

Crossdressing Tales: The Feminization of Bobby

By Emma LaVerne


Prologue

It's two in the morning and I'm in the middle of nowhere with all that I own. Same old story – a bag of clothes thrown over my back and shoes that are so old they are falling off my feet. It's three days before Christmas and I have 50 pence in my pocket; no job, no life, nowhere to go. But it could be worse - I could be back on the island, struggling to find a job and a way to feed myself.

Go to Lanzarote, They said.

Start a new life, They said.

We know this guy, They said.

The guy turned out to be a timeshare salesman and wanted me to stand on street corners enticing holiday makers into his office so he could put the squeeze on them. Timeshare doesn't have a good reputation and, what’s more, I couldn't sell water to a thirsty man even if there was a gun pointing at my head. It wasn’t a good recipe for success.

So, on this lonely country road in the early hours, I'm cold and hungry and my nose is running. My hair is greasy and it keeps flopping down in front of my eyes and my armpits smell like a dog’s dinner. I'm trying to hitch back to my home town, the one I left a month ago with such pleasure and swore I would never go back to. Things are not going well.

The few cars that have gone past, headlights blazing in the night, haven't even slowed down to take a look at me. So much for the Christmas Spirit. Ahead, between the trees, I can see the starlit patina of a town a mile away and head towards it, filled with a new psychotic, desperate resolve. All I want is a warm bed and a week of sleep.

I could cry, but the tears would probably freeze on my cheeks.

Back home, they'd ask what happened to Bobby. He started a new life over in Lanzarote, didn't you know. Never came back. Lucky bastard. In fact I froze to death on a dark road a million miles from where I wanted to be. That's me. Lost in the darkness.

This road is spooky. The wind’s got up in the last half hour and the trees rustle around me like ghosts. There's an owl or a fox wailing in the darkness. What if vampires and werewolves stalk this place? What if they're watching me now? I look round nervously and that's when I see the house. If I hadn't been so spooked, I would have walked straight past it. Maybe it’s a farm and there's a barn in there and I can hide myself in the straw. Maybe it's deserted and maybe there's a fireplace where I can light a fire and get myself warm. Maybe some mad farmer will shoot me as soon as he sees me.

With my bag slung over my shoulder, I step down the gravel path, feeling my way through the darkness. There's no barn down here but there is a shed. The house looks lived in and there's a car parked out front. Damn, just my luck. The shed it is then. The door is open and I step inside greeted by a musty smell, of tools and oil and something I can't quite place. But there's a space on the floor and I dump the bag and settle myself down. In years to come, I'll probably rue this night, when I'm chock full of arthritis and unable to walk. I need to close my eyes though and sleep if I can, despite the cold.

Jesus, what a mess my life is in.

I wrap my arms around my chest and lean back, trying to ignore the fact that it's well below zero. The floor is concrete and dusty and the cold reaches up through my bones. How long does a body keep in this kind of weather?

The door opens and a light shines in my eyes. I don't get frightened often but I scream, the first sound I've made all day since flying in from the island.

For a moment, the light hangs there like a false sun, bathing me in its cold, golden glare. Then I can just about make out a shadow. I think it's a woman. I can see fine filaments of long hair. And now I can smell...strawberries.

Then the voice: "What are you doing here?"

How long have you got, lady? Do you want the whole, sordid tale of broken hearts and overdrawn bank accounts, misused credit cards and the odd twenty quid borrowed here and there and never paid back? Or do you want to hear how much I miss her and if I could have changed places I would? But the great big God in the sky hadn't planned for that. How long have you really got?

In the end, I say: "I was cold."

Yeah, so you hunker down in a shed where the temperature's way below zero. She's silent for a moment and then the torch dips and I see her a little more clearly. She's in her mid-forties, attractive and slim. Her eyes are sad and there's something broken behind them like shattered glass beneath a lake surface.

A little more confident, I babble on for a while, giving the expurgated version of my life of woe. She stays in the doorway for a long while after - I didn't think the story was that bad - the light in her hand trembling slightly. It must be scary for her. Finding a stranger in her shed so late at night.

"You'd best come in, then," she says finally.

That’s how it begins, with a gentle invitation…


One: The Induction

Her name was Eloise and she lived in the house alone. In the warm light of the room, she was quite beautiful. Dark, thick hair dropped over her back and shoulders and her eyes were soft as pillows. She wore jeans and a denim shirt and I wondered what she was doing up at this time. She would say it was fate. If she'd gone to bed she would have missed me. It was fate that she stayed up watching an old movie and drinking milky coffee.

The living room was cozy and there was a fire blazing away in the hearth. She made me sit in front of it and went and got something to eat and a drink. I was grateful. You don't find Good Samaritans on every street corner and I guess she was right, it was fate. She asked me all sorts of questions and over the next hour managed to glean the details of my most recent past, the stuff that I was willing to give anyway.

"You must be tired," she said finally and smiled. "Come on," she added and I followed her up the stairs to a bedroom that was a study in femininity. Pale pink roses trailed down the walls, the curtains were cream velvet, the double bed laid with a mint, silk and lace throw over and pillows. Pictures of old film stars hung on the walls, James Dean and Elizabeth Taylor amongst them. The dressing table was crowded with perfumes and potions, jewelry boxes and make-up pallets. There were colourful winter flowers in a vase. A mirror reflected my shabby appearance, greasy hair falling over my eyes and shoulders. To the right there was another smaller room with a shower unit. I hadn't showered in a couple of days.

"It's a little flowery," Eli said. "It used to be my daughter’s."

"It's fine," I told her.

She looked round the room, her eyes moistening. I asked her if she was okay.

"I'll leave you to rest," she said and went out the door, closing it behind her.

I showered and shaved and looked at myself in the mirror again. I was brand new and the cold was just about gone from body. I settled naked between the silk sheets and turned off the light. The warmth and the darkness seeped into my flesh and I fell down into the deepest of sleeps.

I came back to life around mid-day. The light filtered softly through the window as I turned over and stretched. This had to be heaven. The pillow was scented with perfume and I breathed it in gratefully.

For a moment, it reminded me of Claire and I thought she was there beside me. I reached out and found a sea of bed but no Claire. She wasn't there. Of course she wasn't. Claire was dead. The thought made me sit bolt upright. Disorientated, I looked around the room. Then my shoulders sagged and I leaned back, remembering the cold, dark road and the desperation in my soul and the Good Samaritan who had saved me. I climbed out of bed and looked out the window. Ice hung on the bare tree branches and the road glittered with frost.

There was a photograph of a woman on the dressing table. Young and fresh and full of life. She had to be Eli's daughter. I opened one of the wardrobe doors and peered at her clothes. Designer labels, elegant dresses, pretty tops and skirts, shoes with long heels stacked in the bottom, belts and colourful scarves over the rails.

In the drawers of the dresser lay oceans of soft underwear and stockings, in another slips and woolens neatly folded. Her daughter had left her life in this room. There were no empty spaces where clothes had been removed. On the door hung a cream, satin robe. I ran a hand across the sheer material and then pressed my face to it. I could smell her, Eli's daughter, down there in the fibres of the robe.

It played on my mind for a while before I turned round and looked for my jeans. I remembered dropping them on the floor in the shower room but they were no longer there. I picked up a towel and wrapped it around my waist as a knock came at the door.

Eli came in. "I thought you might like this," she said, setting a cup of tea down on the bedside table.

"Thanks, you've been great to me," I told her.

"That's okay. I don't get to meet many people out here. I'm a bit of a recluse really."

"What about your daughter?"

Her face hardened a little. It was a look that was only there for a second before it was sucked away into her skin and eyes. "I came in while you were sleeping. I've put all your clothes in the wash. I hope you don't mind."

"Oh, thanks. That's very kind of you." I had this unwarranted image of her rummaging through my dirty underwear. I wouldn't wish that on my worst enemy.

"I'm afraid they're still wet."

"Oh."

She reached for the robe hanging from the door. "You can wear this, it should fit you, and you’re quite slim."

I shook my head. "No, I don't think it's my style. Honestly."

Undeterred, she took it off the hook and held it out to me. "Who's going to see? Come on, you can't go round naked all day."

She was smiling, eyes hopeful. She was a woman who couldn't hide her thoughts or emotions, I sensed that about her straight away. Reluctantly I took hold of the robe and pushed my arms through the sleeves. The satin ran over my flesh like ghostly fingers and settled over my back. I turned away and dropped the towel on the floor, letting the soft material wrap around my thighs. It was delicious. I tied the sash and turned back to her. "There, satisfied?"

"Not quite," she laughed. "We can't have you hanging out, can we?"

She went to the dresser drawer and rummaged through the underwear. She pulled out a pair of panties in the same material. "Here," she said.

"No."

"I insist."

I took the panties from her and slipped them on. They felt curious against my skin and I suddenly felt terribly vulnerable dressed like this in her presence.

"Don't worry," she giggled. "You look very pretty."

I forced a smile.

"Now, you must be hungry. How about a spot of brunch?"

I was ready to agree to anything that involved food. As I walked down the stairs the robe swished against my thighs creating a kind of electricity inside me. The material moved like a fluid over my body and I could feel every cell reacting to it. Goose bumps rode up my arms.

Eli insisted I wear an apron while I ate the breakfast she had cooked for me. "It's a very expensive dressing gown," she explained. "Sarah bought it at a Paris fashion show."

"Where is she now?" I asked. "Is she coming back for Christmas?"

Eli turned away, busying herself at the sink and for a while I thought she hadn't heard what I said. She washed a cup and put it up on the draining board and then picked up a towel. "She won't be back," she said simply and left the kitchen.

I'd lost my appetite. I thought I had broken something but didn't know what. The satin robe slipped away from my thigh with a whisper of sound. Without thinking, I lifted it back and briefly stroked my hand across the material.

I followed Eli into the living room. She was poking at the fire now, her eyes glittering with tears. "What's wrong?" I asked. I sat on the arm of a chair, my hands resting in my lap.

She looked at me and sobbed. "I was doing so well, but then you showed up."

"I don't understand."

"You look so much like her. You could have been brother and sister." She seemed to pull herself together and then it struck me that she was as damaged as I was. We had both lost someone and it had scarred us deep down. I went over to her and held her in my arms as she began to weep openly. A woman I had only just met but somehow felt connected with.

"Stay for Christmas," she said at dinner later that day.

"I can't," I said. "I should be getting back."

"To what? Didn't you tell me there was nothing left for you there?"

"It's where I belong."

"Rubbish," she whispered. "Stay a couple of days. We can sit and eat turkey till it comes out of ears and then watch television till our eyes turn square."

"I haven't got any money."

"I know. Look if it makes you feel less uncomfortable, you can do some things round the house."

"Okay," I said and she smiled. I felt if she asked me to bungee-jump naked off Big Ben, I'd do it.

That evening, I changed back into my clean, dry clothes and put up the shelves in her study, fixed the gate latch outside and changed the washers on her kitchen taps. I felt good for once, not tied up in knots and wasted as if I had spent my life walking through glue.

We sat and talked and drank wine and Eli told me about Sarah and I told her about Claire. When I went to bed I stared around the room and wondered what she had been like. I looked at myself in the mirror and then at the photo of Eli's daughter. There was a superficial resemblance. I thought how lonely Eli must feel and how she had been in this house for two years, waiting for Sarah to come back, knowing all the while, deep down, that she wouldn't. I could understand her sorrow because I carried my own. How long had I waited for Claire to walk through the front door again? How many times had I sat in the darkness unable to control the pain, sobbing as I drank myself into a stupor?

The next morning, Eli dropped her bomb shell. I don't know how long it had been in her mind and whether it was madness or something else, but I somehow knew it was coming. She sat across the breakfast table, staring at me.

"What?" I asked.

"You've got both ears pierced."

I shrugged. "Two for the price of one."

She didn't smile at my joke but looked down at her hands. "I want to ask you something," she said. "It's not a joke. I'm deadly serious."

"If you want me to fix the roof, I've already told you I'm scared of heights."

"I want you to be Sarah for me."

I choked on my tea. "Sorry."

"You could carry it off. You've got quite feminine features. And your hair is long. And..." She stopped. I stared at her. She swallowed heavily and her eyes dropped. "You're right. It's stupid." Her shoulders slumped and she pressed her palms to her face. "It's just I miss her so much."

I took a deep breath. "Okay," I said. The word echoed around inside my head. There couldn't have been much brain left there. But part of me was thinking it would be nice to be someone different for a while. Get away from old Bobby and give him a rest. Even if it meant being a girl. A smile spread across Eli's face.

"Okay?"

I nodded. "It's the least I can do. But I must warn you I'm no good in heels.

She laughed. "You'll do just fine."

Half an hour later I lay in the bath, surrounded by scented foam, shaving my legs, thinking that this was a big mistake. The hot water caressed my smooth legs and the sensation was not unpleasant. I came out pink and clean and looking as though I had been plucked. I slipped into the white lace panties that Eli had given me and tucked my manhood away and then slipped into the dressing gown again. The smoothness of my flesh amplified the sensation of satin flowing over my body. I shuddered and looked at myself in the steamy mirror. Even after something so simple as a shave and bath I looked more feminine as if the scented water had drawn away my masculinity.

I went out into the bedroom. Eli was sitting on the bed. She had changed out of her jeans and was wearing a pale green cotton dress with a long flared skirt that buttoned up the front. "I thought if I was going to make you wear a dress, I should wear one too."

"I should think so," I smiled nervously.

"Sit down at the dresser," she said. I did so and she came up behind me and ran her fingers through my hair. "Turn to face me," she said. "I don't want you to see ‘till it's done." I shifted round so that my eyes were on her slim waist. "I need to give this a little trim," she said lifting a strand of hair. She wrapped a sheet around my shoulders to protect the dressing gown and went to work with a pair of scissors. My heart was beating wildly inside my chest. When she had finished cutting she put the hair in rollers explaining that she needed to give it some body.

I didn't object. After all, I had agreed to be Sarah for the rest of the day. I felt a little queasy inside as if I had headed down the wrong road and couldn't find my way back.

"This might hurt a little," said Eli as she produced a pair of tweezers. "We women have to suffer for our art, don't we Sarah?"

I smiled. "Yes, mother." She laughed and leaned towards me.

It felt like Eli was taking my whole forehead off with the tweezers and I winced each time a hair came out. My eyes watered and I clasped my hands tightly in front of me. When it was done, she rubbed moisturizer into my skin and gently kissed me on the forehead. "There, that's better. Much more like a girl. Now, let's have a look at your nails."

My nails had always been quite long because I used to play the guitar until I sold it for a bottle of vodka to a guy in the pub I worked at. Eli filed them and tidied the cuticles and then painted them a soft shade of pearl pink. They glittered in the light of the room and made my hands, with their long fingers look more feminine.

Eli set to work on my make-up, applying a little foundation, eye liner, mascara and shadow, rouging my cheeks and then painting my lips with the same colour gloss with which she had done my nails. She removed the rollers brushed out my hair. Curls cascaded down my back and embraced my neck. Eli stepped back and looked at her handiwork, nodding with satisfaction.

"My God, you're so like her," she whispered. I wanted to turn round and look, but she wouldn't let me. "Not till we're finished."

She went to the dresser and opened the underwear drawer and took out a lace bra that matched the panties I was already wearing. I took off the dressing gown and she fastened the garment around my chest, pulling the straps up over my arms and adjusting the cups. She padded them with soft tissue and stood back again.

Next came the suspender belt and sheer silk stockings that rode up the smooth flesh of my legs and made me shiver again. Eli smiled knowingly but didn't say anything. Next came a white Charnos slip that fell down to my stocking tops. Eli looked in the wardrobe, fussing over the clothes there until she found a pale pink Devore dress with a faint leaf pattern. I stepped into it and she zipped up the back.

The dress fitted perfectly, hugging every inch of my skin. She selected a pair of elegant three inch heels that she thought I would be able to walk in and I slipped my stocking feet into these and stood there quite comfortably. Finally, she finished the outfit off with a pair of pearl-drop earrings, a thin sliver necklace and a ladies watch and bracelet.

Eli beamed at me. I was trembling as I drew an anxious breath and turned to look in the mirror.

The person who stared back at me wasn't Bobby, tired and beaten and ready to give up. Bobby had been banished to some dark land and I wasn't sure, even then, he was going to return.

The person who stared back at me was pretty and sexy and her name was Sarah. The shadow and mascara accentuated my wide eyes and the brows were finely arched arabesques. My complexion was smooth and toned and the lips were slick with a pale pink gloss. Even my figure seemed totally feminine in the dress. And I had legs to die for. Eli stood beside me and said: "Welcome home, Sarah." Then she gave me a big hug.

The next two hours were spent teaching me to walk correctly and to speak like a girl. I found it quite easy to lighten my voice and Eli was pleased with my progress. She taught me to sit and stand properly and it wasn't long before I was moving unconsciously.

I had been swept into another existence. I felt small inside, as though my thoughts and being were squeezed into a penny size soul in the pit of my stomach. The stockings stretched over my legs, the dress moved with me and my dark locks of gently curling hair bounced softly across my shoulders.

In the kitchen, Eli poured two glasses of wine and we toasted Sarah's return. She too was staring at me differently. There wasn't that hint of confusion deep in her eyes. It was as if things had suddenly fallen into place for her.

We sat and talked while we drank the wine. Eli kept calling me Sarah and seemed convinced that I was her daughter. I wondered even then how she would react when I turned back into the frog prince.

Eli looked at her watch. "My God look at the time! We've got so much to do."

She got to her feet and went into the hallway, pulling on her coat. "Come on, Sarah."

I stared at her in horror. "I can't go out like this!"

"You're too beautiful to be cooped up inside. Now come on." She grabbed a long velvet coat with a black fur collar and held it out for me to put my arms in. I looked at myself in the hall mirror. I was a girl. There was no doubt about it. I was a girl. Wasn't I wearing a bra and panties, stockings and a dress? And look at my face, I thought. Isn't that a girl staring at me? I put my arms in the coat, pulling my hair out of the collar and fussing in the mirror for a second or two.

"Such a floosy," whispered Eli and I blushed again. She gave me a handbag into which she had put a make-up bag, a purse and a brush for my hair. "You should touch up your lips," advised Eli.

I took the lipstick out of the make-up bag, widened my lips and ran the gloss over the flesh there. It had a luxurious feel to it. I pressed my lips gently together and then pouted. God, I actually pouted. I put the make-up back and fastened the clip of the bag, hooking the strap over my shoulder.

"Well?" I asked.

"You look adorable."

She opened the door and I took a deep breath and followed her out. The grey winter light and fresh crisp air were the first things I noticed. The whisper of the wind was next, the elaborate interlocking of the skeletal tree branches ahead of me and the fine bubbles of melting frost on the bonnet of Eli's car, the way the path ahead trailed into the distance, drawing me forward. The cold heightened my senses. I could feel the silk bra resting across my chest, the panties clinging to my haunches, the stockings moving with each step, stroking me, soothing me.

I climbed in the car and sat down, my knees pressed together, cloud breath escaping over my luscious pink lips. "Promise me something," said Eli.

"What?"

"You'll be Sarah for the rest of Christmas? For me?"

"Okay." Sarah was inside me. Growing by the moment. I suddenly loved the fact that I wasn't Bobby anymore. I was Sarah. I was a girl. And I was glad to be.

Eli drove into town and found a place to park. We went to the supermarket first and as I got out of the car, I prepared myself for discovery. My legs felt weak and I thought I wasn't going to be able to walk, but then Eli was by my side and she was leading me on.

The doors slid open and the warm air came at me. My heels clicked on the tiled floor and the scene ahead was bursting with life - checkout counter girls busily scanning groceries, customers with trolleys and baskets waiting in line, men, women and children wandering through the aisles. I imagined they were looking at me, sneaking furtive glances at me stood there in dress and stockings, hair draped around my shoulders, fur collar tickling my neck. I needed to pee badly all of a sudden. I told Eli in a shaky voice. She led me over to the public conveniences and said she'd wait outside.

"I can't go in alone," I whispered.

"Don't be a silly girl, Sarah. Of course you can. And don't forget to sit down."

I swallowed heavily and bumped into a man who was going towards the gents. His eyes met mine and his hand brushed fleetingly against my waist.

"Sorry, love," he smiled and stepped to one side to let me go first.

I took a deep breath and stepped forward, pushing open the door to the ladies. I moved into one of the cubicles and closed it, standing there for a moment, feeling the dress clinging to my body, the hem wrapped around my stocking clad thighs. I was going to explode with all the things assaulting my senses. When had I last felt this alive?

I took off my coat and hitched up my skirt and pulled down the silk panties, sitting on the toilet. As I peed, I stared down at the lace roses on my stocking tops, the smooth flesh beneath the material and wondered what Claire would think of me now. Would she even recognise me?

I finished peeing and pulled up the panties, straightening the skirt over my thighs. I flushed the toilet and pulled on the coat, taking another deep breath before stepping outside. There was a woman by the wash basins. She smiled at me saying something about Christmas.

Dreamily, I set my bag down and washed my hands, staring at myself in the mirror. I liked the way my dark, thick lashes curled up towards the shaded lids, the way my eyebrows were neatly tapered arches, the way my earrings reflected the neon light, the way my lips looked coated in satin.

"Oh, I love that colour," said the woman. "It looks so good on you. What shade is it?"

I panicked a little as I dried my hands. "I-I don't know," I said in my most feminine voice. I rummaged in the bag and found my lipstick. "Pacific Peach," I added. I showed it to the woman.

"May I?" She asked and pressed the lipstick to her flesh and then handed it back to me.

"It was a present from my mother," I explained boldly and slipped the gloss over my own lips.

"Well, I have to get back to my Christmas shopping," said the woman and moved towards the door. "Have a good one."

"You too."

I fluffed my hair and continued looking at myself, turning this way and that, admiring how good I looked. Eli was right. I had nothing to be scared of. The world could fall in love with a girl like me. With that thought lingering in my mind, I was ready to face it.

We spent half an hour in the supermarket, getting provisions for the Christmas weekend, drawing admiring glances from passing males which I quickly became accustomed to and deep inside strangely welcomed. After that, we put the shopping bags in the back of the car and walked around the shops, stopping at a cafe for late lunch. Eli insisted on going to a clothes store and trying on some new outfits.

"It's what girls do," she cried.

She found a red satin halter-neck gown which she said I would look dreamy in and made me go into the changing rooms to try it on. By then I was confident enough to carry it off and wasn't even worried to see other women in there. Eli purred and fussed over my appearance and said I definitely had to have shoes and underwear to go with the outfit. I objected that it was a waste of money but Eli insisted and I couldn't refuse her.

We returned home at five o'clock and settled down in front of the fire with a glass of wine. I was exhausted but happy. It had felt so good to get out and enjoy life as someone else.

"You can't rest on your laurels, dear," said Eli with a hint of wickedness.

"What do you mean?"

"It's Christmas Eve."

"So?"

"We can't stay in on a Christmas Eve. We'll get a cab back into town about eight and go to the pub. You can wear your new dress. Why do you think I bought it for you?"

"Yes, mother," I sighed and finished the last of the wine in my glass. I wanted to ask her how long she expected me to stay as Sarah and part of me hoped it could be for a long while. But I knew that couldn't happen. Sooner or later, I would have to come back to the real world. Still, I could let it go on for a while longer although the thought of going out to a pub as Sarah seemed very risqué. What if I got drunk and gave myself away?

What if this was your last day on Earth? Sarah countered inside me.

Another bath followed in strawberry scented water. After, Eli reset my hair, this time giving it a more flamboyant, evening-wear look with lots more curl and bounce. She took greater care with my makeup, ensuring that I looked as glamorous as possible for my night out, using dark colours and shocking red lipstick that seemed to dominate my features. Eli had bought some expensive breast inserts for me during the day and they fitted snugly inside the red satin wonder bra that I wore. This was an altogether new sensation ­my chest actually had some weight to it and when I moved, the breasts wobbled enticingly.

She gave me something else as well, a quite respectable cleavage.

I slipped on a pair of matching panties and suspender belt and rolled the stockings up my legs. Then I stepped into the dress with its halter neck showing off my cleavage and the flared fifties style skirt accentuating my waist. The red stiletto shoes were a little high but I didn't have much trouble walking in them. The outfit was finished off by small gold loop earrings and a black choker and matching clutch bag.

I was amazed at how pretty I looked.

How absolutely dazzling!

Eli wore a long, off-the-shoulder velvet dress that complimented her figure perfectly. Together we looked like a million dollars. As we waited in the hallway for the cab to take us into town, Eli started telling me how she used to go out every Christmas Eve with Sarah and how it was nice to do it again. Outside, a car horn sounded. Eli opened the door and ushered me towards the waiting cab. She locked the door and followed me, linking my arm.

"We might meet some of your friends too," she whispered.

I stopped, the chill wind blowing at the hem of my dress. "What do you mean?"

"Well, they use the pub," Eli tried to guide me forward again but I resisted. The cab driver tooted impatiently on his horn.

"What the hell am I supposed to say? Hi, back from the dead, did you miss me?"

The words cut through Eli and she winced. "Please. Don't say that. You'll be alright," she pleaded.

"I'm not going."

Then she smiled slyly and waltzed towards the car. "Please yourself. You can sit out here and freeze to death in your sexy little frock." She climbed in the back of the cab and sat there waiting. The cold made me shiver. I thought of that night I sat down in the shed, ready to freeze to death. What could I do? I sashayed forward, my hips swaying and climbed in with her. The driver pulled out up the path and onto the road, heading into town.

"I didn't tell anyone," whispered Eli.

"What do you mean?"

"About Sarah. I went out to Bangkok to identify her body but I didn't say it was her. I couldn't. Then the policeman started telling me they had her passport and that it definitely was her. He didn't speak very good English. But he understood money. He understood it very well. I paid him for Sarah's belongings and he tagged her as a Jane Doe and I came back to England."

"Why?"

"I didn't want it to be her," she said after a moment. "Over time, I managed to convince myself that someday she would walk through that door and everything would be alright again."

"Oh, Eli. I'm so sorry. But I can't....Not forever."

"But for tonight?" She smiled. "I'll be with you. I'll be able to butt in when things get dicey."

I closed my eyes. "I must be crazy."

"You're beautiful. Now relax. They haven't seen you for a couple of years."

The cab drew up outside a pub called the White Horse and I could see from the shadows at the windows that the place was busy. Every pulse in my body was hammering away as I got out and we walked towards the door.

Heat and smoke blazed between the walls. I followed Eli, squeezing through the crowd, brushing against warm, damp bodies and feeling a rush of sensual excitement. Eli ordered two glasses of wine and we moved towards the back end of the pub where there was a dance floor and the heavy beat of music. We even managed to find a seat. The people were a blur, gyrating on the floor, laughing and joking in their drunkenness.

"I'm sorry, I tricked you," said Eli, putting a hand on my knee.

"Sarah?" A voice screamed from the crowd. My heart sank. "Oh-my-God! Is that you Sarah?"

"Angela," whispered Eli.

"Angela?" I sang. This was going to be difficult. Did I really have the confidence to carry this off? I took a big gulp of wine. The girl came forward dressed in a short black, shift number, make-up glittering on her cheeks. She grabbed my hands as I got to my feet, squeezing my fingers.

"You look fabulous!" She made me give her a twirl. The skirt swished around my knees. "Where have you been?" Where have I been, I thought, but before I could even begin to think of an answer, Angela was screaming at some other people. Suddenly I was surrounded by a hoard of people who had known me all their lives and I didn't recognise one of them. It was totally bizarre.

Conversation spilled over me like a flood. Eli stood close and prompted when she felt it was needed but how I got through that first hour I don't know. Eli left me once to replenish our drinks and all eyes were on me. How was Asia? How was Paris? Had I found myself a new man? How long was I back for? Could I come to someone’s New Year party?

Then a hand slipped around my slim waist and I felt the press of stubble to the soft skin of my neck. I turned with a scream and looked up. The man was a good four inches taller than me, handsome with short cropped hair and broad shoulders. He smiled and said: "Long time, no see."

"Jack!" Squealed Eli, standing on her toes to peck him on the cheek.

I felt a rush of blood to my cheeks and snatched up my bag, making my way to the ladies. Fortunately, there was a cubicle free and I went in there and slammed the door shut. Oh, God, there was a man. I could tell by the way he looked at me, the way he touched me, that Sarah once had a thing with him. What was I going to do now? A while later, Eli knocked at the door and I let her in.

"Who the hell is he?" I asked.

"Well...how can I put this?"

"In simple words so I can understand."

"You were supposed to marry him."

"Marry him!"

"You dated three years and then got engaged. You were madly in love with him but then you had some major tiff and that's when you went off on your travels. Honestly, Sarah. I didn't know he was here. He was supposed to be in Germany for Christmas."

"Well, I think we should go."

"That would be rude."

"Rude. Jesus, my ex-fiancee is out there."

"Oh, pull yourself together you silly girl. You can handle a mere man like Jack." She opened the door. "Now, come on. Fix your make-up and straighten our skirt. I feel like dancing."

I followed her reluctantly and put some more gloss on my lips. Then it was back to the bar and I figured the best way to avoid any trouble was to stay on the dance floor until I fainted with exhaustion. The skirt of my dress swept around my silken legs as I moved in time to the music, my hair brushing over my shoulders and I began to get that queasy feeling in my stomach again. The one that said this was the real me. I pushed it away and concentrated on the music. Song followed song and figures flashed before me. God knows what everyone else thought.

Around twelve, as last orders were being called, the romantic music started to play and boys and girls paired off, snogging each other hungrily. I took that as my queue to leave. I was really quite drunk and wondered how I had lasted this long. Then a strong hand grabbed mine and led me to the centre of the dance floor.

"No!" I cried. My breasts jiggled inside my bra cups.

He grabbed my waist and pulled me in close to him. My hands went automatically up to his broad shoulders.

"I take it you don't forgive me?" Said Jack.

The fingers of his right hand played with the locks of my hair. His other hand pressed firmly into the small of my back pulling me in to him. God, I was wearing a pretty little red dress, high heels and stockings and I was dancing with a man who seemed to be devouring me with his eyes. I felt so small and helpless in his arms. And there was something else. Something I didn't want to admit. That I felt protected by his strength. That thought too, I pushed away.

"All I can say is I'm sorry," he added. "I never meant to hurt you." We were moving slowly round the dance floor, hips grinding gently together. Without thinking, I let the red painted nails of one hand trail through the hair above his open shirt. He took that as a cue to run his hand smoothly over my buttocks, following the line of my panties to the stocking tops. I shivered and at that moment he pressed his lips to mine. For a second, I hung there absorbed in the sensation of his touch, wrapped in the certainty that he found me attractive and wanted me. Then the fog of drunkenness cleared in my head and I recoiled.

"I can't!"

Eli was there right on cue (maybe just a little late) to save me. "Our cab's here, Sarah," she said and led me away from his arms. "My, my," she said and giggled.

"It's not funny," I said. Don't look back! I thought. Whatever you do, don't look back. You know if you do, he'll be staring at you and then he'll know how you feel. I tried not to look back but as I reached the door I couldn't help it. Hair swept across my shoulders. My painted nails pressed against the door. My underwear clung to my flesh. A delightful shiver coursed down my spine. Jack stood there, hands in pockets smiling. I could have kicked myself.

"Admit it," said Eli as we sat in front of the fire back at home. "You enjoyed it."

I was sat on the floor, the skirt of my dress flaring over my legs so that only the red court shoes with their spike heels showed.

"He scared the life out of me," I said.

"You loved every minute. I saw the way you looked at him."

I blushed again and managed a smile. "What's happening to me?"

"You're Sarah. That's what's happening."

We talked till two in the morning and then I was exhausted. My day as Sarah had been an experience. Eli had laid out a beautiful negligee set on the bed and I changed out of the dress and underwear and put it on. The night­dress fell over my body, cool and sheer and comforting. I slipped on the dressing gown and sat in front of the mirror taking off the make-up with cleanser and cotton wool. I tied my hair back with a silver band and brushed my teeth. Then I slipped in between the sheets and let sleep take me.

I dreamt that I was Sarah and that I was stood in a church wearing the most beautiful ivory wedding dress with a low cut back and flared skirt. There was a man standing down by the altar, his back turned towards me. As I walked in time to the music, the candlelight glittering off the beaded dress, I passed Eli who smiled dreamily at me. When I got to the altar, the groom turned and I saw that it was me, the male side of me. Two halves being joined to make a whole.

I woke early and lay there in my night-dress, staring at the ceiling, running my hands over the soft, silken material, thinking about the wedding dress and how I would love to try something like that on; being the centre of attention as if I was a beautiful princess.

I climbed out of bed and showered, letting the soap suds caress my body, feeling the smooth flesh and wondering what it would be like to have real breasts. After I dried myself, rubbing my long hair dry with a towel, I sat in front of the dressing table mirror and massaged moisturizer into my face. Then I set about my makeup, trying to achieve a natural, daytime look. You're Sarah, I told myself and that seemed to help. Liner glided over my eyelids, the shadow spread in a pale brown stain below my arched brows. Mascara lengthened and curled my lashes, a gentle hint of blusher brought colour to my cheeks. A mauve lip gloss finished off the look I had wanted when I began. That was okay. I looked pretty. I put in a pair of earrings and tied a gold chain around my neck, then brushed out my hair until it was soft and bouncy. Even better. I looked more pretty now.

I selected a pair of silk briefs and a garter belt and rolled a pair of sheer black stockings up my calves, over my knees and up my thighs fastening them to the garters. I found a lace and satin bra and hooked that up, pulling the straps over my arms and putting the inserts in place. I stared at myself for a moment. I could almost have been a lingerie model in a catalogue. I tried a few seductive poses and found myself giggling like a school girl.

I went to the wardrobe and looked through Sarah's clothes. My clothes. Nothing too ostentatious I felt. Not on Christmas Day. I chose an embroidered mesh skirt with a black satin slip and a dark grey cardigan with sequins sewn into the wool. With these I wore a pair of low heel strap sandals and to finish off I painted my nails the same shade of pink as Eli had done when I first got dressed. I looked at myself in the mirror.

Good enough to eat. For a second, I felt Jacks arms slip around my waist.

I went down to the kitchen and made Eli and myself a cup of tea and took them up to her room. Eli rolled over sleepily and then opened her eyes.

"My," she said. "Let me look at you."

I stood back and let her survey my handiwork. "Not bad for a first effort, don't you think."

"You're a natural," she added and sat up. "So, have you decided?"

"Decided, what?"

"You know what I mean."

I got to my feet and went over to the mirror and looked at myself. How much time could I spend preening myself in front of it? I didn't want to leave it's all-seeing gaze.

"Oh, Eli," I whispered. "I'm so confused."

Eli got out of bed and came up beside me. "I don't think you are. I think you know exactly what you want."

"I so want to be Sarah. I do. But it's not possible."

Eli smiled. "I'm not a poor woman, you may have noticed." She touched my hair. "And there are things we can do. People who can help us. We can start with hormones and work towards the rest. I guarantee that in a year’s time you will be Sarah and no one, not even Jack, will be able to tell the difference." She pulled me to her and gave me a hug. "All you have to say is that it's what you want."

Tears filled my eyes. "I want to be Sarah, Eli. I want to be Sarah so badly."

"Then you are," she said. "I can't wave a magic wand. But I can work some magic. From now on you are Sarah. Welcome home, dear."


Two: The dream

And that was it.

I had accepted femininity, that I would be Sarah from now on, that I would change my sex and become Eli’s daughter. And I did so want it. I could see that Eli desperately wanted it too and we bonded together as if part of the real Sarah had found its way into me and was actually pushing me towards complete and unconditional femininity.

I was so happy to believe it.

It would be month later when things would take a darker turn and I would learn the truth of what had happened to me. By then, of course, it would be too late.  My journey on the road to sissification at the hands of some of the most manipulative people on the planet would be almost finished; there would be only that final step, one which I would willingly take.

In the meantime, Eli set about my feminization with renewed gusto. The week between Christmas and New Year’s Eve a set of injections miraculously appeared. Eli said she had been to see a friend of hers who knew about gender reassignment and had recommended a daily course of injections that would work more quickly than traditional pills. I wasn’t too enthusiastic but Eli coerced me in that way of hers and I couldn’t resist. Every evening and morning I had an injection and after a couple of days I managed to get it out of my head that this was somehow wrong. In truth, the injections made me a tad euphoric.

It was also making me unusually horny. We were sitting watching the television one night when my little cocklette snuck loose from my flimsy silk panties and tented up my skirt. Eli looked at with amusement. I looked down at it with abject horror.

“We’ll have to do something about that,” she giggled.

“It’s been happening quite a bit. I think it has something to do with the injections.”

“My friend said this might happen. In a few cases it causes an increase in sexual arousal but then after a while it goes away. She gave me something for it just in case.” Eli got up and went to her bedroom. I was sat there wearing a chiffon dress in pale pink with tan stockings and underneath white panties, bra and suspenders. I clutched my hands to my sides, staring down at the unwanted protrusion beneath the skirt, wanting desperately to touch it, blushing like a girl who’s just been discovered naked.

Eli returned a few moments later, carrying a small plastic contraption. “It’s called a CB6000, used for chastity in some circles. It will stop you getting an erection.”

“What?”

“You just have to wear it for a while, until the sexual impulses wear off. You don’t want to be walking down the high street and suddenly find everyone staring at you for all the wrong reasons, now do you Sarah?” She sat down beside me and held it up in front of me. “It won’t kill you dear.”

Then she did the most sensual thing anyone has ever done to me, before and after my sissy transformation was complete. She stroked her hand over my stockings, up under my skirt and towards my silk panties and the raging hard-on. I let out a sharp gasp and, as she pulled up my skirt and grasped my rock hard shaft, I came immediately, shooting a hot fountain of semen up into the air. I cried loudly as the semen fell back to earth and scattered on my lap.

“Ooops!” Said Eli. She stroked my shaft a couple of times and some more cum dribbled up onto the tip. “Looks like you really need that,” she added as if she had just been giving a thirsty man a drink. “Why don’t you go and change into your night clothes and come back here and we’ll try this on?”

My face flushed with embarrassment, I got up quickly, holding up my skirt and ran into the bedroom, hot cum dripping down my stockings. I pulled off my dress and underwear, breathing heavily and still shaking. What had just happened? My head was spinning in several different directions. I felt as if I had been exposed to the core. I felt that I was suddenly in love with that strange and beautiful woman out there. I felt ashamed that I had come so quickly. That I had no control over it. I slipped on a turquoise baby-doll nighty and panties and pulled on my silk bathrobe, staring at myself in the mirror. For a moment, I felt repulsed. I couldn’t be a man for her. I couldn’t be anything but a girl. I was trapped.

“You wanted this,” I told the mirror fretfully. “You let this happen.” I went back to the sitting room and, very gently, Eli encased my cock in the CB6000, locking it with a small padlock and putting the tiny key in her pocket.

“There,” she said. “We should be okay now.”

I curled up on the sofa, watching the television, tears welling in my eyes.

In truth, the cock restraint wasn’t too bad and I soon got used to it. Yes, it hurt a bit when I started to get aroused, which at first seemed every five minutes, but after a week or so things calmed down. Eli never mentioned it again and neither did I. We carried on with my feminization as if it was the most natural thing in the world. We excused ourselves from celebrations despite several invitations to parties and kept our own company well into the first two weeks of the New Year.

Eli continued to train me how to walk, talk and generally behave. I had makeup lessons and voice coaching, she sharpened my dress sense, teaching me what clothes matched with what, how to paint my nails, moisturizing my body morning and night, fixing my hair, in fact everything a girl needed to know. She bought fashion magazines and asked me to critique particular outfits and whether I liked them or not. She even asked me my opinion on boys, which was the only thing that seemed to embarrass me now.

The injections continued and after a couple of weeks I began to notice the changes. My breasts became a little softer and enlarged, the nipples more prominent and the areole darker and slightly wider. The cock cage was taken off once a week to enable me to wash myself but was just as quickly put back on lest this rampant serpent once again raise itself again.

Before the beginning of February we started going out more, not into the local town but some distance away, shopping for the day or visiting a gallery. The highlight was a trip to the salon with Eli. I had my hair done properly for the first time, my nails and finally some collagen in my lips to make them a little plumper. The effect was to make me look even more feminine than even I thought possible. My hair now curled lusciously down my back, with a hint of rust colour in it that shimmered in the light. My hands looked long and tapered and my lips looked about the most kissable I had seen in a long while.

We celebrated my new look with a trip around the shops and lunch at a bistro. While we sat drinking wine, I admit that I got a little drunk.

“You look stunning,” said Eli, raising her glass. “And that hair is to die for. That guy’s looking at you…no don’t turn round.”

I felt a little squirm in my stomach but couldn’t resist a little peek a few moments later. He was wearing a light coloured business suit, was maybe in his thirties and blond. I blushed and turned back to Eli, fiddling with the pendant around my neck. I was wearing, from the bottom out, a black boned corset which plumped up my burgeoning breasts quite nicely, matching panties of course, black seamed 10 denier stockings, black 4 inch court shoes, a figure hugging, knee length, pinstripe skirt and a matching jacket that buttoned up just below my cleavage.

“What would you do, if he came up to the table now and started talking to you?”

“I’d die.” I giggled like a school girl.

“No seriously, you have to think about these things now that you’re a woman. Men are going to find you very attractive. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

“I’m trying not to.”

“Haven’t you thought about what it would be like, to have a strong man take you in his arms and kiss you?”

“Stop it, please,” I whispered.

“Running his rough hands up and down your silky thighs, biting on your nipples, forcing…”

“Eli!”

Eli laughed. “You are a girl, you know. And a very pretty one at that. I keep saying that but I don’t think you believe me. You could be stood in a group of a hundred other girls and you’d still be the one the blokes chose to…” she winked. “You know…fuck.”

“I’m going to be a lesbian.”

“Somehow, I don’t think so.”

I poured myself some more wine and slurped it down a little less femininely. “How so?”

“I think, when that man sticks his hand in Sarah’s panties for the first time, she’s going to swoon and let go. I think you’re going to love being with a man.”

I didn’t say anything. Instead I felt my stomach tighten and a thrill of pleasure and subsequent pain between my legs.

“I know you don’t want to talk about it but I do know that you’ve been thinking about it. It’s natural for a sexy young lady like you, to think about men. So tell, me. I want to know.” She sighed when I didn’t answer. “What about that man then, what did you think when you first looked at him.”

I shrugged. “Too pretty.”

“So you like rugged, manly men.”

“Maybe,” I conceded.

“Younger or older. I bet older. You like the more mature man who can take you in hand.”

“What does that mean?”

“Someone with experience. Someone who can press all the right buttons.”

I leaned forward: “Until they put their hands down the front of my panties and find something they weren’t expecting.”

Eli smiled: “Oh, you’ll be surprised the number of men who like…shall we say…a little extra something.”

I laughed. Eli’s eyes shone and we drank some more. I kept my fantasy to myself. The dream and the dream within a dream. But I wanted to tell her at that moment, more than anything in the world.

Between the early morning shadows of the city where living corpses dance and cry and fuck, she found the haunted place.  It lay out of sight, down a back street draped in perilous gloom.  Bobby had not wanted her to walk down there, dressed as she was, but the dream had shown Sarah the way and she took a deep breath, shuddered despite the heat, and stepped into its dark heart. 

There was a door above which a neon sign flickered languidly.  Capital E.  E for excess.  She laughed when she saw it and wondered what else Bobby would say to her, heart pounding like an express train and just because of a dream.  But the place was here and she was wide awake this time.  He couldn't deny her that little victory.  The place was here and maybe after tonight Bobby would be silent.

It started for him a week ago.  That was when Sarah knew she'd be coming back and that Bobby would be getting all those nice things out of the suitcases he kept in the attic.  She could sense it building in him.  Interrupting his concentration.  Flickering and burning and then blazing until the only thing on his mind was her and no matter how much he drank and fought, no matter how many women he took to bed, there would only be one girl on his mind. 

Sarah.

That whore of Babylon he had known since childhood.

If he was so intent on giving up his beautiful clothes then why didn't he just throw them all away?  Sarah smiled in the darkness.  Because, despite what he said, Bobby wasn't in control, he never had been.  Sarah was in control, from the back of his mind, through every nerve, muscle and bone.  She was the dominant one.

His hands shook as he knelt over the cases and for one moment Sarah had thought he might break down in tears.  He wiped the sweat from his face and muttered something under his breath and then the first case was open and it was like a flood tide sweeping over him. 

Poor Bobby.  A victim of his own femininity.

She wasn't impressed with his first effort.  He was over eager and out of practice and he made Sarah look like a mannequin.  His movements held no fluidity and when the knock came at the door he froze in the living room with his high heel and stockings on.  Mandy was outside, pacing round the garden.  Bobby had fucked her a couple of nights ago but he hadn't been thinking about Mandy while they did the dirty deed - he'd been wrapped up in Sarah as he always was.

"I know you're in there, Bobby," Mandy cried.  Her shadow moved across the window.

Sure he is, giggled Sarah.  Sure he is.  Why don't you come in and see what he's wearing for you?  Silk stockings and panties and a hot little balconette bra that'll get all the men going. Won't she be impressed, Bobby?  Open the door, let her in.  Show her what a little slut you are.  Maybe she'll let you be her girlfriend for a while.  Maybe you can have lesbian sex together.

But Mandy went away before Sarah could convince him and Bobby got to moving again, ignoring the phone when it rang - the girl was certainly persistent - and working on Sarah’s look until he was getting damn near perfect. 

The dream came every night and in it Bobby found weakness while Sarah found strength.  The dream pulled her out of the darkness and sucked poor old Bobby in. 

In it, she ran through the city, weighed down by the dank air and the thought of the dark man’s smile.  The snake-skin dress stretched across her thighs, hair streaming behind her like a pennant of gold, perfumed rivulets of sweat coursing the channel of her breasts and down the soft flesh of her abdomen.

He'll change you for good, whispered the shadows.

"I know," she sobbed as the neon sign buzzed and laughed and fucked with her mind. 

By the time this evening had crawled towards her, she knew she'd finally make it out into the city.  Bobby had delayed as long as he could but by the time Sarah had played with his mind, showed him that oh-so-sweet dress in Duvall’s window and made him walk the streets until he broke - she felt him physically wilt - she knew he'd soon be falling into the darkness she had inhabited for so long. 

God, she looked so fine in front of the mirror and even Bobby had to agree that no one in this city would think she was anything but Miss Real.  She stepped out into the night, swinging her hips and pouting her lips and she walked straight to a bar and ordered a drink and the waiters mouth nearly hit the floor when he saw her.

Now, steam from an air vent billowed up over the neon sign and, as her eyes became accustomeed to the gloom, she could see a man standing by the door.  He was hunched over and ugly, his face crawling with flesh coloured leeches, eyes wide and staring straight at her.  She shuddered.  He had not been part of the dream.  His aroma spread across the street towards her.  He smelled of death and decay, of something lost beneath graven soil.

He beckoned to her and inside Sarah felt frightened and delicious.  Her skin burned under his gaze and something deep in her unfolded.  She stepped forward as the man opened the door and as Bobby screamed in the back of her mind she moved fluidly into the bar.  She went in because the dream and the darkness always began this way and she needed to touch His flesh, to feel His kisses, to feel His cold hands upon her glistening body.

She walked through the club, past the listless, melancholy clientele, the sentimental singer on stage clad only in burned flesh, past the small dance floor where two livid corpses clung to each other in death, past these to the spiral staircase and its twists of rising metal thorns.

There she climbed to the balcony and the room and the bed and the man who lay down with darkness.  His flesh was pale ivory, his muscles stretched firmly around long limbed bones, his hair long and jet, cascading over his naked back and shoulders.

And his eyes.

His eyes touched her and she could not resist.

"I've waited for you," he said, a voice aged and beautiful.

She could not speak but it did not matter.  He had visited her in the shadows and they were old friends, old lovers who knew how to inflict pleasure and pain.

His first touch, the brush of his palm against her cheek, was ice, a chill born from the grave into life. It sent a shudder of pleasure through every cell of her body.  Fire and ice, she thought as he pulled her to him, placing his lips against hers, death pressed against life.  His skin carried the scent of a forest at night, he tasted of clear cold water from a mountain stream.  Goose bumps lifted across her heated flesh and the vapour of her own sweat mixed with his breath on her face.

His slender fingers reached into the unruly strands of her hair, across her back, found the clasp of her dress as he pressed his lips deeper to hers, his tongue now searching her, drawing the heat and passion from her.

The dress dropped to the floor and he lifted her up, cradling her in his arms as she sucked on the flesh of his lips.  He placed her upon a silk sheet and she moaned with pleasure as he stooped to kiss her neck, her shoulder, her breasts.  His bare white teeth slipped across her nipples and she arched her back, fighting that frantic need to pull him into her.

His black hair streamed across the mound of her breasts as his lips gorged on her flesh and his tongue slipped over oily thighs working closer and closer to the soft fleshy lips of her vagina.  When he touched her there she let her hands trail over the strong cold marble of his back, reaching underneath, running her palms down his pectorals, the fine ribbing of his muscles until she found his stiff, wide cock, took it in her damp hands and worked it slowly back and forth.   His lips found the soft skin beneath her pubic hair, worked sensuously towards her labia, parting the flesh, his moist tongue working on her clitoris.  She gasped and turned, the pleasure heaving inside her, growing with each breath, with each flickering movement of his lips and tongue. 

He rolled onto his back and she settled eagerly over his face, felt his hands rise over her slick flesh to her breasts.  She stooped and kissed the head of his cock, conscious that this icy body was melting into her.  She ran her lips and tongue over the bulging helmet, trailed spit along its thick shaft, moaning as he played with her erect, sensitive nipples. 

She lifted his cock and placed it in her mouth, began to work back and forth, could sense the explosion inside her begin, could feel his passion now rising to a fever along with her own.  His fingers probed her and she ached for him to fill her, to become part of her, while his other hand tore suddenly across her back.  Her muscles contracted with delicious pain.

The orgasm rose in her, then died as if he had willed it to be so and she could feel his organ swell in her mouth, felt her lips stretch around it until her teeth embedded in the hard flesh, scraping along its length.  His own teeth pressed ravenously into her labia, her eyes widened with fear and ecstasy as he enjoyed the flesh, his fingers digging into her waist, pulling her down.  The orgasm rose again, came like a roaring ice fire through every cell filled her as his semen seemed to fill her, gushing from his cock, drowning her with its deathly sweet taste.  His teeth dug deeper and deeper and she could not hide the pain beneath the shock of her own orgasm, knew that her own blood was running between her legs, over his face, into his open mouth. 

The world shook around them and she could hear the cries of the wanton dead fucking in the darkness of the bar below them.

He lifted her as the orgasm subsided and she rolled across the desert of silk, glorying in the fire that was inside her, the ice outside, urging them together in her mind.  He pressed his lips to hers again.  She could taste her own salt blood, wondered if he had enjoyed drinking it, wanted to tell him that it was his to own. 

She let him part her legs, wrapped her thighs around his waist, let him push his still hard cock deep inside her.  The pain brought tears and a sob of joy.  His movements swallowed her breath and he screamed her name in passion as she clawed at his back and felt his now hot, slick sweating body slipped across her cold, dying flesh.

It was beautiful, she thought.  He was beautiful.  His strong arms wrapped around her, raising her, impaling her on his cock.  Then he lifted her, his flesh sweeping up and down her until lights began to explode across his face, her nipples hard and raw and bleeding, until the last of the life was drawn from her, pressed to his once dead flesh and she was reminded of a dream she once had.

That she had worn a snake-skin dress and high heels, gold bangle earrings, and expensive perfume.  And that a dark man had promised to make her whole. 

She let it come, let it twist and turn her flesh, let him feast on her until the sun began to rise outside and he left to find his own place of rest, deep in the earth.  There were times as she lay there alone, unable to move, that she could feel the heat and intensity of daylight outside, pounding at the walls of the building, wanting to rip her black soul apart.  But the day did not last forever and when night fell she rose from the bed and studied her pale form in the mirror.  This was no dream.  She had a beautiful body in every way, from the pretty face and the long golden hair to the marbled flesh of her breasts and the curve of her hips.

She was beautiful.

And now she was hungry...


Three: The realization

Despite the dream, which incidentally became even more bizarre each night, I was embracing my new found girlishness more and more each day. I became, dare I say it, an expert with makeup, was almost perfect at picking the right clothes, and with practice my voice had lost any hint of manliness. My breasts were small but pleasantly noticeable and my hips had widened. My butt, to my utter joy seemed almost deliciously perfect. I delighted in my morning regimen and it was sometimes difficult for Eli to get me out from in front of the mirror.

I was in such a heavenly mood one morning in February, playing with my hair in front of the dressing table mirror, trying to decide whether to have it up or down for the day, when Eli came in and sighed. “You’re never going to be ready.”

“I won’t be long,” I said holding up my hair and turning my head to the side. “Do you think this works?”

“Of course it works. You could put a tea cozy on your pretty little head and it would work. Look, I’m going to pop out and run some errands, can you make sure you’re ready by the time I get back?”

“Yes, mother.”

As always, I decided to have my hair down. I slipped off my long silk robe and looked at my bare breasts in the mirror. They were definitely bigger I thought with a hint of satisfaction. I couldn’t wait for the implants. My God, how great would that be? I pinched the nipples a little and felt my locked clitty begin to stir almost immediately.

“Stop it,” I said to the mirror and pouted girlishly. I put on a flower patterned bra with a padded cups and a pair of matching thong panties. I wasn’t going to wear stockings today but chose a mid-thigh ruffle skirt in the most gorgeous cerise colour. Now that it was getting warmer, I selected a simple cami-top in pink and a pair of shoes to match, a daring 5 inch stiletto on them. I put on some bangles and applied a layer of lip gloss to my pouty lips and decided I looked as though I was about to go on the game. I sashayed in front of the mirror for a while, telling imaginary clients how much I charged, trying to give them a good sight of my toosh or my cleavage. Making myself laugh I went into the kitchen to fix myself a drink and that was where everything changed.

A man was standing by the kitchen door. He wore a white shirt, open at the collar to reveal the hair of his chest, and black trousers. He appeared quite nonchalant despite my sudden cry of surprise. He had grey, piercing eyes in a hard and chiseled face, his dark hair swept back. He smiled rather ruthlessly as if he had just caught me stealing something.

“Well, well, well,” he said. “And who would you be, sweet thing.” His eyes got the measure of me straight away, following the curve of my breasts, down to the waist, lingering on my smooth, long legs.

“Who are you?” I managed to say.

“I asked first.”

I looked at the phone and decided I wouldn’t be able to reach it at all. My heart was beating nineteen to the dozen and I had to hold onto the work top to stop myself from visibly shaking.

“Sarah,” I said. “I’m Sarah.”

His grin broadened. The eyebrows raised. “Really. Are you really?”

I took a deep breath and tried to summon up something close to courage. “Are you looking for Eli? She’s not here.”

“I know.” He said it with such cruelty that I flinched. “Pretty little thing aren’t you?”

I stood quite still, suddenly conscious of my short skirt, the high heels, the breasts nestling sensually in the cups of my bra, my hair falling loosely down my back. I couldn’t speak. I was far too scared and the man sensed it. He took a step forward, resting his hands on the other side of the work station. His head tilted to one side. “You’re supposed to say thank you.”

“Thank you,” I finally whispered, unable to hold his gaze.

“I like that. Wonderful, natural submission.” He licked his lips slowly. “Now, who are you really?”

“Sarah. I told you…I’m Eli’s daughter.”

“No, that’s what you want to be, who are you actually?”

Tears started to well in my eyes. I couldn’t help it. I was going to start crying like a silly, scared little girl at any minute. The man moved away from the counter and came towards me, slowly but with the kind of confidence that had me rooted to the spot in fear. His hand slipped smoothly around my waist and then moved slowly round to my abdomen as he stepped behind me. I felt his hot breath on the nape of my neck as he pulled me into him, his strength suddenly apparent and unyielding.

“Sarah, the original Sarah,” he muttered into my flesh, “is no longer with us. And she certainly wasn’t Eloise’s daughter.” I tried to pull away from him, but he pressed me hard against the counter and ran his hand down the front of my skirt, down between my legs. I let out a cry that was about as pitiful a sound as you could wish to hear. “What did she tell you? That her beloved daughter was dead? Said you looked like her I bet. And you do. You look like Sarah.”

“I don’t understand.” His other hand was now rubbing gently but firmly up and down my thigh, up under my skirt to the bottom edge of my panties.

“Don’t resist me. If you do, I’ll have to punish you. Say you won’t resist.”

I closed my eyes briefly. A tear trickled down onto my cheek. “I won’t resist.”

“Good girl.” He took my arms and pulled them slowly behind my back. I let out a shuddering breath. And then I felt metal against my wrists and a click as he closed the cuffs he had concealed from me. “Now, I have you.” He lifted the cuffs and pushed me forward so that I was bent over the counter. He rubbed my pantied bottom gently. “Eloise always did know how to pick them. You’re almost perfect.” He continued rubbing me gently and to my shame I felt my little cocklett in its plastic prison begin to stir. “Now, we’re going to go out to my car and you are going to get in without any attempts at escaping, is that understood? Is that understood?”

“Yes.”

He lifted be back up and led me by the cuffs towards the door. I was hoping that Eli was going to return and save me but as we stepped out into the cool air I knew that wasn’t going to happen. A black Range Rover stood in the driveway. He pulled open the passenger door and let me climb in. I sat down with my arms pinned behind me as he stretched the seatbelt around me.

As he sat down behind the wheel, he smiled ruefully. “I’m going to have my fun with you sissy girl, I’m going to have fun with you and you are going to do everything I say. If you do, I will return you to your Mistress relatively unharmed.”

I started crying then. “What are you talking about?”

He started the land rover and backed around the side of the house, then we were heading up the driveway and onto the main road. “You really have no idea? How wonderful. She’s a masterful one that Eloise. Well, let me enlighten you. The original Sarah was like you, a sissy. He wanted so much to be a girl and indulge all his girly fantasies that he begged Eloise to transform him. And she did. She even enrolled him in the last year of school once he was ready, moved out here and let him be the school girl he wanted to be. Sarah was Eloise’s perfect creation. And what a perfect creation she was. Such a slut as well. Eloise was so proud of her. They went to all the private parties, were the talk of the town for a while. But then something happened. Little sissy Sarah actually fell in love.”

“Jack.”

“Oh, you’ve met him. Did you manage to deceive him into thinking you were the real Sarah? Did you fuck him?” I stared straight ahead. His hand came down after a gear shift and stroked the inside of my right thigh. I shivered, unable to help it. “Anyway, Eloise was used to controlling her little submissive sissy and she didn’t take kindly that Sarah had suddenly developed a mind of her own. Oh, she tried to get the little girl to do as she was told but she became rather rebellious. So Eloise ended it.” He didn’t say any more for a while, just drove and stroked my thigh gently. Then he asked: “So you didn’t start by wanting her to dominate you like the others? Were you a sissy before?”

“I’m not…a sissy.”

“A boy wearing pretty little clothes and his teeny cocklett tied up, it would be difficult to argue against you being a sissy.”

“I-I just wanted to be different…”

The man laughed. “Of course you did. So you never wanted to be a girl before? You’re such a natural though. Unless you knew what to look for, you couldn’t tell. Eloise must have been very persuasive. There was talk on the grapevine that she had a new project on the go. She was going to reveal you to us at some big party, I’d heard.”

“Reveal me?”

“We’ll get there. Soon by the looks of you. Anyway, Eloise used to be my submissive, when she first started out. She was talented at that as well. That’s why, as a domme she is so good too. She can see into your soul. She knows how to manipulate you. How to move it along.” I was feeling sick now. What this man was telling me was that Eli was a lie. I tried to tell myself that he was the one lying, that he was just some vengeful ex-boyfriend but I knew, deep down, that it wasn’t true.

How else did he know so much about me.

We were on the motorway now and heading away from home at speed. Thankfully he had stopped stroking my leg and was not talking any more. I couldn’t bare him saying anything else. My Sarah world had been shattered and lay in pieces all around me. I wasn’t anything but a tarted up sissy.

Soon we were off the motorway and driving through a town. On the other side of this were some large houses and the man turned down a side road and parked outside one. It was an expensive house and he had to be rich. He got out of the Rover and came round to my side. As the door open I tearfully asked him to let me go. He merely pulled me out onto the driveway and hustled me towards the front door.

We went into a tidy hallway with mirrors and pictures on the wall. He closed the door and locked it, putting a key in his trouser pocket and then calmly took off my cuffs. I turned round to hit him, but he caught my wrists and pressed me against the wall. “I think someone needs to learn some manners.” He was too strong and I couldn’t resist in all my superficial girliness.

The man dragged me into a living room. We passed mirrors on the way and my face looked a mess, the mascara running and the lipstick smeared. He pulled me roughly down onto a couch and bent me over his knees. I screamed, first in shock and then in pain, as he lifted up my skirt and began spanking me harshly. I struggled to get away but he held me down firmly as his free hand paddled my pantie clad behind. Then he threw me to the floor at his feet where I lay sobbing as he breathed heavily with the exertion.

He got up and fixed himself a drink at a small bar and then lit a cigarette, staring down at me with such cruelness that I could only sit there whimpering. “You know, you should be grateful that I’ve taken the time to break this charade of yours.” He said it almost gently, as if he was talking to a child. “Now, stand up, young lady and straighten out your skirt.”

Sniffling, I got to my feet, rubbing my behind and then pulling down my skirt over my thighs. I brushed my hands through my hair. He poured me a large measure of scotch and gave it to me. “Here, this might help to calm you down a little.”

He sat back down on the couch, patted it gently. Like an obedient girl I went over and sat down next to him, sipping the scotch with shaking hands. “Eloise is the cruel one in all of this. Letting you think all that rubbish. That you could be a nice ordinary girl when really you’re destined to become a little sissy slut.” He finished his cigarette. “How does that make you feel?” He stroked a hand through my hair and I had to brace myself so as not to flinch. I drank some more. He added: “You know, when I ask you a question, you should really answer it.”

His menacing tone was not lost on me. I swallowed the rest of the scotch. “How do you think it makes me feel? I was happy being Sarah, happy for the first time in my life.”

“So we’re halfway there then. You are very pretty. Pretty girls like you are only good for one thing, you know.” He pressed his palm against my cheek. “It’s a shame that I can’t have more time with you. I would so much like to see what I could make of you. The pleasure we could give each other. You are submissive you know. There’s no escaping from that. You wouldn’t be in this situation if you weren’t destined to be here.” He sighed and got up. “But, unfortunately, there are rules.”

“Rules?”

“Yes. One being that a dom shouldn’t impinge on another’s project.” He poured himself another drink. “I shall be chastised, I should think. Maybe excommunicated. It won’t be the first time. But, let’s say, I owed Eloise one. For the pain she caused me.” He took my glass from me and refilled it. I accepted it gratefully. If anything was going to happen I wanted to be as drunk as possible. “So you see, now I’m in a quandary. Should I just go ahead and violate you as I intended or should I bend to protocol and return you to your Mistress?”

“I want to go home.”

“To your Mistress.”

“No. I can’t go back there.”

“Ah, but you must. You are…a project in progress. You have no real say in the matter.”

“I’ll kill her.”

He laughed. The telephone rang. “Ah,” he said and stretched across the bar, lifting up the receiver. “Eloise, how nice of you to call. How are you, my dear?” He listened, smiling. “She is here. Unharmed…oh, you sound angry…no, of course, I didn’t.” He held the receiver away from his ear and said to me: “She can be so vitriolic.” He waited a moment for Eloise to quieten on the other end of the line. “Perhaps you could be so kind to come and pick up your little whore before she loses total control and tries to seduce me. I swear I shan’t be able to resist…Yes, yes, it’s the same place. I miss you Cherie, why don’t you…ah, she hung up. Your Mistress is on her way dear girl, perhaps you should go up to the bathroom and clean yourself up a little.”

I was feeling a little woozy. I got up to find that my legs were unusually weak. The man was staring at me, smiling. “I’m sorry, my cute sissy girl,” he laughed gently. “Your Mistress wouldn’t want you doing anything stupid like running away and trying to be a girl on your own. She has far too much to teach you.”

With that the room swam up around me and I fell into the darkness.

Four: Sissy Training

I had the vampire dream again, only this time it was more vivid than before and the vampire had the same face as the man who had abducted me. I came out of the depths of the dream screaming in pleasure or pain, I couldn’t figure out which but then sank back down again into the comforts of darkness.

I could have been there for a million years, a nobody, a speck in the universe, bothered by nothing. It was my perfect existence. When I did finally start to come out of my drug-induced stupor, I was conscious that I had been crucified. My arms were in pain and nailed to some wall somewhere. My fogged brain tried to panic but, as I tried to move, it proved impossible.

I was trapped, somewhere.

Where, I didn’t know. My eyes opened. Vision blurred. My head was propped up on a pillow scented with lavender. My wrists were cuffed to the bedstead, my ankles too, so that I was spread-eagled on the bed. As my vision cleared, I realized I was naked. My nipples were standing out in the cool air. I tried to shout something and then realized there was a gag in my mouth. My eyes widened with fear. I was back in my bedroom, in Sarah’s room. I shouted a muffled plea into the gag and writhed as much as I dared.

A few minutes later Eli came into the room. She looked stupendously different. She wore tight pants and a leather top and her hair was pulled sharply back in a pony tail. Her face was devoid of makeup except for a slash of bright red lipstick. She looked down at me unmercifully as I mumbled for her to let me go. Instead, she sat on the side of the bed and swabbed my nearest arm with cotton wool soaked in alcohol. She picked up a needle, squirted some fluid from it up into the air and then injected me.

“This will take away about 40% of your muscle strength. It will ensure that I will be able to overpower you if I need to. I understand that you may feel betrayed, but you will do everything that I ask of you, without question.”

I screamed something at her, lifting my head off the pillow. Equally quickly she slapped me across the face, hard, and then got up and walked out of the room. I lay back with a whimper. How the hell did I get myself into this mess? And what lay in store for me now?

Whatever drug it was began to spread through my system, sapping what little strength I had. My thoughts turned to how I could get the hell out of here. These people were mad. They were psychopaths. I pulled weakly at my cuffs. After about ten more minutes, Eli returned. The new Eli, who no longer appeared sweet and emotionally damaged, as if I’d been presented with her evil twin.

She sat at the foot of the bed, staring at me, unblinkingly, for a long while. The she began speaking, her tone strong and authoritative, but calm all the same: “Matthew should not have taken you without permission. For that he will be punished. In a single afternoon he managed to set back your training to the point where I have considered cutting you lose to get on with your wretched life. However, I have put far too much time into it to give up now.” My eyes widened feebly. Didn’t I get a say in all this? “You are, and always will be, a submissive sissy girl. You would not have allowed me to prissy and feminize you to such an extent if, deep down, you did not want to be a girl. An Alpha male would not have stood for it, therefore you were not an Alpha male when we began, you were a submissive male, of no use to anyone at all.

“You may not agree with me right now, but you will thank me at some point in the future. You need all decision making taken away from you. You will only do what you are told. Your only aim will be to act the perfect, feminine sissy slave for your Mistress. If you fail to carry out your instructions you will be punished. If I feel that you are not trying hard enough you will be punished. If you try to escape you will be punished. If you fail to act in a completely feminine manner at all times you will be punished. I now control you and you have no mind of your own. You will address me as Mistress at all times, even in the presence of others. You will refer to men as Sir and other women as Ma’am.”

She took a small device from her pocket and held it up. It was about the size of a match box and had two buttons on it. “While you were sleeping I attached a device to your clitty. This box is your punishment and reward. If you are good you will receive this.” She pressed a button. A rhythmic vibration ebbed and flowed in my clitty, entirely pleasurable despite my desperate position. She let go on for a while, luring me into a sense of arousal.

The she pressed the other button.

A jolt of pain exploded through me. I felt a sharp spasm and screamed into the ball gag. It seemed like someone was pushing a red hot needle deep into my sissy clitty. She switched off the pain. I sagged hopelessly onto the bed. “I expect we have an understanding,” she said. “You will find me a fair Mistress. I am also firm. I expect my charges to obey. My aim is not to break you, though I can certainly do that, but to mold you into the perfect sissy slave. In the end, whether you like it or not at the moment, you will become what I have always intended since the moment I set eyes on you.”

She stood and leaned over me. “Now, for one time only, I will release your gag and we will have a normal conversation. It will be your last unless you are in the company of other sissy girls. You can ask any question you like but you will finish each with ‘Mistress’. Do you understand?”

I nodded. She reached round the back of my head and released the gag. I resisted the urge to bite her. She sat down near me and stroked my face. “There, that’s better.”

“Yes…Mistress.” It almost stuck in my throat but I managed to say it. My eyes were starting to well again. My poor clitty was throbbing painfully.

“Please use your girl voice. Now, questions?”

“How?” I said in my best Sarah voice. “How can you do this to me, Mistress?”

“You? Because you were an insignificant little man and I saw at once that you would make the perfect sissy.”

I swallowed back on my despair. “How long are you going to keep me here, Mistress?”

She laughed gently. “Why forever Sissy Sarah. You are my little slave now and slaves aren’t just for Christmas.” She began idly to stroke at my right nipple. “You know, I can show you the way to great pleasure. Once you have learned your proper place.” She pressed the pleasure button on the box. “Now, I want you to say: I am Sissy Sarah and I belong to my Mistress Eloise.”

I shuddered as all the pleasure centres in my body seemed to switch on at once. I tried to resist but finally gasped. “I am Sissy Sarah and I belong to my Mistress Eloise.”

“Now say it again.” I did. “Again.”

For ten minutes I repeated this mantra over and over again, floating in a sea of pre-orgasmic pleasure. It was an entirely new and beautiful sensation far beyond anything I had experienced as a mere mortal male. Mistress Eloise knew what she was doing – at the moment I was about to explode with orgasmic joy she stood and switched off the pleasure button.

“It’s getting late. I will leave you chained to the bed for tonight and tomorrow your training will begin in earnest.” She picked up a blanket from the floor and put it over me and kissed my forehead. “Goodnight, Sissy Sarah.”

“Goodnight Mistress.”

I slept fitfully. At one point I dreamt that I was a Victorian damsel in distress and this great vampire creature swooped down on me, pulling me into her arms and biting me, draining me of blood and life and will. When I woke, as dawn was breaking, my limbs felt heavy as if it would take all my resolve to merely sit up and take a breath. I lay there in the gloom and then drifted back down again. All the friends of my past were there, standing around me laughing and pointing. You’re a sissy. A stupid little sissy. Look at Sissy Bobby in her pretty little dress. And then Claire leering towards me: You’re not much of a man after all, are you?

I woke again with a start. Mistress had been in my room as I slept. Hanging from the wardrobe door was a black and white, very frilly dress that only sissy maids wear. On the dresser next to the makeup was some even frillier looking underwear and a lace hairband. Next to that was a bullet shaped object in black that I didn’t like the look of. And finally, on the wall opposite my bed was a poster, obviously put there for my benefit.

Rules for Sissy Sarah

My name is Sissy Sarah and I belong to my Mistress Eloise.

It is Sissy Sarah’s duty to obey all of my Mistresses’ commands without complaint and without delay.

At all times, I will remember that I am nothing but a simpering little sissy girl without any mind of my own and my only desire is to please my Mistress.

I will endeavor to be as girlish and feminine as possible. I will always wear skirts and stockings and pretty panties and high heel shoes because I am a sissy and that is my calling in life.

I will please Mistress in any way that she sees fit, even if that means doing something that I do not like. I will pretend to be enthusiastic about everything that Mistress asks me to do.

I will accept all punishments without complaint even if I think I do not deserve to be punished. When my punishment has been completed I will thank my Mistress for teaching me a valuable lesson.

My name is Sissy Sarah and I am the property of my Mistress Eloise.

I closed my eyes and groaned. The door opened and she entered, dressed in a tight black corset and leather trousers with heels that even I would have had difficulty walking in. Once again her hair was tied back and her lips were bloodied with colour that made my gut squirm.

“Good morning Sissy,” she said.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I replied in a rather croaky voice.

She produced a key and unlocked my cuffs. The moment I tried to move every joint in my body screamed. I felt like a lump of lead with arthritis. “Sit up,” she said. “Massage your limbs.”

I did so, my long hair hanging down around my face.

“There is a glass in the bathroom, you may have one glass of water and that is all for the moment. You will then take a shower and refresh yourself. You know the usual regimen, moisturize yourself and dry your hair and brush it. Your makeup should be simple foundation, liner and mascara and the lipstick that I have laid out. Once you have finished that you will dress in the maid’s outfit provided. Once you are ready you will call: “Sissy is ready for inspection Mistress.” You will stand with your legs together, hands clasped in front of your clitty and your head bowed. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She left the room and I stood there for a moment trying to remember all that she said. I had no option for the moment but to play along with this mad woman. I went into the bathroom and poured a glass of water, drank it down slowly. It was like drinking the finest wine and I gasped luxuriously. I contemplated having another but thought it was better not to tempt fate in my current precarious situation. I stepped into the shower and began washing myself, letting the hot water revitalize me. In truth I could have stayed there forever but I knew that Mistress was waiting for me.

I dried myself and rubbed my long hair gently with the towel, then used the dryer and a brush to bring it back to life after the tribulations of yesterday and a night chained to the bed. I took my time moisturizing my body, working my fingers into my soft, feminine flesh.  Looking in the half misted mirror I appeared back to my old self. Sarah that is. Pretty with her long hair. It made me squirm inside and I realized then that, even if I did manage to get out of here, I wouldn’t be able to give her up.

I went back to the dressing table and did my makeup. I was quite the expert now and it didn’t take long to get the look that I presumed Mistress would be happy with. I tied my hair back with a pretty bow and then set about the uniform. I put on the suspender belt and then sat on the bed and pulled on the new pair of seamed stockings, stroking my legs as I did so. Next a pair of white frilly panties, tucking my caged clitty away so that you could no longer tell what I was.  I slipped into the lace skirt and then put the silk bra on and organized my cleavage and turned around to the dress.

For some reason it made me squirm inside. I realized how cute I was going to look in it, I guess. I took it off the hanger and looked at it. It was made of black silk with white ruffles at the sleeves and a pretty apron. I unzipped the back and stepped into it, adjusting it over my shoulders and straightening the skirt a little before zipping up the back. I stepped into a pair of black pumps with 5 inch heels and turned to look at myself in the mirror.

I couldn’t help a sexy pout as I viewed myself, turning this way and that to see that the skirt was arranged correctly. A perfect sissy maid, I thought. I practiced a curtsey. Dipping at the knees and lowering my head a bit. Oh, yes, I was perfect. I went over and stood by the end of the bed, my feet together, my hands clasped in front of my clitty and my head lowered.

“Sissy is ready for inspection Mistress,” I said and waited.

Mistress Eloise entered a few minutes later and regarded me critically. I did my best curtsey and even managed to blush while doing it.  “Very good Sissy. You look quite the perfect maid.”

“Thank you Mistress.”

“Now, bend over the foot of the bed and stretch out your arms.”

I curtsied again and did as she requested, conscious of the skirt riding up a bit to reveal my frilly panties. Mistress went to the dresser and opened a drawer. She pulled out a pair of surgical gloves and a bottle of lubricant. My heart raced. My throat closed in terror and I was conscious that my legs were shaking.

Mistress picked up the black object on the dresser. She then pulled down my panties and lubricated my anus which made me gasp in terror. A moment later, she eased the butt plug into my rectum. It hurt initially but once it was all the way in and I had relaxed enough it wasn’t too bad. “We will start you with the medium,” said Mistress calmly. “You are to wear it at all times unless I instruct you to take it out.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Now stand and pull up your panties.”

I did so, looking down at my feet. I could feel the plug there, an ever present reminder of my submissiveness. I would find that I had to squeeze my buttocks to keep it from popping out and that gave me the most sissified walk on the planet, making my skirt swish across my thighs.

“Turn and face the wall,” instructed Mistress. “No, no. Curtsey before you complete any action.” I curtsied and turned to face the poster that had been put on the wall. “Each morning you will stand in front of this in your uniform and repeat it ten times. You will then go out to the kitchen and prepare my breakfast which you will bring to me. You will then knock on my door, say that you have breakfast and wait for me to allow you to enter. Once you have set down the breakfast things you will repeat what is on the poster from memory. If you get it wrong I will punish you. Do you understand?

I curtsied. “Yes Mistress.”

“Now, stand here and repeat it ten times and then come out to the living room and stand before me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She left and I faced the wall and began to recite the pledges. “My name is Sissy Sarah and I belong to my Mistress Eloise. It is Sissy Sarah’s duty to obey all of my Mistresses’ commands without complaint and without delay…”

I stepped down the stairs into the living room with trepidation, knowing that I wouldn’t be able to remember all that in a million years. Mistress Eloise was sat on the sofa near the fire and she was holding a riding crop, smiling at me ruthlessly. She slapped it gently across her palm as I curtsied and began to recite. Of course, I barely got past the first couple of pledges. Tears welled in my eyes.

“Not very good, is it, sissy,” she said.

“No Mistress.” I clasped my hands tightly in front of me and looked down. Mistress Eloise stood and approached like a cat coming up on its prey.

“Bend over and hold your ankles, you stupid sissy.”  I swallowed hard but did as she said. My skirt rode up and bared my panty clad behind. I waited, holding my breath. “With each strike you say: Thank you for teaching me a lesson Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I waited again. The crop stroked gently against my panties, running down over the top of my thighs and then back again. I felt my little clitty stir. My hair hung around me like a waterfall.

Thwack!

I screamed in surprise and pain. “Thank you for teaching me a lesson Mistress.”

Thwack! Far from decreasing my arousal, this sudden humiliation seemed to make my clit more responsive. It was as if I secretly wanted to be whipped. Thwack! Thwack! With each stroke I screamed out my thanks to Mistress and all the while I was beginning to think that maybe she was right, maybe I deserved, no, needed, to be this thing she was creating. This submissive little sissy.

After 10 hard strokes of the crop she let me stand up. I curtsied and thanked her again. She told me to go back to my room and read the pledges again. It was late morning and 14 attempts later that I finally, tearfully, managed to get it right. By that time, my buttocks were raw with pain and I doubted I would be able to sit down for a week.

Mistress gave me a balm to rub in that stung at first but then seemed to soothe the heat. I wiggled into the kitchen and made her some lunch while she worked on her computer. As she ate this she made me dust the living room, watching me critically as I moved from mantelpiece to bookcase in my pretty maid’s uniform, making sure that I didn’t miss anything.

During the afternoon I was instructed to clear out all of Sarah’s clothes and replace them with maid outfits, one for every day of the week, panties to match and shoes. The outfits were different colours but their design was basically the same. More than anything, removing Sarah’s real clothes left me feeling helpless and hopelessly depressed.

I was left with a basic array of makeup and creams that confirmed I wasn’t to have my previous fineries. I wondered if I was ever going to be allowed out of the house at all, surely Mistress wouldn’t make me go out into the real world wearing one of these costumes.

That would be answered later and would further define my decent into sissy femininity. By the end of the week I was becoming her perfect sissy maid and I was beginning to forget about escaping all together.

Then came Saturday…


Five: Sissy Slut

My humiliation was nothing compared to what Mistress had planned for me that Saturday after my decent into sissy subservience. The day began with routine, I took Mistress her breakfast, dressed in a pink maid’s uniform and dutifully recited my pledges to her. Then I cleaned the house from top to bottom and made her a light lunch about midday.

She startled me by saying: “We’re getting low on groceries, Sissy. We should go shopping.” Here was the moment I had been dreading, she was going to make me parade in public in one of these sissy outfits.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Make a list then bring to me in the bedroom.” Nervously I sat down at the kitchen table, feeling the press of a much larger butt plug my Mistress had inserted that morning. It had the effect of filling me to almost capacity and making my sissy wiggle even more pronounced than before. I wrote down a list of what I thought we needed and took it to Mistress in her bedroom, curtseying as I presented it to her.

“You’ve done wonderfully well, despite my reservations, this week sissy. I think it’s time you had a treat.” She opened her wardrobe and took out a peach lycra dress with a low back that didn’t look like it would fit even a ten year old. She handed it to me and then looked down at her shoe collection, selecting a pair of 6 inch stilletos in the same colour. Then she went to her lingerie drawer and took out one of the skimpiest silk thongs I had ever seen and a pair of white knee high stockings with bows on them.

She handed all these. “Your outfit.” She smiled. I stared at them.

Said: “Yes, Mistress.”

“Go to your room, shower, and make yourself up with the items in this purse. I want you to look stunning, smokey eyes, beautiful thick red lips. Like a whore on her day off. Do you understand sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I curtsied and went back to my room with the clothes and makeup. I showered wondering what was in store for me now. I applied my makeup with care, building up my eyes until they were dark and smoky, the lashes long and full. I applied a little more blusher than usual and lined my lips and then filled them in with a deep red gloss. I looked suitably whorish, the kind of girl who would stand on street corners looking for cock.

I pulled on the knee highs and then put on the thong. It was going to prove difficult to hold my caged clitty and the butt plug in place with something so skimpy as these panties but I would have to try. I slipped the dress over my head and rolled it down over my bare breasts. They had grown, even in the week since my deliverance in servitude and I quite liked the feel of the material over them without a bra. The dress, however, barely reached down to just below the line of my clitty. I stepped into the high courts and wiggled girlishly over to the mirror. I could see my nipples sticking through the material and reddened even though I was on my own. I turned. The dress hardly covered my buttocks at all. I tried to pull it down a little more, my heart beat rising with the fear that I would soon be out in the open dressed like this.

I went into the living room. Mistress stood there and admired my sluttish look and said that all the men would be staring at me today. She gave me a pair of women’s glasses with false lenses. I put them on, a little bemused.

“There’s a camera in the glasses, I’ll be able to see everything you are doing.” She gave me a little bud and told me to put it in my ear. I did so. She switched on her phone. “I will give you instructions through the ear piece. You will do everything I say, Sissy. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I tried to curtsey but the dress rose embarrassingly over my butt.

“Let’s go then.” She escorted me out into the cold air. I had never felt this exposed in my life. I had to walk with an extra exaggerated wiggle to avoid my clitty getting loose and to hold the butt plug in place. When I sat down in the car the plug seemed to drive through me like a blunt spear.

Before Mistress started the car, she took out the control device and pressed the pleasure button. “To take your mind off things,” she said.

My clitty began to vibrate gently as the car turned out of the drive and onto the main road. I felt a flush of heat in my cheeks and my nipples hardened some more. I couldn’t help pulling down the shade and looking at myself in the mirror. Mistress smiled knowingly. We drove away from the town and out onto the motorway and it was a while before I realized where we were heading.

The scene of all my failures. My home town. We drove into a car park outside the supermarket where I had often shopped before. My friends used it too. Who was I going to run into? My God, would they recognize me? Was this my final humiliation?

Mistress switched on her phone and checked everything was working. Then she gave me the shopping list and money which I put in my handbag and told me to get out of the car. I swallowed nervously. I was shaking. I pushed open the door and tried to get out without flashing my knickers at the couple who were alighting from the next parking space. I didn’t really succeed as the raised eyebrows of the woman driver told me. I got out and closed the door and pulled the skirt of the dress down as far as I could. A cold wind was blowing and that had a remarkable effect on my already erect nipples. My clitty buzzed comfortingly as I head towards the entrance. The first couple of steps were a nightmare but then my hips seemed to get the right momentum and I was sashaying like a catwalk model towards my destiny. It was a good thing I didn’t have a heart condition.

“You look very sexy sissy,” said Mistress.

The vibration in my clitty picked up a notch. “There, that should get you in the mood.”

I was through the entrance now and picking up a trolley. I fumbled in my purse and took out the list. “At least you have something to hang onto,” laughed Mistress. “Remember, when I tell you to do something, do it without question.”

My heels made a clattering noise on the hard floor, making heads turn as I moved into the supermarket. Men’s eyes widened and seemed to penetrate me from a distance. I felt my whole body moving in the tight dress, the way my nipples rubbed against the material, the cling of everything.

“Smile at that man to the right, play with your hair a little, look down.” I did as instructed and the man only stopped ogling me when the checkout girl he was serving distracted his attention.

I wiggled down the veg section and collected some things off the list, my heart pumping furiously. Every time I bent forward my dress insisted on riding up slowly over my butt. Mistress told me to slow down and to look around as much as possible. “If someone makes eye contact, smile sexily and let them know how flattered you are to be admired. You’re a beautiful slut remember.”

A rather fat man was spending too much time perusing the asparagus near me. Mistress kept her instructions coming and I obeyed without question. I stood back, pretending to look for something as she instructed, and bumped into him slightly.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I pouted.

His face reddened and he smiled appreciatively. “That’s okay. It’s not often you see such a pretty girl in the supermarket. Your dress is…smashing.”

I gave him a little twirl as Mistress said: “Do you like it, I bought it today. I think it’s a little short though. Don’t you?”

I left him flustered and gasping for breath by the asparagus, conscious that he watched me all the way to the next aisle where I disappeared out of site.  As I did, a rather plain woman walked past me and muttered ‘slut’ under her breath but loud enough for me to hear. I could feel my chest bouncing and look down to see that the nipples were poking through like wireless buttons. Then, as I looked up again, the unthinkable happened.

A tall, broad shouldered black man was walking down one of the aisles towards me. I turned away and headed in the opposite direction. But Mistress had noticed and told me to look back and smile. I closed my eyes in fear. The man was one of my old bosses. A real tyrant as it happened who had never liked the old Bobby but was now looking at the new me as if he wanted to eat me. I complied with Mistresses’ wishes and turned my head and gave him a little smile.

“My, isn’t he a hunky one?” She said in my ear piece. I tried to keep my mind on the shopping but was conscious that Jackson DuFraine was circling me like a shark, obviously going out of his way to keep me in sight so that he could ogle my smooth long legs, my gorgeous titties and my tight round behind. I pulled the skirt down at the back in an attempt to give him less to see but I knew it was useless. I collected some milk, having to reach up a little to get the right brand and blushed as I felt the skirt rise up my behind again.

I turned and there he was, ready to make his move and all I could do was take the instructions of my Mistress whatever they might be. He towered over me and I had forgotten how large and imposing he could be. Why I had always felt stupid and small when I was in his presence. If you wanted an alpha male then this was it.

“That’s a great look,” he said, with far too much confidence.

I smiled demurely and played with my hair a little: “Oh, silly, thank you.” Then, to Mistresses’ instruction, ran my other hand down over my hip, slowly, sensuously. His eyes seemed to glaze over for a moment.

“You’re a model right?” He said, recovering his composure. “You’ve got to be a model.”

“Oh, no, I’m not pretty enough.”

“You look stunning.”

“Why thank you.”

“And the dress…it’s…”

“You like it,” I said, giving him a girlish twirl. “I wasn’t sure.”

“It’s perfect. Do you live round here?”

“I’m visiting a friend of mine. But I don’t live far away.” All the while I was fiddling with my hair, or pouting or swaying my hips and holding eye contact with him and the clitty stimulator was vibrating away and the next thing I new Mistress had turned it up a notch and I screamed and jumped into his arms.

For a moment, he squeezed me and I felt a thrill of excitement that I neither expected nor wanted. I pulled away. “I’m sorry…I just…”

“That’s okay. Look, could I have your phone number? Maybe we could go out one night.”

My eyes widened and I took a step back to my trolley but before I knew it I was giving him the mobile number Mistress was reeling off for me. He noted it down on his phone with all the dexterity of a man who was sure he had just closed a deal. “What’s your name?”

“Sarah, my name’s Sarah.”

“Well, Sarah, I’m Jackson, I hope we can hook up soon and have some fun.” He smiled and his eyes gave me a final look over.

“I’d love that,” I said. He turned and started down the aisle the way he had come. I let out the breath I had been holding and the vibration of my clitty eased down a couple of notches.

“Wouldn’t you just like his big black cock ramming inside of you Sissy?” There was a pause and then she added: “He’s sure to call you know. I bet you want to fuck him so bad.”

How I kept going, I don’t know. It seemed that every man in the supermarket was staring at me and wanted to do something lascivious with my perfect little body. And why not? It’s not often you get such a slutty looking young woman brightening your day in Tesco.

I finished shopping and made it to the checkout with barely my sanity in check, paid the guy at the counter who couldn’t take his eyes off my tits and hurried, wiggling like a lunatic slut back out into the car park. I got into the car with a gasp of relief and locked the door.

“That went very well Sissy.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Jackson seemed to enjoy you very much.”

“I knew him Mistress. I knew him!” I buried my face in my hands. “I used to work for him about a year ago. I nearly peed myself.”

Mistress laughed. “Oh that was even better than I hoped for. Don’t you see, sissy, he didn’t even recognize you.”

“Yes Mistress.”

At that moment, her mobile rang. She picked it up and said hello. Listened for a moment and then said: “Well, I’m Eloise, Jackson. I’m Sarah’s Mistress…yes, that’s what I said, Mistress. She is my little slave…oh no we’re not lesbians, Jackson. Not really. Perhaps I should explain and you can decide if you want to meet with her. You see, I think you’ve met her before.” My mouth dropped as Mistress Eloise began to explain to my ex-boss exactly who I was. “Well, that’s very nice to hear, I’m glad you’re so open minded about it. I still have some work to do with her training but I shall definitely give you a call in the next couple of weeks to see if we can arrange something.” She switched off the phone and sighed contentedly. “He still seems quite taken with you my dear. In fact, he has a special thing for special girls, it’s been one of his fantasies like, forever!”

I leaned back in my seat as she started the car, wondering why I hadn’t even thought about making a break for it while I was in the supermarket. We drove to a pub where I got more stares from men and Mistress plied me with drink, each time making me walk up to the bar and order while they ogled me and made comments about how they’d like to fuck me until I screamed. By the time we left the pub I was a little drunk and a bit pissed off. All the while, my clitty had been vibrating and all I really wanted to do was sit in a corner and get my rocks off.

As we neared home, I was conscious that the vibrator had been turned up a notch again and began, against my will, thinking about Jackson. Wondering what it would be like to have his big cock penetrating me. Oh, God, I was starting to feel so hot and that was just what Mistress wanted. We got out of the car and went into the house as darkness was just beginning to edge in. Instead of directing me to my room, she herded me into hers and closed the door.

“Get on the bed, on all fours, facing the mirror so that you can see yourself.”

“Yes Mistress.”

I climbed onto the bed like a good sissy and stared at my pretty face in the mirror as I knelt there. My burgeoning breasts hung down, the nipples still erect. Mistress pulled my panties down around my thighs and extracted the butt plug. She gave my bum a light pat. “You must be so horny with all those men staring at you today. Did you like them staring at you like that, sissy?”

I know the answer she wanted and I couldn’t refuse to give it to her. I was owned. Completely enslaved. “Yes, Mistress.”

To reinforce my servitude she took a collar from her dresser and held it up to me. It said “Sissy Slut” in glittery letters. “You must wear this when you have sex.” She swept my long hair to one side and fastened it around my throat.

We both stared at the mirror. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m a sissy slut, Mistress.”

“Say it again.”

I repeated it over and over to the mirror as she stripped down to her panties. “Tell me how much you want a big, hard cock inside your girl pussy.”

I swallowed. “I want a big, hard cock inside my girl pussy.”

“Now say it like you mean it slut.”

“Oh, I so want a big cock inside me Mistress. I want a big hot cock filling my girl pussy and making me feel like the slut I really am.” As I continued to tell her how I wanted to be fucked, she strapped a large black dildo to her crotch. I was breathing heavily now, groaning with unreserved emotion, wanting her to fuck me so bad I was almost at the point of screaming.

“You will pretend that I am Jackson, fucking you.”

And then I felt the head of the dildo press against me, heavily lubricated it slipped into my trained sissy pussy, filling me with its hardness. I gasped loudly as it slid all the way in. And now I was moaning like a true sissy slut. “Oh Jackson, Jackson, fuck me with your big hard dick. I love a cock inside me Jackson. I want you to come inside me. Treat me like the whore I am.” She began to thrust rhythmically, slapping my behind hard, and all while the passion grew in me and when I looked in the mirror the only thing I could see was the face of a girl being fucked until she wanted to scream.

I let out groans of pleasure, I reached behind to pull that big hard cock inside me, I thrust my butt against it frantically, screaming as she grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, then thrust my face into the bed. Pounding, pounding, pounding. I exploded with joy. The orgasm swept through me, unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

I didn’t come like a guy, I came with like a slut girl, orgasm after orgasm, my body shuddering and my tears soaking the sheet. For a while, it became too much, I yelled for her to stop but she just ignored me. “They won’t stop for you. You’re a little slut, all you deserve is a good fucking and they won’t stop until they are finished.”

And then, miraculously, it began to rise again. That delicious sense of release and I was crying for more again. “Fuck me, yes fuck me. I’m a whore. Fuck me. Oh God. Don’t stop with your big hard cock, Jackson.” And for a moment, I believed it was really him ramming into me, pulling my hair and slapping my butt and shouting what a dirty little whore I was. Again I came, shuddering with the power of it and this time cum dribbled out of my clitty cage and trickled down my lap. And still she would not stop. I was a fuck toy. A beautiful sissy fuck toy that any man would like to stick his cock into.

Finally, Mistress shuddered with her own orgasm and she thrust one last deep and meaningful time into my girl pussy. I started to cry, with relief I think. That I was truly this sissy slave and that I was destined to stay this way, whether I liked it or not.


Six: Sissy Escapes

I lay down on my bed that night, feeling that my whole world had collapsed. I was confused by how much I had enjoyed being helpless and endlessly fucked. Was Mistress right? Did I only deserve to be this pathetic sissy slut who craved cock? 

Apparently what I had just undergone was called pegging where the sissy is taken by a strap on. I hurt deep inside and my muscles ached as if I had done a marathon when in fact all I had done was kneel on all fours and let another individual take me mercilessly. How long would it be before she made me sample a real cock? I closed my eyes and immediately Jackson DuFray was there. I tried to push him away but he wouldn’t leave me alone. I found with dismay that my little clitty was twitching and that I had reached up to play with my nipples through the soft nylon of my baby doll top.

I sat up. I had to escape. To where? How? It had to be about two in the morning by now. I could make my way down into town, about two miles away. I could walk that far couldn’t I? Even in high heels? But what about the device on my clitty? Wouldn’t that go off? There had to be a range to it, if I hurried I could be out of range and it wouldn’t go off if Mistress discovered I was trying to get away.

For the sake of my self-respect, what remained of it, I was determined to try. I tied my hair back with a band and pulled off my baby doll and panties, standing there naked in the early morning cold. Now, what to wear? I switched on the bedside lamp and looked in the cupboard. Mistress had removed all of Sarah’s real clothes and I was only left with the maid’s outfits. It was all I had. I picked the black dress I had worn that first morning of servitude and pulled it on quickly along with a pair of panties. My legs would freeze to death out there in the cold but I could cope. I’m sure I could. I just had to keep moving.

And where are you going to go? You don’t have any money with you. You don’t have anything. I had to try. Didn’t I? I couldn’t just give in like this. And I sure as hell wasn’t going to let that bastard Jackson DuFrey bury his big black cock inside of me.

My mind was made up, irrational and dangerous as my meagre plan was it was the only one that I had. I carried some 5 inch pumps down into the living room, moving as stealthily as I could and grabbed the throw from the couch and wrapped it around my shoulders.

The key was in the back door and I wondered if Mistress had left it there on purpose to test me. That would be my luck wouldn’t it? Was there some sensor that was going to set off an alarm or switch on the punishment mode of the device around my cocklet?

I turned the key slowly in the lock. It clicked almost too loudly and I held my breath. I waited. Behind me the living room was in darkness. Nothing moved. I opened the door as if I was opening the control panel of an atom bomb, gritting my teeth. I stepped out and pulled the door behind me. I breathed in the cold air. Shivered. That was way too easy. I’d almost convinced myself that this was another of Mistresses cruel traps.

The drive way cut into my bare feet as I moved down towards the road. A car passed, bathing me for a moment in its orange glow. I hesitated and looked back. Nothing.  An owl hooted creepily. I wrapped the throw tightly over my shoulders and made it to the road.

There I slipped on the shoes and started walking towards town. I started to cry, I was free! I had escaped. My feminine ass wiggled as I went down the dark empty road. Breaths escaped my lips in cold clouds and above the trees the sky glittered with brilliant stars. The cold bit into me. I tried to move faster to keep warm. A car went zooming past, beeping its horn but not slowing down. For a moment I thought it was Mistress coming to get me.

I guess it took me an hour and a half to get into town and by that time there were blisters on my heels and my legs were burning all the way up my calves and thighs. The central high street was deserted, the lights shimmering on tar mac and it seemed as if I could be the only person in the world. I was tired and hurting and the public toilets seemed as good a place as any to rest for a while. I pushed at the door to the ladies and was grateful that it opened. I peered inside. Thankfully there were no dodgy drug users curled up in a corner or injecting themselves. I found the only cubicle with a door and sat on the toilet lid and started to cry again. I was damned if I was going to be a sissy slut for anyone.

It was cold and damp and smelly but I managed to drift off at one point. Around dawn some drunken girls staggered in and stood around giggling and smoking, talking about what they had done with various beaus while they were out on the town. After they had gone I came out into the daylight and looked at myself in the mirror. Even disheveled and sleep starved as I was I still looked like a girl. I realized that I was still wearing the collar. Sissy slut. Sissy slut. I reached round to take it off but found that it was padlocked. Of course, I was meant to wear it all the time now. I was marked as a sissy slut and a sissy slut I would be. I had an idea and twisted the collar round so that the writing was concealed by my hair.

Outside there were a few people milling around. They were setting up a market in the car park behind the toilets and a few rough looking men turned to give me the eye but everyone was too busy to pay that much attention to the young girl in maid fancy dress. I had to decide what my priorities were. I had to get a change of clothes. I had to find some money. I had to find somewhere to stay. For a moment, it seemed all too overwhelming and I even debated heading back to Mistress.

Most of all I had to get out of these damned shoes. As luck would have it, one of the stalls was selling second hand clothes and, despite an amused look from the man behind it, I was able to swap the heels for a pair of dirty trainers and some jeans. I pulled the jeans on over my pantied behind to a few wolf whistles and stepped into the shoes. It was the first time I had worn trousers and flats in a long while and for a moment I was off balance.

“Oops, she’s still pissed,” said one of the men. I made my way up towards the town with a feeling that I had at last achieved something. I couldn’t hang around here for long, I realized. It would be the first place Mistress would search when she found out I’d done a runner.

What now? I had no identity. I was nobody. I would keep walking. Something would come to me. I started to the far side of town and whatever lay beyond. I was tired and just wanted somewhere comfortable to sleep, for a week or two at least. At least I was free, whatever that meant.

I’d gone a mile I guess when the pain hit. It doubled me over with its ferocity and I fell to the ground with a yelp that echoed off the tarmac. It lasted for about a minute and was so strong I almost passed out. I knelt there heaving, retching onto the road for a moment until the worst of it passed.

I turned to look for Mistress but there was no one there. I got up, thinking it must have been a glitch in the cocklet device and took a step forward. Again a wave of intense pain hit me, driving me back onto my ass. I clutched at my groin with a howl of pain. I stumbled and then found a tree trunk to sit on. If I strayed too far it set the damn thing off. Once I was beyond a certain radius. I unzipped my jeans and pulled down my panties a little to get a look at the cock cage. How the hell was I going to get that off? Cut the padlock of course. I needed a saw of some kind.

Why don’t you just give in? A little voice asked me. Go back to Mistress and beg her forgiveness and take your punishment like a good little sissy. I lifted my cocklet and looked at the padlock. There wasn’t enough room to get a saw in there and cut it. The lock was too tight to the plastic guard. Now I had to head back to town. I wrapped the blanket over my shoulders again and started off again. I felt drained of life and things couldn’t be much worse.

Well they could.

Because a black Range Rover came towards me and began to slow down and I could suddenly see the driver more clearly than I wanted to. The window whirred as it came down and Matthew leaned across at me. “Well, well, have you escaped little sissy? Or has your Mistress let you go?”

“Leave me alone.”

“Or what?” He smiled. “Your restraint no doubt has a limiter on it, so you can perhaps walk another mile or so before setting it off.” He saw the look on my face. “Ah, so it already has. That will have sent a GPS signal to Eloise and she’ll no doubt be on her way.”

“I’m not going back. I’m not!”

“You have nowhere to go, my pretty little thing. Have you?”

I started walking away from his Range Rover but he just reversed until he was ahead of me. I told him to leave me alone again, this time stamping my foot like a little sissy brat. “You won’t get anywhere in life like that,” he said and reached across to open the door. “Get into the car and don’t be a foolish little girl.”

“I’ll go to the police.”

“And say what?” He shrugged. “Besides, the Police Commissioner is a very good friend of mine.”

“If you help me escape I’ll do anything you want.”

“Anything?”

“I want a blow job, will you give me that?” He grinned. “Give me a wet, sloppy blow job like a sissy slut?”

“Yes.”

“Get in then.”

“You’ll help you escape?”

“For a blow job girl, I’ll do almost anything.”

I had no other choice apart from wait around for Mistress to catch up with me. I got into the car and Matthew turned it around and headed back to town. Before he reached it however, he pulled off onto a leaf strewn side road and parked up. He pressed a button and his seat settled backwards as he reached down and casually undid the belt of his trousers and unzipped his fly.

“Well?” He said.

“What? Now?”

“I make it a rule to always to take payment before I deliver. No if you wouldn’t mind, open that pretty little sissy mouth of yours and start sucking my cock.”

I gulped. The doors suddenly locked around me. I pulled the hair out of my face and looked at his crotch. If it meant I could escape all this then it had to be done. I leaned forward and widened the gap of his trousers and tentatively placed a hand on his tumescent cock. It seemed quite big and as I rolled back his underpants it seemed to spring out at me like a snake. I took a breath and grabbed the shaft and rubbed it up and down hoping against hope that he was a premature ejaculator and that we could get this over quickly.

“Don’t rub it, suck it girl. You are a sissy cocksucker, aren’t you?”

He reached out and grabbed a bunch of my hair, forcing my face down towards his thick cock. “Lick the tip, kiss it gently. Don’t be afraid of it. You know you want to feel it in your mouth.”

I closed my eyes and kissed the tip, then opened my mouth slightly and let my tongue slide out onto his tight head. It tasted slightly meaty and I could smell the essence of his manliness. I pulled gently down onto his foreskin as he tightened his grip on my hair. “That’s it,” he groaned. “Lick it some more.” I opened my mouth wider and took in the whole of his glans, leaving my spit shining on the surface, beginning to breath heavy because I too was starting to get aroused. It seemed so natural to be sucking a man’s cock. It seemed to be what I was made for. I let his cock into my mouth and didn’t resist when he pushed down on my head so that it plunged slickly deep into my throat. I fought off the urge to choke as he allowed me up and then pushed me down again. Up and down, up and down. I reached out and fondled his balls, rolling them in my hands as I bobbed my head up and down, sucking and licking with girlish, reckless abandon. Oh, God this felt so special. This was Sarah’s first blow job and it was absolutely wonderful. Now I was kissing the tip again. Gentle, pulling away as his hand came up around my back and undid the zip of the maid’s uniform.

“Do you think I have a nice cock?”

“You have a lovely cock,” I breathed. “It’s so big and hard.” I groaned as his hand came round and found my left breast, stroking it and playing with the hardening nipple. I shifted my position and then was back down onto his lovely cock like a ravenous whore. I kissed and sucked and now he was reaching under me and loosening my trousers, then spanking my behind as he pushed me into a deep throat once more.

“Good girl, good girl,” he kept saying. His cock swelled in my mouth as I worked on it, stretching my lips and grating against my teeth. He gasped with pleasure as he suddenly came, shooting his hot, meaty cum down the back of my throat. He seemed to come forever, gushing it into me as if he was trying to drown me. I shivered with pleasure like a good slutty cocksucker should when she has made her man cum. I swallowed it and licked the residue off him, breathing heavily and sure that this was all I was good for now.

My God how could something so simple be so pleasurable? He let me up and smiled at me. “You were born to suck cock, girl.” I could feel his semen on the back of my throat, felt it somewhere hot down in the pit of my stomach. I was shaking with the pleasure it. I had expected it to be functional and nasty but now that I had done it, I suddenly wanted to try it again.

“Oh my God.”

“The first time is always the most special.” He zipped up his flies and started the Range Rover. I knew then that he was taking me back to Mistress. Of course, he’d had no intention of helping me escape. I didn’t object. I sat in a dazed kind of shock still feeling the press of his cock upon my lips.


Seven: Sissy breasts, hypnosis and BBC

There was no punishment, no beating. Mistress was merely cold towards me. As I got out of the car, she told me to go and take a shower and go to bed. I bowed my head and went and cleaned myself. Despite the fact that I had not eaten all day, as soon as I lay my head on the pillow, dressed in a fresh nightie I fell asleep. It was a long sleep.

I know now that a couple of hours after my return, some men came to the house on the instructions of Mistress Eloise. They gave me a sedative and carted me off to a private hospital on the other side of London.

The darkness was complete in my drugged up world and there was only the voice coming out of the velvet blackness. It seemed to be with me from beginning to end, chipping away at the last of my resistance, talking me deep into a world of submission and sluttishness.

It was my own personal therapist in this dark world and I let it reprogram me any way it wanted to. The voice was neither male nor female but told me what I was, what I had always been. It ingrained a thirst for sucking cock so that whenever I saw one I would be filled with delight and unable to resist. Even if it was small and ugly I would want to put it in my mouth and suck it because I was a helpless little slut who just adored that kind of thing.

In the bright light of day, it might have made me laugh to hear the voice, but here, in the darkness it was the only thing that mattered. I was its slave and had to listen. And then it told me how I loved to pleasure men. I loved to do as they told me, because men were my true Masters. They could just look at me and my subservience and desire to please them would grow tenfold. It was all about numbers, the voice said. When I saw a man, everything just increased, one, two, three times and so on and the more times I gave into a man and pleased him the more I would feel the need to do it again.

I would be an insatiable sissy slut. No matter who. No matter where. I liked to be fucked hard by men.

And on it went, incessantly. Forever in the darkness and even when I came out of my deep sleep it was still there, even when I opened my eyes it was there at the back of my mind. You must serve. You must please your man.

I woke on the hospital bed, dressed in a chiffon nighty, my head propped up on a pillow, still a little woozy but awake enough to know I wasn’t with Mistress Eloise. Had she abandoned me, at last?  Was I safe? I tried to sit up and my head started spinning. A nurse came in and told me not to move so quickly. My chest felt abnormally heavy and when I looked down I realized that my breasts were enlarged. I touched them gently with my hands, cupping them and lifting and then letting them go. They were sore but not too bad. I undid the bow of my nighty and peered down with amazement. Holy Mother, I had real breasts. I had to see them properly. I tried to get out of bed and find a mirror but I suddenly felt dizzy again and flopped back.

Great aren’t they? Said that voice down in the darkness. Big titties. Sissy has big, big titties.

A female doctor came in and made me lift up my nightdress and she pressed and prodded here and there and then said that I was doing fine. The bruising would clear completely in a couple of days and would be able to go. I asked the doctor how long I had been here but she wouldn’t say anything except that I’d been here for a while.

I slept again and this time the voice was quiet as if it knew its work was done and when I woke it was night time and I felt less of a weakling. I managed to get out of the bed and walk over to the mirror without feeling too bad. I lifted off my nightdress and stood there in just my panties.

They were magnificent. They jutted out proudly and the nipples stood hard in the cool night air. Shaking I touched them and gasped and closed my eyes, a tear squeezing out onto my cheek. Sissy Sarah had beautiful breasts. Wasn’t that the most amazing thing ever? Even in my own head I realized that I sounded like a dumb cheerleader.

The next morning I was fit to leave and was given a white dress to wear. I went down to reception and was met by a man I had never met who escorted me to a car and drove me across London into a strange town and parked outside a salon. He opened the door for me and led me in and I was met by a rather gay hairdresser who took me in hand and gabbled about nothing all the time.

My body was waxed and oiled, my hair was cut into a very different, shorter style and dyed blonde, my eyelashes were tinted and my lips plumped out a bit more with some collagen. My skin was given an allover fake tan and my nails done and painted a bright shade of red. A rather sour faced girl did unbelievable magic with my eyes.

I was then taken to another room and given a new outfit to wear. White, silk lingerie, suspender belt and white stockings and a beautiful short white off the shoulder dress with a flared skirt that made me look like a doll. White court shoes with 6 inch heels. I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. I was the perfect blonde bimbo slut. I even giggled with inner satisfaction. Finally there was a white collar with Sissy Slut written in gold which I gladly put around my throat to finish off the ensemble.

Instead of driving me back to Mistress Eloise, I was taken back to London and a rather exclusive hotel there. My heart began to beat with anticipation as the driver collected a key and took me up in the lift to the top floor. At that moment, all I wanted to do was get on my knees and give him a blow job and my little clitty was stirring wildly wondering what was to come next. Would my Mistress be waiting for me?

The driver led me along a corridor and opened the door. “You are to wait here,” he said in a thick accent, the first time he had spoken in the short time I had known him. He closed the door behind me as I stepped into the suite. It was a big plush room with expensive carpet and furniture and a view overlooking the Thames and the city beyond. I stood at the window and felt the tug of my lovely breasts and ran my hands down over my skirt, licking my lips.

Behind me the door opened. I turned demurely as only a sissy girl can.

“Oh,” I said quietly.

Jackson Dufrey stepped into the room, his eyes gleaming with horny malice. I took a step back and pressed against the window, my heart beating insanely. So this was where it ended. Finally.

He pushed his  hands in his pockets and grinned. “You look ravishing.” I lowered my eyes submissively. “I would never have guessed it was you. Still, you were always such a pretty boy, weren’t you?”

He stepped towards me and I let out a gasp of anticipation. This man who had been the bane of my life when I worked for him was now going to devour my girly heart and soul and, deep down, I relished it. I wanted so much to please him.

He took off his jacket and regarded me critically. “I’ve asked for some time alone with you before the others arrive. I wanted to be the first to sample the new you. If you behave, you will be returned to your Mistress to continue under her instruction. If, for any reason, any of the guests, or myself, are unhappy with your performance, you will be sold to a gang of Albanians who will see to it that you are put to good use.”

“I’ll be a good girl, Sir.” I said it with such girly conviction I even surprised myself.

“I wanted you white and virginal.” He sneered and went over to a music system. Soon seductive tunes were drifting through the air. Jackson undid his tie and sat down on the couch. “Why don’t you fix me a drink, honey? Have one yourself to get those juices moving.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. I walked slowly over to the bar, swaying my hips so that he could get a good look at me in my pretty outfit. “What would you like, Sir?”

“Vodka on the rocks. You will have something appropriate.”

“May I have a glass of white wine, Sir?”

“Yes, you can.”

“Thank you Sir.”  I made his drink and poured myself a glass of wine. I took them over to him and he ordered me to have a sip of wine. The music flowed through the room and I swayed my hips a little.

“Why don’t you dance for me a little?”

“I’d like that Sir.”

I swayed my hips some more, turned, running my fingers through my hair, down over my breasts, bending to stroke them over my stocking thighs, lifting my skirt a little. Jackson shifted on the couch and I could see by the bulge in his trousers that it was exciting him.

I made my movements slower and groaned a little, pressed my finger to my lips and pulled the dress away from my right shoulder, staring back at him with wide eyes. I dipped and shook my head slowly from side to side and then brought my hands up to play with my beautiful new breasts.

He was breathing through his mouth now and I knew from the look in his eyes that he just wanted to take me there and then. “I’m your little whore,” I said. “I want you to fuck me so much.”

“Take off the dress, slowly,” he said.

“Yes, Sir.”

I arched my back and rolled my head from side to side in time to the music, pulled my skirt up slowly until just enough of my silk panties showed. I turned and let the skirt billow around me, wrap around my thighs. I slipped the bodice down over my pert breasts and played with my nipples moaning his name and how I wanted him to take me.

I came closer, pulled my arms out of the dress sleeves and rolled it down over my midriff, lowering my breasts towards him, then turning and bending and letting the dress slide over my pantied behind. Finally, I let the dress drop and stepped out of it, closer to him, swaying my hips and rubbing my hands over my body.

He stood then and slapped me across the face so hard that I fell to the floor. The shock and excitement made my clitty quiver to the point that it nearly erupted. Jackson grabbed my hair and with his free hand unzipped his flies. His big, swollen cock fell out towards my face and I gasped in amazement. It was so huge. So thick and long that I almost melted when I saw it.  It rose up above me like a leviathan and I stared in love struck awe. It was the most perfect thing I had ever seen in my life at that moment. My, I just wanted to suck the juice right out of it.

“You know what to do, bitch!” He snarled. “Beg. Beg!”

“Oh, please let me suck your big, fat cock Sir. Please let me put it in my mouth. I so want to suck your cock. Please, please!” I sounded genuine, because I was. At that moment, it was all I wanted to do.

He took that enormous snake in his hand then and fed it to me. I opened my mouth and he pushed it deep into my throat. He pulled my hair back and lifted my throat, and then pushed it deeper. For a moment, I couldn’t breath. I couldn’t anything, not even gag on it. He pulled it out so that the tip rested on my lips. “Kiss it,” he said. “Kiss my black cock you bitch.” I kissed it and sucked at it and licked it, staring up into his cruel face knowing that he was enjoying this utter humiliation of his former employee and I didn’t care one iota. I just wanted his cock in my mouth. I wanted to suck it so bad that it hurt. He pushed me down onto the crouch and straddled my shoulders pushing the cock into my open mouth again, fucking my face with cruel abandon, utterly devoid of any sympathy for me. He just wanted to fuck that pretty bimbo mouth and he was going to do it whether I choked to death or not.

“You fucking whore. You fucking whore. I’ll teach you how to behave around a man.” He pulled out his dick and turned me round like a paper doll pushing my face into the couch, leaning into me as he pulled down my panties. His enormous cock pressed against my ass, forcing its way in without mercy. I screamed with pain but he paid no notice. Sliding it deeper and deeper and deeper until my whole feminine being seemed to be filled with his giant organ. And then, once he was buried deep in my ass he began to thrust back and forth pinning me down and I, in turn, was so hungry for his great cock that I thrust my hips back at him to try and get it even deeper. I cried out for joy, told him to fuck me harder, fuck me, keep on fucking me, don’t stop. Then he withdrew sharply and I felt the orgasm punch through me, he turned me again and pointed his cock at my face. His jizz shot out and splattered across my face, dripping hotly over me and as it did I tried vainly to catch it in my mouth, and just when I thought he had finished another shot burst from his cock and this time it went straight into my mouth and hit the back of my throat. He tossed me to one side and stood up, breathing heavily. I lay on the floor in the glorious aftermath of my own orgasm, shuddering with girly joy.

“Eat it all,” he said breathlessly. “I want to see you eat it all.” I knelt before him and wiped some of his jizz onto my fingers, placing it in my mouth and sucking and licking it clean. By the time I had done this his cock was growing again and he lifted me up and pushed me onto the couch, pulling down my bra straps and forcing his tongue down my throat. He tasted so manly and strong that I wrapped my legs around his waist and began tearing at his shirt. I wanted his flesh to touch mine. I wanted him to melt into me.

He threw his shirt onto the floor and pulled down his pants and kicked them way. He lifted my buttocks and inserted himself once more, kissing me wildly, passionately, biting on my lips, gorging on my neck, down to my breasts, sucking on my erect nipples so that I cried in ecstasy.

Jackson lifted my legs and began to pound strongly again, running his magnificent cock in and out of me until the sublime friction made me weep with joy. He squeezed my breasts hard and then lifted me up, impaling me on his cock as he carried me over to the window and pressed me against it. Lifting me up and down until I could stand no more and began tearing at his flesh and crying: “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

He came again, this time inside of me. It was the moment I had waited for all my life. A man, a big strong man, had put his cock inside of me and he had cum. I was a desirable little whore who needed to be fucked hard. He dropped me onto the couch like so much rubbish and went to fix himself another drink. Cum dribbled down between my legs as I fell off the couch and knelt on the carpet. I brushed a hand through my sweat soaked hair.

“Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Sir. Thank you for fucking me so hard.”

He brought his drink over and told me to have another sip of wine. Then he sat down and picked his phone out of his jacket and said he had to make a few calls, I could rest for a moment. I drank some wine and it mixed well with his salty cum and I curled up beside him and settled into his strong manly arm like any normal girl.

I could not remember when I had ever been this happy. When his cock began to get hard again he gently pushed my head down and I dutifully started to administer to it. Sucking and licking it to full hardness like an expert cocksucker. He told the friend he was talking to that he was getting a blow job off a beautiful blonde and then took a picture to prove it. He was still talking when he came again, filling my mouth with his wonderful seed, me licking it clean like the good whore I was.

Jackson finished his calls and then fucked me twice more, once doggy style in front of a mirror so that I could see him thrusting into me and my own face pleasured by his cock and then more gently, the best perhaps, on the couch, as he kissed my mouth and tits and brought me to orgasm once again.

About six o’clock he told me to go to the bathroom and shower and put on the outfit and makeup in there. I did as I was told like a good subbie slut and stood in the shower, feeling beautiful and wanted. It was so great being a girl after all. Having a man take hold of you and do those wonderful things to you.

I put on my makeup and dressed in a red babydoll with matching panties and stockings, and red high heels. I looked at myself in the mirror, the way my full breasts made such a difference to how sexy I looked. I was disappointed to see that Jackson was now dressed and talking on his phone again. He had poured me another glass of wine though and I picked it up and waited for him to finish. As he did there was a knock at the door and I wondered who the mysterious guests would be.

It turned out that there were five of them and they had all known me in a previous life. I swallowed hard as each of them walked into the room and Jackson said: “Gentlemen, let me introduce you to the entertainment for the evening, the beautiful and insatiable Sissy Sarah.”

They had all been told who I really was, of course. That was part of the plan to separate me from my past. Jackson winked at me and left, saying that there were no holds barred but that I was being picked up at midnight. He waved at no one in particular then and was gone and I would never see him again. He had got what he came for and that was enough, although I did hear that he went on to cultivate his own sissy later in life and that they spent many happy years together.

The five men surrounded me, staring at me in awe, wonder, lust. Geoff who had been one of my best friends at school. Carlo who hated me because I had managed by some fluke to take Claire off him. Dean who I had wise-cracked that he was gay in the sixth form and he had never lived it down nor forgiven me. Toby who I’d worked with at Visitech in the early days and who had always thought I was a bit of a fag. And Brent who I had been at University with and had never forgiven me for making him late for his final psyche exam.

They circled me like a pack of wolves but I wasn’t having anything of it. “Well, boys, if you’re going to fuck me you better get started. Now, who’s got the biggest cock?” Fair play to all the boys, they had decent sized cocks and knew how to use them. I was fucked every which way and then some, and maybe they didn’t have as much zeal as my beloved Jackson but they managed to fill me with their delicious cum in many imaginative ways.

I was a happy girl when the last of them gave out just before midnight. On cue, my driver arrived and, dressed again in my pretty white, and redundantly virginal dress, I was transported back to Mistress Eloise. I had found my niche in life. Most days I would tend to my Mistresses’ needs and then in the evenings, Andrew, the driver, would take me to some place or other where I would service cocks and fulfill my true calling to my heart’s content. It lasted a wonderful ten years, until Mistress released me and I left her service. She gave me enough to live on and I moved out to France where I continue to be attracted to anything that has a cock and knows how to use it. I have been happy for so long that I have almost forgotten what a wretch I was to begin with. I thank God for Mistress Eloise and that cold night I hunkered down in her shed and thought about what a mess my life was in. I am complete now.

I am a sissy slut, and proud.

The End
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