepting what you really are.”
 
   “I’m afraid,” I said, “I…I don’t look like a girl or a boy.”
 
   “You don’t. I know it’s hard, but you’ll learn to be comfortable in your own skin.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I started to object.
 
   “Listen,” he held up his hand, stopped me. “There are all kinds of boys like you in the world, some in fashion, some at the company, probably more than the average. You’re far from unique, trust me. Even if someone doesn’t know a boy like you, they’ll be well aware boys like you exist.”
 
   “Fashion has men like the guys from high school just like anything,” I countered.
 
   “Yep, especially on the business side, which again is why I’m moving you to design.”
 
   “They’ll accept me like this?” I asked, “knowing I’m…”
 
   “A sissy? Of course…they’ll assume you’re gay, but who cares.”
 
   “But I’m not gay, I…I like…”
 
   “Girls,” he laughed, “yes, yes, you keep saying that. Yet here you are.”
 
   There I was, there I was.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   The design team was much more accepting than I could ever have hoped. Certainly having Mr. Morgan as my ‘protector’ had much to do with their attitude, but they didn’t seem to be acting either, as if a gender-bending boy wasn’t something unique. Brittney, one young (and of course pretty) girl said as much mid-morning when we were working on fabric samples for an upcoming line. “You know,” she said, “I think you’re very brave.”
 
   “Brave?” I asked shyly.
 
   “To come out like this,” Brittney said.
 
   “Come out?”
 
   She looked around, lowered her voice. “As transgendered…gay,” she said. “I know we just met, but I’m so proud of you. I mean, it’s not like a pretty gay boy is unheard of in fashion, but still.”
 
   “But,” I started to say. I’m not, but I’m not!
 
   “I knew a boy in high school who we all assumed was gay, you know like you, in an effeminate way. I know not all gay guys are feminine, but he was never brave enough to dress the part.”
 
   “But…but I’m…”
 
   “Of course you’re brave, Madison.” She laughed, not understanding what I was trying to say, looked around. “I’m just afraid you’re going to look better in a skirt than I do. Promise not to wear one before I do?”
 
   “I…I wasn’t planning on it,” I said.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I didn’t the rest of the week. Wear a skirt. At least until Friday when I was in the kitchen making coffee and Mr. Morgan walked in and made decisions for me.
 
   “Madison,” he smiled, “good you’re not dressed yet…”
 
   I turned, saw he was wearing just a pair of boxer shorts. My eyes went right to the front of his boxers, saw the bulge even his non-erect cock made, and I felt my own shrunken penis twitch in my panties. Afraid I wasn’t tucked enough, I quickly raised my eyes, though staring at his smooth, muscular chest was hardly better. “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I mumbled, confused yet again at the butterflies in my stomach.
 
   “You slept in that last night?” he asked. He worked late so I’d gone to bed without seeing him the evening before.
 
   “Yes,” I said softly looking down at the bright cherry/cream lace appliqué satin slip I’d worn to bed. 
 
   He moved closer to me, mere inches away, reached forward and touched my left hip with his right hand. “Well I’m sorry I had to work late; had I known you were wearing something so pretty, I would have had a glass of wine with you. Maybe tonight.”
 
   I was staring at his chest, the definition of his muscles, my hip burned there his hand touched me. “I…all her things are pretty,” I said.
 
   “They are,” he agreed. “And it’s a shame to wear prettier things only at night, don’t you think?”
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I mumbled.
 
   “Well I do, Madison,” he said, “and I took the liberty of picking something a bit more feminine for you to wear to work today.”
 
   “M…more feminine?”
 
   “I understand not everyone in fashion agrees with this, but I think trousers are best left for men…a pretty girl should wear skirts and dresses…so much more feminine.”
 
   “But…but people will think…” 
 
   His narrow eyes silenced me. “I keep telling you, Madison, you’re in fashion, people think nothing of a gender fluid boy.”
 
   “That…that’s different than playing a girl,” I said.
 
   “It is,” he said, “but closer to the truth.”
 
   “The…the truth…this…this is just a role,” I said.
 
   “Really?” he raised an eye. 
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I was incredibly self conscious in the car—I didn’t know if it was how I was dressed, that I was going out in public dressed like this, or Mr. Morgan’s constant glancing at my nylon covered legs.
 
   I was wearing a a white pleated blouse with a lace trimmed collar, a pale yellow cardigan sweater, and a high waisted taupe and cream stripped, pleated skater skirt over cream hose with brown polka dots. The outfit was accessorized with a single strand of pearls, a delicate watch, and brown, t-strap mary jane heels; under I wore an off white bra and bikini panties. I had on light makeup and had teased my hair to make it as feminine as I could.
 
   “You’re nervous, Madison,” he said when we were on the highway.
 
   “I…I don’t look like a girl,” I said.
 
   He smiled. “You look way more like a girl than a boy.”
 
   I sighed. “I mean people will know I’m…you know…not really…”
 
   “A biological girl? Maybe some, certainly not most, but that’s the same for yesterday, isn’t it? Some will see a transgendered boy, some a girl, some will pay no attention. But you need to embrace your inner self.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Stop worrying about trying to pass as a genetic girl, tweak your outlook, think of yourself as what you are, a gender confused boy if you must.”
 
   “I…I don’t know how to play that,” I said without thinking.
 
   “I think it will come more natural than you think, Madison,” he smiled.
 
   “But…” I paused, was going to say I wasn’t gender confused, but realized he’d tease me if I said that. “But I…”
 
   “Madison, don’t pretend to be a girl, even that confuses you, just be yourself…people at work will see you as gender fluid and treat you as such.”
 
   “The…the guys…”
 
   “Will think what you said guys always thought about you, that you’re a sissy. What’s it matter? You are!”
 
   I was prepared to be mad but he said it in such a neutral tone, I bit my words back. “They’ll think I’m gay,” I said.
 
   “They might, it’s a natural assumption, but I think we both know gender confusion is different than sexual confusion, isn’t it? And you’ve assured me you like girls, so…let them think what they’ll think. Again, you’re in fashion, you think you’re the first gender fluid boy they’ll run across.”
 
   “I do like girls.”
 
   “So you keep insisting,” he laughed like he didn’t believe me. 
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Brittney made a bee line for me the moment I walked into the open design studio. “Dammit, Madison,” she put her hand on her hips, “I told you you’d look better in a skirt than I would. You promised not to wear one.”
 
   “I…” I made no such promise, though I gladly would have. “I just thought…”
 
   “Wait a minute,” she crossed her arms, “you’re not crushing on any of the guys in finance, are you?”
 
   “Brittney, no!”
 
   “Cause if you are, I have my eye on Tom…no flirting with him.”
 
   “Brittney, I…I like girls,” I said defensively.
 
   “Yea, whatever,” she laughed, “you don’t fool me. It’s a good think you don’t grown you hair out—I don’t think Tom’s into pretty boys—or else I’d be in trouble.”
 
   “Brittney!” What was wrong with her?
 
   “Of course, you might have your eye on bigger fish than an intern in finance.”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean,” I demanded.
 
   “You’re staying with Mr. Morgan…I heard he used to be married, Madison, I don’t think you’ll be successful seducing him.”
 
   “I’m not trying to seduce Mr. Morgan,” I insisted, “I told you I like girls!”
 
   “Madison, please, you don’t have to pretend with me.”
 
   “Brittney, there’s a difference between being gender fluid and sexually fluid.”
 
   “Okay, okay,” she laughed, “if you don’t think Mr. Morgan is hot, it’s no skin off my back, just stay away from Tom, okay?”
 
   “I like girls,” I insisted again. “Come on, let’s go take an early lunch, I’ll prove it.”
 
   “Madison, stop,” Brittney giggled. “Even if I was inclined to believe you, which I’m not, you’re not really my type.”
 
   “And what’s your type?” I asked.
 
   She looked down. “Um, don’t take this the wrong way, but, I don’t know…real men, I guess…”
 
   “That…that’s mean,” I glared, suddenly defensive, suddenly unhappy with this conversation.
 
   “Madison, I think you’re super cute, I told you that, I mean, hell, look at you…if your hair was an inch longer and if you had a little something up there,” she pointed to my chest, “I’d never guess you were a boy. Heck, compared to yesterday, I’m not even sure I would anyway if I didn’t know.”
 
   “You mean that,” I said, her words catching me off guard. 
 
   “Yes,” she said, “I mean, without boobs you’d be a slightly boyish girl, but you’re way more feminine than masculine. With some padding in your bra…even an A cup…”
 
   “I…I really do like girls,” I told her, “I do.”
 
   “Madison, there’s nothing wrong with a cute boy like you being attracted to men…I told you that you don’t have to pretend to be anything around me, Madison…as long as you stay away from Tom.”
 
   “But…but I don’t…”
 
   “Come on, we have to work on that summer dress set,” she said, “we don’t have time for this right now.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   After dinner that night I was in my room trying to decide what to wear and what to do. Should I wear something pretty? That seemed an obvious yes. Should I go sit with Mr. Morgan? That was more difficult, left me undecided, uncertain. 
 
   First, the things Brittney and I talked about regarding being gender fluid bothered me. Was I that? Was I really gender fluid? I wanted to say no, but here I was day after day dressing as a girl and, being honest with myself, enjoying it. Worse was her assumption I was attracted to men. I most certainly was not! But still, a little voice in my head kept pestering me, asking me why I kept staring at Mr. Morgan, why I kept glancing at him when he wasn’t looking, why I hoped he walked around the house without a shirt on. 
 
   I finally decided the entire thing was stupid. Of course I wasn’t gender fluid. I knew I was a boy and I was dressing like a girl as a lark, just a strange experiment, first out of necessity, then out of…I don’t know…something.
 
   So why do you like it when he calls you pretty, the voice asked. Why does it make you tingle inside?
 
   Well I had no answer for that, so just shook my head, pretended I didn’t hear it. Besides, what if I was a little gender confused? What if I did looking pretty? Who cared? I might be gender confused at the moment, but I certainly wasn’t sexually confused.
 
   Something else Brittney said stuck in my mind, that if I had an A cup, I’d look more like a girl, that I should try a padded bra. Well I didn’t need a bra at that moment, but in looking for a nightie to wear, I found a pink mesh babydoll that had lightly padded, underwire cups that if worn by me, would push my chest ever so slightly to give the appearance of breasts, albeit, small one. The babydoll also had delicate black lace overlay, ribbon and lace trim, flutter mesh straps, mini satin bows, a hook and eye back with a keyhole cut out and a matching thong.
 
   I immediately saw a problem with the thong and sheerness of the babydoll—the thong would never hold my penis in place if it stirred even the smallest amount and the sheer fabric would make it obvious if I fell out. But I thought about what Mr. Morgan had said about hose—how he liked them—and thought how tightly they held me and wondered if pantyhose might solve the problem. 
 
   Looking through her hosiery drawer, I found an unopened package of nude sheer, clear control top pantyhose. Before I changed my mind (and before my penis grew), I tore open the package and carefully pulled the hose on, tucking my flaccid penis between my legs and against the nylon crotch. Only then did I pull the thong up over my legs and was pleased to see there wasn’t even a hint of anything belonging to a male.
 
   And embarrassed I was happy about it.
 
   The babydoll did what I wanted it to, gave me a hint of breasts, the sheer fabric showing a significant hint of my panties and the flat, feminine front I now had, and exposing even a hint of feminine hips and waist.
 
   Before I lost my nerve, I walked to the den. Mr. Morgan was sitting in his usual club chair reading a book; the room was dim, only his reading light was on casting shadows through the room. He didn’t look up and I’d been so quite, I was afraid to startle him, so I softly cleared my throat. “Can…can I get you anything, Mr. Morgan?” I asked.
 
   He looked up, stared, squinted. “How did you…” he started to ask, stopped. “Never mind, come closer,” he motioned me towards him. “Well look at you thinking creatively,” he smiled seeing the nylon on my legs when I stepped into the glow of his reading lamp. “Something to emphasize your waist, keeps things smooth, and something else to help up top.”
 
   “I…I didn’t know…I mean…if you’d…if you’d think I’d look silly,” I blurted out.
 
   “How does it feel?” he pointed to my chest.
 
   Without thinking, I lifted a hand, touched one of the bra cups. “I…I don’t know,” I said, “not…not bad. It’s…I don’t know…”
 
   “How do you feel, then?” he asked me.
 
   “I…I feel pretty,” I said softly.
 
   “It’s something every sissy wonders about at some point…what does it feel like to have breasts.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I looked down, stung by the word.
 
   “We’ve crossed that bridge, haven’t we? Is there any question? You’re not a girl, Madison, you’re not a man…that leaves one thing, a sissy.”
 
   “I…I don’t…”
 
   “Do you like looking pretty, Madison? Do you like being soft and feminine?”
 
   “Y…yes,” I admitted.
 
   He set his book down, adjusted the reading lamp so it cast more light on me, stood up. “It suits you, this…being feminine…it suits you much more than trying to fit in as a male.”
 
   “But…but I…”
 
   “Look at you,” he said, reaching out, touching my hip, setting my nerve endings on fire. “Such a soft, pretty figure, so fetching.”
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan.”
 
   He eyed me up and down, critically. “Smooth, feminine legs,” he said touching a thigh. “Smooth, feminine waist and hips,” he said, touching them. “A smooth, feminine ass,” he said, running a hand over me. “And a feminine chest and most important, a smooth, feminine front.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I said, taking a step away before he completed is touching each place he looked.
 
   “What’s between a man’s legs, Madison?” he asked. He was behind me, hands on my hips, his groin inches from my ass.
 
   “I don’t know,” I said, an obvious, foolish lie.”
 
   “You know,” he said in his stern voice, “answer.”
 
   “A…a cock,” I whispered the word, picturing what was between us, picturing what I’d seen, fighting the unexplained urge to move backwards, to touch him with my ass.
 
   “And what are cocks for, Madison?”
 
   “For…for…fucking…for fucking women,” I said, my ass moving back half an inch.
 
   “Hmmm women, yes. But pretty little sissies…if that’s what a man’s into,” he said.
 
   “Uugghh,” I groaned, moved my ass another half inch, fighting the urger to move more, “you…you were married.”
 
   “Hmmm,” he said. “Tell me, what’s between a sissy’s legs?” His hands moved ever so slightly.
 
   “A…a penis?” I guessed, afraid of what he was doing.
 
   “Ha,” he laughed. “Good guess, almost, but not quite.”
 
   “A…a sissy penis?” 
 
   “A sissy penis,” he repeated, “close…better is a sissy clit.”
 
   “A…a sissy clit?” I repeated.
 
   “A sissy clit,” he said, “a small, soft, feminine sissy clit…and do you know what a sissy clit isn’t good for, Madison, do you know the one thing it’s absolutely terrible for?”
 
   “F…for fucking?” I stammered.
 
   “Oh, such a quick learner,” he said, a hint of pride in his voice. “Fucking…you’re right…a sissy clit is terrible for fucking. A woman hasn’t been born who’s ever spoken the words, ‘I need a sissy’s clit inside me.’ It’s cock, women want, Madison, cock. A woman begs for a man’s cock insider her, never a sissy’s clit.”
 
   “But I…but I like girls,” I moaned, moving backwards another half inch.
 
   “Be that as it may, Madison, I think you know in your heart, and I think I can guarantee, your sissy clit is never going inside a woman.”
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I was breathing heavily, “please, I…I want…”
 
   “Never, Madison. Never. You know what it is good for?”
 
   “W…what?” I asked.
 
   He laughed again. “Teasing a sissy,” he said, “teasing her just like a woman until she’s begging to have so many naughty things done to her. Things she can only fantasize about, thing she wants, needs.” If he’d touched me then, if he’d moved his hands between my legs and touched me, I would have screamed, I might have run. But he didn’t. Instead he slowly moved his hands from my hips, slowly walked to the chair, sat, and grinned at me. “It’s late, Madison, and I have to go into the office tomorrow. I want you up when I get up, so you’d best get to bed.”
 
   “But…but…” I was confused, recognized I didn’t want him to touch me, but almost hurt he didn’t, almost hurt he was dismissing me.
 
   “Bed, little girl, bed…and stay like that, dressed like that. Have sweet dreams.”
 
   “But…” I stammered again.
 
   “And no touching, Madison,” he smiled.
 
   “T…touching?”
 
   “No touching your sissy clit.”
 
   I felt it throbbing against the pantyhose, trapped but trying to swell, stymied. “I…I don’t…”
 
   He glared at me. “Don’t lie to me, Madison, all sissies play with their sissy clits, or at least want to. But you’re not allowed to. Is that clear?”
 
   “But…not…not allowed?”
 
   “Not allowed,” he said with finality. “I mean it.”
 
   I had no doubt he did.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I had the worst night sleep I’d had the entire time I was there, even calling it sleep was a joke, as I tossed and turned all night, kept awake by the thought of Mr. Morgan so close to me and the feeling of my tucked penis (my tucked sissy clit) trying to swell and grow in the pantyhose.
 
   I thought about women I was attracted to, girls in college, heard his voice.
 
   Your sissy clit is never going inside a woman, Madison, a sissy clit is terrible for fucking.
 
   But I like girls, Mr. Morgan.
 
   No, Madison, a cock is for fucking, a sissy’s clit is only good for teasing, teasing until she’s begging to do so many naughty things.
 
   And I dreamt of naughty things. Things only a woman should do to a man, things a boy should never do. Touching a man, touching him. Licking a man, licking him. Sucking a man, sucking him.
 
   And with each thought—half awake, half dream—my penis, my sissy clit tried to swell more, throbbed more, and every time I had to force myself to keep my hands from going between my legs.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   And then there was Saturday. Saturday when things changed. Whether for the better or worse, I don’t know, but they changed. 
 
   When I got up, Mr. Morgan was in the kitchen, coffee was already made. He was wearing slacks and a dress shirt, no tie, dressed for work. “You’re going to the office?” I asked though the answer was obvious.
 
   “I’m not an intern, Madison, remember?” he said.
 
   “Of course. Do…do you want me to do anything?” I asked, looking around the kitchen, implicitly looking around the house. “I’m…I’m happy to.” 
 
   “Actually, I do,” he said, glancing at his watch. “I think it’s appropriate and appreciate that you realize that. It wasn’t one of my conditions, but given how things have gone, I believe it should be. It’s an important lesson for a pretty sissy boy to learn.”
 
   I looked at him with a puzzled look on my face. “A lesson?”
 
   “Service, Madison. It puts a sissy like you into the proper frame of mind. Much like feminization. Sissies need to embrace both—being feminized and serving, they go hand in hand.”
 
   “Serving? I…what…what do you want me to do?”
 
   “For starters, I think a half day of chores on every Saturday morning when I’m at work. The cleaning service takes care of the heavy duty things, but you should take care of laundry, changing linens, straightening up; things a properly trained woman would do around the house.”
 
   “I…I don’t mind,” I said, reflexively reaching for his dirty breakfast dishes.
 
   “Of course you don’t, Madison,” he said with an impish smile, “because you’re already thinking like a girl…not that it matters…but you won’t do it like that.”
 
   “Like what?” I asked.
 
   “Not dressed like that,” he said, “it’s sloppy.”
 
   “S…sloppy?” I asked, looking down at the satin robe covering the babydoll I’d worn to bed and the night before. I was hurt, I’d been wearing pretty lingerie in the evenings, to bed, trying to look pretty for him. “I…I thought you liked…you know…when I looked pretty.” I felt the shame of doing something wrong, what it was I didn’t know, but his rebuke stung.
 
   “Oh, I do, Madison, it’s not that at all—in fact you should continue to dress pretty. But the idea is service, dressing the part is part of serving.”
 
   “Dressing the part? I don’t…I guess I don’t understand.”
 
   He stepped closer to me. “You look like a pampered housewife, Madison, pretty, but pampered.” I thought about what Mrs. Morgan must have looked like, the housewife of a rich man.
 
   “I…I just tried to look pretty for you,” I said, defending myself.
 
   “And you should continue to do so, at all times, Madison, the prettier the better, but service requires something with a service state of mind, a uniform of sorts. It’s not just the pretty little girl inside you that interest me, it’s the submissive part of you, too. The serving part. You’re not just a pretty, feminine sissy, you should be a pretty, feminine, submissive sissy.”
 
   “S…sub…submissive?” I was breathing heavily. 
 
   “Submissive,” he repeated. “And your attire should reflect that.”
 
   “What…what do you want me to wear?” I asked.
 
   He reached for me, just a single finger, touched my chest through the satin. “Pretty things, Madison, pretty things always make me happy.” I took a deep breath. Another. Tried not to move. “She has a black peter pan dress, find it. It’s the one with a white collar. Go shower, get dressed. Bra and panties, nude hose—pantyhose—to hold things tight. That should set the mental stage.”
 
   “Yes…yes, Sir,” I said, not thinking about it, just saying it.
 
   “Well go on, then, I’ll wait, but I need to leave soon.” I stepped back, breaking the connection of his finger on my chest, turned. “Oh, and Madison,” he called as I walked away.
 
   “Mr. Morgan?” I said, turned.
 
   “When I say tight, I mean tight. So get that little penis of yours tucked tightly away. No bulges. Ever.”
 
   “I…I always do,” I said.
 
   “Good. And remember, no touching it, either.”
 
   “I…I won’t,” I said.
 
   “Good, now go shower and dress and be quick about it.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   He was still in the kitchen, waiting. I was wearing what he told me to wear, an A-line black, short sleeved dress with a white collar, a black bra and panty set, nude hose, and black heels. Something about the dress struck me, but I couldn’t place it, until I saw what was on the counter, the white lace half apron I’d worn before. I looked from it to him, realized at once his intention. “I told you,” he said seeing my eyes, “service. There’s a list of chores there, too. You should be able to finish them by lunch. Eat then, run if you want, take a nap when you’re done.”
 
   “A nap?” I asked.
 
   “A nap, you need to get some rest.”
 
   “W…why?”
 
   He was reaching for his keys, wallet, phone. “We’re going out tonight.”
 
   “Out?”
 
   “Out,” he responded without further explanation, his tone clear there should be no more questions. His eyes went to the apron, a subtle command. I picked it up, tied it around my waist, and the effect was immediate, profound. Perhaps it was something deep inside me, some need to submit, some need to be dominated, but standing before him as I was, I felt a connection to him, his masculinity, his power.
 
   “Don’t forget to get your rest when you’re done.”
 
   “I…I won’t,” I said. 
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   I spent the morning lost, not in a bad, way, just lost in the tasks, lost in service. I walked around the house, perched on heels, and every time I caught my reflection in a mirror, I saw a pretty maid, going about her day. A pretty sissy. A feminized boy, serving a man.
 
   When I was done, I did as he suggested, went for a run, ate, showered, napped. And the whole time I thought about him, thought about going out with him. What would I wear? Where would we go? How was I supposed to act? Was this something innocent or something more? What did he want? Want did I want?
 
   Assuming he wouldn’t be home until late afternoon, I decided to rest by the pool. And assuming he wouldn’t be home to see me, I decided to wear one of Mrs. Morgan’s bikinis. I picked a black set, the bottoms were hip flattering ultra-smooth, with a cheeky Brazilian cut; the top was lightly supported for smaller figures like mine. 
 
   I slept in the shade, a deep, satisfying sleep, woken only when I heard a soft cough. I opened my eyes, Mr. Morgan was standing there, holding a small garment bag. “What did I tell you about teasing me?” he asked, eyes focused, fixed firmly on me.
 
   “T…teasing you?” I said, groggy, not sure what he meant.
 
   “Come now, sleeping by the pool in a tiny bikini, waiting for a man to come home and catch you? What else would you call that?”
 
   “I…I didn’t…I thought…”
 
   “It’s obvious what you thought, Madison, but I told you, watch yourself. Here,” he handed the bag to me, “everything you’ll need for our date tonight.”
 
   My eyes went wide. Date? Date? “What…what do you mean?” I asked. Date???
 
   He chuckled. “Everything you’ll need to wear tonight is in here,” he said.
 
   “No, I mean…date?”
 
   “Date, Madison, you know, a social or romantic engagement.” He handed the bag to me. “That’s what pretty sissies do with men, don’t they? They go on dates. I don’t want you looking through Mrs. Morgan’s things for something to wear tonight,  everything you’ll need is in there. Dress, shoes, undergarments, everything. If it isn’t in there, you don’t need it. Now I’m going to shower and rest, be dressed and ready to go at seven, the car’s picking us up at ten after.”
 
   As soon as he left, I rushed to my bedroom, opened the bag, and just stared. He was kidding, right? This? This was what I was supposed to wear? Out? Outside? On a date???
 
   There were only three things in the bag. A tiny black dress, a pair of heels, and a package of nude pantyhose. No bra, no panties, no skirt, no slacks. I took the dress out, hung it on the back of a door, realized it was worse than I thought. There was nothing to it; like it was fabric cut from a dress, not the dress itself.
 
   The dress was a black metallic mini dress, sexy, clearly body hugging mini, with a cowl neckline that plunged to the midriff. It had halter ties at the neck and a fully exposed backside with a straight cut hem just above the rear. I’d be practically naked! The pantyhose were, sheer, with an opaque control top panty. Control. To control you’re penis, sissy. The heels were metallic thin strap sandals with rhinestone appliqués, open toe, ankle strap and a 4 3/4" heel.
 
   Slut.
 
   The word just jumped into my mind, unprompted, unwanted.
 
   Slut.
 
   No, not quite
 
   Sissy slut.
 
   I spent some time staring at the dress, first wondering how it would look on a woman and then wondering how I’d ever wear it, how I’d ever let him see me wearing it. What are you doing, Madison, I asked myself over and over, what the hell are you doing? You’re going on a date? With a man? Oh, the irony, my first date of my life was going to be with a man. And dressed like a slut. A sissy slut.
 
   Finally, I decided I might as well shower and decide about the dress later. 
 
   I focused on doing what I thought a girl would do, figured, ironically, that was the safest way to take my mind of the fact I was going on a date with a man. I used the best smelling shampoo, the best smelling body wash, the hair removal gel to make things smooth, then body wash again. After drying off I moisturized my skin with scented lotion. 
 
   He was in the study sitting in his club chair dozing, wearing just a tee shirt and boxer shorts. I wore a pink cotton robe. I started to back out, but he opened his eyes, saw me. “What?” he asked, his tone giving nothing away.
 
   “I…it’s nothing,” I said, turning, starting to back away.
 
   “I said what, Madison,” he said, this time his tone harsh, demanding. 
 
   “I…the dress, it…there’s nothing to it.”
 
   “I know,” he said.
 
   “But…I…I can’t…I…I’ll look like…like…”
 
   “I know what you’ll look like, Madison, that’s the point.”
 
   “People…people will think…”
 
   “I know what they’ll think,” he said.
 
   “But…”
 
   “Get dressed, Madison…or don’t…” His voice was harsh, menacing, “it’s up to you.”
 
   I went back to my room, started to put on light makeup, but realized to my embarrassment that I needed to put the pantyhose on immediately, for if I didn’t, my penis would never go where it was supposed to go, tucked, hidden away. So I opened the hose, pulled them up my smooth legs, pulled the control top panty over my hips. The opaque top was cut low on my hips and was tight—the hose might be designed to ‘control’ a woman’s stomach but they were also just perfectly designed to ‘control’ a sissy’s small penis, to tuck it away, safely away.
 
   Looking down, I saw nothing a male would have, just a smooth, flat front, feminine, perfect. Nothing giving any hint I was really a boy. I finished the makeup, light, the way I was taught, decided to put on the heels. 
 
   They were higher than I’d worn and I was worried about walking in them. Standing, I looked in the mirror, was stunned how sexy I looked from behind. The heels made my legs and ass look amazing—my legs were toned, long, feminine, my ass firm, smooth from the hose, sexy. I understood why he liked hose, wondered why women didn’t wear them always. Penis safely tucked away, I teased my hair like Violet had shown me and turned to the dress.
 
   I looked at it again, what there was of it, sighed, again concerned how little of my body the dress was going to cover. But that’s what he wanted, I realized, a sissy boy soft and tucked, pretty, vulnerable—clearly not a male, but clearly not a woman, either. No, fool, the clarity was that I was a sissy. And in a totally revealing, short dress with high heels, a helpless sissy, at that. 
 
   Vulnerable.
 
   Submissive.
 
   I stepped into the dress, pulled it up my legs, felt it glide over the smooth pantyhose. The rear just barely covered the waistband of the pantyhose, the bottom hem ended well above mid thigh. I fastened the halter strings around my neck, tentatively looked at myself in the mirror. As I feared, my back was totally bare, as were my arms, and my legs were long, inviting. Worse, the plunge neckline went halfway down my chest—if I was a real woman, it would have half exposed my breasts, but being a flat chested boy, all it did was emphasize something else—that I wasn’t a woman, that I was a sissy!
 
   That was it, really, the genius of the outfit—it feminized me but in a way that made it obvious I was a feminized boy, not a pretty girl. Oh, I was pretty alright, but sissy pretty, boy pretty, emasculated pretty.
 
   Vulnerable.
 
   Submissive.
 
   “Well look at you,” I heard Mr. Morgan’s voice behind me, “so, so pretty.”
 
   I turned, blushed, embarrassed. But felt something well inside me. Pride. Pleased. He was dressed in a dark grey suit and blue open collar shirt. It was well tailored, emphasized his athletic, muscular frame. Seeing him dressed like that made me feel the opposite. “I…I feel naked,” I said.
 
   “Hmmm,” he smiled, making it clear that was how I was supposed to feel. Naked. Vulnerable. Dependent. Submissive. That’s how women in dresses like this and heels like this felt. On display. In need of protection from a man.
 
   “Sexy, though.” He stepped into the room. “Provocative.” Closer. “Dare I say, even slutty.” 
 
   I gasped when he touched my hip with the lightest of touches, I gasped, tried to stay still, not to turn, run. “I…I can barely walk.”
 
   He smiled. “I know. That’s how I want you.”
 
   I was going to have to stay close to him, lean on him. “I…I look like…like…” I looked down at my bare chest.
 
   “Like a sissy, Madison,” he said. “I know that, too.” He reached forward, I flinched. “Stand still,” he said. He opened his hand; he held a rhinestone choker and reached up, fastened it around my neck. It was tight, but not uncomfortably so. “Symbolic,” he said.
 
   “Symbolic?”
 
   “Of ownership. Like a collar.”
 
   A collar? “What do you want from me?” I asked, a question I asked again and again, of him, of myself.
 
   He didn’t answer right away, merely looked me up and down, smiled, took my arm by the wrist. “You know what I want, Madison, the question is do you want it, too? Now let’s go,” he said, gently pulling me. As I thought I would, with the heels I had to lean slightly into him for support.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   The black car was punctual, the driver professional. If we looked strange to him, he didn’t show it. Mr. Morgan helped me into the back seat where the black leather was cold on my bare back and my thighs. The driver, in a suit like Mr. Morgan, had the air conditioner set to chill the car. 
 
   I looked down, saw the hem of the dress had risen to several inches. I started to tug at it, but there was really nothing to tug and then Mr. Morgan entered the car from the other side. “We need to buckle you, Madison,” he said, reached across my body, pulled the belt, fastened it tightly. Instinctively, I pulled my legs together and slightly to the side, realized it was something a woman would do and he saw it, too.
 
   “I…I can’t go inside anywhere dressed like this,” I said to him, suddenly realizing the dress, especially on a boy, was wholly inappropriate to wear anywhere.
 
   He reached over, took my chin, turned it towards him. “You can, Madison, and you will,” he said as the car started to move forward.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   We were driven to an old industrial area of town, one long abandoned but now home to trendy restaurants, bars, and clubs. The car pulled in front of an old warehouse, it was unadorned, the kind of place one knew existed only by reputation and invitation. The only sign of life, on the outside, was a single light above a large black door. Mr. Morgan helped me from the car, again took my arm, guided me to the door; I was grateful, walking was not impossible, but close to it so it helped to have help. Before he could knock, the door opened and a large, bald man in a tight suit looked at me, smiled, then looked at Mr. Morgan, smiled wider. 
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” he said with thick Russian accent. “It’s been some time.”
 
   “It has been Alexander.”
 
   Alexander looked at me again, obviously appraising me. “You always did find the prettiest ones,” he said, making me blush.
 
   “Thank you, Alexander, be nice, he’s new.”
 
   “I imagine,” the man said looking me up and down again, “but a natural.”
 
   “Of course,” Mr. Morgan said. 
 
   “Victor has your table ready for dinner, a private booth for the show, which starts in an hour and a half,” he said looking at his watch.
 
   “Thank you again,” Mr. Morgan said, shaking Alexander’s hand, obviously giving him a tip. 
 
   “Luka will be serving you tonight, I’ll call him right over.” 
 
   We walked through the door into an anteroom, I could hear music through the second closed door, vocal jazz, not loud, mood music. Then the door opened, dark, red light bled through, and an almost naked man walked out. “Mr. Morgan,” he called out with a smile and a lisp. 
 
   “Luka,” Mr. Morgan said formally.
 
   Luka, our server, was in his mid-twenties, had the muscular body of a college swimmer, and was naked save for tight, almost sheer black boxer briefs. Seeing him, it dawned on my why he implied I’d fit in here, why I could wear what I was wearing without attracting undue attention. I looked over at Mr. Morgan, caught his eye, whispered. “Is…is this a…a gay bar?”
 
   Luka heard me, laughed. “Bar? Darling, this is so much more. A restaurant, a bar, a dance club, a night club…everything.”
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I started to say, suddenly uncomfortable.
 
   “Shhh,” he said gently, “you don’t actually have to be gay to come here.”
 
   “Though it certainly helps,” Luka said with a grin.
 
   “Luka, I want to say hello to Victor, will you show Madison here to our table? I’ll be over in a minute.”
 
   “Of course, Mr. Morgan,” Luka said siding up to me, understanding I might need the help walking. “And can I get drinks while you’re talking to the boss?”
 
   “Yes, thank you. I’ll have an Old Fashioned, nothing muddled of course, and Madison will have a,” he thought for a moment, “a cosmopolitan.”
 
   “Perfect,” Luka said, “masculine and feminine. Come, you pretty little thing, I’ll show you the way.” Luka didn’t take my arm like Mr. Morgan did, instead he held out his and without thinking, I wrapped my arm around his strong forearm. 
 
   As we walked into the club, I saw private tables, glimpses of patrons, men, women, men who looked like women, and women who looked like men. “Your first time, isn’t it?” Luka asked as we walked towards a corner.
 
   “Yes, I…” I was going to say I liked girls, which I did. I was going to say I wasn’t gay, because I wasn’t. I was going to say this wasn’t what it looked like, a man and a sissy on a date, but it was.
 
   “You’re overwhelmed, I can see. Don’t worry, little thing, Mr. Morgan is, well…you couldn’t ask for a better to teach you and guide you.”
 
   “I…I’m not sure about this,” I said suddenly feeling dizzy, gripping his arm more tightly, confused about Mr. Morgan, his wants and desires.
 
   “No? Well you could fool me, sweetie. I mean, look at you, you’re absolutely adorable. If you get breasts, you’re going to make even some of the real girls jealous.”
 
   “I…” I started to trip, the damn heels, reached out without thinking to steady myself, touched his naked chest for support, then pulled back when I had my footing. “I’m sorry,” I quickly said. 
 
   “It’s okay, sweetie, everyone wants to touch Luka.”
 
   “But…but I’m not…like that,” I said avoiding the word, not wanting to offend him.
 
   “Like what?” he asked.
 
   “You know…,” I lowered my voice, “gay.”
 
   “Darling, you don’t have to pretend here, that’s the point of all this, here is all about accepting everything. Here pretty boys can like men. And just be pretty. Here,” he said, turning me towards a private table set for two, “you sit, Luka will get drinks for you and Mr. Morgan. And Luka doesn’t care if you’re new, it doesn’t matter so long as you enjoy yourself.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   After dinner, Luka took us to our seats for the show. Seating was theater style, each seat was a curved, high backed, winged love seat set behind a small, candle lit table. The seats, almost booths, were private, intimate; seated, we could see the stage perfectly, but couldn’t really see anyone else. Seated, it was like we were all alone. The seats were not large so I was forced to sit close to Mr. Morgan, close enough that our thighs touched, my nylon covered thigh pressed on his trousers. The feeling was intimate, seductive, I was sure by design.
 
   The show was hard to describe; it had music, singing, some dancing, all by fit, attractive, sexy men, women, and those who were hard to tell. The costumes were elaborate and sometimes men played women, women played men, and sometimes the performers took their own gender. Some looked like me, boys dressed as girls, but it was just as obvious that some girls dressed as girls were trying to look like boys.Regardless , it was sexy, even erotic, brought up confused, conflicted feelings inside me. Several times Mr. Morgan touched my thigh with his hand, asking me if I was enjoying myself, if I needed anything. Each time his hand lingered for longer than necessary, but he never made any overt moves, he clearly pushed, but never too far. At first I was afraid he would, but as the show went on, the eroticism got to me, and I began to wonder why he didn’t, wondered if maybe he didn’t find me attractive.
 
   Not that I wanted him to.
 
   Even during the short car ride home, high from the show, drinks, and being so close to him, even erotically charged, I kept glancing at him, waiting to tell him to stop if he touched me, yet wondering why he didn’t.
 
   He was almost cold when we got home; he stopped me inside the door. Now he’s going to do something, I thought to myself, prepared myself to back away, to tell him to stop. But he didn’t. “I assume you’re tired, Madison,” he said.
 
   “Tired…I…” What are you doing? Why are you being so cold? “I…I could have one more drink,” I said.
 
   He looked at me, his expression said nothing. “If you’d like,” he finally said. 
 
   “I…can I use the restroom?”
 
   “Of course,” he said evenly, “I’ll get a bottle and some glasses and I’ll be in the den.”
 
   I walked to my bedroom, was getting steadier on my feet, but I still had to touch the wall then the door frame. After I finished, I looked at myself in the mirror, saw the pretty little boy I’d seen earlier, the pretty boy he’d been staring at all night. I wondered again why he was being so polite, why he hadn’t touched me. Not that I wanted that, but I still wanted to please him, wanted to be pretty and attractive for him.
 
   I made the decision quickly, without conscious thought, went to the closet, found what I was looking for, pulled the dress off before I lost my nerve. The romantic, flirty, satin babydoll with the wide shoulder straps, the lace edging with cute satin bows. 
 
   Mrs. Morgan’s wedding night outfit.
 
   I slipped the babydoll over my arms, adjusted the square neckline, tied the contrasting satin bow in front, the tie-fixed sash about the bust in a bow in back. I started to take off my hose, realized as soon as I did I’d swell, so simply pulled the matching panties up over the hose. I was about to kick off my heels, but decided to leave them on and go find Mr. Morgan and show him how I was dressed , determined to get a rise from him, whether I wanted his advances or not. Determined to show him I was pretty, worthy of male attention. Ahhh, the courage of booze. 
 
   You’ll teach him to tease you!
 
   He was sitting on a love seat in the den, there was a glass of wine on each side table. He looked up when I walked in, grinned for the first time in what seemed like hours. “You changed,” he said.
 
   “I…I was cold,” I lied.
 
   “Well that’s one way to heat things up,” he said. “Come here,” he beckoned me with his finger, “sit, you wanted a glass of wine.”
 
   I walked carefully towards him, tried to be graceful and sexy at the same time, and actually succeeded just about until I got to the love seat, but it was the area rug that tripped me up just as I was turning to sit. “Ohhh,” I gasped as I tumbled backwards, missing the seat next to Mr. Morgan by several feet.
 
   He caught me gracefully, broke my fall, and unintentionally for either of us, for the second time, I ended up landing squarely on his lap. His left hand was around my waist, just under the underwire cups of the babydoll, the other rested on my right nylon encased thigh. “You okay, Madison?” he asked.
 
   “I…I guess I’m still learning to walk in heels,” I said, making no move to stand or move over, though I knew I should.
 
   “I guess so,” he said, “it takes some practice, but heels make a sissy’s legs look so sexy, it’s worth learning.” When he said ‘legs’ he gently, just for a moment, rubbed my thigh through the hose. “The hose help, too, of course.”
 
   “Do…do you think my legs look sexy?” I heard myself ask as my skin burned.
 
   He didn’t say anything for a minute, but he rubbed my thigh again, his left hand moved closer to the bra cup. “What are you doing, Madison?” he asked.
 
   “Doing?” My eyes were closed, and it took me a minute to realize I was moving, slowly, rhythmically, to the motion of his right hand on my thigh, rocking every so slightly; the pantyhose, the satin of my panties, and the babydoll created a smooth, almost frictionless barrier between me and his lap. I felt the blood rushing to my penis; I couldn’t get hard of course, tucked like I was, but I knew it was throbbing, wondered if he could feel it, knew I should stop.
 
   “That was my question, Madison, what are you doing?” he asked again.
 
   “N…nothing,” I said, continuing to rock as I felt it against my ass, felt it stir, felt it grow, felt it harden, larger and larger, harder and harder, thicker and thicker, felt his cock against me. 
 
   He said nothing for a minute, then another, just sat there as I rocked against him, slowly rubbed my ass against him, against his cock. Again, I knew I should stop, and if he’d started this I would have, would have rejected his advances, but his passiveness, his seeming disinterest was driving me crazy. So I just kept doing it, just kept grinding on his erection.
 
   “Nothing?” he asked.
 
   “N…nothing,” I said. As I slid up, my tucked penis came into contact with his cock and I moaned, I didn’t mean to, it just escaped, small, soft, subtle, but unmistakable. “Oh, god,” I said.
 
   “Nothing?” he asked again. “You’re sure?”
 
   “Nothing,” I said. “I…I should move,” I said. And indeed I moved, not sideways to sit next to him, but instead backwards, rubbing up his erection, forwards, rubbing down.
 
   He was silent, let me move and move. Finally I heard him inhale sharply. “What did I tell you?” he growled.
 
   “T…tell me?”
 
   “What did I tell you happens to sissies who tease men?”
 
   “I…I’m not teasing you,” I said doing just that, rubbing against his erection, eyes closed, enjoying the power.
 
   “You’re not teasing me?”
 
   “N…no, I…why would I? I…I told you…I like girls,” I said, rubbing, rubbing against him.
 
   He moved so fast that before I realized he was moving I was off his lap, I was back on it, but now sprawled across him, hands and feet on the ground, ass in the air. “What did I tell you?” he asked again.
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I lied, remembering exactly what he told me.
 
   “I told you, Madison, I warned you, in fact, that pretty little sissies who tease men get spanked,” he said.
 
   “Mr. Morgan, no,” I protested, moved my left hand up to cover my behind.
 
   “Yes,” he said. Almost anticipating what I would do, he used his left hand to pull mine away from my ass, towards him, pinning it against his body, tight against something long, thick, and hard, his cock, was pressed against my hand. The first blow stung, it was immediately followed by another, then a third, and a fourth. “Sissies that tease men need to learn, Madison,” he said. The blows were sharp, stung, and were more than playful—he was actually spanking me, punishing me.
 
   His hand rested on my ass, gently massaged me through the panties and pantyhose. “I…I wasn’t teasing you,” I said, even though I realized I was.
 
   Four more blows, just as quick, with each one I jumped, with each one my hand moved over his erect cock. “Then what were you doing, sissy?” he demanded.
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I said. Four blows again, then gentle massaging of my ass, then four more. Sixteen in total. 
 
   He pulled me up so I was again sitting on his lap, my legs wide, my ass again pressed against him, pressed against his fully erect cock. “If you weren’t teasing, sissy, then what do you want?”
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I said, again moving back and forth, feeling his cock press into my ass, my trapped, throbbing penis. I was dizzy, this wasn’t what I wanted, not at all, but I stayed pressed against him, rubbed, moaned.
 
   “You do, Madison, you know exactly what you want.” He thrust upward, ever so slightly.
 
   “But I…I like…”
 
   “Girls,” he laughed, knowing exactly what I was going to say. “Wonderful, but it isn’t a girl you’re fantasizing about right now, unless it’s being a girl. What you’re fantasizing about right now is what you’ve fantasized about your whole life.” He was rubbing his hands on the inside of my thighs, carefully, slowly, up and down the nylon, daring me to deny it.
 
   “What?” I asked rocking back and forth with the movement of his hands, pressing harder and harder against him, half moaning.
 
   His mouth was next to my ear. “You’re fantasizing what you’ve wanted since you got here, sissy, the thing you think about all day, dream about all night.”
 
   “What?” I asked again.
 
   He lowered his voice to a whisper. “The same thing all sissies fantasize about, Madison.”
 
   “What? What?” I practically begged.
 
   “The thing all sissies crave…the thing they are most afraid of…most want…most afraid to admit.”
 
   “Please…I…what?” What was he talking about, what did I fantasize about, what could one know?
 
   “Cock,” he whispered, “you’re fantasizing about cock.”
 
   “No,” I said, even as I rubbed him, pressed onto him, harder and harder. 
 
   “Yes, sissy, yes. Don’t lie, don’t ever lie to me.”
 
   “But…but I…I’m not…I mean…”
 
   “I don’t care what you think you are, sissy, I don’t care what you call yourself, all I care about is giving you what you’ve wanted for so long.”
 
   “But…but I…”
 
   “And what you’ve wanted, sissy, is cock.”
 
   “No…”
 
   “Yes…”
 
   “But…but…” I was rubbing against him the entire time, feeling his erection press against me, getting more and more aroused, feeling my fear, my inhibitions melt. “I…I’m afraid,” I said. 
 
   He laughed, knew my words were as good as an admission he was right. “All your life you’ve tried to get girls and they never wanted you; but all that time you never tried to get the one thing you really wanted, the thing you could have had so easily.”
 
   “W…what?”
 
   “Cock, Madison, a man’s cock. His cock in your hands, in your mouth.”
 
   “My mouth??? Mr…Mr. Morgan, no,” I moaned. My mouth? I didn’t want a man’s cock in my mouth!!!
 
   “You say no, sissy, yet here you are, rubbing against me, here you are, all but submitting to me. So tell me what you want, Madison, tell me. Tell me.”
 
   “Please,” I begged him not to make me say it all the while rubbing up and down it, feeling it, craving it. And he knew it, he knew it.
 
   “Tell me, Madison,” he demanded, “tell me what you want.”
 
   “I…I don’t,” I lied, “please, I…I really don’t.”
 
   “Then stand up, Madison,” he said, voice hard, firm.
 
   I didn’t stand, I hardly moved, but the movement I made was to rub him, to press against him. “Please, don’t,” I said.
 
   “Don’t sissy? I’ve done nothing, not a thing, you’re the one doing everything. You’re the one that wants it, needs it. You’re the one rubbing against me, you’re the one wearing pretty lingerie for me, you’re the one seducing me.”
 
   “You…you…I…I can’t…” “So typical, such a scared little sissy. You like girls, you say? Not men?”
 
   “Yes,” I exclaimed, relieve he understood.
 
   “But you’ve never been with a woman, Madison, and you never will be, because you don’t have what women want, and you never will. Women want men, Madison; they don’t want sissies. Your little penis will never be inside a woman, Madison. Never. Ever. but your mouth and your pussy ass will get as much of the thing you really want.”
 
   “I…I don’t,” I said continuing to rub against him, my words seeming to mean nothing when compared to my actions.
 
   “Then you’re just teasing me, Madison, cruelly teasing a man, and if that’s all you’re doing…” He pulled me across his lap again, spanked me four more time on each cheek, each blow pushing me against his erection. With the last blow, he left his hand on my ass, his fingers dangling, lightly dancing on the tip of my trapped penis.
 
   “Ohhhhh,” I moaned, “ohhhh, ohhhh.”
 
   “What do you want, Madison?” he asked, touching me with the slightest of touches.
 
   “Please…”
 
   “What do you want?” he asked again.
 
   “I…I…” I stammered.
 
   “What do you want, sissy? Tell me!”
 
   “I…please,” I begged, confused, torn, “I…I like girls.”
 
   “So do I,” he growled, spanked me again, one, two, three, four blows. “I love girls.”
 
   “But…but why?” I asked, “why?”
 
   “Because I love sissy girls, too,” he said, spanking me again. “Now tell me what you want, sissy, tell me!”
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I lied, desperate, unable to admit it.
 
   “You do,” he said, “tell me.”
 
   “C…c…,” I stammered.
 
   “Say it,” he ordered me, pulling me so I was sitting on his lap again, both my ass and my own soft, trapped penis pressing against him, “tell me what you want.”
 
   “Cock,” I stammered, unsure the word actually escaped from my mouth.
 
   “Say it, sissy,” he hissed, “say what you want.”
 
   I was shaking, but the erection pressing into me was all consuming. His voice was all consuming. His direction was all consuming. “C…cock…I…I want…I want,” I tried to form the word. “I want cock.”
 
   “Who’s cock?” he demanded.
 
   “Y…yours…I…I want your cock,” I moaned, rocking, grinding.
 
   “No, sissy, you like girls,” he taunted me.
 
   “P…please, Mr. Morgan, please, cock…I…I want your cock,” I said disbelieving I was saying it, but meaning it, unsure why, knowing the words were true, but still, hearing them, shocked.
 
   “No, sissy, you’re not gay.”
 
   “Please,” I said stronger, almost with conviction, “I want your cock…I…I need it…please.”
 
   “Need? No, sissy, you fantasize about being with a woman, not a man, a boy wanting a man is wrong.”
 
   “Please, Mr. Morgan,” I rubbed against him, desperate, “please, I want your cock.” Who was saying this? Who? With the voice that sounded like mine.
 
   “Kneel,” he hissed at me.
 
   “Mr. Morgan?”
 
   “Kneel, sissy,” he said, “now; kneel before me.”
 
   He eased me to the ground between his legs, my head was level with the bulge in his pants. Instinctively, I pushed forward, but his hands held me away from him.
 
   “Please, Mr. Morgan,” I said in a whimper, “please, I…I want your cock.”
 
   “Remember something, sissy, later, remember.”
 
   Remember? I asked with my eyes.
 
   “Remember, later, when you doubt what happened, when you tell yourself I pushed you to this. Remember, you were on your knees begging, begging. Remember you begged for this, you, sissy, you begged, I didn’t demand, you begged for my cock.”
 
   I looked at him, felt the tension in my shoulders, the gentle pressing forward, his firmness, his holding me back. I didn’t want this, I didn’t want it at all, even as I said the words over and over, even as I felt his cock slide against me, even as I felt it touch the tip of my tucked penis. I didn’t. I didn’t! Even as I tried to reach forward, stopped by him, not my own fear. 
 
   “Beg if you want it, sissy. Beg for my cock.”
 
   “Please, sir, I…I want your cock,” I heard myself say one last time. “Please.” I looked up from it, the thick bulge, up to his eyes, mine were wide, open, pleading; his were shining, smiling, triumphant as he relaxed his hands and let me move forward.
 
   Of course I didn’t know what I was doing, but I’d watched enough porn to have some idea what to do, some clue of how to please a man. 
 
   My god, you’re going to please a man, what the fuck???
 
   I reached up, unbuckled his belt, hands trembling, undid his pants, lowered his zipper, stared at the bulge pressing against his boxer shorts. Afraid to stop, afraid if I did I’d stand up and run, I quickly pulled the waist of his shorts down over his cock.
 
   “Ugh,” I moaned in surprise as it popped out, as I saw it before my eyes. He wasn’t even fully hard, he wasn’t even fully erect. Oh, he was swollen, harder than I’d ever be, but even only partially erect he was bigger than I was. Ever. Semi-hard, his cock was thick, folded down ever so slightly. I licked my lips, started to reach for him.
 
   “No,” he said, a sharp rebuke. 
 
   I looked up, confused, hurt, scared, uncertain. “But…but I…I thought…”
 
   “Wait…wait,” he said as I started to salivate. I waited, I stared, I hungered, I shook. Finally, after a minute he nodded and I reached up with my hands and touched it. Instantly he grew to full size, his cock as thick as it was long, so strong, so masculine. 
 
   No wonder you’re a sissy, I thought, your penis is so small, so soft, to tiny. I felt his cock throbbing in my hand, felt how solid it was, felt it throb, felt the blood, felt how warm it was, felt how masculine he was. Without meaning to, I started stroking him and he smiled, his powerful smile, his dominant smile, almost an evil smile. He shook his head back an forth. “No hands,” he said. A small moan escaped my lips—he…he wanted a blow job. He wanted me to lick him, suck him, taste him, pleasure him. With my mouth. With only my mouth. 
 
   “But…”
 
   “What do you want, Madison?” he asked again, hands again on my shoulder, holding me back, stopping me.
 
   “C…cock…” I said, “I…I want your cock.”
 
   “What do you want?” he asked, “what do you want to do to me?”
 
   “I…I want…I want to suck your cock,” I said, unbelieving the words even as I said them.
 
   He released me a last time, I moved forward slowly, eyes on his, tongue out, mimicking what I’d seen in movies online. As soon as it was in reach, I flicked my tongue against the top of it, quickly, unsure, testing to see if I could do it, unsure I would, unsure whether I’d pull back at the last second, scared, afraid. 
 
   You just touched a man’s cock with your tongue. You fucking licked a man’s cock with your fucking tongue.
 
   “What do you fucking want, sissy?” he demanded, voice softer.
 
   I looked him in the eyes again, begged, begged. “I want to suck your cock,” I said, “please…please, Mr. Morgan.”
 
   “Yes,” he said, releasing me, freeing me.
 
   I looked at him, moved my mouth towards the swollen head, glanced at it again to judge the distance, watched his eyes as I opened my mouth, bent my head down ever so slightly, took the head, another inch or two, into my mouth. Oh god, oh my fucking god, I had a cock in my mouth, I had his cock in my mouth. I backed off, not out of horror, though I felt some horror, but imagined the porn I’d watched, woman after woman sucking cock, fantasizing it was me receiving the blow job, understanding sometimes, deep inside, I wondered what it was like to be giving the blow job.
 
   “Yes,” he said again, quite praise, but powerful, intoxicating, “I know you’re scared, sissy, but that’s perfect…just perfect.”
 
   I took more of him in my mouth, felt his penis bend every so slightly, still amazed how thick, how long he was now, not sure he was even fully erect. But that didn’t last, for his cock responded, it grew more, thicker, solid as hardened in my mouth. My god, I was doing this to him, I was making his cock harder and harder, right now, in my mouth. He was responding to what I was doing, experiencing sexual pleasure! I pulled back, formed a tight seal with my lips, and when I had just the head in my mouth, I moved forward again, back, amazed I was making a man’s cock grow.
 
   I felt myself licking the head, licking the sides of his shaft, licking his balls. I kissed it, the head, the tip, tasted it, salty, realized it was pre-cum leaking from him. Part of me was revolted, disgusted knowing I was tasting a man’s cum, but more of me surrendered, kneeling before him, pleasing him, pleasuring him. I sucked on just the end for awhile, making him want it more and more. 
 
   He responded just how I imagined, just how men did in porn I’d seen; I felt his hands on the side of my head, rubbing, guiding, pulling, pushing. He wasn’t forceful, but he was in control, he wasn’t cruel, but he was in charge, directing my actions. I took as much of his shaft into my mouth as I could, half of it, maybe slightly more, held it, did it again, a little more, a little more. I knew he said no hands, but I reached up anyway, took the end of the shaft in my hand, stroked him, teased him, massaged him. I pushed his cock up and against his body, moved my head down, licked his balls, back and forth, took one, the other into my mouth, all while watching him.
 
   “What do you want,” he said, lazy, close.
 
   I didn’t answer, I was afraid, instead, I took his cock back into my mouth, moved my head up and down, over and over, took his balls in my hand, kneaded them, massaged them. His hands still guided me, never let the tip leave my mouth, pulled me down again and again. Then I felt his balls move, felt his legs tense, felt his cock jump, realized what was about to happen a moment before it did.
 
   “Do the best you can, sissy,” he said as he let go, as cum exploded from his cock in full force, sprayed down my throat, filled my mouth with his wet juices. I sensed I had to either spit or swallow, because the way he was holding my head I wasn’t going to move, nor did I want to, because deep inside, in some primal place, I wanted it all. So I swallowed, or tried to, tried to keep up, tried, tried to take the hot, thick liquid down my throat.
 
   But I couldn’t. It wasn’t the taste, I swallowed, I swallowed as best I could, it was the sheer amount, and some escaped my lips as I gently pulled away from him, started to run down the side of my face, until I licked it with my tongue. And then I just knelt there, waited, his penis still hard, would jump, flutter, and little bits would come out, into my mouth, on my tongue, and I’d suck it, swallow it, each shot of cum into my mouth, down my throat.
 
   I was as sexually charged as I’d ever been, felt my own penis absolutely throbbing in my panties. He just stroked my hair as I licked, sucked, swallowed, telling me I what a good girl I was, what a good sissy I was, how pretty I was, how proud he was. Finally, my penis started to hurt, I realized just how desperate I was for my own release, without thinking, moved a hand away from him towards myself.
 
   “No,” he hissed, forcefully grabbed my head so I was looking at him.
 
   “But…” I started to say.
 
   “No,” he said again. 
 
   “But I…” I what? I wanted to cum? Of course, of course.
 
   “No,” he said once more
 
   “But I haven’t…I didn’t…”
 
   He smiled again, a knowing smile, almost a cruel smile, though that wasn’t his true intent, just a result. “And you won’t. Certainly not now, not today, not when you want. Sissies never do that when they want, you’ll learn, but never when they want.”
 
   “But…but I…I thought…”
 
   “Thought what, little girl?”
 
   “I…I thought…” I didn’t know what I thought.
 
   “Thought I’d do that to you?” he asked with a throaty laugh. “Thought I’d touch you? “Little girl, please, that’s not something a man does to a sissy, that’s something a sissy does to a man.”
 
   “But…but I…” I wanted to cum, I wanted to cum like I’ve never wanted to cum before.
 
   He smiled again. “Sissies give pleasure, they don’t receive it, not like that and certainly never when they want it.”
 
   Part of me realized what he was doing, making me want it more and more. Want him more and more. Him. Submitting to him. Part of me knew if I got what I wanted, if the erotic energy was released, the whole idea would disgust me, the whole thing. You stupid fool, you sucked a man’s cock! You swallowed his cum! I heard the words in my mind, easily ignored them, was too sexually charged.
 
   He pulled me up, right then, right there, right when part of me wanted to run and hide, part wanted his control. He pulled me next to him, his arm around me, hand resting on my thigh, close, so close to his still hard cock. “Hmmmm,” I moaned, so close, so far. 
 
   “You need to remember something,” he said, fingers dancing on my thigh, teasing me, toying with me.
 
   “What?” I asked, voice shaking
 
   “You need to promise something,” he said.
 
   “What?” I asked, at that moment willing to promise anything, willing to say anything. 
 
   “No touching.”
 
   “Please,” I moaned, but I remembered, I knew. “Please.”
 
   “It doesn’t belong to you, Madison, a sissy’s clit doesn’t belong to her, it belongs to their mistress or their master. And this,” he moved his had effortlessly, touched me just for a moment, “this sissy clit belongs to me.”
 
   A small moan escaped my lips, a surrender, just like that, I was his, I knew it, I was his. “But…but when…I mean, when…when can I…” What are you doing? Why are you begging him?
 
   “When and if I say.”
 
   “If?” If? If? “M…Mr. Morgan!”
 
   “A sissy’s role is to give pleasure, not receive it, to submit, not demand, to behave, to obey. That’s the first lesson, little girl, a sissy’s pleasure comes from serving her master, not from the other things. Never from other things. You serve me, always serve me.”
 
   I moaned again, his hand grazed my penis, toyed with me, teased me. I wanted it released, I wanted to stroke it, I even wanted him to stroke it. But he was doing what I was punished for, he was teasing me, tormenting me. 
 
   “What do you want, little girl? What did you tell me you wanted over and over?” he asked barely touching me, driving me insane.
 
   “Cock,” I said at once, “your cock.” I looked over at it, now starting to change, but still swollen, still bigger than I ever was. Bigger now, spent, than I would be if released and hard. Bigger. Bigger. But I blushed, started to move. He stopped at once, the hand on my inner thigh again grazing across my panties.
 
   “Ohhhhh,” I moaned, shook.”
 
   “You’re right,” he said cryptically.
 
   “Right?”
 
   “You like girls, Madison.”
 
   “I…I do, Mr. Morgan,” I said, “I…I really do.”
 
   “I know, I know.”
 
   “But I…I…”
 
   “It’s not men you’re attracted to, Madison, it’s dominance. You’re not gay, at least not like you think of a gay man, you’ll come to understand the difference in time. You’re a sissy. Sissies submit, they need to submit, it’s what they do.” He kept rubbing me, teasing me. Trapped as I was, I knew there was no possibility I would cum. None. But his hand on my penis was driving me wild with desire. “Sissies want to serve and ultimately, many serve men. Gay or not, sissies want to serve men. Need to serve men.”
 
   “Please, Mr. Morgan,” I begged, “please.”
 
   “No,” he said, knowing exactly what I was begging for. “No. Remember, never when you want it, sissy, never. It’s something to be earned, a reward, a very special reward, one difficult to earn, rarely given.” He rubbed me. And rubbed me. And rubbed me. His touch, one arm wrapped around my waist, the other stroking me through the panties and hose, took me so far into desire it turned into need, a desperate need, one he was not going to meet. “You’re such a good sissy,” he would say from time to time, “such a good sissy.”
 
   And all I could think about, the more he teased me, was the thing I didn’t want to think about, the thing I wanted to pretend didn’t exist, the thing I kept trying to deny. Cock. I kept thinking about his cock, touching it, tasting it, licking it, sucking it, swallowing it. 
 
   Eventually he took me to my bedroom, waited for me to use the bathroom, watched me so ‘I behaved’, so he could tuck me into bed. I climbed into bed still wearing the lingerie and hose, once again tucked and trapped. Mr. Morgan stood next to the bed, towered over me, strong, masculine, dominant. “Put your hands together he said.”
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   “Put your hands together,” he repeated, “like this.” He placed his wrists together in front of himself, I noticed he held something in his hand, a long satin tie, maybe the belt from one of Mrs. Morgan’s robes. 
 
   “W…why?” I asked even as I did as he ordered. He reached for my wrists, wrapped one end of the belt around them, tied it, not too tight, but definitely secure. “What…what are you doing?” I asked. He said nothing, simply pulled the other end of the belt over my head, pulled my wrists up with it until they were level with my chest, tied it to the head of the bed. “Mr. Morgan,” I protested, realizing my hand were bound together, to the bed. I was tied up, tied to the bed!
 
   “Making sure you behave, sissy,” he said with a grin.
 
   “B…behave?” He looked down at my waist, I understood. “I…I wouldn’t,” I said.
 
   “Maybe,” he said with a grin, “maybe not. But now you won’t be tempted because now you can’t.” He bent down, touched me again, whispered in my ear. “Remember, this isn’t what’s important to a sissy, this isn’t the thing you should be thinking about. Ever. A sissy’s clit isn’t what she derives pleasure from. Instead, you should be thinking about how to please the one you serve, that’s where your own pleasure is. Serving, sissy, serving your master.” As he pulled the sheet and a light blanket over me, I tugged at the belt, pulled it taut, my arms would move no more than chest level. “Sleep well, my little sissy, sleep well. And dream of me.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 5 – Afraid
 
    
 
    “I hate to say I slept poorly, but I did because I was so horny, so hungry, so desperate, so overcome. When I slept, I dreamed like I never dreamed before. I dreamed of touching myself but couldn’t. I dreamed of being with a woman, but couldn’t. I dreamed of being a woman, but couldn’t. And finally, I dreamed the dream I thought was forbidden, the dream I wanted to deny.
 
   Falling asleep, I was desperate, I wanted to reach down, I wanted to touch myself, I wanted to free my penis, play with it, touch it, relieve the pressure, make myself cum. That’s all I wanted, felt it was all I needed. But I couldn’t, I tugged and tugged but knew I couldn’t. Knew he didn’t want me to. And he was right, for denied, unable to get the relief I wanted, I thought again and again about the thing I shouldn’t.
 
   Cock. Over and over. Cock. Over and over and over.
 
   I thought of his cock.
 
   I should have been disgusted, I sucked a man’s cock.
 
   I should have been ashamed, I swallowed a man’s cum.
 
   I begged, if begged!
 
   I didn’t want that, not at all, never wanted it, but I did those things and kept thinking about them. 
 
   All night.
 
   All night.
 
   His hard cock, I thought about his hard cock all night.
 
   How many times did I tell him I wanted his cock? Did I actually say those words, or was that a dream, too? 
 
   No, sissy, you said it again and again, you told him you wanted his cock, you begged for his cock.
 
   All night I thought about it, saying it. I want your cock. I want your cock. I want your cock.
 
   Please, please, please, let me suck your cock.
 
   But I didn’t, dammit, I didn’t want him or any man, I didn’t want his cock or any fucking cock. None. Ever.
 
   But that’s all I dreamed about, touching it, sucking it, and worse.
 
   In the morning, I sensed the morning light, awoke, but didn’t open my eyes, instead pulled on my bonds for a minute or two, still desperate to free myself, to touch myself. I moaned, softly, quietly, the urges so deep, so desperate. 
 
   I finally gave up, knew I’d never escape until he let me, but thought of something else. So instead, I rocked my hips, felt the pantyhose rub my trapped, swollen, aching penis, which did nothing to bring me relief, but instead just excited me more and more, making me moan more and more. But to no end. To no end.
 
   “It won’t work, sissy,” I heard a voice laugh, startling me, his voice. My eyes opened immediately and I saw him sitting in a chair next to the bed, a section of the newspaper in one hand, coffee in another. He was shirtless, smirking, obviously enjoying watching me struggle.
 
   I instantly blushed, ashamed. “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I swallowed. How long had he been watching me?
 
   “And you wonder why I bound you,” he chuckled, sipping his coffee. “What were you going to do, Madison? Free yourself? Let yourself grow? Touch yourself? Play with yourself? Stroke yourself? I told you, sissy, that’s not where you find your pleasure.”
 
   “M…Mr. Morgan, please,” I moaned.
 
   “I’m not untying you, Madison.”
 
   I closed my eyes, sighed, pulled at the bonds, but they held. I finally opened my eyes, looked at him, at his muscular chest, his arms, his hands. “P…please,” I said, not saying more, simply implying it with my eyes.
 
   He understood, though, laughed. “Me? You want me to help you?”
 
   “Please,” I said again.
 
   “You want me to untuck it, sissy? You want me to let it grow? And what? Touch it? Stroke it? Jerk it?”
 
   No. 
 
   No.
 
   No!
 
   Every part of me screamed no. 
 
   “Please,” I whispered.
 
   “You want a man to touch your little penis, sissy?”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered again, ashamed, “please…”
 
   “A woman never made you cum, sissy, so you want a man to, instead?”
 
   I blushed. A man? No I didn’t want a man to do any of that, no I didn’t want a man to make me cum! “Yes,” I whispered again.
 
   He stood, set his coffee down, folded the paper carefully, sat on the bed next to me, grinned. “First you beg for cock, sissy, then you beg for a man to touch you…and yet you keep telling me you like girls.”
 
   “I do,” I said, tugged at the bonds again, “I…I really do.”
 
   “Tell me later, Madison, tell me when your mouth is full of my cock.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan” I started to yelp, but stopped when the hand holding the paper touched my inner thigh, his name turned into a moan.
 
   “Oh, you do want it, don’t you,” he said. “Here’s the thing, Madison, I’m not into masculine boys and I’m certainly not into men. I too like girls, and when I play with boys, I like them like I like my girls—gender doesn’t matter, looks do—I love boys and girls that look a certain way. Pretty, very feminine, even hyper-feminine, tender, submissive, soft. I’m going to rewire your brain, Madison, like I have been since the moment you got here. I’m going to make you forget everything about being a boy and teach you to look and act like a girl. A soft, pretty girl, hyper feminine girl.”
 
   His hand moved effortlessly across the nylon, was perched an inch from my trapped penis. “Please,” I moaned again, desperate to be touched, to be freed, to be fondled.
 
   He chuckled. “The thing about sissies, Madison, is that this,” he tapped the paper against my crotch, “this thing, a sissy’s clit, should never be hard, never, ever. Erections are for men, Madison, not for sissy girls. So a sissy’s clit should be soft, always soft, always. Soft and feminine, always feminine. I don’t care how excited she gets, a sissy must learn to experience sexual pleasure while soft, she must learn to give sexual pleasure while soft, she must learn how to make love while soft, she must learn how to submit and serve while soft. Everything while soft, Madison, always soft.” He flipped the paper while he talked, touched me gently between my legs again and a moan escaped my lips.
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I said, breathing heavily, hyper sexualized even tucked and trapped. 
 
   “You want me to untuck it, Madison, I get that, but I won’t, because it will grow. You need to learn to stay soft, to sustain limpness no matter what, no matter how turned on you are, no matter how badly you think you need it.” He leaned close and I could smell him, his masculinity, his sexuality, his power. “You’re not a man, Madison,” he whispered in my ear, “you never were. You’re not even a boy, either. I want you to learn to be soft, limp. Erections are for men, Madison, never for sissies. A sissy’s clit should never grow, Madison, never. Are we clear.”
 
   “H…how?”
 
   “You’ll learn,” he said, as if that meant anything, “you’ll learn.”
 
   “But…but I don’t know if…If I can.””
 
   “You’ll learn, Madison, trust me. And I’ll help you.”
 
   “You…you will?” I asked shaking.
 
   “Of course, little sissy, don’t worry, I’ll train you, I’ll help you, I promise, little girl, I promise.”
 
   “H…how?” I asked again.
 
   “You’ll see, sissy, you’ll see,” he said as he untied me so I could use the bathroom. 
 
   “No touching,” he reminded me as I stood.
 
   “How am I supposed to…”
 
   “Like a girl, Madison. Pull your hose down, it will grow for now, you have permission, then sit, wait for it to soften, pee, dab it dry, pull your hose up…you can touch it just enough to tuck it again between your legs.” He went back and sat at the foot of the bed and read the paper while I peed.
 
   But it wouldn’t shrink, not at first. It did when I sat to pee, but it immediately swelled again and I couldn’t tuck it. So he directed be back to the bed, tied my hands back over my head, and told me we’d wait. 
 
   It took half an hour, but I finally shrank and he set the paper down, untied me once again, and let me tuck it so we could have breakfast.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   He didn’t let me dress, insisted I remain in lingerie for breakfast, the babydoll and panties. I was self conscious now, so many thoughts going through my head. Self conscious at the lingerie I wore, self conscious at what I’d done, self conscious of him looking at me, self conscious when I looked at him, self conscious every time we even lightly brushed against one another in the kitchen. 
 
   What did I do? Why did I do it? And why do I want to do it again???
 
   Every time I looked at him I blushed, unsure where to let my eyes rest, on his bare chest or lower. When we sat, I finally decided to look down, submissively, if only to avoid his knowing, judging eyes. We sat in silence for several minutes while he drank his coffee, finally cleared his throat. “You’re ashamed.”
 
   I looked up, quickly looked away. “I…I…” I couldn’t finish my thought, he was right, I blushed, felt an urge to flee.
 
   “It’s natural, Madison,” he said, “the conflict…the desire for a man…the shame for what you did. You’re confused, you think you like girls but inside you crave a man.”
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan, I…I never…I didn’t…”
 
   “I know,” he said, held his hand up, silenced me, took another sip of coffee, stood and walked around the table. I turned to watch him but he snapped his fingers. “Eyes forward,” he said as he walked behind me. 
 
   I sensed him, close to me but not touching, I could all but feel him, was afraid. “It’s wrong, isn’t it? In your mind? To do what you did, to want what you wanted. It’s wrong to want a man.”
 
   “Y…yes,” I whispered, feeling the shame well up inside me, shame made worse by the continuing desire.
 
   “But you couldn’t help it, could you? Sissies never can. They tell themselves it’s wrong but they do it, again and again, over and over. Every time telling themselves that will be the last time, but knowing that’s a lie.”
 
   “W…why?” I asked.
 
   “Because they want to submit, Madison, because sissy girls like you need to submit.”
 
   “But…but I like…”
 
   “Girls?” he laughed. “I get that, Madison, I do…you don’t just like them, you love them…but no girl will have you, you know that, you’ve always known that, you always will. Of course you like girls, Madison, but your path isn’t to find sexual satisfaction with women, your path is to find satisfaction acting and living like a woman. As a sissy girl. Your path is to please a man.”
 
   “What do you want from me?” I asked.
 
   He laughed. “Three things, Madison. I want your maleness, I want your submission, and I want your obedience.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I half moaned, “I…I don’t know…”
 
   “You know, Madison, you know. After last night, you know.” He leaned forward and I felt him pressing against my shoulders; he was erect, throbbing, and the half moan turned to a full moan, an admission, a surrender. “Are you soft?” he asked pushing against me, reaching down, touching my bare arms.
 
   “Y…yes,” I said and I was, soft, throbbing, but tucked, trapped. “B…barely.” Thank god for the pantyhose, as my penis was trying so hard to swell, to become erect.
 
   “I want you to stay that way,” he said. “Not just now, Madison, not just today, always. I mean it, sissies do not have erections, men do, sissies are soft, limp, feminine.”
 
   “I…I’ll try,” I said, just thinking about being soft aroused me.
 
   “Erections are for men, Madison,” he said emphasizing the word by pressing into me, “never for sissies. Never.”
 
   I swallowed. “But I…I mean…how…can’t I…”
 
   “Sissies DO NOT touch themselves like that,” he said quite firmly. 
 
   “But…”
 
   “Madison,” he softened, sat again. “You’re conflicted, sissies always are, you feel the pull of femininity, but that fights the anchor of your biological sex. If a sissy masturbates, if a sissy orgasms like a male, she lets one win over the other, destroying the feminine in favor of the masculine. And a sissy must never let masculine win over feminine. Never. Ever. The feminine always wins, every time. Feminine first, feminine always”
 
   “But…”
 
   “It’s biology, at the core, chemicals, hormones. The trouble is most sissies can’t help themselves—they’re simply compulsive masturbators. When they’re dressed in pretty lingerie, everything feminine, they can’t help but touching themselves as feelings of femininity wash over them. It’s ironic, for in a way a sissy is mentally making love to itself, making love to the only woman who would ever touch it.”
 
   “That…that’s bad?”
 
   “Yes…well mostly, though not entirely,” he smiled. “What’s bad, however, is what follows. Once a sissy has done that, once she has touched herself like a man would, once she has emptied her sticky fluids into her pretty panties, she instantly no longer experiences the arousal of being feminine and she feels shame. Arousal and ecstasy are replaced with shame and self-loathing and she suddenly wants nothing to do with being feminine, a feeling that can last for days or weeks. At this point, a sissy quite literally hates herself. That, unfortunately, leads many sissies to depression. And worse.”
 
   “So…so if I…touch…touch myself…”
 
   “You can come to hate yourself, Madison, for no reason, of course, because this is what’s natural. That’s why this…your sissy state, is your natural state, and why that,” he looked down, “must stay soft, that’s why it—and you—must stay like this, stay a sissy. That’s your natural state. Feminized, soft, submissive. This is how you’re meant to be. Always.”
 
   Always? But how was I supposed to… “I…I can never…you know…” I asked.
 
   He smiled. “No, not quite, Madison. You can, just never like a boy, never like a man. Never. Not ever.”
 
   I felt my penis twitch, wondered just how I was ever going to accomplish this, let alone even aspire to it. “I…I don’t know if I can,” I blurted out.
 
   “You can if you want to, Madison.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “I’ll help.”
 
   “H…how?”
 
   “First, do you want to? Do you accept this is your natural state? Is this what you aspire to? This feeling you have right now?”
 
   I swallowed, felt what he said, the strong pull towards the feminine, the surrender of anything masculine inside me at the same time I felt the tingling of sexual excitement, not towards women, but towards men. “I…”
 
   “Is this what you want? To surrender your masculinity, to accept Madison, to give up masculine for feminine?”
 
   I looked down, swallowed, nodded. “Y…Yes,” I said.
 
   “Erasure of manhood and masculinity from your psyche?”
 
   “Y…yes.”
 
   “No erections?”
 
   “N…no,” I mumbled, skeptical.
 
   “Say it,” he instructed me.
 
   “No…no erections,” I said, hardly able to look him in the eyes.
 
   “No masturbating?”
 
   “N…no,” I said again, afraid.
 
   “Say it, Madison,” he said.
 
   “No masturbating,” I said.
 
   “No cumming like a boy, ever again.”
 
   “No, cumming like a boy, ever,” I said softly, remorseful. 
 
   “Experiencing sexuality from a place of softness?”
 
   “Y…yes.” I looked up at him, just as quickly looked down when he stood, went to a cabinet.
 
   “What…what’s that?” I asked when he set a box before me.
 
   “How I can help you.”
 
   I opened the box, inside was a velvet bag and a package of pills. “I…I don’t understand,” I said.
 
   He sat, smiled, reached for the box. “One is to help now, the other for the long term.”
 
   “I…I still don’t…”
 
   He touched the package of pills. “Hormones for the long term,” he said.
 
   “H…hormones.”
 
   “They introduce natural feminine characteristics to a boy,” he said, “sensitizing and enhancing things up there while minimizing things down there.”
 
   I wrinkled my nose, then understood his meaning. “Breasts?”
 
   He smiled. “It takes awhile and small ones, but yes, breast tissue develops, then breasts. In fact, see it as an inverse relationship, the smaller you are down there, the bigger you’ll get up there. They do more, of course, soften the skin, for instance, other things, but they’ll help control that thing.”
 
   “How…you’re not a doctor…don’t…”
 
   “Money buys many things,” he laughed. “We’ll see a doctor, of course, but these will get you started.”
 
   “Don’t…don’t people get…evaluated?”
 
   “They often do,” he said, picking up the packet, popping one pill out. “Twice a day, morning and night.” He set the pill on the table between us.
 
   “What…what’s that?” I asked looking at the other thing, the bag, stalling.
 
   “That’s for when you misbehave.”
 
   “M…misbehave?”
 
   “If you let your clit grow. If you touch it. If you’re naughty.”
 
   “I…I don’t understand,” I said.
 
   He smiled, picked up the bag, undid the drawstring, and dumped the contents onto the table. A pink tube, no more than two inches in length, open on one end, closed on the other; a pink ring, mostly round; and a small brass key.
 
   “I…I don’t understand,” I said again, still confused.
 
   “It’s a chastity cage, Madison, it goes around your clit so you can’t swell or grow.”
 
   “That…that goes on my…on my…”
 
   “Clit,” he grinned. “Go ahead and say it.”
 
   I swallowed again. “That goes on…on my clit?” I stumbled over the word.
 
   “Clit, Madison. Sissy’s have sissy clits. And yes, it does.”
 
   “What…why is there a key?”
 
   “It locks,” he said as if that should have been obvious.
 
   “It…it locks?”
 
   “Of course it locks,” he laughed. “A chastity cage isn’t very effective if a sissy can take it off whenever she wants.”
 
   “Who…who has the key?” I asked softly, as if that wasn’t obvious.
 
   “Whomever a sissy belongs to, Madison, whomever a sissy serves, whomever decides she needs to be punished and have her sissy clit locked away safe and secure.”
 
   “Y…you?” I swallowed.
 
   “In your case, yes, of course, as you belong to me.”
 
   Suddenly, as if they were not the night before, things became painfully real. Belong to him? I was supposed to belong to him? And I did so by letting him lock my penis…my clit…and by taking hormones? “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I started to say.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I…how…how long…”
 
   His eyes narrowed, but he smiled. “A man doesn’t discuss release with his sissy, Madison, she must learn that to be a sissy means she gives no thought to the little thing between her legs.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “You belong to me, Madison, ergo, that belongs to me as well, not you…to me.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “I want you soft, Madison, soft and feminine. Remember, erections are for men, never sissies. The hormones will help, in time, but you need to learn, Madison, and if you don’t, if you misbehave, I’ll make sure you don’t do that again. Regardless, tucked, untucked, locked, one way or another, that is going to remain soft.”
 
   “I…”
 
   “Touch yourself, and it goes on. Grow, and it goes on. It’s simple. And once on, it doesn’t come off until I decide.” I looked up at him thinking he was crazy, thinking there was no way I’d let him do that to me, no way I’d let anyone lock me up. “You’re thinking you’d never allow that,” he chuckled.
 
   “I…I…” I stammered, ashamed he read my mind, ashamed at my thoughts.
 
   “You will, sissy, you will.  Trust me, if you misbehave, you’ll not only allow it, you’ll beg me to lock you.”
 
   “But…but Mr. Morgan…”
 
   “Soft, Madison, it stays soft. Don’t ever forget, just because you were born with a penis doesn’t mean your sissy clit belongs to you and it doesn’t mean you’ll ever use it.” He looked at the pill sitting on the table. I swallowed, started to reach for it, but he snapped his fingers, stopped me. “Ask.”
 
   “Ask?”
 
   “Ask,” he said. ”Learning to stay soft is a gift I’m giving you; it’s the opportunity to have your femininity enhanced, to truly learn that you can be aroused like a woman. So ask.”
 
   I swallowed again, terrified, but too excited to stop. “P…please,” I said.
 
   “Who do you serve, Madison?”
 
   “Y…you,” I said looking in his eyes.
 
   “Open,” he said, picking up the small pill, and I did, opened my mouth, tilted my head back like a baby bird as he set the pill in my mouth, closed it, waited until I swallowed. “It takes time physiologically, usually months, for the physical changes. And they’re slow, but they’ll happen—softer skin; tender, small breasts; redistribution of fat into a feminine pattern. Psychologically, though, you’ll feel them sooner.” He touched my lips his fingers, opened my mouth slightly, pushed two fingers in my mouth. 
 
   I looked at him, wanted to say something, wanted to disagree, wanted to be afraid, maybe to flee, but instead I allowed him to put his fingers in my mouth, sucked them. 
 
   “Who do you belong to?” he asked.
 
   I just kept sucking his fingers instead, let me eyes do the talking; I looked down, then up at him.
 
   “Yes,” he smiled, knowing the question, “yes. It belongs to me because you belong to me. I’ll use it, I promise. Your mouth first though, Madison, this first.” 
 
   I was sucking now, like I sucked him the night before, giving a blow job to his fingers instead of his cock. “Another reason a sissy’s clit should be soft,” he smiled, “a sissy who does not touch herself is much more motivated to please her master. And that’s a valuable lesson; your pleasure comes from this,” he looked at my mouth, “not from your sissy clit.”
 
   I felt myself throbbing, felt my penis swollen, pushing against the hose, desperate for release—release to grow, release to cum. I looked at his bare, muscular chest, lower, leaned forward slightly, and he understood. “So eager,” he laughed and pulled back. “But not now, sissy, not now.”
 
   “But…but can’t I…” I stopped myself, realized what I was about to say, blushed.
 
   “So much for liking girls, huh?” he chuckled.
 
   “I…I do like girls,” I insisted.
 
   “Like I said, tell me that later, Madison, when that pretty mouth of yours if full of cock.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan!”
 
   “You’ll learn, all sissies do, what they really crave. Now up with you, you need to shower and dress, we’re going out.”
 
   “Out? Out where?”
 
   “To the mall…there’s something I want to get you, something else that will help.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   An hour later, I looked at myself in the mirror, concerned at what I saw. I was wearing a pair of light blue denim, low rise, high cut shorts over a pair of tight pink panties that all but made my penis disappear. My top was a pink, sleeveless crop top with a scoop neck and back that with the shorts, left several inches of my stomach exposed. My legs were long and on display thanks to ankle tie espadrille wedges.
 
   But what concerned me wasn’t the feminine clothing, it was how it made me look. Feminine, yes, as emasculated as I could be, but the problem was, on anything more than a glance, anyone could tell I was a boy dressed as a girl. Without makeup, without longer hair, and especially flat chested, 
 
   “Well don’t you look adorable,” Mr. Morgan said walking up behind me, watching me watch myself in the mirror.
 
   “I look…I mean…I’m not very…”
 
   He interrupted me with a smile, “You look exactly how I want you to look, Madison.”
 
   “But…I…you can tell…I mean…”
 
   “One of the problems with training a sissy is being careful that she don’t start thinking she’s actually a woman,” he said walking towards me. 
 
   “But you said…I was supposed to be pretty…like a girl…”
 
   “Just as being born male does not make one a man,” he said, “dressing as a girl does not make one a woman.”
 
   “But I thought…I mean…I thought you wanted…you know…me to be feminine.”
 
   “Oh, I do, Madison, but that doesn’t make you a woman. I don’t want my sissy to forget what she was born…I don’t want you being a male, either, but don’t think you’re actually a woman. Even when you dress like one, act like one, don’t ever forget you’re a feminized boy. That’s the essence of a sissy.”
 
   “But…but people will…”
 
   “Stare? Likely. Laugh? Possibly. That’s a natural reaction seeing an emasculated little thing like you.”
 
   I blushed deeply. “Mr. Morgan,” I complained.
 
   He put his finger his lips, telling me to stop talking. “You’ll be embarrassed, Madison, you should be, any male dressed like this should be ashamed. But when people stare or snicker, I want you to remember your role.”
 
   “P…people will think I…that I’m…”
 
   “A cock sucking sissy?” he suggested.
 
   “Mr. Morgan!” I exclaimed, shocked.
 
   “A faggot?”
 
   “Mr. Morgan, please,” I begged.
 
   “They’ll be right, won’t they?”
 
   “No…I…I like…”
 
   “Don’t say it,” he warned me.
 
   “But I…I do, I mean…”
 
   “Are you a sissy?” he interrupted.
 
   “Yes, but…”
 
   “Did you suck cock?”
 
   “Mr. Morgan!”
 
   “Did you suck cock, Madison? It’s a simple question, did you willingly suck cock? Did you beg?”
 
   “I…”
 
   “Answer me.”
 
   “Yes, but…”
 
   “So they’ll be right, won’t they? You’re a cock sucking sissy?”
 
   “But…”
 
   “Won’t they?”
 
   “I…I…”
 
   He leaned toward my ear, whispered. “Think about this, Madison, given the choice between making love to a woman or sucking my cock, which one would you do right now? Because you’re answer to that tells you what you are.”
 
   I was shaking, because I knew my answer, knew it too well, and that shamed me.
 
   “Which?” he demanded.
 
   “Y…you,” I finally said.
 
   “You what?” he asked.
 
   “I…I’d suck your cock,” I said, feeling the twitching between my legs.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   The good thing was not everyone looked at me—those people with their faces in their phones never looked up, never noticed me, never questioned.
 
   But those that did looked at me and reacted. 
 
   As we entered the mall, a group of three teenage girls did a double take, looked back, snickered amongst themselves. Two college age guys were inside the door and stared; one started to say something, but Mr. Morgan, who was a step to my side, came closer, put his hand on my shoulder marking me as his, and the guy kept his mouth closed. 
 
   “You’ll want to be more feminine if you’re out by yourself, of course,” he said comforting me. “You can pass, you will pass, in fact.”
 
   He took me to a high end department store, walked past the perfume and makeup counters with a promise that he’d have Violet over to help. We went past purses and headed for the jewelry department, where a middle aged woman gave us a hard look but a welcoming smile when Mr. Morgan told her he’d like to look at some things for his friend.
 
   “Did you have something in mind?” she asked neutrally, “somewhere to start?”
 
   “Yes, actually,” he said, “I’d like to get her some chokers.”
 
   “Oh,” the saleswoman raised an eyebrow at Mr. Morgan’s directness.
 
   “Almost like a collar,” he said to her, “to remind a new girl of her place.”
 
   My eyes were as wide as the saleswoman’s, but she recovered first, presumably thinking of her commission. “We have a number of styles,” she said, “is there a material or price range you want to stay in?”
 
   “No,” he said, “cost isn’t an issue, what’s important is how it looks and how it makes her feel.” That certainly lit her eyes.
 
   She started with a thin, white gold choker, unadorned, fastened it around my neck. Mr. Morgan nodded. “Classic, we’ll take it,” he said not bothering to ask the price. “How about something a bit wider,” he said, “perhaps that.” He’d pointed to a black choker, an inch wide, with a small pendant. She took it out, fastened the velvet satin around my neck. 
 
   “It’s catching,” she said.
 
   Mr. Morgan lowered his mouth to my ear, whispered. “Think of it like a collar, Madison,” he said. “When you see a cat or a dog with a collar, you instantly know they belong to someone. This is the same, to remind you that you belong to me.” He looked up at the saleswoman. “We’ll take it…how about that?” He pointed to a lavender velvet choker with a polished silver heart ring accent. “Or that?” He now pointed to a hot pink, faux leather choker with a polished O-ring and a lobster clasp closure. “Or that, too?” A white satin and O-ring necklace. 
 
   The saleswoman had quickly lost any sense of discomfort, turned to gather his selections. “I like the rings,” he said softly, but loud enough the saleswoman could hear, “things could be attached to them.”
 
   “T…things?”
 
   “Like that,” he pointed to one with a six inch silver pendant, “or longer still.” I followed his eyes to a long chain, thought if it attached to one of the necklaces he’d pointed to.
 
   “That…that’s like…like a…”
 
   “A leash,” he said softly, touching my leg. “Exactly.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I swallowed.
 
   “Who do you belong to, Madison.”
 
   “Y…you,” I answered at once.
 
   “To me, of course to me.” He bought what must have been a dozen necklaces, all choker styles, some fresh and hip, some classic and appropriate for work, enough I assumed I’d be wearing them every day. One he didn’t have her box and bag, but instead had her leave it on my neck, a denim hoop pendant choker that brought home the feelings he intended, submission, ownership, servitude.
 
   We ate lunch at a small sushi restaurant and he watched me eat with a smile. “What?” I asked at one point after eating a piece of tuna. 
 
   “I like watching your mouth, that’s all,” he said making me blush yet again, “and I’m picturing it with the necklace with a chain, one end attached to your pretty neck, one end in my hand, your mouth going where I direct it.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I swallowed carefully. “You…you’re…”
 
   “On your knees…hand clasped…no…bound behind you.”
 
   My eyes were wide, I glanced around, but there was no one near us.
 
   “You understand, don’t you Madison?”
 
   “Un…understand?”
 
   “You belong to me, you’ll serve me, you’ll obey me.”
 
   “But…I…bound? Like…like bondage?”
 
   “Bound, Madison, like bondage. When I want vanilla sex, I find a nice woman, take her to dinner, make love to her after, cuddle, talk. I treat her like a princess.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “I can treat a sissy like that, and now and then you’ll find yourself in such a situation with me…wined and dined, treated like a lady, taken softly and tenderly. But I can…I want…I need other things from a sissy, too.”
 
   “What…what other things?” I asked softly, trying to keep my voice even.
 
   “I need to treat her like a wanton whore. I need make her say and do things she never imagined she would. I need to make her beg to do do things, to have things done to her. I need to punish her, bind her, make her beg.”
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan…I…I don’t know…”
 
   “You’re throbbing, Madison,” he said and he was right, I was swollen, even trapped, excited. “Throbbing.”
 
   “I…I…”
 
   “Who do you belong to, Madison?”
 
   “Y…you,” I answered.
 
   “Who do you serve, Madison?”
 
   “Y…you,” I said again.
 
   “And who’s bed will you beg to be allowed to share, Madison?”
 
   “Y…yours,” I said.
 
   “Are you throbbing, Madison?” he asked, cherishing himself.
 
   I looked away, but nodded. 
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Mr. Morgan left me home alone that afternoon, said he wouldn’t be home until after dinner. “What do you want me to do?” I asked him when he left.
 
   He grinned, told me it was what I was forbidden from doing that I should worry about.
 
   “Forbidden?” I asked, confused for a moment.
 
   “That,” he looked down between my legs, “unless you want it locked up, but then all you need to do is ask.”
 
   “No, I…I’ll be okay,” I said, hoping that was true.
 
   He wasn’t gone but ten or twenty minutes when the doorbell rang. I answered the door, surprised. “V…Violet,” I said when I saw his friend. She was wearing a low cut floral romper with a halter top, nude heels, was pulling a rolling bag behind her as she came in uninvited. “Mr…Mr. Morgan isn’t here,” I said, staring at her legs and ass as she walked by me. As I said, Violet wasn’t as thin as I was, but her feminine curves were something any male—masculine or sissy—would stare at.
 
   “Duh,” she smiled, “he wanted me to come over and do you while he was gone.”
 
   “D…do me?” I said, mouth wide. “But…”
 
   She saw the surprise on my face, smiled. “Aren’t you the sweetest thing,” she said setting the bag upright and walking towards me. “I forgot you liked girls, too. Do your makeup, Madison, your make up, not that!”
 
   “I…I know,” I stammered, an obvious lie.
 
   “As cute as you are, Madison, I’m pretty sure Mr. Morgan wouldn’t want me touching you like that.”
 
   “I didn’t…I mean…I don’t…”
 
   “You don’t like girls?”
 
   “No…I mean…yes…Violet!”
 
   She laughed. “I’m teasing you, Madison, come on, let’s go to your room and we can get started.”
 
   Get started meant getting started on basic and intermediate makeup techniques. She worked with me on foundation, eye makeup, the differences between light and heavy to set different moods, and taught me some of the gentle touches she used to get makeup just right.
 
   “Madison,” she said at one point, “you’re not paying attention.”
 
   “I…I am,” I lied, looked up in the mirror.
 
   She stepped back, turned me towards her, bit her lip. “Don’t be jealous, Madison.”
 
   “J…jealous?”
 
   “Of my breasts,” she put her hands on her hips.
 
   “I…I’m not,” I said.
 
   “Of course you are,” she insisted. “I don’t blame you…when I was a teen, I was jealous of every woman that had a full chest, couldn’t wait till mine grew.”
 
   I looked down, blushed. She knew!
 
   She touched my face. “It’s going to take time, Madison, but I can help for now.”
 
   “I don’t understand,” I said honestly.
 
   “You’re a virgin…but you’ve never even touched a woman’s breasts,” she said, all but an accusation.
 
   I looked down again, started to lie, knew she’d know I was lying, so answered truthfully instead. “N…no.”
 
   “When mine started growing, one of my girlfriend’s moms let me touch hers…to feel what it was like. It was obvious I was curious…all of us were.”
 
   “I…I don’t…what do you mean…was she…did she like girls?”
 
   Violet laughed. “Probably, right? But she didn’t make a move…I’ve often wondered, though…regardless, it was probably innocent…but I didn’t complain.”
 
   “No?”
 
   “I wanted to feel what it was like so badly,” she said, “to know what it was like to reach down and have actual breasts.”
 
   “So…so she had you touch them?”
 
   “That makes it sound like I groped her, but it wasn’t like that.”
 
   “What…what did she do?” I asked, mouth dry.
 
   “Well she didn’t want me to just reach out and touch them like I was a stupid virgin,” she said with a laugh, looking at me. “Sorry,” she said. “Anyway, I wasn’t copping a feel, it was like…she wanted me to feel what it felt like to have breasts, not what it felt like to play with another woman’s breasts.”
 
   “H…how?” I managed to ask.
 
   “Well she…she had me sit,” she said looking at me, “and she turned around and sat on my lap.” Violet moved as she described the actions, did what she said the woman did, sat on my lap. “You’re not going to feel someone else, she said, you’re going to imagine they’re yours. And then she took my hands…”
 
   “Ohhhhh,” I gasped as Violet reached over, put my hands in hers, brought them to her chest, and I realized she wasn’t wearing a bra, that the only thing between her breasts and my hands was the thin fabric of her romper. Of course she’s not wearing a bra, you fool, look at her bare back.
 
   “Cup them,” she said, “feel the weight, firm but soft.”
 
   “V…Violet…”
 
   “I know you say you like girls, Madison…”
 
   “I…I do,” I insisted.
 
   “Hmmm,” she said, “but you belong to him…”
 
   “I…I…”
 
   “It doesn’t matter,” she said softly, “my point is don’t think about fondling a woman’s breasts, don’t think about it sexually, think of what it will be like when you have breasts.”
 
   “V…Violet,” I shifted in the chair, felt a dull pain between my legs as my penis tried but failed to grow erect, as blood flowing had nowhere to go. “I…I…”
 
   “It’s tucked, isn’t it? It won’t grow.”
 
   “What???”
 
   “Your little penis…there’s no way to wear shorts like that without tucking it.”
 
   “You…you know…”
 
   “About tucking? Seriously, Madison, do you think you’re the first sissy I’ve helped? As long as you tucked it, it won’t grow. Did you? Tuck it well? Nice and tight?”
 
   “Y…yes, but…”
 
   “Then you won’t be misbehaving, Madison,” she said as she held her hands against mine, held them on her breasts. 
 
   “You…you know…”
 
   She chuckled again. “I know men like Mr. Morgan have rules for sissies, Madison, and I know one of them has to do with staying soft, right?”
 
   “Y…yes,” I mumbled.
 
   She turned as she made my hands fondle her, whispered in my ear. “Erections are for men, isn’t that what he told you?”
 
   “Violet,” I said, dizzy, “I…I like girls…”
 
   “It’s okay to like men, too, Madison…that’s what I guess I’m trying to say…it’s okay to want breasts, to want to be pretty, to want to be with a man…to submit to a man. Don’t over think it.”
 
   “But…but I…”
 
   “It’s okay, really. No do you want to feel my breasts or not? Without waiting for them to grow?” Before I could answer, she slipped my hands into her romper, underneath the fabric, onto her bare breasts. “Do you want breasts, Madison? Breasts of your own to touch?”
 
   “Yes,” I gasped, stunned I was holding a woman’s breasts.
 
   “Wait there,” she said standing, bending down, opening her large case. 
 
   “What’s that?” I asked when she stood up holding a white bra kind of awkwardly. 
 
   “A bra, duh…you’re worn them, haven’t you? This is kind of old fashioned, a bullet bra.”
 
   “No…I mean yes…it…it looks different.”
 
   She smiled. “It is, Madison, take your top off, I’m going to give you breasts.”
 
   I eyed her. “I’ve worn a push up bra,” I said, “it moved things but didn’t really…”
 
   “This isn’t a push up bra,” she interrupted, all but giggled. “Go on, take your top off, please…and hold your arms out.”
 
   I sighed, did as she asked. She walked up to me, still holding the bra carefully, put my arms in the straps, and pulled the bra to my chest. I saw and felt why the bra was different immediately, felt the weight of it, weight similar to Violet’s breasts, saw the same through the sheer fabric—breasts. “Fuck, Violet!”
 
   “It’s a pocket bullet bra, Madison, with breast forms…made for mastectomy patients, but co-opted by crossdressers and the transgendered. And sissies, of course.”
 
   “Violet, they…they look like breasts,” I stammered. 
 
   “And feel like them, too. These are medical grade silicone, made to mimic the feel, weight, texture…hell…everything about a woman’s breasts.”
 
   Without thinking I reached up and cupped them, gasped. “Violet!”
 
   “Everything, Madison,” she said. “They’ll even warm to your skin.”
 
   “They…they’re heavy,” I said, adjusting my shoulders.
 
   “What women go through,” she chuckled. 
 
   “Fuck, Violet, I…I look like…” I couldn’t say it because I didn’t quite look it, didn’t quite look like a woman. The breasts got me much of the way there, the makeup too. But with short hair, I looked like…something in between the two worlds…and she knew what I meant.
 
   “You do, Madison, with the right makeup and hair, you’d pass easily as a girl…and sometimes he’ll want that.”
 
   “And…and other times?”
 
   “Other times, Madison, the rest of the time, he’ll want you to be his sissy.”
 
   “Violet,” I started to say, “I…I’m just so confused.”
 
   “Of course you are, I get that…you really do like girls, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes,” I swallowed, staring at her breasts again.
 
   “I know it’s hard to accept, Madison, but girls…well…”
 
   “Girls don’t like sissies,” I said with some scorn.
 
   “Not like that, no,” she said. “I mean, if you’re asking me to be honest. It’s weird, I know…boys like you would do anything for a woman, anything she asked, in the bedroom or otherwise. But that’s the paradox of it, Madison, boys like you are always, ‘what do you want to do’ or ‘where do you want to go to dinner’ or worst, in the bedroom, ‘can I do this’ or ‘do you want to do this,’ or the worst, ‘was it good for you?’ We don’t want to date boys that are weak and indecisive, we don’t want to fuck boys that are worried whether they’re pleasing us. Ironically, the best sex comes from a man that doesn’t care about how it is for a woman, the best sex is with a man that just takes a woman, just fucks her, the best sex is animalistic, rough, primal.”
 
   “Jesus….”
 
   “Yea,” she laughed. 
 
   “I…I just always wanted…”
 
   “To be with a woman?”
 
   “Yes,” I said. “I mean…I was never…I never thought…I’m not…g…you know…”
 
   “Gay?” she asked, adjusting the bra and the breast forms. “Does that feel good?”
 
   “Yes,” I answered.
 
   “You can like a man, Madison, and still like women.”
 
   “But…but I…I didn’t…I mean…I don’t like…you know…”
 
   “Madison,” she scolded me. “Don’t lie to me…and don’t lie to yourself.”
 
   “What did he tell you?” I demanded.
 
   “Nothing,” she folded her arms. “He wouldn’t…nor would he have to…you’re a sissy living with a man…it’s kind of assumed.”
 
   “I…we…”
 
   She leaned over, whispered in my ear. “All sissies fantasize about, Madison.”
 
   “It?” I asked, confused.
 
   She smiled. “Cock,” she said.
 
   “Violet!”
 
   “Deny it, then,” she said.
 
   “Violet,” I mumbled.
 
   “Deny it,” she challenged me.
 
   “I like girls,” I fell back yet again to what I thought was a place of refuge, but was really a rocky, unsafe harbor.
 
   She laughed. “Tell yourself that the next time you’ve got his cock in your mouth, sweetie.”
 
   “Violet, it…I don’t…I mean…he…he told you I…”
 
   “Sucked his cock? Nope…again…deny it if you didn’t.” I looked down, face red, no denial forthcoming. “There’s some matching things for the bra, want to try them?”
 
   “Violet…”
 
   “You can like girls and still serve him, Madison,” she said, “honestly. You’re free to like girls even while serving a man.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “It’s perfectly normal for a pretty boy to want to serve a man…most think about it all the time once they’re emasculated and feminized…it’s like a damn breaks. Do you want to stop? Or do you want to try the other things on, too? You’ll look super cute for him.”
 
   I frowned. “The…the other things,” I mumbled almost too soft for her to hear.
 
   “Well panties first,” she took a pair of white panties from the suitcase and holding them up. They were full cut briefs, sheer on the sides and back with a nylon front insert. “These are brief style, the high waist slims your waist, the front panel smooths everything, keeps everything safely tucked and hidden away.” She saw my blush, smiled. 
 
   “He…he said…”
 
   “No erections?” My blush deepened. “Well he’s right, isn’t he? A bulge is kind of unseemly for a sissy? Even if she’s small down there.”
 
   “I…I try…”
 
   “Undress…do it quickly,” she said, but I wasn’t quick enough and as soon as my penis was free, blood rushed into it.
 
   “Madison!”
 
   “I…I can’t help it,” I said. She stared at me, giggled. “What?”
 
   “It…it’s so cute…I’m sorry, I know what he said, but it’s adorable.”
 
   “R…really?” I asked looking at her breasts.
 
   “Well not like that!” she said laughing. “Trust me, not exactly what a woman fantasizes about sliding inside her. Well, make it go away, you need to get it tucked.”
 
   “I…I’m trying” I said, thinking of anything I could that wasn’t sexual, not succeeding at all.
 
   She sighed. “Fuck…I’ll help…”
 
   “You…you will?” I asked, eyes wide, fantasize spinning out of control in my mind, imagining her touching me.
 
   “Madison,” she scolded me again. “Not that, ewwww…I’ll get a bag of ice.” Five minutes later the swelling was gone and my shriveled penis was tucked away, held firmly by the panties. “Much better,” she said, going back to her bag.
 
   “That…that’s a garter belt,” I said when she help up the next garment. It wasn’t something one saw at Victoria’s Secret, what she held was wider, more sturdy, had three garters per side, looked like it did a job and did it well, yet it was still incredibly sexy.
 
   “Best thing for holding up stockings,” she said fastening it around my waist. 
 
   “St…stockings…”
 
   “No better way to seduce a man,” she smiled.
 
   “S…seduce? But…but I…I don’t…I mean…”
 
   “This is what makes sissies so irresistible,” she said.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “The innocence. I don’t want to seduce him,” she said, mocking me. “Really? You can’t stop thinking about seducing him!”
 
   I thought back to the night on the couch, realized that was exactly what I was doing, whether I wanted to or not. “But…”
 
   “I didn’t mean to seduce you, Mr. Morgan, I just wanted to look pretty for you.”
 
   “Violet, it…it’s not like that…I mean…I…I just…I just like to look pretty.”
 
   “Then just look pretty tonight, Madison, don’t seduce him, just look pretty and see where things go from there.”
 
   A distinction that wasn’t going to matter, later. She finished dressing me, more than making me look pretty, making me look seductive. The white lingerie was paired with nude, nylon stockings, white strappy heels. I wore a short, pink chiffon robe, not wedding night virginal, but innocent, seductive. She fastened a pink ribbon choker necklace around my neck, pink and white lace gloves on my hands with white ribbons she tied in bows. Except for my hair, I looked like a girl, as it was, I looked like an emasculated boy, a sissy.
 
   “He’s waiting,” she said.
 
   “What…what do you mean? Waiting for what?”
 
   She smiled. “He’s waiting for his sissy, silly.”
 
   “Violet,” I swallowed. She reached for the bag one more time, removed a long white ribbon with a hook on one, clipped it to the choker. “A…a leash?”
 
   “You belong to him, Madison,” she said. “Hands behind you.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Hands,” she said, pulling my hands behind me, binding them together.
 
   “Violet,” I said, pulling my arms, unable to, “please…”
 
   “Come,” she took the end of the leash, “let’s find him.”
 
   “Wait, I…I look…I look like…”
 
   “Like a sissy who wants to serve her man, her master. ?”
 
   “Violet,” I sucked in a breath. “I…I…”
 
   She tugged the leash gently, pulled me after her out of the room. “Quickly, a sissy shouldn’t keep a man waiting.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   He was in his study, sitting in his leather chair, drink in hand. He was wearing black trousers and a dark grey shirt, untucked, unbuttoned, smiled when we walked in. “I brought you something pretty, Mr. Morgan,” Violet said proudly when we walked into the room.
 
   “Well, well, well,” he said after taking a sip of his drink, “so you did, Violet, so you did. Bring it here,” he motioned with a finger.
 
   Violet walked me slowly to him, stopped several feet in front of him, gently let go of the leash. “You have good taste, Mr. Morgan,” she said, “she’s adorable.”
 
   “And you have a good eye for feminizing a boy,” he responded. “Did she give you any trouble?”
 
   “No…not really…but she grew—I had to ice her before she put on her panties.”
 
   I blushed when he raised an eye. “Madison,” he scolded me.
 
   “I…I’m sorry,” I said, “I…I tried…I really did…”
 
   “Violet, thank you,” he said in dismissal to the girl. 
 
   “Later?” she said.
 
   “Yes, as we discussed.” 
 
   Before leaving, Violet whispered in my ear. “Behave, little sissy,” she said, “behave and serve.”
 
   I stood there before him, made tall and awkward by my heels, made vulnerable by my cuffed hands, humiliated by the collar and leash. And though it wasn’t obvious, I’d be betrayed by my sissy clit, which if not tucked, would once again be swollen. He just stared for minute after minute, a wicked grin on his face, looking at me, a hungry look in his eyes. Finally, he spoke again. “You grew,” he accused me.
 
   I blushed. “I…I’m sorry, Sir,” I said softly, eyes down.
 
   “Fully?”
 
   “Y…yes, Sir,” I admitted, honestly ashamed at myself.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I said.
 
   “Why?” he asked again.
 
   “I…she…her…her breasts.”
 
   “Violet? You grew because you were staring at her breasts?”
 
   “I…she…they…they’re…nice.”
 
   “And what did you think you were going to do with it? Once it grew?” he asked with a sneer.
 
   “I…I…”
 
   “Did you think she was going to let you stick it inside her?”
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan…”
 
   “Did you think she was going to see a sissy’s swollen clit and get aroused?” he asked, as if that was the most outlandish thing in the world. 
 
   “P…please…” I begged, face red, ashamed.
 
   “Women don’t want to have sex with sissies,” he stared at me, “you know that, you’ve always known that. Women want to fuck men.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “Haven’t I been clear, Madison? A sissy’s clit doesn’t go inside women. Ever. A sissy’s clit is not for pleasure. Ever. Do I need to lock it, do you need that kind of help?”
 
   “No…please,” I begged, though I didn’t know why.
 
   “I’ll let it go this one time, Madison, this one time only…but you’re going to be punished.”
 
   “P…punished?” I gulped, instinctively knowing what he planned to do.
 
   “Across my lap,” he glared at me.
 
   “Please, Sir,” I begged, not wanting to be spanked again even as I felt my penis twitch.
 
   He reached for me, grabbed me faster than I could react or even understand, and pulled me across his legs. It was easy—with my hands bound behind me as I was off balance and all but fell across his lap as soon as he pulled me towards him. His left hand held my wrists into the small of my back to steady me, his right hand rested on my panty covered ass, his fingers between my legs lightly strummed my penis. “A sissy has a soft sissy clit,” he said ever so lightly rubbing my penis, “soft because its small and useless to men and women. But what isn’t useless is her tight sissy pussy,” he said, moving his thumb to my ass, touching it through the panties.
 
   “Ohhhhhh,” I moaned, shaking, “but…but…”
 
   “Not a butt, Madison,” he teased me, “a sissy pussy…not useless…not useless at all.” I felt his erection pressing into my stomach, I felt his fingers on my penis, on my ass, I felt the blood trying to make me grow, unable to. I felt the frustrations of arousal without release, desire, need. “This stays soft, Madison, no matter how aroused you are, this is always soft.” 
 
   Before I could say anything, I felt the sting of his hand on my ass, slap after slap, hard, forceful, purposeful. The blows stung, there was no doubt they were punishment, but at the same time they were arousing, as erotic as they were humiliating. For a moment I was worried he wasn’t going to stop, but when my arousal and pain were at their zenith, when I was going to cry out, he paused, rested his hand on my ass, rubbed me gently, soothed me. “I don’t want to spank you, Madison, but I won’t permit you to growing, either.”
 
   “I…I know,” I whispered, trying not to tear up, not really succeeding.
 
   “Erections are for men,” he said, moving his hips, emphasizing his. “A sissy is soft, a sissy is limp sissy, a sissy is a feminine sissy, agreed?”
 
   I sighed, felt his thumb on my ass through my panties, his fingers on my penis, thought of his promise, that I’d beg for him, knew he was touching me the way a man touched a girl, teasing a girl’s clit and pussy, teasing my sissy clit and sissy pussy. I won’t beg, I told myself, I won’t beg him, as much as I wanted it, I wouldn’t beg.
 
   “Agreed?”
 
   “Y…yes, Sir,” I finally said.
 
   “I mean it,” he said, “next time it’s locked.” He unclipped my hands, moved me gently onto the floor, kneeling again, my eyes, of course, went right to the bulge in trousers. “I thought you liked girls,” he grinned.
 
   “I…I do,” I blushed.
 
   “Yet look at the hunger in your eyes, Madison, the utter desire.”
 
   “There…there isn’t,” I protested.
 
   “Fine, maybe we should just get you to bed.”
 
   “No,” I said much too quickly, much too loudly.
 
   “But you like girls,” he mocked.
 
   “I…I do,” I said again. 
 
   “That’s a shame,” he grinned, “and here I was going to consider unzipping my pants.”
 
   I swallowed, stared at his bulge, felt the pull, felt some deep desire, some deep need. “I…”
 
   “Girls or cock, Madison, you don’t get to pursue both while you’re with me.”
 
   “I…I…”
 
   “Girls or cock,” he demanded.
 
   I stared at his bulge, thought about it, tasting it, licking it. “I…I…”
 
   “You were staring at Violet’s breasts, sissy, jealously, I’m sure; she might let you lick them…”
 
   My eyes went wide, surprised.
 
   He laughed. “Don’t get any ideas, Madison; she’d never let you inside her…but she might let you lick…pick…breasts or cock? One or the other, sissy, only one.”
 
   I kept my eyes on him, torn, surprised I was torn. I wanted to say breasts, that’s what I thought I wanted, but still, I kept looking at his crotch, felt the longing, the hunger.
 
   “You get one, but only one,” he said. “Breasts or cock?”
 
   “But…but…,” I squeaked, “I…I like…”
 
   “I know what you like, sissy, but the question is, which do you want? The one you can have or the one you can only dream about.”
 
   I was so confused, so torn, and to some extent understood his reasons for keeping me aroused. Maybe if Violet was there with us, maybe if I thought I had an actual chance with her or any woman. Maybe. Maybe.
 
   “Pick,” he growled.
 
   “Please,” I begged.”
 
   “Pick…breasts or cock!”
 
   “C…cock,” I whispered.
 
   “You little slut,” he grinned, “all this time telling me you like girls when it’s cock you crave.”
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan,” I whispered, humiliated, ashamed at myself.
 
   “Undo my pants,” he said.
 
   I reached up, hands shaking, undid his belt, the buttons of his pants, slowly lowered his zipper, stared at the erection pressed against his boxers. 
 
   “Breasts or cock, Madison?” he asked again.
 
   “Cock,” I said softly, swallowing the saliva already building in my mouth.
 
   “You keep telling me you like girls, but I haven’t heard you tell me what else you like.”
 
   “But…but I…”
 
   “Afraid to admit it?” he asked, moving his hands towards his waist as if he was going to redo his pants, “afraid to admit what you really like?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, hoping honesty, here, was the best policy.
 
   “Tell me what you like, Madison, tell me now.”
 
   Part of me wanted him to do up his pants, part of me wanted him to stop teasing me, to stop what he was doing, to stop making me stare at him, ask for him, and ultimately, take him. But a larger part of me wanted something so much simpler—that part of me just wanted his cock. So I told him. Shaking, voice unsteady, I told him. “I…I like your…your cock,” I said.
 
   He smiled, a warm, satisfying smile, one that pulled my mind to him, encouraged me. “Tell me again, sissy,” he said reaching out, grabbing the leash, tightening the slack.
 
   “I…I like your cock,” I said.
 
   “Take it out, then, tell me again what you want, sissy..”
 
   I reached up, hands shaking in both anticipation and fear, pulled the waistband of this boxers, pulled it over his erection. “I…I want your cock,” I said eyes focused on it, mouth open, leaning over slightly. 
 
   “No,” he growled.
 
   “But…”
 
   “Hands first, Madison, you were too harsh last time, you need to learn to touch it, explore it, appreciate it. Hands first.”
 
   I looked down at him, slowly reached for it, slowly, hesitantly, touched it. As soon as my skin came into contact with it, it jumped, startled me. He laughed. “Gentlest with your mouth, don’t be shy with your hands,” he said. 
 
   I looked up at him. “I…I don’t…I mean…I don’t want to make you…”
 
   “Ha,” he smiled. “You greedy little slut, one taste of cum is all it took?” I blushed, ashamed; it was like he was reading my mind. “Don’t worry, Madison, unlike your little sissy clit, it won’t squirt just because someone touches it for two seconds.”
 
   “I…I don’t…”
 
   “Really?” he laughed. “You really think you’d last five seconds if someone touched you?”
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I lied.
 
   “You know, Madison, you know. That’s one of the reasons women reflexively shun emasculated boys; they know they can’t give them what most women crave—masculinity, a good fuck with a real cock. No woman wants a ten second wonder; even if she settles with a beta male, she always craves a real man.”
 
   His words simply confirmed what I always knew, confirmed the way women treated me, looked at me. The worst of them mocked me, shunned me. The best of them saw me as asexual, never for a moment thought I was worthy of sharing their bed. But still, I craved them, wanted them. “I…I really do like girls,” I said honestly.
 
   “I know, sissy, I know, I really do. And there are girls that like a feminine boy. Not for a lover, of course, but as a friend.”
 
   I looked at his cock, realized he was probably right, that the only sexual contact I’d had with anyone was with him, was with a man, was with a cock. He saw my eyes, smiled. “You already crave it, Madison, you’ll come to love it, to truly need it. You’ll understand your sexual pleasure comes from the feminine, from serving. I know you like girls, Madison, but you’ll develop a fetish for cock.”
 
   Without thinking I reached up, slowly, tentatively, took his cock in my hands. He twitched when I touched him, jumped, sighed. “Such a good girl,” he said, “that’s it, never think of what’s between your legs, Madison; your mouth, your boy pussy are all that matter.”
 
   I wasn’t listening anymore, I was just touching him, exploring him, running my hands up and down his erection, feeling the veins, feeling the warmth, feeling it pulse. It was a living thing, the same organ I had, yet so different. I was mocked for mine as it was small, worthless. But his was the ideal representation of manhood and masculinity, something every woman would want. Something even sissy boys wanted.
 
   I knew what to do without further direction, leaned forward, took him once again into my mouth.
 
   “Careful with the teeth,” he growled holding my head still, “you need to practice. Pleasing a man like this is part craving cock, which you obviously do, and part skill. You need to learn, Madison, take that desire and marry it to a learned skill.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I mumbled, half his cock in my mouth, wondering how I was going to learn.
 
   He laughed, as always, read my mind. “Violet will teach you the basic techniques, you’ll practice them every day. For now, just watch the teeth,” he said, pulling my mouth down on him.
 
   I did just that as I bobbed up and down on his cock, licking it, sucking it, taking more of it in my mouth. I did just that as I worshiped him, on my knees, sucked him, felt him lose himself in what I was doing. And it dawned on me, doing what I was doing, even submitting, I had some power over him.
 
   Suddenly he was tensing, I didn’t yet then know how to read him and learn to either delay things or even know when his orgasm was approaching. So seemingly without notice, he erupted, powerfully, and cum was everywhere. I later leaned, learned to anticipate, be ready for it. But I wasn’t this time so what I didn’t swallow ended up on my lips and more all over his shaft.
 
   “We don’t waste it,” he said lazily, looking at me, “a sissy never wastes cum.
 
   I swallowed again, felt my tucked penis throbbing, stuck out my tongue, and licked him until he was clean. And when I was done, I looked him in the eye, begged with one word. “Please.”
 
   “I know how much you want to, little girl,” he smiled, “but no.”
 
   “Please,” I begged.
 
   “No,” he said again. “Don’t you like this feeling?”
 
   “Frustrated?” I asked.
 
   “No, feeling feminine, feeling soft, feeling submissive. When a sissy cums like she used to, like a boy, she loses all that saved up femininity. It’s a shame…some don’t even want to dress.”
 
   “But…but I…it’s been so long.”
 
   “And it will be longer still,” he said, “longer still. Until you sissy clit is ready it will explode like a girl.”
 
   I slept that night as I had before, penis tucked away and trapped, hands bound to keep me from freeing myself, each minute finding my more hungry than the last, each minute feeling myself becoming more feminine, more of a sissy.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 6 – Belonging
 
    
 
   I spent the week at my internship working on a fall campaign for the following year, focusing on women’s fashion, filled with more creative juices than I think I ever had. I also spent the week as feminine as possible, not only resigning myself to wearing skirts, but secretly embracing it, which perhaps was the genesis of my creativity. It was, for me, a week of femininity. Mr. Morgan commented on it when Brittney and I presented some preliminary designs, said he liked her use of modernized femininity. 
 
   “I’d love to take credit, Mr. Morgan,” she told him, “but most of these ideas are from Madison. She’s had quite a flair the last few days; she’s getting inspiration from somewhere.” 
 
   Driving home, he brought the subject up again, said it was one of the side benefits.
 
   “Side benefits?” I asked.
 
   “Of a changing a boy’s outlook from masculine to feminine,” he said looking at my legs, “and especially from stopping him from abusing himself.”
 
   “Abuse?” I was confused. 
 
   He snickered. “Abuse,” he repeated. “Or fapping…you know, Madison, constant, unsupervised masturbation. I told you I’d help you think differently, help you retrain your mind. You’re learning to think like a girl, it shows in the sketches you’re doing, the femininity oozes from you. You’re mind is retrained by acting feminine…and sissies that constantly masturbate lose focus, lose touch with their femininity. That’s one of the many reasons for controlling a sissy’s sexuality. The fewer orgasms the better.”
 
   “I…I think about it all the time,” I said softly, admitting something I didn’t want to admit.
 
   “Touching yourself?”
 
   “Yes,” I blushed. 
 
   “You ache all the time, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes,” I blushed. 
 
   “Thinking about it is fine, Madison…it’s the doing that’s forbidden.”
 
   “Can’t I…I mean…just…just once?”
 
   “We talked about this, Madison. Men masturbate, not pretty sissy girls.”
 
   “But…it’s been so…so long…I…I feel like I’m going to burst,” I said.
 
   “I’m sure…but masturbation isn’t the answer.”
 
   I remembered something he said before. “You said…I mean…there…there were ways…”
 
   He glanced over at me, smiled. “There are, Madison, the way a girl experiences a man. I’ve told you how that can happen.”
 
   He did. I could beg for it. In fact, he said I would beg for it, beg to be taken like a girl. I swallowed, suddenly self conscious of my feminine appearance. “I…I don’t think…”
 
   “It’s so funny,” he interrupted me, “you’ll think back later, why didn’t I ask sooner…why did I wait…”
 
   “Mr. Morgan, I…”
 
   “I’ve been busy this week, I know I’ve been ignoring you. So we’re going out tomorrow,” he said, changing the subject.
 
   “Out? What do you mean out? Like to dinner?” Out sounded like a date, something that scared me and intrigued me. 
 
   “Not quite,” he said, “a costume party…it’s that time of year.”
 
   “Costume party? I…I didn’t bring a costume,” I said, confused.
 
   “Violet took care of that,” he said, “she’s coming over to dress you tomorrow afternoon.”
 
   “As…as a girl?”
 
   “As a sissy, Madison, and what else?”
 
   “But…”
 
   “Madison,” he sighed, “if we’re going out, I’m certainly not taking a boy out, am I?”
 
   “No,” I said.
 
   “I told you, didn’t I, I like soft, pretty, feminine things.
 
   “Yes,” I said.
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   Violet arrived like she did before, with the tools of her trade and a garment bag; both were on the porch next to her when I answered. “Madison,” she smiled when I opened the door. 
 
   “V…Violet,” I gasped when I saw her, instantly dizzy.
 
   “What?” she asked innocently.
 
   I stared at her, eyes wide, mouth open. She was wearing a black sheer bodysuit with tiny pieces of lace strategically placed along the front, long sleeves, and a round neck; tight, short silver shorts; silver heels; and a black choker. My eyes were wide because I understood the bodysuit was to be worn over a dark, opaque bra, giving a hint of naughty. But Violet wasn’t wearing an opaque bra; she was topless, leaving her breasts all but in full view and her nipples barely hidden by the lace. “I…you…nothing,” I swallowed, lowering my eyes, trying to ignore the sudden pressure in my panties.
 
   “You sure?” she asked in her soft voice.
 
   “Y…yes,” I said, keeping my eyes down.
 
   “Well good…for a second there I thought you might be staring at me like a man would.”
 
   “N…no,” I denied it, ashamed at my denial as much as being caught.
 
   “Well can I come in, then? We have some work to do to get you ready.
 
   “S…sure,” I managed to say, watching her turn, bend over to pick up the case and garment bag, then walk into the house.
 
   “Come on, let’s go to your bedroom,” she said walking ahead of me.
 
   In the bedroom, she had me undress to my bra and panties, though I wasn’t going to keep those on and immediately was given new ones. The bra was a sheer white pocket bra and again held breast forms like I wore before. Matching panties followed, but before I put them on she turned to me, smiled. 
 
   “Can you behave?” she asked.
 
   “B…behave?”
 
   “You’re not supposed to, you know, swell, right? I don’t want that happening again. 
 
   “I…I’ll behave,” I swallowed.
 
   “I mean, I feel bad, but I get it, too. It’s not really all that attractive on a girl, is it?”
 
   “N…no,” I said. 
 
   “So you’ve kept it tucked, right? I nodded. “Well when you switch panties, just leave it untucked for now.”
 
   “Really?” I asked.
 
   “If you can behave,” she said seriously. 
 
   “I…I can,” I said.
 
   “I mean it, Madison,” she said, “no swelling.”
 
   “I…I won’t,” I said eyes still downcast, trying not to think of what she was wearing, trying not to look at her long legs, her feet in heels.
 
   “You sure?” she asked, “I mean, better to be tucked if you can’t control yourself.”
 
   “I…I’ll try, I promise,” I said.
 
   “Fine…put these on then…this too.” I took the panties she handed me and the other garment, too, a white satin kimono or makeup robe. She watched me, so I had no option but to change under her gaze, to watch her watch between my legs, smile at my small penis. “Don’t be embarrassed, Madison, it’s cute.”
 
   “Cute,” I frowned.
 
   “I know you wish it was different, Madison, sissies like you always do, always wish they were bigger, more masculine, but there’s nothing shameful about being a sissy, nothing wrong with accepting who you are.”
 
   “Girls don’t like sissies,” I said.
 
   “Says who?” she asked. “Because of course they do. I mean, a few might not, but really most girls think sissies are adorable.”
 
   “Yes, they just don’t like them…you know…like that,” I said with a sigh.
 
   “Like what?” she asked, though she had to know what I meant.
 
   “Like…like they like men,” I said.
 
   “Well no, of course not like that. Sweetie, girls want men, you know that. But who cares…enough talk, let’s finish, okay?”
 
   Violet did my makeup first, then my hair. And as I watched her, started at her body, it was becoming increasingly difficult to behave. Bad enough I struggled, struggled to stay soft, struggled to keep sexual thoughts from my mind, struggled to stay limp. She made it difficult, bending over showing me her ass when she needed something from her bag, pressing her breasts against me when putting on my makeup. “Still behaving?” she asked at one point.
 
   “I…I’m trying,” I said, voice tight, trying, but barely succeeding. 
 
   She saw the look on my face, “Madison,” she exclaimed, “you’d better not be swelling.”
 
   “Jesus, Violet, you…look how you’re dressed.”
 
   “My god, you weren’t kidding, were you?” she asked.
 
   “Kidding…”
 
   “Wait,” she said, “wait…oh, god,” she laughed, “fuck…you really do like girls!”
 
   “I told you I did,” I stammered, “I wouldn’t lie about that.”
 
   “But you…I mean…I thought,” she shook her head, “I thought you…” She leaned towards me, her breasts lightly touching my arms, whispered in my ear. “I  thought you sucked his cock.”
 
   “Violet!” I blushed deeply.
 
   “Oh, Madison, I…I swore he told me you…you know.” My face was ten shades of red. “Wait…Madison! You did, didn’t you?”
 
   “I…I…”
 
   “Didn’t you?”
 
   “Yes, but…”
 
   “He told me he offered you a choice; did he?”
 
   “I…yes, but…”
 
   “His cock over my breasts…he said you picked…him over these?” she pointed to her all but bare breasts.
 
   “But…but I…”
 
   “I know I’m not the hottest girl in the world, but I know I’m pretty,” she smiled. I looked her up and down; she was wrong, she was hot, especially like this, provocative, teasing. “Regret your choice, Madison?”
 
   “I…” At that moment I might have, I really might have.
 
   “I’m sorry, I sound like a bitch, don’t I?”
 
   “N…no,” I said.
 
   “Madison,” she streaked, pointing to my panties, “is that thing growing???”
 
   “I…no,” I insisted, trying to shift, because it was.
 
   She moved behind me. “You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?” she asked, hand on my shoulder.
 
   “No…I mean…Violet…”
 
   “It’s okay to like men, Madison, it’s okay to have questions about your sexuality. This isn’t the 1950’s, it’s okay to be gay.”
 
   “But…but I…I’m not,” I insisted softly.
 
   “Have you ever kissed a girl?” she asked me gently.
 
   “No, but…”
 
   “Have you ever touched a girl…you know…down there?”
 
   “No…but that doesn’t mean…”
 
   “Have you ever been inside a girl?” she asked, hands moving across me, touching me through the robe.
 
   “Violet!”
 
   “Cause when you fantasize, I bet you’re fantasizing about it, aren’t you, about serving a man, not a woman.”
 
   “N…no,” I lied, thinking just that, thinking of a specific man, a specific thing.
 
   “Thinking about taking him in your mouth, feeling him grow.”
 
   “VIOLET!”
 
   “You’re misbehaving,” she said.
 
   “N…no,” I denied it.
 
   “You are, Madison, you’re swelling just thinking about it, you’re swelling just thinking about sucking a man’s cock,” she accused me, hand on my inner thigh. 
 
   I looked down, I felt it, saw it, could hardly deny the tent in the robe from my erection.
 
   “You know you’ll never be able to pleasure a woman, don’t you? Size matters, Madison, no matter what a girl says, size always matters. Size and attitude. Women want masculine men with big cocks, not soft, pretty sissies with little sissy clits.”
 
   “V…Violet…” I said, blushing deeper. “P…please. That…that’s not fair…”
 
   “You know you’re too small, you’ve always known, sissies always know…”
 
   “But…but I can’t help it,” I said.
 
   “It’s okay, Madison, even swollen you fit in panties…it’s natural…all pretty little sissy boys should be feminized, always, should embrace who they are.”
 
   “But Violet…”
 
   “All little boys like you should be feminized, Madison, it’s empowering, it turns all your negatives into positives.”
 
   “H…how?” I asked.
 
   “Weak muscles make a boy feel terrible,” she said moving her hands to my biceps, “a small penis makes a boy feel inadequate,” she said, moving her hands down, “a feminine appearance makes a boy feel humiliated. These are terrible qualities if you’re trying…pretending… to be a man, but they’re perfect if you listen to your inner voice and embrace your desires to be feminized. If, instead of pretending to be a man, you accept being a sissy and serve a man.”
 
   “But…but I like girls,” I said weakly.
 
   “I know you do, Madison, I get that, really. Many sissies do, most even. But you serve a man, now” she retorted. “And besides, even if you like girls, it doesn’t matter as that little thing isn’t made to go inside a woman.”
 
   “Violet,” I started to say.
 
   “You promised to behave, Madison,” she said, frowning.
 
   “I…I tried,” I said, afraid of the look on her face, realizing what it meant. “Please, Violet, you…you don’t have to tell him.”
 
   She bit her lip. “Actually I do, Madison. And I will.”
 
   “W…why?” I begged, understanding there would be consequences. From him.
 
   “Because you disobeyed him. Because I don’t want to get in trouble myself. And because you need to learn erections aren’t for sissies, that’s why. And you learn his way.”
 
   “But he…he’ll…you know.”
 
   “Punish you? Of course…but that’s how you learn, isn’t?” She touched me again, ever so lightly, but enough to send shudders through me.
 
   “V…Violet, please, I…I can’t…I mean…I…I need to…you know…please…it’s been so long.” I felt a dull pain between my legs, knew only one thing would help.
 
   “Cum?” she wrinkled her nose. “I suppose you do. A he’ll let you, I imagine, someday. At some point. Just not now and never like a boy.” She flicked my balls with her finger, not hard, but it hurt just the same.
 
   “I don’t know what that means,” I moaned.
 
   “Oh, you’ll learn…trust me, you’ll learn. Now come on, we have to get rid of that…again…and we need to get you dressed.” And once again she iced me, made me shrink to nothing, though this time she was far from gentle, even taking my swollen balls into her had and one point and squeezing until I begged her to stop.
 
   Once I was shrunken, she told me to push my balls into my body and tuck myself tightly into the panties, then helped me into a pair of nude pantyhose that only held things all the tighter.
 
   Only then did she show me the costume I was to wear—a short, sexy blue gingham Dorothy dress with a full skirt and cute puffy sleeves both edged in lace. The high neck had lashings of lace, and a matching fixed satin bow on the front to match the sleeves. The dress also featured a white satin pinafore apron bib that attached around the back of my the neck, and was edged in lace.
 
   Under the skirt was a deluxe, layered petticoat that would have exposed everything, but she had me step into lace hemmed french knickers that at least hid my crotch. The outfit was finished by white lace ankle socks and red heels, as well as small matching satchel bag, and a satin choker necklace.
 
   “God,” I moaned when she took me to mirror, seeing how feminized I looked, how sexualized. I was neither obviously a boy, but with short hair, not obviously a girl either. 
 
   “My goodness,” I heard his voice behind us, turned quickly, saw him, looked down.
 
   “Mr…Mr. Morgan.”
 
   “My goodness indeed,” he said, looking me up and down.
 
   “I…” I started to say, stopped.
 
   He walked up to me, slowly, his eyes examining me. “You’ve outdone yourself, Violet,” he said, obviously pleased.
 
   “Well she’s a natural,” she answered him, “there isn’t much to do. I’d have had a much more difficult time making her look like a man.”
 
   “True,” he said, “so true. Did she behave?”
 
   “She tried,” Violet said, outing me without outing me, “she really did.”
 
   “But she didn’t. Despite trying,” he said face hardening.
 
   “She swelled some,” Violet said.
 
   “Some?” he raised an eyebrow, challenging her.
 
   “Well…a lot,” Violet admitted.
 
   “A lot?” his voice was hard, disappointed. 
 
   “She…she was completely erect,” Violet admitted.
 
   He looked at me, eyes cold. “Madison, Madison, Madison, what are we going to do with you? An erection? Really? After we discussed it? After I made it clear I don’t permit sissies to have erections. Ever.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan, I…I tried, I did, I real did,” I protested, “Violet…I mean…” I pointed, saying look at her, what was I supposed to do.
 
   “Erections are for men, Madison,” he said for what seemed like the hundredth time. “You’re a sissy, you’re to remain soft, ever soft, always soft. For the last time, I will not tolerate anything but a soft, limp, sissy clit between your legs.”
 
   There was some irony to that, every time I was told to stay soft I swelled, experiencing psychological arousal from being told to stay limp. “I…I’m sorry,” I said, the feeling genuine.
 
   “Fine, I accept that,” he said glancing at his watch. “We’ll deal with consequences later.”
 
   “C…consequences,” I swallowed, thinking of spankings, threats he’d made.
 
   “Of course” he said, “I wouldn’t be doing my job if I didn’t teach you properly. And I wouldn’t be doing my job if I didn’t punish you properly.”
 
   “P…punish,” I whispered. “Mr. Morgan…”
 
   “Punish,” he repeated, face hard. “Sissies that misbehave are punished. Sissies that disobey are punished. Sissies that don’t follow instructions are punished. But that’s later, now we need to go.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   It was another erotic club, another all but unidentified warehouse, another dark place where he was known, welcomed, a place I’d never have found, but one I was destined to end up in. The crowd was mixed, many of the patrons appeared to be like us, a well dressed, dominant man accompanied by a scantily clad, obviously submissive women or sissies, most of whom wore some sort of costume or fetish wear. I didn’t know where to look there were so many beautiful women, at least until a waitress came to our table.
 
   “Well let’s get drinks, shall we,” Mr. Morgan said as a beautiful blonde waitress came towards us. 
 
   “My god,” I said. I’d never seen anything like her. She was dressed as a French Maid, but kinkier than anything I could imagine. She wore a black satin underbust corset, a black satin skirt over heavy crinoline and a white satin and lace half apron. The skirt was short enough that the tops of her stockings and garters were just visible. 
 
   But it was her bare breasts that I couldn’t look away from. Her bare breasts and the bondage. But for Violet’s tucking me, I’d have an instant erection, yet again.
 
   Instead of a bra, she wore a leather collar with leather straps that connected to O-rings and circled her breasts. no bra—her large, full breasts were bare, on display. She was gagged, too, her mouth held open by a large leather wrapped O-Ring buckled behind her head. Two chains dropped from each side of her mouth, one each ending in vinyl coated clamps securely fastened to her hard nipples and the other two holding a tray steady. 
 
   That wasn’t all—her wrists were secured behind her waist, her ankles were connected with a short chain, making her take tiny steps. When she stopped by the table, I saw a small line of drool had fallen from her mouth and landed on her breast. Mr. Morgan took a napkin from the table and without asking, reached up and cleaned off her breast. “You’re making a mess, Veronica,” he said.
 
   “Rrey R,” she said. Sorry, Sir.”
 
   “I’ll have the usual bourbon, my sissy will have a vodka and cranberry juice; she needs to calm her nerves.
 
   “S, R,” Veronica said, turning and leaving us. Yes, sir.”
 
   “And here you keep telling me you like girl,” Mr. Morgan said watching me watch her.
 
   “I…I do, Sir,” I said, not understanding. 
 
   He said nothing, just watched me look around, mostly staring at the waitresses, all of whom were dressed like Veronica. When she started back towards us, two drinks on her tray, taking small, careful steps in her high heels, he looked at me. “Why do you keep staring at the waitresses then?”
 
   “They…they’re beautiful,” I said.
 
   “Fantasizing about suckling them?” he asked. I blushed, not sure how to answer, not sure what to admit to him. “You may answer, sissy,” he said, “fantasizing about sucking her breasts?”
 
   “Y…yes,” I whispered.
 
   “I thought you liked girls,” he said again. 
 
   “I…I do,” I said.
 
   “Yet you want to suckle Veronica’s breasts?”
 
   “I…I don’t understand,” I said as she stood beside us and he took the drinks from her tray.
 
   “Veronica, dear,” Mr. Morgan said, “my pet here was just admiring your breasts telling me how she’d like to suckle them. Turn, let’s let her.”
 
   Without hesitating, Veronica turned to one side, stood still as Mr. Morgan reached up and undid a nipple clamp. Veronica moaned in pain, closed her eyes. “The clamps hurt much worse coming off than going on,” Mr. Morgan explained to me. “Here, suckle,” he commanded, “it will help her with the pain.”
 
   I was hesitant, but I saw the pleading in Veronica’s eyes. So I leaned towards her, took her nipple in my mouth, licked it, sucked it. Veronica’s moans immediately switched from pain to pleasure, encouraging me, and for at least a minute I lost myself suckling her, feeling my penis trying to grow in my panties.
 
   “Apparently your affliction for girls isn’t as powerful as you claim,” he laughed finally pulling me from her and re-clamping her nipple.
 
   I looked at him, his comment didn’t make sense. “I…I like girls,” I said, “I…I just…suckled…”
 
   “Madison, dear Madison, you think…” He looked from me to Veronica, laughed. “You think she’s a girl?”
 
   “Of course,” I said, confused. How couldn’t she be a girl? Look at her, she was beautiful.
 
   “Madison, Madison, Madison,” he shook his head. “Come Veronica, let’s show her.”
 
   Veronica stepped forward; he reached for her skirt, lifted it and I saw the cage between her legs, the chastity cage locked on her small penis. “Veronica’s not a girl, Madison, she’s a sissy just like you,” he laughed.
 
   “What?” I was stunned.
 
   “There are no women here, Madison, men and sissies only…no genetic women allowed. You’ll pardon Madison,” he said to Veronica, “she’s having trouble coming to grips to her attraction to men…thought it hasn’t stopped her from giving doing things…suckling breasts, giving a blow job. She denies she’s a sissy faggot, despite all the evidence the other way.”
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I gasped, stunned at his harsh words.
 
   “Well you sucked cock, Madison, no sense hiding from it.”
 
   I didn’t know what to do, where to look. The sexual excitement I’d felt thinking Veronica was a girl didn’t abate simply because I now knew she was a boy.
 
   Like me.
 
   If anything, I was more excited, if anything, the feelings intensified, even though I didn’t want to admit it. Every woman was a boy, though all were beautiful. And every man was a man like Mr. Morgan, dominant, assertive.
 
   I felt him close to me now, the heat, thought of what I’d done, how I thought of him. “Look at her breasts, Madison,” he whispered in my ear, “any sissy can have breasts like that, hormones give sensitive nipples like that, these are things I’m going to give you…assuming you want them.”
 
   “I…I mean…” But I did, I wanted them like nothing before.
 
   “But there’s one thing you’ll give me first.”
 
   I knew what he meant, knew what he wanted. I was about to say something when something at a table several away from us caught my eye. Their waitress was delivering something, not drinks though, there were pink leather cuffs on the tray, a matching leash. I watched the man stand, take the cuffs off the tray, stand his companion up. She was dressed like a schoolgirl, a completely slutty schoolgirl. He fastened a cuff around each wrist, secured her wrists behind her, then did the same to her ankles, hobbled them with a short chain. Finally, he attached the leash to her collar and tugged her, not gently, forward, and she took tiny steps, tried to keep up. 
 
   I expected him to take her to the front, leave, but they went the other way, deeper into the club, towards a door watched by a bouncer. “Where…where are they going?” I asked. 
 
   Mr. Morgan turned, followed my gaze. “Apparently William has a new pet,” he said.
 
   “You know him?”
 
   “William? Yes. I’d heard he’d taken on a new project. I’ll have to ask him where she found her? She’s pretty, isn’t she?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, feeling pangs of jealousy watching him watch another feminized boy.
 
   “Why Madison,” he turned back to me, reading me. “You’re jealous. Afraid another sissy is going to catch my eye?”
 
   “I…” I didn’t want to admit it, didn’t understand it, but at that moment, yes, I was worried about just that.
 
   “She is pretty, not as pretty as my pet, though.”
 
   I blushed, looked away, back at William and the woman with him. “Where are they going?” I asked again.
 
   “To a private room,” he said as they went through the door. 
 
   “A private room?”
 
   He smiled. “She’s new, I understand, much like someone I know. Seeing all the pretty sissies available to men of discerning taste, I assume she’s come to understand there are many things a sissy offers a master, but one is above all else.”
 
   “What?” I asked, understanding what me meant the second I asked it. “Oh,” I mumbled.
 
   “Sissies serve their master, Madison. She’s going to serve him.”
 
   “Here?”
 
   He smiled. “It’s a club thing, Madison. A girl is bound, led away, and everyone here knows where’s she’s being taken, what’s going to happen to her, what he’s going to do to her. It’s a reverse walk of shame.”
 
   “He’s going to…to…here?”
 
   “A man can have a room for the night for a new girl, public shame, private taking. She walked through the room, knowing every eye was on her, knowing everyone knows what he’s going to do to her.” Knowing her first time was shared by all.”
 
   My eyes went wide, I understood now. “You…you want me to…”
 
   “I expect it, Madison.”
 
   Veronica appeared at our side, though I never saw him call her, never saw any glance, any instruction. She had her tray still, her bondage, her nipple clamps. On her tray was another round of drinks. But something else, too. Cuffs. A leash. He took one cuff from the tray, reached over, fastened it around one of my wrists, repeated with the other. “Stand, Madison,” he commanded.
 
   “Are you…here…?”
 
   “Your shame will be public, Madison, but don’t worry, the rooms are private, what we’ll do is private. Though everyone will know, of course.” He pulled me up, gently. “Hands behind your back,” he said and clipped the cuffs together when I did as he said. Quickly he repeated with my ankles, hobbled me. The men and their companions at nearby tables turned to watch, the men smiled at Mr. Morgan, knowing smiles. Each companion, each sissy looked at me, quickly looked down, as if sharing my shame. And jealous of what was happening. 
 
   “Mr. Morgan,” I said softly.
 
   “If you want to say no, say it now, Madison, because once we go back there, you’re mine to use as I want.”
 
   “As…as you want?” I asked, worried. What would he do? No, I knew exactly what he’d do.
 
   “As I want, pet,” he said. “Now which is it? No, Sir, or please, Sir, make your choice.”
 
   I swallowed, looked at him, looked at Veronica, looked at the people around us. Standing, we stood out, more people looked our way. If I said no, I knew he’d look foolish, even feel humiliated. But if I said yes, everyone would watch me, know I was a new sissy, know I belonged to him. Know I would be taken by him. “P…please,” Sir,” I said softly. 
 
   He smiled, picked up the leash, clipped it to my choker necklace, and pulled. “We’ll take those drinks in a room, Veronica,” he said, leading me away.
 
   I felt every eye on me, every eye watching, knowing. 
 
   The room was dark, dimly lit, everything was shades of black and red—the walls, the furniture, the lighting, the floor. There were only four pieces of furniture in the room, a large bed with a red velvet headboard, black satin sheet over red bottom sheet; a red leather armchair facing the bed; and a black table about five feet long and three feet wide; and a single, wooden chair on one long end of the table.
 
   I stared at the bed, scared, anxious, nervous, on fire, even took a step towards it but he didn’t pull me there, instead to the table. “Oh, we may get to that, but first things first, pet,” he said and tugged me towards the table.
 
   He led me up against it, walked around, pulled me over it by the leash, and clipped the end of the leash to a D-ring on the side, leaving me bent over, ass almost exposed. With my arms tied behind me and my ankles bound together, I could barely move. But he didn’t leave me like that; he secured me further as he bent down, undid the chain binding my ankles, spread them, and secured them to the table legs, and repeated the same with my hands, securing them to the other side of the table. Finally, he took the drinks from Veronica, set them on the floor by the wooden chair, dismissed her.
 
   When she was gone, he pulled the chair from the table, sat by my head, picked up his drink, took a sip. “Why are you being punished, Madison?” he asked.
 
   “Because…because I misbehaved,” I said looking at him.
 
   “What did you do, Madison?” he asked. 
 
   “I…I grew,” I blushed, feeling deep down inside it was wrong.
 
   “What grew?” he reached up, touched my face.
 
   “My…my…”
 
   “Clit,” he said gently, “your sissy clit.”
 
   “My sissy clit,” I repeated.
 
   “Sissies have clits,” he said, “and clits should be soft, always soft, because…”
 
   “Because only men have erections,” I said, “and…and sissies get their pleasure from pleasing men.”
 
   “I know it’s difficult, Madison, but you’ll learn, in time you’ll learn. And you’ll obey. Of course if you don’t, there’s always the cage.”
 
   “Please, I…I didn’t mean to, Mr. Morgan,” I said.
 
   “Yet you did, Madison, yet you did. I told you you’d be punished, didn’t I?”
 
   “Y…yes, Sir,” I said.
 
   “You think it’s unjust? After being warned of the consequences for disobeying?”
 
   I looked down, resigned. He was right, wasn’t he? I’d been told, I’d been warned, of both what he expected and what would happen if I did not follow his instructions. “N…no, Sir,” I whispered.
 
   He stood, slowly untucked his belt, made a show of removing it, folded it, smacked it together. “Six strokes, Madison, you’ll count each one, of course.”
 
   He walked behind me, slowly lifted my skirt and crinoline, sensuously pulled the French knickers down to my thighs, teasing me with his fingers as he did. I moaned, felt his fingers lightly dance over my trapped clit, felt it try to swell even as it couldn’t. “About to be spanked for growing and still trying to swell,” he chastised me. “Seems like someone likes men much, much more than she’s willing to admit.”
 
   “I…”
 
   “Shhhh,” he cautioned me, “there’s no need to deny the obvious.” After a minute, he walked back to my head, sat again, took another sip of his drink. “What turns you on, Madison? What I’m going to do with my belt or what I’m going to do with my cock?” he asked. “Well, which is it?” he demanded when I didn’t answer.
 
   “B…both,” I managed to say softly, unable to look him in the eye.
 
   “Shhh,” he stroked my hair, “I know. All these years telling yourself those boys were wrong when they called you names. All those years telling yourself you didn’t like cock, telling yourself you liked girls. All those years getting upset being called a sissy, being accused of being gay, of being a faggot. Now here you are, finally the sissy you were meant to be, serving a man like you were meant to do.”
 
   “But I…I like…”
 
   “No, Madison, not now, not here. Don’t you dare.” His voice was solid, unforgiving, dominant. “You made your choice, willingly, freely.” He leaned towards me, whispered in my ear. “You think you like girls, Madison, who knows maybe you do. But you chose a man. Your crave a man. You need a man.”
 
   “I…” 
 
   He stood, snapped the belt again. “Count, Madison, don’t forget to count.”
 
   The first blow snapped, stung much harder than his previous spanking; he wasn’t playing this time and I stood higher in my heels, pushed my ass out, pulled the bonds. “One,” I said, breathing heavily.
 
   I felt his hand on my ass, rubbing it, caressing it, gently, erotically, fingers moving, between my legs, immediately tying pleasure to pain. “Forget what you were trying to be, Madison, focus on being what you are?”
 
   A sissy, he meant a sissy.
 
   The second blow landed on the other side, I yelped, gasped as I counted. “T…two,” I said.
 
   “I know you’re attracted to women, Madison, I get that. Most sissies are.” He was rubbing my other cheek, moving between my legs, one finger lightly touching my penis through the hose and my panties. “But a sissy is happiest serving and submitting to a man. She may like women, even love them, but she’s happiest serving a man. Women disappoint you, they always will. They like sissies as friends, as people, but never as lovers. Never.”
 
   “M…Mr. Morgan,” I managed to say just as the third blow landed. “Three!”
 
   I felt him pressed against me, kneading my ass, felt him lean over me. “This is never going inside a woman, Madison, never. Even if a woman accepted you as a sissy, she’d never let this inside her. Accept that, understand that, know that. You’re never going to fuck a woman. Never. Never.”
 
   “But…” I only got that word out when the fourth blow landed. “Ohhhhhhhhh,” I gasped as the pain exploded through my ass. “Four.”
 
   “You serve me, Madison,” he said touching me again. “Your mouth belongs to me. Your sissy pussy belongs to me. Your sissy clit belongs to me. Me. Me. You serve a man, sissy, you serve a man.” He slapped me again. 
 
   “F…five,” I managed to croak. If not for the panties trapping me, I’d have a raging erection.
 
   “They are mine to use, when I want, how I want. For my pleasure, Madison, always for my pleasure. You understand that, right? These are for me, whatever pleasure you get is from pleasing me, serving me, submitting to me. Sissies may like girls, but they serve men. You may like women, but you serve me. Pleasure is always from serving me.” 
 
   The last blow hurt the most, brought tears to my eyes, but I took it, counted, endured it. Wanted it.
 
   He set the belt down, stood behind me. “Hurts?” he asked.
 
   “Y…yes, Sir,” I said as a tear rolled down my face.
 
   “Good, that’s a lesson. Disobey and be punished. Here, I’ll help,” he said. 
 
   I looked back, he had something in his hand, a tube of lotion of some sort. Holding it, he reached for pantyhose and panties, pulled them down. As soon as he did, my penis was free and instantly swelled. “I…I’m sorry,” I quickly said, fearing another spanking.
 
   “Once is enough for today, Madison,” he said softly, “but I told you, this is going to need to be caged.” He spread the lotion onto his hands, tenderly applied it to my red, sore ass, gently rubbing in into everywhere he spanked me.
 
   At first it was just on my cheeks, but he slowly moved his hands so they spread them apart, slightly, then more, as he applied lotion from the base of my penis up to my opening.
 
   He worked slowly, teasing me, toying with me until I wanted him as much, more, than he could possibly want me. He’d run a finger around me, taunted me until I pushed back, sought his finger. But he resisted giving me what I was trying to take, opened my so slowly it was like it wasn’t happening until it was, until the tip of his finger started to slip inside me.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhhh,” a moan escaped my mouth, a moan I tried to stop, tried to hide, but couldn’t. I didn’t want him to know, didn’t want him to understand how wonderful the feeling was.
 
   “This is why sissies never have erections, Madison. They’re not needed, just your mouth, just your pussy. That’s what you need, that’s all you need.”
 
   I didn’t hear him do it, don’t know how he did, but after fingering me for what may have been thirty seconds or thirty minutes, it wasn’t his finger pressing against me, it was something harder, thicker, warmer, stronger.
 
   “I…I don’t know,” I stammered, “please, I…”
 
   “Stop doing that then,” he laughed.
 
   “I’m not…” but I was, I realized he wasn’t moving, I was. He was naked, standing there, erection pressed against me, but he was still, I was the one moving, as much as I could, moving my ass up and down his shaft. I was the one begging through my actions.
 
   “Who do you belong to?” he asked, demanded.
 
   “Y…you,” I finally said. “You. You.”
 
   I felt the tip of his cock press against my lubricated hole, felt a moment of panic. I was bound, trapped, helpless with a man pressed against me. I wanted to scream, wanted to tell him to stop, wanted to revolt, rebel. But before I could do anything, say anything, the head of his cock, just the head, wet with lubricant, was opening me, pushing slowly inside me, pressing me open. Pressure, solid, wide, pulsating, pressure at my opening, pressure, cock, Mr. Morgan’s cock, the head of it, pressure, opening me, pushing into me, spreading me, filling me. 
 
   “Ohhhhhhhh,” I moaned, stunned how big he actually was, stunned how much just the head of his cock stretched me.
 
   “I know you’re torn, sissy, I know, but if you want me to stop, you have to say it, you don’t have to beg, but you have to say it.”
 
   But I couldn’t say anything, didn’t want to say anything. So he started slowly pushing his cock into me, stretching me, spreading me more. The first feeling, the tip, the head, were nothing compared to the feeling of his cock actually entering me. 
 
   I groaned as I felt his hands, his strong hands on my hips, holding me steady as he pushed more firmly into me until I let out a hoarse cry, not from shock or revulsion, but from pure and utter pleasure at the invasion. “Oh god,” I moaned, shaking, “oh god.”
 
   That's when he started, really. I expected him to push farther into me, but he didn't, not at first. He pulled out, slightly, and I actually sighed in relief, but then he pushed. Then he pulled backwards again, then in, slightly deeper. 
 
   Out. 
 
   In deeper. 
 
   Out. 
 
   In deeper. 
 
   Out. 
 
   In deeper. 
 
   Each time he pushed his cock back into me, he went deeper, deeper, deeper, filling me, splitting me, fucking me. 
 
   "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," I spit out, shaking, moaning. I started to move with him, to move with the rhythm, forward when he pulled back, backwards when he pushed forward. Rocking, deeper, rocking, filled, rocking, opened. Part of me screamed no, but more of me, the rest of me, pushed back, wanted it, needed it. 
 
   Rocking. 
 
   Fucking. 
 
   More cock in me, more, more. 
 
   Fucking me. Fucking me. Fucking me.
 
   Mr. Morgan took my hips firmly in his hands, gripped me for leverage, pushed fully into me. 
 
   "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh," I cried out again as I was fully stretched, as I was fully impaled on his cock, crying out again and again as he gave first short jabs deep into me, then long, deep strokes, hands on my hips, pulling me to him, pushing, the head of his cock rubbing against the inside of me. 
 
   I was dizzy and couldn't believe that things had gone this far, that step by step my resistance had melted to the point where I was pushing against his cock, helping him fuck my virgin ass.
 
   He was taking his time, slowly fucking me with long, deliberate stokes that became faster and harder and he grabbed me, tighter, and relished my helplessness, my surrender. He had my hips and fucker me harder, deeper.
 
   And I realized, I realized he was about to…and I started to panic and get scared and beg him to stop, beg, beg... 
 
   I almost did, I almost said stop, not that I wanted him to, but I was afraid of what was about to happen. 
 
   Stop, stop, stop.
 
   I was about to say the word, about to beg, when he grunted and pushed deeper into me and held his cock inside me, against me and the word died on my lips. 
 
   Stop.
 
   The word died on my lips. 
 
   Stop.
 
   I didn’t say it.
 
   Stop.
 
   It died just as Mr. Morgan pulled back and thrust hard, again, the hardest, the deepest. 
 
   The word died as the worst thing I could have imagined began to happen, the thing that terrified me…and thrilled me.
 
   'No' died as his moans became primal, as he pushed into me and held me and possessed me like an animal. 
 
   The word died as I felt it, the explosion I feared, the warm, wet rush of his cum inside me.
 
   It died as Mr. Morgan pressed against me, against that spot deep inside me that made me feel... 
 
   "Ohhhhhhh," I groaned, feeling it build up slowly inside me, a feeling that scared me, terrified me, and then overcame me. 
 
   From my toes to my scalp to my hands to my breasts to my penis to my ass, it overcame me. Nothing like I’d ever experienced, nothing like when I jerked off. Nothing. Nothing.
 
   Every nerve was tingling, alive, everything, everywhere. I was shaking, felt his cock pressed against something inside me, felt the orgasm everywhere at once.
 
   And then I was wet and wet and wet, more and more, as I felt cum leak, not from inside me, not Mr. Morgan, his cum was trapped by his cock. 
 
   The wetness was from me, from my penis, from me as he held his cock inside me, against me, held, shook his hips, pushed, teased. 
 
   Far longer than I ever had before. Far longer than I imagined possible. Different, and far longer. Far longer than Mr. Morgan, for far longer the orgasm was everywhere inside me, over and over and over until it was almost too much for me to handle and I lost it, I collapsed, my hand and legs giving out, collapsed onto the table, his cock cock buried deep inside me, his weight suddenly against me as he was too collapsed on top of me, laying there, breathing. 
 
   But it did not stop. While he was no longer fucking me, I could feel him in me, pulsating, jumping, moving against me, each touch sending another miniature wave of pleasure through my body, making me jump, leak, and wet. The waves of the orgasm continued one after another, like nothing I’d ever felt before.
 
   I don't know how much time elapsed. A minute, five, ten, an hour. All I knew was I did not want it to end, the feeling, physically, emotionally. 
 
   I did not want it to end. I never wanted to uncouple from him, never wanted his cock to pull out, never wanted to feel that empty feeling again. And in that moment I knew he was right, that as much as I liked women, lusted after women, loved women, I’d never be inside one because nothing could ever be match the feeling of being filled with cock.
 
   Nothing.
 
   Finally, his heavy breathing started to calm. His pulsating cock came to a rest, then slowly, slowly, softened, shrank. 
 
   And the whole time I lay there, trapped by his body, bound to the table, filled with his cock, lay there content, fulfilled. 
 
   "That was wonderful," Mr. Morgan whispered in my ear. He then pulled back, pulled out, and slowly, carefully stood up.  I shook once more powerfully, once more pleasure overcoming me. 
 
   I could hardly believe it, hardly believe that I had yielded like this, to a man, that I let a man fuck me, that I liked it, loved it, now craved it. 
 
   “Do you see now, sissy, do you see?” he asked coming around me, beginning to untie me.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I said, still tingling, still erect, still excited, feeling different than I ever did before.
 
   “Who do you belong to, sissy? Tell me, who do you belong to?”
 
   “You, Mr. Morgan. You. You.”
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