

Crossdressing Tales: The Feminisation of Mickey

By Emma LaVerne


Girl tango on the Nile

Have you ever done something impulsively?  I don’t mean buying that extra bottle of wine in the shop or sneaking a kiss with the head boy behind the bike shed. I don’t mean deciding not to go to work but staying home, dressing to the nines in your wife’s finest and parading in front of the mirror all day long.

I mean life-changing impulsive; the kind of impulsive that rips the heart out of who you are.

The girl of dull beginnings just turned 19, throws some clothes into a holdall and catches a bus to the airport. She picks the first flight on the board, buys a one-way ticket and gets on a plane.   This girl is in love. You can see it in her eyes. The way she walks. The way she smiles.

The plane taxis along the runway. turns and as it gathers speed and lifts into the air, goose bumps rise on her arms. There, she has done it. She has thrown it all away.

Something new has begun. 

She has begun.

She closes her eyes and leans back in her seat. The pressure makes her ears pop. Pleasure flutters from her throat down to her stomach as if she has swallowed a butterfly. There are so many thoughts inside her head now that she feels like jumping up and declaring her love to the plane. She tries to read the in-flight magazine. She can’t concentrate. It’s painful.  

Finally, she gets up from her seat, goes to the toilet and shuts herself in. She is wearing khaki pants and a tight fitting t-shirt. She takes them off and looks at herself in the small mirror, touching her naked breasts, gently playing with the nipples. She is covered in a sheen of feverish sweat. She slips her fingers down her panties, pressing the flesh where the pubic bone meets the softness of her vulva.

She closes her eyes and thinks of her lover, parts her legs a little more and strokes her breasts and dwells on innocence and the loss of innocence.

Her lover is ten years older, vastly more experienced.  

She has been the teacher.  

She has taken clay and transformed it. The girl parts her labia and lets her fingers trail across her clitoris. She is wet and frantic with the heat of her own body and the thoughts in her head.

The girl pleasures herself to the point of orgasm. She stops before it tips over the infernal edge.  She must stop.  

She has been told to stop.   

Now she feels crazy as if she could tear a hole in the side of the plane and send a scream out into space. She loves the idea that her orgasm is denied. She presses her forehead to the mirror.  

Someone knocks on the door, gently first, then more insistently. She wants to stay here, cocooned in this room forever. Go away, she thinks and tries to transfer her thought through the door. She hears a sigh, a murmur. The girl  splashes her face with water and puts her clothes back on.  

When she returns to her seat, Bernadette is there. The girl sits down and her Mistress gently strokes the top of her hand. This slightest of touches brings the girl to orgasm. It rages inside her. It rolls like a fireball through her body. Bernadette smiles. The girl breathes out, relaxes and presses back in her seat. Sweat trickles down her temples.

In that moment, there is an utter absence of thought.  

The sense of being.  Pure. Unadulterated by everyday things.

Later, when they are lying in the sticky heat of a hotel overlooking the Nile, the two wrapped in each others arms, the girls asks: “What will happen to us?”

“Us?” Bernadette lights a cigarette.  She blows smoke towards the ceiling. “We’ll drift apart as people do.” The girl begins to speak but Bernadette puts a finger to her lips. “Either by accident or design. It will happen.”

“No.”

“You’ll meet a man.”  Bernadette kisses the girls shoulder, her eyes sad.  “You’ll have children.”

“Five at least.”

“You will be a good mother and wife.You’ll grow fat and cook scones for the local fete.”

“And you?” Asks the girl. “What will become of you?”

“I’ll have my mansion, I’ll have my riches.” She strokes the girls cheek. “But I will always be lonely.”

The spell is broken, a game is begun…

She dragged the look from the darkest place in her soul.   He felt its power in every cell of his body and wondered why he kept up this pretence.  Why didn’t he just give in?   The look was magnificently cruel.  It enveloped him.   It was beautiful. Like Goddess Diana, huntress of the Greek myths he had so loved as a child. Amazonian. Unmoving.

"This is your chance to get back,” she said.  

"In Manchester?” His pants were stirring because of that look. He tried to will his dick to behave itself.  This was not the best time to get aroused.  An image of Aunt Rae popped into his mind. His pants twitched a little more.  

Mick turned away and feigned interest in the television as his cock blatantly ignored his conscious will, unfurled and stood to attention. He stuck his hands in his pockets, bagging out the front of his trousers.  Images, sensations remembered, flooded him. Aunt Rae’s bulk pressed against him, suffocating, beautiful. The smell of roses. The cool, dark voice that bent him like a willow in the breeze. 

Jenny had turned the sound down on the TV to make her point. He watched the newscasters’ mouth open and close, her head bob up and down. There was a picture of George Bush behind her. Yackety-yack.  Yackety-yack. He tried to guess what she was saying but all he could think about…Aunt Rae, Aunt Rae, Aunt Rae, woven into the folds of his mind.   

Come on baby, put that itsy-bitsy cock inside me.  

The same look as Jenny, feral, dangerous, pure.   As if she could tear his head off if he refused.

"You spend six months there and get a transfer back,” said Jenny.  “It’s not going to kill you."    When he turned back to her, that look was gone.   The disappointment showed on his face.   Aunt Rae faded too and there was only the room; the ordinary room with its pictures and furniture; it’s CD collection and drinks cabinet; the spectre of lives passed in mediocrity. The sharp-lined wallpaper that hung like a taunt. The carpet that lay flat and meek at his feet, banal and submissive.

Jenny ran a hand through her spiky blonde hair and sighed.  "I put a lot of effort into this."

"What about us?"

"Us?"

"You here on your own, me stuck up there with black pudding sandwiches and half a stout to keep me happy."

"I'll visit."  Jenny shrugged.   “Christ, it’s only a couple of hours away. You can come down at weekends. It’s not the moon.”

"Great." Had he said it like that for a reason?

"God, you're so difficult!”

She was right.   He was being unfair.   Since losing his job, Mick hadn’t made much of an effort to get back to work.   Sure, he read the ads in the paper, even attended a few token interviews, but his heart wasn’t in it.   He was on that slow spiral again and it was destroying their marriage.  

Aunt Rae: Tell her, tell her, she won’t mind. Really she won’t.

But this was the real world. Games weren’t played. Not this sort of game anyway. Resist. Resist. Resist.

Be a man.  

“Shit, I can't even type."  

It was the only excuse he could come up with.  He didn’t want to say Manchester was another world away and he’d be alone.   He didn’t want to say being apart from her would drive him into that dark corner, that once he was there he wouldn’t want to escape. That this was the end.

"Learn. Bernadette said she’d enrol you on some courses. It's not difficult, believe me."

Mick poured a glass of red wine. He sipped it petulantly and looked at the Warhol print on the wall. His head was wrong and had been for some time. He’d lost the cutting edge, as Nick Simmons called it. One morning Mick Fincher woke and it just wasn't there anymore.

Was it ever? Said Aunt Rae.

Jenny was wearing her business suit - the expensive jacket and trousers, the silk blouse, smart, low-heel shoes. Every inch spoke of the successful businesswoman. She was full of energy and commitment to the corporate cause and it left him awestruck.   

Powerless.

Sometimes he imagined she had drawn the will out of him, like a vampire sucking the blood from a victim. She was climbing the corporate ladder faster than anyone he’d ever known, male or female, and she was leaving him behind. A typist for chrissakes!

What kind of job was that?  

From the moment Mick stepped onto the corporate treadmill he struggled. It was in his genes, he guessed.  At first he managed to convince himself it was fine, fresh from three years idling at University. Now he had a purpose, newly married and they both wanted the things married couples did. A house, of course. Kids, maybe. A future, at the very least.  Mick Fincher thought it only right in those early days to work towards the “cause”. It was good and right and, hell, everyone was doing it.  

Then, the creeping malaise had found it’s way into his life.   Contracts he was working on got left to the last minute.   Getting up for work began to make him feel sick.  He was daunted by the whole corporate ethos and that spilled over into his marriage.   By the time he lost his job, even their lovemaking had turned into a once in a while affair, a chore to be got through as quickly as possible.

He stared at her now.

Do something, for god’s sake. Do something right for once.

"Okay, okay," he conceded. Maybe it was the wine making him give in.   Maybe it was the fear of giving into his impulses and what he was becoming, spending his days at home while Jenny worked.   Thinking stuff, he called it.   Dangerous stuff.   Aunt Rae stuff. It had to stop.  "Give Bernadette a call."

She went into the hall and picked up the phone without giving him an opportunity to change his mind.   He listened as she dialled, began speaking. He heard her laugh. When he closed his eyes, Aunt Rae was there. She smiled at him.  

You’re a natural baby.   Oh, you make me shiver.  

Where would he have been now? If he had stayed with her, who would he have been? But he packed his bags and found a new life, the one he was expected to lead, the one his ex-school friends were all now living.   It would be fine.   Aunt Rae understood.  

Shame, baby. Shame.  

She said it with those doleful eyes. Big and wide and pulled apart by latticed streaks of beautifully garish makeup. Shame he couldn’t give in to the impulse and stay. Her ample flesh rubbed against his, her hot breaths found the crevice of his neck. His dick raged  He picked up a jumper and pulled it on so that it covered his embarrassment. 

Jenny returned, her face flushed as if she had just been told an incredibly dirty joke. "Bernadette would like to talk to you."

“What? Now?”

“Oh hurry up.”

"Great.”

"We're doing this for you," she said.  "Now, go and talk to her."

In the hallway, Mick picked up the phone and stared out the window.  The road glistened with rain. Old Mr Simmons got out of his car and headed for the front door of Number 32, his shoulders stooped, his steps ancient and painful.  That will be you one day, said Aunt Rae.   Don’t leave it too long, honey. Don’t let the fine times creep on by.

"I just want to say I'm happy to have you on board, Michael."  Bernadette’s voice reminded him of some great and unlovely bird of prey swooping down out of a grey sky. "Jenny's told me so much about you.  I feel you'll be an asset to the new department once we get it up and running."

"That's very kind of you," Mick said.  He watched Mrs Simmons open the front door and guide her husband into a darkened hallway. The door closed. The rain fell. He forced himself to say: “Thank you for the opportunity”, but it sound stuck too deep in his throat.

He blushed stupidly.

"Now, there are a couple of things," she said. "You'll be staying at Mrs Bacons Guesthouse, I'll book you in for the six months and send you directions through the post. She's a good friend of mine and she'll look after you. Now you're also going to have to learn to type, so I'll be setting up the computer with a program to teach you. Does that bother you?” 

“No.”

“It would be helpful, of course, if you could grow your nails."

Mike swallowed heavily. For a moment he couldn’t breathe.

He asked her why, almost barking down the phone with childish indignation. A white van sped by the house, raising a wave that crashed onto the front lawn. Music started playing in the living room.   Something jazzy.   Not his kind of thing. When had Jenny started listening to Jazz?

"To help with your speed, of course,” said Bernadette.

Mick closed his eyes and fought back a couple of apt expletives. Then he said:  "That's no problem."   You always take the line of least resistance, Aunt Rae said. That’s who you are.  That’s why you let me do those things. Deep down you’re a good little…

"Good," she purred.  He thought of a big black cat with long, venomous claws. "I’ll see you in two weeks.” The line went dead. He thought also of a trap door opening, dropping and the sudden jolt as a rope tightened around his neck. He heard the rope creaking behind a saxophone solo that sounded like a cat being pumped by an angry, much larger cat.

Jenny was triumphant as he came back into the living room.  He wondered if that smug expression inhabited the same dark pit as the more feral one. She danced to the coarse music, swaying her hips, coming close to him and then moving away. He drained his glass of wine and thought about getting smashed. Again, he poured another and when he turned back, Jenny was holding a tube of cream.

"What's that?"

"We can't go disappointing Bernadette. I've got some Vitamin D tablets you can take as well."

“What the hell for?”  Mick hated pills.  His mother had been a hypochondriac and he had grown up surrounded by bottles of every kind.   His mother just loved valium.   Aunt Rae said it was her way of fighting the urge that was in them all.

“It’ll strengthen your nails, silly, now give me your hand.”   He sat next to her and proffered his left hand.   She rubbed cream into his nails and told him that he had to do this four times a day.  “And don’t go biting them.”    She smiled. He asked her if she was happy now.   She said yes. 

The bad spell was broken.

A new game had begun.

That night Jenny initiated their lovemaking 

Stupid with drink, Mick hadn’t expected it and was drifting off to sleep when she slipped into bed and started kissing him.   At first, he didn’t respond. He was trying to be angry with her, she wasn’t going to get off totally free. But then she became more fervent and moved on top and started grinding her crotch into his, roughly, as if she was damned if he was going to refuse this little present from her.

Mick felt an unwanted surge of arousal. He told her he was tired. She scratched at the flesh under his t-shirt. She wasn’t about to let him roll over and go to sleep. She panted vigorously and bent towards him. 

Her kissing was hard and passionate, more like a man, and she didn’t make any pretence at tenderness. It was like she wanted to fuck him into the ground. Her eyes smouldered above him and his cock grew hard and tumescent. He didn’t know where this sudden strength to overpower him had come from. He tried to thrust into her, but she pushed him down with a hefty grunt of exersion.

“Beg for me,” she said, biting at his lower lip. “Tell me how much you want me.”

He gasped her name. The heat rose in his face and threatened to burn away his entire identity. But he begged. His voice was high and trembling and she laughed and parted her legs and allowed him in, stroking his head and purring in his ear that he was good, he was good; he was good. 

Every time he threatened to come, she pulled her dripping vagina away and eased off, her face glowing, her breaths short, frantic.  She controlled him and later he wondered if she knew that was what he really liked.  What he wanted above all else. How many times had he made love to her with Aunt Rae in his mind?  

Jenny slapped him so hard he cried out in pain and when he tried to get from under her, she pinned him down and smothered his struggles.   He didn’t pretend to lose, he did lose and he saw the excitement of a battle won in her eyes.   Her orgasm exploded a moment before his.   She arched back and let go a squeal of delight.   The pain and the pleasure seared through his body, coffee and cream mixing in his soul.  

When her body shuddered and that deep growl issued from her throat, she let him go, rolling onto her back, her suddenly muscular body glistening with sweat, nipples erect with excitement. She touched herself between her legs and gasped. It was the first time they had made love in two months and they had never fucked so intensely, even in the early days of their relationship.

“Jesus,” she giggled.   She was breathing heavily as she staggered off the bed and went into the bathroom.

Mick looked down at his shrinking cock.  A thin trail of semen snaked over his stomach.    The head was red and swollen.  

“Great, wasn’t it?” She shouted from the other room. He felt like he had just been hit by a hurricane.   “If you’re a good boy and do your nails every day, you might get a repeat performance.”

When she returned, Jenny rolled over with her back to him before he could tell her that the kind of sex she had just given him was the kind he wanted. She let go a strange mewl that carried with it a sense of contentment.

Ahhh, that was so fine, my little pet, said Aunt Rae. Perhaps it’ll be purr-fect from now on. Maybe you should let go and let them get on with running your life. A little typist you will be. A little typist you will be content to be. You weren’t made to aim high, were you my little…

Mick got up and went to the bathroom. His body ached. He could still feel the pressure of Jenny on his thighs and shoulders, forcing him down with all her strength. Something fluttered in his stomach that was nice and comforting and safe. On the shelf above the sink was an oval black pill, glinting under the light.  Jenny had written in bright red lipstick on the mirror:  

Take this now. 

There was an arrow pointing down to the pill and an impression of her lips next to the writing. She had never worn that bright a shade of lipstick. He knew because once he had plucked up the courage to buy her some and she had…well…she didn’t want to look like a whore. Not even for her husband in the privacy of their own bedroom.

Red welts spread across his shoulders. He ran a finger over them and winced. His face was flushed as if he had just run a couple of miles.

“Hell of a workout,” he said and grinned.

He took the pill and...  

…made a promise to the Gods of Subjugation that he would a good boy from now on.

Jenny was asleep, curled up, her bare torso rising and falling gently. He had not realised how sinewy she had become. Maybe it was a trick of the light but her shoulders and back seemed sharply defined as if they had been re-sculpted by some ghostly Michelangelo while he was in the bathroom. 

Mick switched off the bedside light and slipped between the sheets. He studied her for a while,  the sleek curve of her spine, the shadow of her head on the white pillow, the shallow, contented breathes as she slept.

They had been married for three years now and the first two of those had been great. They earned a good, collective wage and could afford holidays three times a year. They had been, until he lost his job, a two car, upwardly mobile couple who bought a decent size house in a good suburb of London. Now it was a struggle keeping up with the mortgage, even with Jenny’s salary.   The struggle, of course, was all hers.   Even on his most selfish days, Mick had to admit that.  

He kissed her neck and turned his back to her. He wasn’t a good husband. He was a freeloader, spending his days on the sofa watching television or trawling chat rooms on the computer and wanking himself into a stupor. 

You’re half of a whole. Aunt Rae would say. You need the other person to make you complete. And it can’t just be anyone. It has to be a special person who knows what you need. The way Aunt Rae knew what was good for him. That was bollocks, he wanted to tell her. He needed Jenny and no one else. He needed to be in the suburbs. He needed a job with prospects. He needed mediocrity. 

All this…other stuff. It was fantasy.

He felt something tickle his ear and was conscious of the gradual relaxation of his muscles before sleep took hold of him; the warm golden of release from this world and a gentle tumble into the next where things were oh so much better.

The beat, beat of his heart. Jenny’s shallow breaths. Warmth. It was all just perfect. 

Aunt Rae fractured and dissolved into the darkness where she belonged. He felt like he was sinking into the mattress, that it was enveloping him. He was dropping through warm treacle. You just fall honey, someone in a faraway land said.  And fall, he did.

Jenny’s breaths turned into waves. They crashed gently onto his soul and soothed him. It was so damned good he sank into the completeness of it all and, when he did, was aware that he was in La-La Land and would stay there for an eternity.

Gulls cried. Salt drifted on the air.

He could feel the caress of a warm breeze. 

Somewhere, salsa music was playing. The Latino rhythm made him feel a little sexy. Mia Chico. Hey baby. He swayed his hips a little to the rhythm.

Raised his arms and clicked his fingers to the music.

“That’s nice,” he murmured.  

Open your eyes now. Open your eyes on the wonder that is La-La Latino Land.

He was walking along a promenade. Dancing more like. Twisting his hips this way and that. Let it all melt into his skin as if he belonged there. Was meant to be there. Was born to be in a place like this.

It was humid and he could feel sweat trickle down his back. Men walked past him. They stared.   They smiled. Lots of men. There were no women. Mick looked around. Men.  All dressed the same in pressed white shirts and pants, all tanned and swarthy, Latino, all smiling, all staring. Staring hungrily. Smiling like…wolves.

There was a droning noise, like a plane in the distance. Coming closer every second. The men were taller than Mick, broad shouldered, not identical in looks but similar enough to arouse Mick’s curiosity. Still they smiled. Still they stared.  It was unnerving if you didn’t realise it was a dream.

Mick took some stairs down onto the sand. It was hot beneath the soles of his bare feet. He began walking towards a promontory. The salsa music faded. The drone got louder, became an indistinct voice, an impression of a voice more than actual words. The voice was in his head.

It didn’t matter even if it was strange. He liked the voice. It was like a friend talking to him on the phone.  Can you hear me? Out there in La-La Land. I’ll keep you safe. As long as you can hear me you’ll be safe. Are you listening? Are you listening? As you listen to my voice, you go deeper….deeper….deeper. Just listen to my voice. Keep on listening.

He instantly felt more relaxed.  

Away from the promenade, he sat on the sand and stared at the rolling ocean. The horizon shimmered. His limbs felt heavy, his eyes too. Deeper. Deeper.  He lay back as the voice kneaded his flesh.  

He was falling into the sand now.  

Deeper and deeper.  

It became treacle. 

Deeper.  

He lived in a world of soft, warm treacle.  

It was beautiful.

He opened his eyes with a start.  A dangerously hot blue sky shimmered and melted the air.   Gulls swam languorously in the distance. He breathed in the hot, acrid air and then…

Jenny was on top of him.

“You like it, don’t you?”  Her voice was wrapped in treacle too. 

The pit of his stomach squirmed. She pushed him deeper into the sand. He could feel each grain against his back.  “You like it like this don’t you?” There was suddenly a strong, almost painful heat between his legs. It rose out of the burning sand and envelope him, filling his loins with an unquenchable fire, rising up through his stomach and filling his lungs till he thought he was going to burst into flames of painful ecstasy. 

Jenny leaned forward and kissed him passionately. He groaned as he opened his mouth and accepted her probing tongue. God, that felt so good. The heat increased until it was unbearable and he screamed into her mouth.  

Her chin felt rough and, as she pulled away, he could see that she had a five o’clock shadow.  He reached out to touch her breast and found a mound of hard muscle cased in wiry hair.   She wore a white, open necked shirt and cotton pants. Jenny’s face had changed.  It was still Jenny but the features were harder, the jaw stronger, more manly.  

“Come on baby,” she said in a voice that was hers but not hers.   “Show daddy what you’ve got for him.”   

She pushed his legs apart and forced him back again. Her breath tasted of wine and cigarettes, her eyes burned with a deadly, unresolved passion. Her stubble ground roughly into his face. For a moment it was a thrill and he began to respond to her attentions. Then the fear surfaced. This wasn’t right. This couldn’t be right.  This wasn’t Jenny.

He struggled.  The Jenny-Thing pulled away. It laughed loud and deep.

“Gonna fuck you long and hard. Gonna fuck you till you can’t take it anymore bitch. Gonna fill you with it, BITCH!”

Mick screamed and twisted his body away. He heard the Jenny-Thing laugh again as he got on all fours and pushed up, starting to run. Trying to run.  Waves crashed onto the shore a few feet away.   He could see an old fishing scoop towards the horizon, a swarthy man in white pants and shirt casting his net out into the sea. Laughing too. Laughing at Mick trying to escape.

As he ran, he was aware that his body was out of balance. It wasn’t his body at all. He turned to fend off the Jenny-Thing and the wind blew a shock of red hair into his face.  He pulled it out of the way. The Jenny Thing came towards him, grinning mercilessly, pulling off its shirt.   The body was taught with muscle, and hanging from the open zipper of the pants was a semi-erect and enormous cock.  “Hey, bitch, get back here.”  

Mick cried out and looked up towards the cliffs for any sort of help. Balanced on different outcrops were about a hundred Jenny-Thing men, all dressed in white, all with their cocks out, wanking themselves off as they watched Mick try to escape.

He ran. His chest bounced and he let out an agonised squeal of recognition. He looked down and saw a pair of large breasts encased in the silk of a red bikini top. His skin was beautifully bronzed. The slight bulge of his stomach ended in a smooth crotch and the briefest of bikini bottoms. He stopped and looked at his breasts, reaching up to touch them with a surge of dream joy, forgetting the danger he was in.  

The Jenny-Thing grabbed hold of his shoulders and forced him down onto the sand. His panties were ripped away, Jenny’s strong arms tightened around his waist as he fought to get away. He could smell her man sweat. It filled his nostrils and drove him wild.   He couldn’t escape as the now erect cock forced into him. 

“This is what you want, isn’t it?”

Mike’s passion grew. It was something he could no more control than the waves on the beach. The Jenny-Thing began to thrust rhythmically, harder and harder, each movement causing a roar of pleasure inside Mick. Without thinking he leaned back into the creature, trying to get the swelling cock as deep as he could.  

Waves crashed over his legs as the Jenny-Thing dug fingers into his ample breasts, twisting the nipples. The pain made him groan. The pain was glorious and earth-shattering. The pumping, pumping, pumping continued until it was near fever pitch and with every thrust the Jenny-Thing growled abuse at him.

“Tell me how much you like it, whore. Tell me how you count to be fucked. Harder. Harder!”

Mick was consumed by passion. “Please. Please. Oh God please!”

“You’re my fuck-bitch,” roared the man. “Tell me what you are!”

“Yes, yes I am,” cried Mick. “I’m you’re fuck-bitch.”

He couldn’t deny it.   He couldn’t help himself.  The game decreed it.  He was to be whore to the world.  A beautiful fuck-bitch.  The man came. A jet of lava filled Mick and suddenly his whole body was shuddering with a powerful orgasm, fierce and raging as if every itch he had ever had was being scratched all at once.  

It crashed though him, uncontrolled and devastating, wiping away any thoughts of guilt, repression, burning any strand of manliness that had clung to him these last few years. With each shudder he was freed.  Wave upon unstoppable wave swept over him, a sweet-Jesus-all-encompassing-never-going-to-fucking-end sense of the Universe and his place in it.

As cum slipped down his thighs, Mick leaned back into the man’s arms.  

“Deeper and deeper,” said a distant voice. “To that place where freedom lies. Your freedom in chains and subjugation.” Deeper and deeper.

“Yes,” he moaned.  “Yes please.”

He woke, soaked in delicious sweat

For a moment, he thought he was still on the beach and he groaned with absolute pleasure. He rolled onto his back, as the dream dissipated. He tried to keep hold of it. Feel those strong arms around him. He wanted them desperately. He groaned again, this time in frustration. Take me back to that beach, let me be. Leave me alone. I was…happy.  

But it slipped into the shadows and settled somewhere in the darkness of his unconscious with Aunt Rae and all the pretty dresses he had ever dreamed of and he almost screamed with rage and despair and unrequited pleasure.

It was yours, for a moment…

He unwillingly opened his eyes. Back to dullness. Endless days of drudge. This is the real Mickey, trapped here in a world he cannot satisfy.

Jenny was at the vanity table, putting on her makeup. Weak light seeped through the curtains.   The Maitland’s dog was barking.  Sure, he was back in the real world. For a brief moment, he felt the surge of a La-La Latino fire in his groin.

She turned to look at him. Smiled. “Good morning.” Her eyes twinkled.  He smiled nervously back as if he was sure she knew where he had been in his dreams.

He had an erection and automatically reached down to touch it. Jenny turned back to the mirror and continued putting on her makeup. She was wearing an old white cotton bra and panties.  

There was a cup of tea on his bedside table and another pill. The tube of nail cream was also there.  He took a sip of tea and then rolled onto one side, slyly running his hand over his cock under the duvet.   He closed his eyes and drifted back down again.  What was the dream? The mother of all wet dreams. Come back, please!

He couldn’t remember now. He just had the sense of something powerful and sexual. He waited for it to return. He craved it. The dream remained elusive. In its place was loneliness and desolation, a sense of being wrong and not being able to do anything about it. The more he thought, the further away the good thing got. 

Aunt Rae was there though. Nodding. Smiling. See, I told you. She was standing in front of him, naked, big. He nearly reached orgasm just stroking and thinking about her and then realised Jenny was still in the room.  

Mick pulled the duvet away from his face.  She was putting on her slacks now, tucking in her blouse as he turned over and reached for his tea. She did it quickly and efficiently without any pretence of sensuality.  

When they were first married, she had dressed evocatively. She had worn short skirts and sexy underwear and they’d both get hot and fuck before they were half ready in the morning.   Now, she zipped up her slacks and ran a hand through her spiky hair (it was long in those days too) and told him to take his pill. His erection subsided, Mick sat up and took the pill with a slug of warm tea.

“And your nails.” She forced a smile. “Don’t forget…”

“Four times a day.”

“And don’t bite them.” The smile broadened as she pulled back the duvet to reveal his semi-erect cock. “Were you having fun down there?”

He flinched back into the duvet like a mouse confronted by a cruel predator.  “Christ, Jen.”

“I saw you squirming about. Knew you were up to something.”   His face flushed.   Her nipples stood out beneath the fabric of her blouse. He stared at them as if they were going to fire off bullets. “Were you thinking about me?”

“Of course.”

“Liar.” She knelt by the bed, reached into the folds of the duvet and stroked a hand down his shaft. He grew again. Drifted for just a moment down into that place of sand and salsa music. Jenny pulled her hand out and licked her fingers slowly. “Do your nails.” She said. “Do them now, honey.”

He picked up the cream, unscrewed the top and dotted lotion on his nails as she had done, then began massaging it slowly into the cuticles. As he did, she leaned forward, his cock became rigid and she kissed its sensitive tip, licking off a drop of precum. He looked at her as she ran her tongue around his glans for a while and then parted her lips and let the head and shaft into her mouth, rolling her tongue gently around. She drew back and forth and then licked some more, caressing his balls and stroking his shaft while he rubbed the cream into his nails. His breathing became laboured. His vision blurred. He came, spurting his hot semen into her open mouth. She swallowed and groaned with pleasure and then licked him clean.  

The whole delightful process had taken less than few minutes. She pulled the duvet back over him, patted his thigh and got to her feet.  

“That should keep you going until I get back.” She put on her jacket, picked up her bag and left.   He heard the front door close, the car door slam, heard her start the Peugeot, all the while unmoved, a man turned to stone by the rogue tongue of a Medusan maiden.

“Fuck,” he said finally. He felt like the world had shifted too much. Things were the same but not quite the same.   “Fuck,” he said again and fell back onto the pillows, the residue of the cream drying on his soon to be much longer finger nails.

He lay there for a while not thinking and then trying to remember the dream. It had gone, scattered on the breeze of his unconscious, dissipated East and West and North and South until nothing remained.

Mike swigged down the rest of his tea and got up, pulling on his dressing gown. His legs and arms felt heavy as if the gravity level was much higher on planet Earth this morning. He went downstairs and sat on the back door step and smoked one of his secret cigarettes.  Of course, he told Jenny he had given up.  Of course, she knew he was lying.   He knew she knew. He felt like a glass of wine even though it was early. He wanted to get hammered and lie in a drunken pit of numbness. Last night she had fucked him hard. This morning she had given him a blowjob. He deserved a bloody drink. 

“She’s playing with me,” he told the bushes. “I know she’s playing with me. As Sherlock says, the game’s afoot.” She’d been reading a psychology book a while back. He’d found it marked on Pavlov’s dogs.   That was it. Damn! His wife was trying to condition him to associate going back to work with sex. He smiled.  

“Good for her.”  

He felt a dim glow of admiration. And almost immediately knew that that wasn’t it. Shit, his wife was trying to fuck with his mind. He wasn’t surprised how good it made him feel. He wanted someone to take control.

Aunt Rae. Aunt Rae. Was it really too much to ask, he asked himself…

…that you stayed with Aunt Rae?

She wasn’t really his Aunt but had been a friend of his mother since childhood, a big woman with ample breasts, 40 years old at the time and still dressing and acting like a twenty year old.   “Such a trollop,” his mother said. “It’s a wonder she never got herself knocked up.”  In comparison his mother was dry and sexless.

Aunt Rae was another kind of creature altogether. While his own mother often reminded him of an ageing Lee Van Cleef, Aunt Rae was more Rita Heyworth, with a few more pounds added for good measure.

He liked Aunt Rae enough to lose his virginity to her. She had an imposing quality her that had nothing to do with her size. It was something about the energy around her, the way she smiled and looked at him as if she could eat him whole, the way she pulled him in and was damned if he was going to be set free. It only took a little connivance on Aunt Rae’s part to set things in motion.

Mick was about to go to college and was short of money. There was a summer job at a local petrol station but it hadn’t worked out. So Aunt Rae took pity on her fabricant because and she needed the outside of her house painting. She was happy for Mick to do it.

It seemed to be a perfect arrangement that long, hot summer, at least from Aunt Rae’s scheming point of view.

It all went according to plan. In fact, the plan just continued to out-do itself more and more as the days went on. Aunt Rae knew there was something about the young man that needed to be taken in hand. Turned eighteen and no girlfriend in sight yet?

Well that was going to change.

Mick was painting the front of her house, up a ladder and stripped to the waist in the hot August sun. Aunt Rae sat in the garden pretending to read a Stephen King novel and drinking sangria (her favourite tipple when the sun was out) but really keeping an eye on the half-naked boy-man on the ladder.   

While he knew she was watching him, he naively thought it was because she was making sure he didn’t miss anything.  Aunt Rae would later confess that she got so hot watching him that she had to take a cold shower to calm herself down.  She covered her ample frame in soap and when she stroked the bar between her legs, thinking of that young man’s cock deep inside her, she came so intensely she nearly passed out.  

It was then Aunt Rae knew she could resist no longer. 

She had to have him.  

She had to eat him up with cream.

When Mick finally climbed down off the ladder, Aunt Rae was gone. The chair was there, casting a shadow across the neatly cut lawn; the book and an empty glass with red lipstick clinging to the rim too.  

It was getting on for seven o’clock and he was tired and ready to go home. His shoulders and arms ached. He stank of sweat and the hard muscles of his torso were slick to touch. Mick wiped his hands with a rag as he stood back to look at his work. He wasn’t a bad painter after all.  

He sauntered round to the kitchen and Aunt Rae was there, washing a lettuce in the sink. She smiled at him. Her big eyes gleamed. 

“You finished for the day, Micky?”  He nodded.  “Phew!” She exclaimed. “You smell like you’ve done a whole weeks work.” The large woman grinned at his embarrassment. “Why don’t you go take a shower.”

“It’s okay.” He looked for his t-shirt. “I’ve got to be going.”

“Don’t be silly. It’ll only take a moment. I’m making a nice salad. You must be hungry.” He was.   “There’s plenty of hot water,” she added.  “You don’t want to walk down the street with all those pretty girls thinking you smell like a P-I-G.”

He went upstairs and stripped down in a bathroom that was as opulent as Aunt Rae’s dress sense. There was a large, oval bath with gold taps that sparkled and shelves where bottled scents and lotions crowded together as if prepared to do battle with all forms of ugliness.  

There were candles half burned down and their steamy scents mingled in the warm air along with his Aunts aroma.  Mick imagined Aunt Rae in her bath, huge breasts bobbing on the surface like pale over-sized men-of-war.  

He stepped in, pulled the curtain and turned the shower faucet, letting the water rain over his body. The only soap was heavily scented but he used it all the same, sluicing himself down under the hot shower.  

It felt good after a hard day. The scent and the heat filled his nostrils and he drifted away on a cloud of peace.

He was surprised when Aunt Rae came in.   “Don’t mind me, love,” she quipped as her eyes settled on the water running over his tight buttocks.   “I’ve just brought a towel.”   He pulled the shower curtain across some more. “Oh don’t be so shy. After all, you’re almost family.” She laughed and went back downstairs.

After another few minutes, just to be sure she wasn’t hanging around outside the door, Mick got out and dried himself vigorously with the soft towel. He brushed back his long hair with his fingers and looked around for his jeans.  

They were gone.

Aunt Rae must have taken them. He wrapped the towel round his waist and stepped out onto the landing, calling her name.  Her cat, Fancy, was sat near the stairs, cleaning his paws. He wore a diamanté collar that glittered in the late afternoon sun.

“I’m in here, love.”

He pushed open the door to his left.

The walls were dressed in pink satin drapes tied with wide bow sashes.   In between these waterfalls of vulgarity, there were black and white photos of women in various states of bondage which immediately drew Mickey closer because he couldn’t believe his eyes.  

There was a large oak dresser bursting with exotic clothes, an untidy collection of perfumes and makeup in front of a large mirror and, last of all, a huge bed with a black metal headrest and blood red satin sheets.  

Aunt Rae sat on the side the bed.  

She wore a boned black corset that reduced her waist to luscious curves that seemed impossible considering her size.   Her ample breasts spilled down from her shoulders with their large brown nipples hanging pendulous and magnificent over the satin of the corset. Black stockings stretched tightly over her fleshy legs and pointed heels of the shiniest black patent leather winked at him.  

She leaned back a little so that he could get a good look at her wares. 

She wasn’t wearing panties.

“I’ve had a bit to drink,” she said and giggled, her face shining. 

She casually stroked her left breast as he took a step back and gulped. That was all he could really do. 

“Been watching you all day Micky and I have to tell you I’m as horny as fuck.”  

He could have walked out then, or run, and nothing would have been said. It would have been one of those embarrassments that would, later in life, bring a smile to his face. 

But he was 19 and an erection was lifting up his towel. His dick had other ideas, as dicks often do. He had seen himself losing his virginity to Anna Hanson – clean living head girl, hardworking student and lead in the school production of Grease – not this psuedo-relative weighing in at 20 stones and dressed like a whore of Babylon.  

But his dick was hardening and the sight of her certainly got his heart racing.

“I see you are in agreement,” she said.  

At that moment, the towel fell and he looked dumbly down at his cock, the swelling glans sliding out of its tightening foreskin. It looked to be pointing straight at Aunt Rae as if it was hypnotised by her beauty. 

Mick trembled with a heady mix of fear and excitement. He glanced back at the door. His escape route. Last chance. He could just reach for the towel and run. Keep on running until… 

“Come here,” Aunt Rae cooed.  

Her skin was on fire. It’s heat spread across the room and enveloped him, tried to pull him forward. Beneath the scent of flowers that pervaded the large room, he could smell her, the real her, the sensual, rampant animal that she was, a pungent mix of flesh and juice that intoxicated him merely by its presence.  

He wasn’t thinking straight now. In truth, he wasn’t thinking at all. His dick was so hard it was painful. Aunt Rae put her index finger in her mouth, took some spit and stroked it gently around her right nipple.  

“Oh, it’s so hungry for you, Mickey. Can’t you see?”

He walked towards her. She spread her legs so he could see the v of her pubic hair and the cleft of her dark vagina in between the rolling fat of her thighs. She took a deep breath and placed her plump fingers on his buttocks, pulling him into her.  

“That’s a good boy.”

It seemed that Aunt Rae swallowed him then.   

She swallowed his body, she swallowed his mind and his will and nothing would ever be the same again. 

Her skin was like silk and there was plenty of it.  She lay back and he went with her, his lips pressing with inexperienced awkwardness against hers, hands disappearing into the folds of the duvet either side of her head.  

They kissed fitfully at first as if they were trying to find the right sequence for the disparate sizes and then, a little later, passionately as she reached a hand down and guided his prick into her already wet vagina.   

His eyes squeezed shut as he moved over her body. She ordered him to open them again, barking at him as if he was a little boy who’d reached across the dinner table without asking first.  

He stared down at her round face, her wide, mouth with its smeared red lipstick.  

“Lick my titties, love,” she groaned. “Lick them.”  She pushed his head down and he felt her sharp nails graze across his wet scalp. He wrapped his lips around her right breast, sucked and teased it till it was swollen to the size of a penny, bringing his knees up under her thigh as he pumped his cock into her.   She pulled at his long hair and he turned his attention to the left nipple as her legs encircled his waist.  

She rolled then, like a great white flipping over in the sea and burying its prey in the water below.  

Impaled inside her, he seemed to lift and fly before settling on his back in the folds of the duvet. She landed on top of him, her huge breasts pushing like warm jelly into his face.   The breath was forced out of him and made a farting sound on her flesh.

Mick was powerless. She rose up as if she was preparing to take a bite out of him.

“Now, I’ve got you where I want you,” she grinned wolfishly. Her hips gyrated. Her buttocks settled across his thighs. “Such a nice big cock. It belongs inside of me. I’m going to keep you here forever as my little sex slave.” The grin turned to a leer. She put her face close to his.   “Would you like that boy?”

“Yes,” he gasped.

Aunt Rae threw her head back and laughed and moaned.   She worked herself up and down, the bed springs screeching rhythmically and ever more loudly, her fat thighs clamped to his sides, as she used his cock to pleasure herself.  

He could feel the muscles of her vaginal wall slide up and down his hard shaft.  Only just able to move his head under her weight, he craned forward and sucked at her breasts.  And then, suddenly, all too quickly, a scream of ecstasy filled Micks head.

The orgasm rushed through him, filled him. Every sinew. Every bone. It went on forever as if every cell in his body was shattering and then reforming.  Her pussy seemed to tighten as if it was sucking greedily at his juices. He tried to sit up as the orgasm reeled through him, tried, at least to breath.  

She pushed him down, pressing her full weight against him. For a moment he thought she was going to suffocate him. That this was his last and only foray into the world of sex. That he would either be hopelessly disabled afterwards or actually dead.

He felt something cold against his wrists. With the lights going off inside his head and the explosion of the orgasm, he wasn’t too sure what was happening. When she pulled up again he discovered that she had cuffed him to the bedstead.

She gasped.

“How dare you come before me, you little prick.” She snarled. Aunt Rae, who forever had been only sweetness and light and politeness, actually snarled at him. “You think I’m doing this for your benefit you little slut. I’m going to keep you here until I’m satisfied.”  

He tried to struggle free. He was trapped by a madwoman. She was going to kill him. She slapped him playfully several times across the face and laughed bitterly.  “Stop that you little bitch. Did you think I was doing this for you?  Well?  Did you?”

“No,” he sobbed. “Yes?”

“No, no, no I wasn’t.”  His cock slipped limply out of her, glistening with their combined juices. She looked at the mess dripping between her legs. “Dirty little thing,” she muttered.   Then Aunt Rae turned, lifted herself up onto him and wriggled her huge butt towards his face. Mick screamed.

“Now lick your nasty cum out of me you little fag.” Her buttocks folded around his face like something out of Alien only much worse. The strong scent of her filled his nostrils. He tried to say something and got a mouthful of hot juice that he realised was his own cum. Aunt Rae ordered him to lick again and followed it with a sharp slap across the head of his penis.

His tongue darted out without much idea of what it was intended to do. He could taste her, mixed with his own warm, salty cum. Aunt Rae wriggled and squealed with delight, working her pussy over his face. She tugged at his cock and feverishly licked it clean until, against his most fervent wished, it started to get hard again. 

Suddenly she squealed with delight and sat back on his face.  

“Lick me! Lick me!” She gasped. “Lick me you bitch!”

Her full weight descended on him. She shuddered and cried out as she came.

Finishing off his cigarette seven years on,

Mick spurted his load over the garden path. He hurriedly wiped his cock on his dressing gown and chucked the cigarette over next doors fence.  

Aunt Rae kept him in her bedroom over the next four hours and he lost count how many times they both reached orgasm.   

It was the most frenetic of introductions to sex. 

He went back for more of course, and the sex became even more bizarre. Aunt Rae had plans for him and she had woken something in him that others since had unwittingly put back to sleep.  

His face flushed with embarrassment, even after all these years, sat on the step alone, because of the things he had done. In the end, he had never been able to fully satiate Aunt Rae. 

He doubted anyone could.

It was 8:30 and he had cum twice.  

Normally he would think that a good start to the day but now he felt depressed.

He showered and got dressed and then did some cleaning.  He kept the news on in the background and tried to take an interest in it but it was difficult to get excited about the mundane world out there. He was separate from it; blasted into a dark orbit somewhere near but not quite near enough.  

Around midday, he sat down with a sandwich and put one of his CD’s on the mini-stereo, listening to AC/DC blast out a few good rock tunes while he chewed and stared at the wall.   He didn’t remember falling asleep, or the gap in the tracks when the voice started, the gaps that told him what he needed to do, that he needed, really needed, to obey and then everything would be okay.

Everything would be fine.

He woke up around two feeling hornier than ever. Jenny called to say that she would be late and he felt a little deflated.  He poured himself a glass of wine and went up to the study and switched on his computer. He sat staring at the desktop blearily for a while, not conscious of much going through his head.

Then it was like a buzzer going off in his brain. He connected to the net and started trawling through the various chat rooms, talking to people all over the world under his tag SlutMichelle (thanks for that Aunt Rae).   There was a picture of a glamorous model on his profile that he pretended to be. The guys liked it and some of the girls too.  

He had cyber sex with a man from Buffalo but didn’t come although “Wally” said he came like a train and would gladly pay for SlutMichelle to fly over to the States for a genuine fuck-fest.  

SlutMichelle politely declined.   

He had a few more glasses of wine and talked to a few more men, one who wanted him to phone and have sex over the line. Declined.

It was getting on when he bumped into the mysterious MistressX. She sent him a PM while he was in a room for subs who were looking for Masters and Mistresses.

“You’re picture is sweet,” she said.

“Thank you.”

“Is it you?”

He couldn’t lie to a Mistress, it wasn’t in his nature.   “No,” he said.

“Do you have a cam?”

Again, he couldn’t lie.   “Yes.”

“Switch it on then.”

“I’m not sure.”

“NOW!”

He looked up at the camera above his screen, his heart beating a little faster. He looked at her picture. No face. Just tight wrapped hair and a glistening mask. Red lips. A tight leather cat suit. He typed:  “Couldn’t you tell me a little more about yourself first.”

“I will tell you when I feel it is time. Until that moment, you will follow my instructions or I will terminate this conversation.” He reached up and turned his cam on. He sat there for a moment, his hands in his lap.   “Well, you certainly don’t look anything like the picture.” Mistress X said.   

He shrugged.

“Are you looking for a Mistress?”

He took a sip of wine. At least she sounded like a woman. “I don’t know,” he said honestly. “Not sure what I want.”

“SlutMichelle. That’s what you called yourself. Why did you choose that picture?”

“I liked the way she looked. I thought…”

“Would you like to?” She said as if reading his thoughts.

“Yes,” he said after a pause.

“Look directly at the camera.” 

He looked up and felt that she was examining him the way a lab technician would examine a slide. “Smile.”  He smiled.  “NO! Smile like the girl in the picture.” He tried to smile coyly but had no idea whether he succeeded or not. “Stand up so I can see you.” He did so. “Turn around.” He turned slowly. MistressX sighed loud enough for him to hear. “Sit back down.   How tall are you?” He told her, also his age, that he was married and that he didn’t work. “So your wife earns all the money.”

“Yes.”

“You pathetic little wimp.”

“Yes.” His dick was getting hard. He wished he could see Mistress X. He wished he could feel the power of her unforgiving gaze.   

“I think you would make a pretty girl,” she said finally.   “Do you want to be my little whore?”

“Yes.”

“Will you do everything I say?”

“Yes.”

“I will test you then, and if you pass my tests you will become my property. Is that understood?”  The words thrilled him.  

He said:  “Yes.”  

“Very well, go to the bedroom and get a pretty pair of panties and a nice bra.”

He got up and went into the bedroom. He found a pair of cream lace panties and a matching bra and brought them back to the study.  

“Very good slut, now take off your clothes and put on the underwear.”

Mick began to strip.

Jenny’s mobile rang

as she pulled into the car park at work. It was Bernadette.

“Well?”  Goosebumps rose on her arms. Only Bernadette could do that to her. She recalled their little plane trip, the excitement of it all, the stroke of red-tipped fingers against soft young flesh. She remembered the heat of Egypt, Bernadette wrapped around her as they lay on the balcony overlooking the Nile.

“I’m not sure,” said Jenny.

“How did he look?”

“Confused.” Jenny giggled.  “Oh, God, hot and sweaty.  Christ, what are we doing to him?”  She cleared her throat and looked up at the office block. Henry Drake pulled into the space next to hers. His blue Camero growled as he revved the engine. She got the impression he was trying to impress her with the size of his motor.  

He cut the engine finally, pushed open the door with a salesman’s gusto and smiled at Jenny.   His teeth sparkled. Henry used to have crooked, ugly teeth. Five grand later, his teeth were perfectly straight. But he was still ugly. She smiled politely back.

“Did you ask him?”  Asked Bernadette.

“Of course not! I gave him a blow job.”

“You little slut.”

Jenny waited for Henry to go inside and then pushed open her door. “It took all of 30 seconds to spill his load.”  

“That long?   Did it taste nice?”

“A little too salty for me.” She smiled. “Do you think this will work?”

“When has it not worked for me?” Bernadette said.  “I want to see you. Tonight.”

Jenny let go a deep sigh of contentment. She still didn’t know how she had walked away from her Mistress. Even now, she could feel the wrench on her heart, the hot sting of tears as she got into the car that dark winter night. She wasn’t the only one who had denied herself the future that would have made her happy. Well, Bernadette said, it wasn’t too late.

“What about Mick?”

“He’ll keep.This doesn’t happen overnight. Is he taking the pills and listening to his CDs.”

“I plugged him in last night and put those compilations in the CD rack, the ones downloaded off the net. I hope he doesn’t notice.”

“He’s a man, Jen, if it’s not got a pair of tits attached to it they don’t notice. I’m catching a plane later…meet me at Terminal One around 6:30.”

“Okay.”

She couldn’t refuse. Ever again.

“Regrets?” Asked Bernadatte.

“No,” said Jenny.   No, she wasn’t going to regret this.

“We’ll have fun.”

“Yes.”

“And you’ll give yourself to me.”

“Yes.”

“Unconditionally.”

“There’s no other way.”

When Jenny got to the office, all hell had broken loose. Henry Drake had messed up the deal on a large office block on Oxford Road and the Japenese firm that were supposed to take it were getting ready to back out.  She was grateful for the distraction. She spent most of the morning kow-towing to a Chief Executive with a metal hook instead of a right hand, before finally rescuing the deal.  

She even got a round of applause when she returned to the office. Henry apologised which could well have been a first for him, though, judging from his bloodshot eyes and the smell of scotch on his breath, probably not the last.  

Once she had processed the paper work and given her staff an impassioned but stern team talk about everyone pulling together, it was nearly two and the first chance she had to call Mick and tell him she would be late.  

“Do you want dinner?”   His voice was croaky.

“I’ll get something.” She said. “Have you been smoking?”

“No.”

There was another call on line four. She stared at the blinking light. “Have you been taking your pills?”  He said yes.  “Have you done your nails for mummy?”  She smiled.

“Please…”

“Well, have you?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl.”  Saying those words made her tingle. Good girl. Good girl. She reached a hand inside her pants, closed her eyes and thought of Mick hanging from chains on a wall, his cute little girl butt encased in leather. She’d whip him and he’d love it.  He really would.   He’d be her little slut.  

“Gotta go, hon,” she said. “See you later.” She pressed the switch for line 4. 

It was Eamon Drake, her boss. Eamon fancied her, unendingly, wanted her, desperately, needed her, constantly, loved to be abused by her, always. That’s why she got away with more than anyone else in the office.  

Hell, that was how she ended up as one of the directors.   

He wanted to see her. Now.

“Beg,” she said.

“No, Jenny,” he replied. His Irish accent turned her warm and she could tell he was smiling back there in his office.  She took her hand out of her pants and licked her fingers slowly.  

“Do you know what I’m doing?”  When he said no, she put the phone down. She felt alive. She felt so strong. She felt as if she was going to burst apart with the pleasure of it all.  

She stretched out her arms and squealed with delight.  

Eamon’s eyes twinkled as she walked into his office thirty minutes later after two more calls and an ultimate plea from her boss. He lifted his hands in the air. “Great job with the Tomeiki’s,” he said, his voice as gruff as his looks. “I knew you could do it. I ought to fire that stupid sonofabitch Henry.”

“It wasn’t his fault,” she lied. “Besides he’s your son”

“Ah, my sweet Jenny, always defending the underdog.”

“Before I turn round and rip his throat out.” She let her eyes blaze. She knew Eamon liked that too.   He liked such a blatent show of strength. Especially from a woman. It was all the more surprising that he was married to such a mouse as Louise  “Besides, Henry knows where all the skeletons are buried.” She placed a hand on his chest. “Is that a new tie?”

“My wife bought it for me as a birthday present. What do you give the guy who has everything?” He lifted it between his fingers as she moved away and looked at it wistfully.   “A crap tie.”

She turned and locked the door. He smiled. Jenny walked up to him and loosened the tie, pulling it down through his collar. “It’s dreadful,” she said and tugged it free.  She looked at it disparagingly. “Louise has such bad taste.”

“In ties at least,” he quipped as she stepped around him, her nose an inch away from his back. “I have to say she has impeccable taste in men.”

“Is that what you think?”  She could smell his freshly laundered shirt, the scent of his after shave and beneath that the thick sweat trapped in his pores. “Put your hands back here.”   He did so. She tied his wrists together, looping the tie around his flesh and bone and then yanking it tight so that he jumped with the pain. “How good was I today?”

“Very good.” Eamon Drake was worth millions. He was a ruthless man despite the Gallic charm. But he did have one little weakness.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“Mistress. You were very good, Mistress.”

“That’s so much better.”

She looped the ends of the tie again and yanked even harder. “Get on your knees.”   She slid his leather chair from around behind the desk and sat on it. “Tell me what you are.”

“A worthless dog, Mistress.  I’m excrement on your shoes, Mistress. I am not worthy to be in your presence, Mistress.” She stuck her right sole out and pressed it against Eamon’s nose.  

“Show me how grateful you are dog.”   

Eamon closed his eyes, shuddered with expectation and licked the sole of her shoe with the deliberateness of a man tasting a gourmet meal. His tongue rasped softly against the rough leather. Her breaths came a little quicker. When he was finished, she put the other shoe up for his attention. Eamon didn’t hurry, he licked every centimetre with his long pink tongue while Jenny told him what a good dog he was.   

Finally, she put her foot down and slipped off her shoes.

“Are you getting excited, dog?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Bark like a happy dog then.” He barked, panted and then barked some more.

She unzipped her trousers and pulled them down, then took off her panties and stood above Eamon, the v of her pubic hair close to his face.  

“Do you like the smell of me, dog?”

He sniffed, nuzzled her, pulled back and barked. She went to the filing cabinet behind his desk and unlocked the drawers, pulling open the bottom one. Jenny took out the dog ears and the crop and went and sat back down.

“Come here, dog,” she ordered. She put the floppy ears on top of his head and giggled.    “You look so pathetic.” Dog barked. She tickled him under the chin.  

“Now get to work,” she said more sternly, parting her legs.  

Eamon pushed his snout into her crotch, the soft fur of his ears tickling the inside of her thighs.   He licked and sucked her, parting her labia with his tongue and working expertly on her clit.     Every time she felt he was beginning to flag, which, of course, was intentional, she hit him across the back with the crop.   

She closed her eyes and thought of Bernadette. The balcony overlooking the Nile, Bernadette naked and magnificent under a setting sun. She thought of chains and bondage and delicious fear. She thought too of trust and of broken promises.  

The game.  

The terrible game.   

A sharp ripple of pleasure filled her, consumed her.  

After she had cum for the third time, she pushed dog away. He rolled over on the floor, his tongue hanging out, his face sticky with her juices. She stared at this pathetic man, this being who wielded power over her in ways she didn’t want. This man who needed her abuse, accepted it gratefully, almost expected it and she thought how nice it was going to be when she cut him loose.    

Jenny went to the fridge and took out a sachet of dog food. She put it in a bowl in front of Eamon, noting with satisfaction the dark stain that spread across his trousers as he bent to eat his meal.

Then she went back to her office.

Around four she drove out to Gatwick. The traffic fought her all the way. The prospect of seeing Bernadette left her frantic and moist as she realised that she was abandoning all that she set out to be. She was abandoning her marriage and giving into her impulses but that didn’t matter. She was selling her husband into subjugation and that too thrilled her.  

She was blind now, she was helpless with anticipation. The sensible part of her hoped she would be disappointed and that she would go back to her mundane life and stop all this now. Before it was really too late.  But it was the game. And that was everything.  

She wasn’t going to be disappointed at all.

She snarled at a male driver who cut her up on the motorway and almost burst into tears when the traffic backed up two miles from the airport. She saw planes coming into land and wondered which Bernadette was on as the dashboard clock limped towards 6:30. She turned on the radio and tapped her hands across the steering wheel as a thousand different thoughts raced through her mind.  

It took an age for her to find a parking space. In the end she had to nudge an elderly couple out of the way to get parked. The old man behind the wheel stared at her open-mouthed.   Jenny ignored him as she got out of her car and ran towards the terminal.  Even the crowds were against her. Their sounds aggravated her. Laughter.  Screams.  

And then it was all sucked into the void, the rest of the world shrank into nothing and there was only the tall, statuesque figure in the distance.

When she saw Bernadette the heat seared her stomach and flooded down between her legs.   

She knew then, for certain,

the game could not be stopped.  

Bernadette wore leather slacks, a black cotton top with a lace front and heels that would put a carnival queen to shame. She carried a laptop bag and overnight case in plain black. All very efficient and nothing out of place or astounding.

But as always it was her eyes that drove a knife of pleasure deep into Jenny’s heart. Beneath a shower of jet black hair, her eyes were pure green and their gaze so intense that they could make Jenny, and any other human being for that matter, do undreamed of things, beautiful and dangerous and depraved things.

Those exquisitely piercing eyes settled upon her. They carried the promise of undaunted love.   Pain and pleasure in equal measure.  They promised she would be safe and that she would go beyond what God and nature intended and become something else entirely.

Jenny swooned as her lover came close. Their lips touched and something explosive swept through the air. A head shorter than Bernadette, all Jenny wanted to do was fall into the woman’s arms and be smothered by her sensual kisses.  

Bernadette pulled away and smiled:  “How are you?”

“Nervous.”

The smile faded as she touched Jenny’s cheek. “My angel.”  Those eyes were a little cruel now. “He’s stolen your glow. I think we should put it back as soon as possible.” They stood there in a crowd of pointless people, Goddesses in an airport lounge. “I booked a room at the Hilton,” she said.  

Jenny took her case and they headed towards the exit, arms linked. Jenny felt 19 again, felt as if her innocence was about to be beautifully corrupted again. They moved along the electric gangway and she couldn’t stop talking. She was gushing. She couldn’t help herself. 

At the Hilton, the manager greeted Bernadette effusively, saying how happy he was to see her again. He handed a key to the porter who walked ahead of them with the bags. He took them to the top floor and opened the door of the Penthouse Suite.  Bernadette gave him a generous tip and watched him leave.

“You know what I expect,” she said as the door closed.

“Yes,” said Jenny.

The room was expensive, wallpaper velvet inlaid with gold. The bed was a wide, sumptuous four poster with plum satin sheets and intricate lace curtains. There was a well-stocked bar and a lounge with leather sofas and a wide-screen TV on the wall.  Jenny could hear planes taking off, heading for god knew where.   

She stepped over to the bed and knelt on the plush carpet, clasping her hands in her lap, knees slightly parted, head lowered.   

“Look at you,” Bernadette said after a moment. She was smiling but her words carried a lilt of harshness. “Who do you think you are?”

Jenny’s eyes filled with tears. She felt so foolish now. It was as if her body had shrunk, that she was as small as a grain of sand. Bernadette stood behind her, running her long fingers through the younger girl’s hair. Jenny could smell Bernadette’s perfumed skin. She wanted to kiss it.   She wanted to kiss every centimetre of it. 

“Look at your hair. You know I used to like it long. With those pretty curls. Why did you cut it so short?”

“I wanted to be more…business-like.”

The hands ran down Jenny’s neck, softly, cupping  her breasts.  “More business-like. You?” She scoffed. “You should never have left me.” She kissed the top of Jenny’s head and told her she was never meant to be the business type.  

She was a slave and slaves did not have pretensions.  

“You were born to serve, my love. Nothing more.”  

Bernadette walked around her and sat on the bed.  She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her parted thighs and stared at Jenny.  Those eyes melted her. Those eyes reached into her soul and tore out all that had been the false Jenny these last few years.  

“Those clothes are so awful.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Sorry, what?”

“Sorry, Mistress.” 

There, she had said it.   She had said the M word.  

They were back on the Nile now. They were in a hot, steamy room and it was the first time she had answered her Mistresses call. 

There was no job. 

No Mick.  

No house to keep.  

There was only Bernadette.  

Beautiful, magnificent, unfathomable Bernadette who had just appeared one day on a street corner, out of the ether, and changed...everything.  

Bernadette watched in silence as Jenny pulled off the jacket and began unbuttoning the blouse. Remember that first time? Those eyes said. Remember the boats on the Nile?   Remember the chatter of voices in the dark? Remember the hard floor and my bare feet?  

Remember when you finally gave in and stooped to kiss them?  

Jenny, still fresh out of school and smelling of soap and white cotton panties suddenly became what God had intended her to be. Remember that electric thrill?  The sudden, beautiful release of tension as you gave into impulse and just Became.   

Became!

She took off the blouse and dropped it on the floor, then upzipped her trousers and pulled them over her butt. She was wearing cotton again. Cotton bra and panties. They had been worn countless times. Simple, plain. She had worn them because she wanted things to be this way.   She wanted Bernadette to change her from what she was. She slipped off her low heel shoes and pulled the trousers over her ankles. She knelt again.  

Bernadette watched in silence. 

An eternity of meaning was pressed into that void. One knew what the other was thinking, and each was comfortable with it.  

“He made you into this.” She said it on an out breath and the words seemed to hit Jenny in the face.   

“It wasn’t all him.”

“You let him, but it was him. It was. You shouldn’t blame yourself my little one.” That phrase made Jenny squirm inside. It brought back such wonderful memories. She reached back and unclasped the bra, letting her small breasts free. Finally she took off the panties and placed them on top of the pile of clothes to her right.  

“Can you remember who you are?” Bernadette asked.

Jenny nodded.  “I am my Mistress’s plaything.”

“Yes, you are.”

“You will stay there until I tell you to move.” Bernadette stood and unpacked her laptop. She took a cable and attached it to the phone socket by the bed and then sat down, the screen turned towards Jenny so she could see. Bernadette connected onto the net and logged onto a chat room.  

“I want to show you,” she said with a touch of melancholy. “What he is and what he should become.” She was talking to someone called SlutMichelle. When the video camera came on and Jenny saw Mick sat there in front of her, she felt a little anger.  She felt relief too. What doubts she had dissipated when he went to the bedroom and brought back a pair of her panties and a bra. She watched her husband strip, dancing sexily as his Mistress demanded, then pull on the panties and hook up the bra.  

She could see his erection. She swallowed deeply as his Mistress asked him to wank himself off for her. He did so. She saw his face contort and the sperm shoot from his cock and into the palm of his hand. His Mistress ordered him to eat the cum like a good little slut.  

Mick did so.  

“See,” whispered her Mistress.  “See what a little slut he wants to be.”

Bernadette closed the top of her laptop and picked up the phone. She dialled room service and ordered four litre bottles of chilled Evian. Then she opened her bag and took out some loose stockings.   She stood over Jenny with them in her hands.  

“You haven’t kept the faith, have you, little one.” She smiled ruthlessly. “Put your hands behind your back.”  Bernadette tied Jenny’s hands together. Jenny felt the woman’s breath on the nape of her neck. It excited her so.  

Every worry she’d had over the last year seemed to melt away under that breath.   

“Stretch out your legs.” Jenny did so. Bernadette tied her ankles tightly, her knees and her thighs.   The nylon restraints dug into her flesh and she could feel pulses throbbing all over her body.  

Bernadette put a hand behind Jenny’s neck and pressed those red lips against hers. Jenny opened her mouth gratefully and thrilled as Bernadette’s cool tongue probed her mouth. After a long while, Bernadette pulled away.  

“My little slut slave,” she whispered.   Without much effort, Bernadette picked up her slave and carried her to the bed.  Jenny’s head rested on a couple of pillows as Bernadette stood back and removed her jacket.  

There was a knock at the door.

“It’s open.” 

Jenny squirmed. The door opened and the waiter brought in a trolley on which were two glasses, four bottles of water and a bucket of ice. The man’s eyes widened stupidly as he saw Jenny on the bed. He looked at the statuesque figure of her Mistress and his head bowed.

“Leave it there,” said Bernadette. The man’s gaze returned to the naked little slave girl on the bed. “You like what you see?” Asked Bernadette.  She walked up to the man and stroked a  hand against his crotch.  She turned back to Jenny.   “He’s excited by you slut,” she purred.   She whispered in the man’s ear.  

His eyes reflected a mixture of fear and hungry excitement.

Bernadette stepped away. She went and sat by the dressing table, crossing her legs as if waiting for some theatre to start, and pulled a packet of cigarettes from her handbag.  

The man was removing his clothes. He had a thin wiry body, the chest patterned with dark swaths of ugly hair. Jenny stared fearfully as his huge member was released from his pants.   He stood in front of her naked.  

“Well?” Enquired Bernadette.

“Please, no,” gasped Jenny.

“Please, what?”

“Please Mistress. No.”  

She glared at Jenny, lit a cigarette and blew smoke into the room. The man climbed onto the bed, straddling Jenny’s chest. He leaned forward, positioning his fat cock on Jenny’s lips.   It twitched and grew in front of her. It was huge, out of all proportion to his thin frame.

“Let him fuck your mouth, slut,” Bernadette ordered.  

Jenny opened her mouth, pushing out her tongue to touch his glans. The man placed a hand on his tool and guided it between her lips as he lifted her head. The flesh of her lips stretched around the head of his penis, the man grinned, his eyes wide as he began to move rhythmically back and forth. She felt excitement now. Not for the man and his large penis. No, never for that. 

The fact that her hands and legs were tied thrilled Jenny.  

The fact that her mistress was watching, her beautiful Bernadette, thrilled her even more.

The waiter let go a groan of pleasure. His movements became more erratic. The large shaft moved deeper, choking, his putrid balls tickling her neck and chin. The penis grew even more in her mouth and suddenly he came, gushing semen down the back of her throat.  

For a moment, she thought she would drown. She swallowed frantically and was grateful when he withdrew, leaving a trail of ugly semen on her chin. She stared up at his heaving, perspiring body.  

He looked down at her as his lust drained away.  

“Lick him clean,” said Bernadette. Jenny stretched her head forward and licked the cum from his prick.  It tasted meaty and smelled of pungent despair. When she had finished, the man climbed off her and got dressed.

Bernadette did not speak until he had left. Then she came and sat on the bed. She wiped the trail of semen from Jenny’s chin and put the finger in her slave’s mouth.  Jenny tasted the cum and smoke on her mistress’s flesh and sucked it clean.

“You are mine, slut,” Bernadette said, her voice a soothing litany. “I should never have let you go. You are mine and you will always be mine. Everything you do now will be dictated by me. The way you dress, who you see, what you do every waking moment. I will even own your dreams. How do you feel about that, slave?”

“I am yours, Mistress.”

“Unconditionally?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it!”

“I am yours unconditionally, Mistress.”

Bernadette smiled.  

She took one of the bottles and a glass from the trolley. She filled the glass and put it to Jenny’s lips.  

“Now we’re going to play the drinking game. Drink, my pretty toy. Drink.”  

The water washed down the sticky traces of the man’s semen. Another glass followed and another until the first bottle was empty. Bernadette untied Jenny’s hands and told her to lie face down. She re-tied each of her wrists to the bedstead and went back to her bag.  

Jenny was in heaven.

All the responsibility she’d taken on over the last few years had suddenly been wrenched away, replaced with absolute submission, an end to the stupid pretence.  

She was a slave.  

She was Bernadette’s slave.   And her only responsibility now was to be a good slave. This realisation brought her to the edge and she had to fight the orgasm away with all her will.  She wanted her Mistress to keep her on that edge as long as possible and that was something Bernadette was an expert at.

Bernadette hit her across the buttocks with a riding crop and Jenny flinched.  Again and again her mistress bought down the crop and each time Jenny thanked her for the pain. The pleasure and the pain entwined within her and it was the most perfect thing to have, the most precious gift. Her subdued wantonness began to grow.

The flesh of her buttocks stung and her bladder filled with the most unbearable ache.  

“You will have no thought but me, each waking moment of each day. I am the object of your affections, your lust, and your desire. You exist only for me.”  

The pain grew and tears seared Jenny’s eyes. She sobbed with its intensity. The pain was beautiful and the thought that it could go on for ever only served to increase its veracity.

At last, she felt Bernadette free the binding around her legs. A finger stroked briefly between her thighs that brought a tremor of ecstasy and then Bernadette pressed down on the small of Jenny’s back to increase the pressure on her bladder. Jenny nearly peed. She gasped. She held it back with a desperate willingness to please.

She heard her Mistress light another cigarette, then felt the bed move as she settled down by her buttocks.  She pulled them gently apart and probed her anus with an oiled index finger.   

Jenny groaned with pleasure.  

“You like that little slut, don’t you?”  

Jenny felt the dildo penetrate her anus, slipping into her, filling her. The movement was slow, gentle.  Moments passed with the dildo left in her backside, as her Mistress slowly began to strip. With the pressure of the thing inside her, squeezing on her bladder, she thought it was only going to be a moment before she wet the bed.

She felt Bernadette between her legs, then the weight of her body across her back, her arms either side of her shoulders, the tickle of her breasts across her shoulder blades.   Jenny groaned as her Mistress began to move up and down, gently spearing her with the dildo, kissing her neck, telling her how much she loved her. 

Waves of pleasure swept over Jenny. She came close to orgasm again but just at the point of no return, her Mistress withdrew.  Jenny screamed with frustration. Bernadette brought the crop down across her buttocks.

“Don’t, slut!”

“I’m sorry Mistress.”

“You will get dressed now. I have some pretty clothes for you.”

She wanted to pee now more than ever in her life. The agony screamed through her but she couldn’t. Not until her Mistress, the divine Bernadette, gave permission.

An hour later they were in the hotel restaurant.  

Jenny was wearing a satin basque that pushed up her breasts into a sexy cleavage and drew her waist in a couple of inches and a very short pink ra-ra skirt with no panties underneath.    Bernadette wore leather trousers and a tight fitting top through which Jenny could see her erect nipples.  Her black hair fell luxuriantly over her shoulders. 

Jenny had drunk two more litres of water and now was in danger, especially with the constriction of the corset, of simply bursting. She squirmed uncomfortably in her seat as Bernadette outlined her plans for the unfortunate Michael.   

Jenny didn’t care what the hell she was going to do with Mike, all she cared about was the intense need to pee. Bernadette didn’t seem to notice, or didn’t care. She talked as they ate.   She asked questions about his daily habits and she didn’t hurry. Jenny tried to hurry through her food but was told to slow down.

By the time the bill was asked for, Jenny was crying and grinding her teeth in pain.  A couple at the next table kept looking over with concern.  The waiters didn’t seem to notice at all. Perhaps word had spread about this strange couple. Perhaps they were just used to the oddness of rich people.

When Jenny finally stood, she forgot how short her skirt was and gave the couple a fine old glimpse of her shaved pussy.  The woman’s mouth dropped in shock, the man just stared with obvious but aged hunger.

For a moment, Jenny could not move at all. She clenched her fists and squeezed her eyes shut and thought she was going to do it there and then. Piss all over the floor in front of the customers in one of the best restaurants in London. But then she managed to hobble forward, hands held across her stomach.

“Walk properly,” ordered Mistress Bernadette.

She tried. It was difficult. Her high heels made it worse. She felt that her knees were going to buckle at any moment.

In the lift up to the penthouse suite, Jenny nearly fainted into her lover’s arms. Bernadette held her briefly and kissed the top of her head and promised that it would soon be over.  The lift took an age. The walls started to close in around her. Then, just as she was about to scream, the doors opened again with a soft and stupid ping.

The corridor to the room seemed longer than anything there had ever been. A cavernous path where the lights shimmered and the floor appeared to shift under her. Knowing that Jenny was desperate, Bernadette fumbled in her bag for the key card to the room. She knew exactly where the card was. But it wasn’t part of the game to pluck it out quickly and press it into the lock. 

When she opened the door, she walked in first, slowly, blocking the way so that Jenny couldn’t rush to the toilet.

“Please Mistress,” cried Jenny.

“What is it, girl?”

“I have to pee, Mistress.”

“Get on your knees and ask properly.”

Jenny got on her knees. The corset dug into the flesh of her waist and notched up the pain level to something beyond endurable.  Her head floated, the room was spinning, faster and faster.  “Please, please mistress. Please let me go.”

Bernadette took the final bottle from the trolley and unscrewed the top.   “You will drink this first.”

“No, mistress, I can’t.”

“If you wet yourself while you are drinking it we will just start again. Do you want to start again?”

Jenny knew there was no choice, she took the bottle and began to gulp it down. Some escaped her mouth and trickled down her neck and over her breasts. The pain then went from a terrible, voracious burning to a delicious terror inside her.  Through tearful eyes she could see the statuesque blur of Bernadette. There was the true epiphany. A realisation that here stood her beautiful Goddess, never to be refused again. Always to be adored and worshipped and followed without question.

Finally she finished the bottle.   “Please Mistress,” she gasped   “Please may I pee. Oh, God, please.”

Bernadette laughed.  

“See how sad and pathetic you are.” 

Tears trickled down Jenny’s cheeks. Bernadette stroked one away and put the finger to her lips. Her pink tongue came out and licked it gently.

“Very well. You may use the sink in the bathroom.”  

Jenny awkwardly got to her feet. Pain stabbed through her groin, down her legs, up her back. She was shaken with an uncontrollable terror. What if she couldn’t pee? What if it was stuck in there and she was going to feel like this forever.   

She stumbled into the bathroom and climbed with difficulty up onto the sink, hiking up her skirt with a pitiful sob. It was unbearable. Bernadette stood by the door, her arms folded.  

For a long moment it wouldn’t come. The terrible fire consumed her. 

“Pee now, you bitch,” growled her Mistress.  

Jenny shuddered with ecstasy and suddenly it came, an explosion beneath her, gushing out into the sink, splashing hotly over her buttocks.  She cried out with pleasure, of orgasm on top of orgasm, arching back her head as the sink filled, screaming hallelujah.  She was sure the whole world heard her.

Bernadette watched and smiled.  

Later, she lay in the darkness, wrapped in her Mistresses arms.

“Is this right?” She whispered.

“It’s the game.”

“But is it?”

“The game is everything.”

Two weeks later,

during the dismal journey up to Manchester, across rain swept tracks, Mick thought about Jenny. He loved her. Yes, he loved her. He only wished he could explain what was going on inside his head, how these rabid emotions were threatening to spill over into his everyday life.  

How could he expect her to understand? It wasn’t normal He wouldn’t blame her if she used this time apart to cheat on him. There were all those power hungry guys who wanted her, the ones with the crew cuts, Armarni suits, wolven smiles and silver tongues.   

Like Henry Drake with his straight teeth and rugged looks and weekends climbing mountains or paragliding or something else that involved immanent death.

What chance did Mick have? 

He caught his shabby reflection in the window, hair falling limply over his eyes, body losing its hard muscle through inactivity. Every time the train stopped at a station, Mick looked at his bag and thought about going back.

With what excuse?

As the journey drew on, he became convinced she would cheat on him. By the time he climbed onto the platform at Manchester Piccadilly, he was certain. Why wouldn’t she cheat on such a pathetic human being as him? For a moment, the crowds on the platform threatened to overwhelm him.

He choked back the tears, pushed himself forward out onto the taxi rank.

Mrs Bacon’s boarding house was an old, Victorian building at the end of a quiet cul-de-sac. Mrs Bacon was there to greet him at the front door. She was a cheerful, rotund woman with a shiny, homely face, her eyes bright as buttons.

She wore a floral print dress, beneath which Aunt Rae sized breasts sagged, and her hair was filled with sharp, wiry curls that looked as though they could scour the dirtiest of pans clean in a jiffy.

Mrs Bacon had run the boarding house for five years now, inheriting the building from her Grandmother. There were ten rooms which she let out to various companies who wanted somewhere reasonably priced for their visiting staff to lay their heads.

Although Mick was the only lodger at the moment, Mrs Bacon assured him that others were booked to stay and the place would soon fill up.  “There’ll be plenty of company for you,” she said.

She cooked and cleaned for the residents and in return she earned a tidy living. That wasn't the only thing she did, however. She ran a nice little side line in wedding and bridesmaids dresses. That was her real passion, she told Mick with an effusiveness that took him by surprise. There was a tailor’s dummy in the living room, draped in ivory silk and beads. Mick felt his mouth dry when he saw it. His heart beat a little faster.

"I've got four bridesmaids dresses to make on top of that and all by the end of the month," she said and looked up at the ceiling. "Where I'll find the time, God alone knows."

The bedroom she showed Mick was neat with a single bed, wardrobe and a dressing table. "The shower is down the hall," she said. "Everyone has to share, I'm afraid. In the morning it's every man, or woman, for themselves."

She cooked him a nice meal and then he told her he was tired and that he should get a good night’s sleep before going into the office the next day.  He called Jenny and told her he had arrived safely and then went up to his room and disrobed. 

Mick looked at himself in the mirror. His chest had become flabby and the nipples seemed a little larger than before. They were sensitive to touch. He did twenty press ups deciding it was time he started getting fit again. It was time to get his head down and make this damn thing work.

For better or worse.

When he slipped between the bed sheets and turned out the light he was thinking about Jenny alone at home, feeling his gut wrench at the sudden thought that Henry Drake was there with her, leering down at her, making her promises he had no intention of keeping, pushing his hard prick inside her.

He shook the thought from his mind.    

His pillow was scented and it made him feel comfortable as he buried his head in it. He drifted down into that dark, unconscious world of unthinking.  

At one point he sensed through his state of dreaminess that someone came into the room, he turned sleepily and looked but there was no one there. Mick rolled back. He bunched the duvet into his chest and curled up.  A tickling sensation at his ear.  He brushed it away and muttered Jenny’s name.  

The warmth came to claim him, he liked it, burrowed into it. He could hear a voice but couldn’t make out the words. His crotch was burning. It was nice. Everything was nice and safe. He rolled over onto his back. Opened his eyes with a shock. He was surrounded by women.    They towered above him, beautiful, statuesque figures in tight fitting black clothes, their lips painted blood red, their eyes boring down at him.

They started laughing.

The burning grew inside him.   

“You weak little slut,” said one.

“What a pathetic creature. Look at it.”

He tried to get up. His arms and legs were bound. He was starting to choke. There was a gag in his mouth. The crowd of women parted with mock reverence and Aunt Rae was there, her large naked body falling towards him. She impaled herself on his burning cock and began to bounce up and down, slapping his face and calling him a little slut. It’s a dream, he told himself but, however much he tried, he could not escape it.

First Aunt Rae and then the other women did unspeakable, terrible things to him.

He woke with his arms and legs spread wide as if the women had crucified him to the bed while he slept.    

The duvet had fallen off and he was naked and his cock was as hard as rock. He looked down just as he came, exploding semen so violently that some of it landed on his chin and lips.   Without thinking he licked his lips, tasting the salty cum. When he moved his arms and legs, they ached as if he had lain that way for most of the night.  

The dream subsided into his subconscious, as they all did, and as he rolled over and semen dribbled across his flesh, it became just a muddy remembrance.   He was still hard, he couldn’t get his dick to soften. He began rubbing it again, turning onto his knees and putting his butt in the air.  He thrust frantically, pressing his face into the mattress, and suddenly he was thinking that he was a girl and that he was being fucked hard by Aunt Rae with a large black dildo. He grunted as the burning inside him grew. He reached orgasm just as the door opened and Mrs Bacon came in with a cup of tea. Hot sperm flooded over the bed sheet. She stood there, her mouth slightly open as he screamed with embarrassment. He tumbled off the bed

“I’ve made you a nice cup of tea,” said Mrs Bacon.  

She put the cup on the side table and walked out.  

The incident was never spoken of.

That morning, he walked into an empty office that had a slight chill in the air.  Cold enough to make his nipples stand out beneath the thin cotton of one of the new shirts Jenny had bought for him.    

There was another office at the end of this one and he knocked on the door but there was no reply. Mick looked at his watch. He was early. No he was on time. He had made sure of that. Jenny had said to make sure he was always on time.

There was a desk and computer terminal near the door and on the desk was a note, obviously from Bernadette. It said she would be late and he was to use the program on the computer to develop his typing skills. Mick looked down at his nails. They were growing longer and seemed to glow at the end of his fingertips. He had poked his eye with one that morning and was having to adjust the way he handled things because of them.

Mick sat down and switched on the pc and loaded the typing program. It was difficult at first but after the first hour he felt he was getting somewhere. He tried surfing the net during a break but didn’t have the right password – Bernadette obviously didn’t trust him.

He was surprised there were no other employees in the office. Jenny said that her friend was quite well off and was a successful entrepreneur. Apart from the desk and the printer in the other corner there wasn’t much to suggest that. There was a coffee machine but he hadn’t checked if that was working or not.

Bernadette came up behind him like a shark preparing to snap its jaws around a seal pup.   Mick jumped. He almost fell off his chair.

"Nice to see you hard at work," she said.

She was a tall, imposing woman, raven hair pulled back tightly over her scalp, tied with a red ribbon, the hair flowing down the small of her back in a sleek, twisting tail. Her face was angular, an austere kind of beauty that would be hard to forget even if you had only seen her the once, the red gloss over her lips glistening like blood beneath the fluorescent lights of the office.  Her eyes were wide and green and held a deep strength that both scared and thrilled him at the same time.  She wore a plain white blouse beneath a long black frock coat, tight trousers that showed off her elegant figure and boots with lethal 4 inch stilettos.  

Even when Mick stood to say hello, she was taller than him. He mumbled again that he was thankful for the job and tried, largely unsuccessfully, to stop himself blushing like a 16 year old girl.

“Well you have a lot of work to do and I don’t suffer fools gladly. Remember that and you should be okay.”

Bernadette was an unforgiving task master and she had more than enough work for him. Mick didn't particularly like her once he got to know her, there was something asexual and cold about her that disturbed him, but the thought of going back to Jenny with his tail between his legs and telling her he had failed and was out of work again kept him there.

That first day Bernadette gave him twenty letters to type of which eighteen were returned with typing errors. She kept him at the office until well after eight and by then he had a terrible pain between his shoulders and a thumping headache.

"Well, I must say," she growled as he put on his coat, "I was expecting more from you. If you are going to be my secretary you'll have to pull your socks up Michael. Think on that tonight. I will see you bright and early in the morning."  

It was like she was passing a death sentence on him. He held her gaze for the briefest time, intending to say something witty, something equally acerbic, something that would put her in her place. Instead, he lowered his gaze and said he would try harder. He sounded like a wimp. He felt like an utter wimp. He was a wimp.  

Not only did he now hate this new job but he also had to go back and face Mrs Bacon after this morning’s fiasco. How the hell could he look her in the eye? As he sat on the bus, there was a man sat opposite. He kept staring hard at Mick’s long nails and grinning.  

Bernadette’s voice haunted Mick all the way home and he thought of the next six months and wondered how he could possibly last the distance.

At least Mrs Bacon had a hot meal waiting when he got back.  He ate it quietly and his conversation flowed like glue, although the landlady seemed so cheerful he began wondering if this morning’s debacle had happened at all.  

He needed to talk to Jenny. He wanted to hear her voice and be reassured. But when he called home he got the answering machine. Working late. Or was she working late? He went up to bed and looked at himself in the mirror, took one of his nail pills and sat there for a while. He should go home to his wife. He shouldn’t be stuck here working for this dragon.   

Mick did a few stretches and then stripped down to his underwear.The fleshiness of his chest seemed more pronounced, one could say swollen, and the nipples stuck out like buttons.   He touched them and shivered involuntarily feeling a gentle stir in his loins. He forced himself to do fifty more press-ups and then went to bed and slipped into a coma.

He woke up with another raging hard on, the memory of Aunt Rae descending on him once more before she disappeared into a fog that was punctuated by insane laughter. He came powerfully.  Mrs Bacon didn’t open the door and come in with a cup of tea, she had learned her lesson.  

He got dressed. The tea was and breakfast was waiting for him downstairs. Mrs Bacon was in her sewing room working on one of her dresses.

Day two saw things go from bad to worse…

"Come into my office, Michael," said Bernadette as she breezed past him that morning.

He grabbed his note pad and followed her. She pulled a chair round to the side of the desk in front of her.

"Sit down," she commanded.  

He did.  Mick wasn't sure he liked being this close to her. It made him nervous. She took his hands roughly and looked at his nails.   "They seem to be getting brittle.   Have you been using the cream Jenny gave you?"   

Mick nodded like the village idiot.

Bernadette reached into her side drawer and pulled out a small bag. She opened it and took out a file and buffer. Then she set to work on his nails, tapering them and giving them a shine so that they glimmered under the light. She worked quickly and efficiently leaving him with a lump of submissiveness in his throat.

She coated the nails with a protective sheen of clear gloss despite his feeble protestations. When she had finished she looked at them appreciatively and smiled.

"There, that's better." Suddenly his hands looked slimmer, more feminine and he felt a little gooey inside. It was as if she had pushed him another inch closer to where she wanted him.

The perfect secretary.

Bernadette gave him a list of things to do for that morning and of course Mick got most of them wrong. Even he had to admit that they weren’t the most difficult of tasks, but he kept on making mistakes as if his brain was wired to do it on purpose. When he finished a particular letter he checked it over twice. Later, three times. But Bernadette would always find some minor error.

She called him back into her office again that afternoon and glared at him severely. "Do you want to go back to Jenny and tell her that you have failed? This is a job a school girl could do."

"I'm sorry Bernadette," he mumbled.

"You will call me Miss Adams," she snapped and Mick flinched. "Really, I don't know what to do with you."

"I'm doing my best, Miss Adams," he said.

"It's not good enough," Bernadette growled. "I'll give you to the end of the week. If I don't see a vast improvement in your work then I'll have no option but to find the services of another secretary."

She dismissed him adding a ferocious glare that had him shaking with fear.

Two days into the job and already he was in trouble.

"Her bark’s worse than her bite," said Mrs Bacon when he got home at nine that night.

"I'm not sure I'd like her to bite me."

Mrs Bacon was sewing the hem of one of her dresses as he sat at the dinner table eating the stew she had made. He looked at the fine folds of the material that she had made the dress out of and thought of Jenny on her wedding day. 

You so wanted to wear that dress.

Mick finished the meal and tried to phone her again. Once more he got the answer phone. He called her office but no one answered.

"She's probably working late," said Mrs Bacon.   He decided she could see the best in Joseph Stalin. Even Hitler had his good points. But he has such a nice moustache, she would say, her face beaming. Mick forced a smile and went up to his room to sulk.

Things had started to happen to his body. Weird things.  His flesh was less muscular and the skin softer, not to mention the ever more enlarged nipples and their increased sensitivity. He went to shave and found that he didn't need to.  

Mick’s face was still smooth even after a day at work.  He was a once a day man normally even if he didn't generate a great deal of stubble. There was always some. His face had a glow, which, while not unattractive in an androgynous way, certainly wasn't what he had become used to.

Although he was tired, he forced himself to stay awake. About twelve he went down to the phone and tried to call Jenny again. This time she answered.

"Where've you been?" He asked.

It sounded like an accusation. It was an accusation.

"Working," she replied.  He heard a noise in the background and asked her pointedly if she was alone. "Of course I am, you idiot. I’ve got the television on. How's it going?"

He wanted to say it was hell on earth but he knew that would disappoint her. Mick told her he could manage but that he missed her. He said that Miss Adams was a dragon and that someday he was going to tell her just what he thought of her.

They talked for ten minutes, most of which consisted of Jenny cooing like a hen mother and reassuring him it would all work out. Then, abruptly, she said she had to go. She'd call him over the weekend.

He was late for work the next morning and Bernadette was sat there waiting.  As he ran from the bus stop to the office he was conscious of his chest bouncing up and down beneath his shirt. There was something wrong down there and as soon as he got the time he was going to see a doctor.

Hey, doc, think I'm growing breasts.

The stupidity of it made him laugh.

Bernadette glared at him across her desk as Mick came in sweating and gasping for breath.   He apologised but she didn't want to hear my excuses.

"I warned you yesterday," she snarled. "I think a punishment is in order."

Mick looked at her. What was she going to do? Put him over her knee and spank him?

"The toilets need cleaning," she said. "You'll find some equipment in the cupboard over there. The cleaner is off sick for the rest of the week so I'll expect you in an hour earlier every morning to clean the place up."

"You've got to be joking," he exclaimed.

Secretary and now toilet cleaner?

"Would you prefer me to terminate your employment right here and now? I'll even give Jenny a call to tell her I'm doing it."

Reluctantly, he went to the cupboard. Reflected in the office window, behind him, Mick could see Bernadette smiling cruelly. She was really enjoying this. She was being cruel because she liked it. It didn’t matter what he did, she was going to find fault.

He cleaned the toilets from top to bottom which put him behind schedule with the secretarial work that needed to be done. He worked till eight again and wondered how much more of this he could swallow. Was he really such a loser? As Bernadette left for the evening, he plucked up the courage to ask if he could have some time off tomorrow lunch to get his hair cut.

"Certainly not," she snapped. Mick tried to raise an objection but she ignored him and walked out the door, her sharp heels clicking rhythmically on the floor.

Mick dreamed of Bernadette that night. She came into his room clad in a black leather basque and thigh length boots, an evil looking riding crop in her hand. Again he was tied to the bed while she flayed his skin till it glowed bright red. Afterwards, to complete his humiliation in the dream world of pain, he gladly knelt at her feet and licked her boots clean.

He woke shivering with expectation in the early hours, wrapped in cold and darkness. His heart was beating furiously and, unlike all the other dreams he’d had recently, the image of her would not leave him. Every cell in his body was alive. Firing off electrical warnings. She is your Mistress. You will obey her. She is your Mistress.

He got up and went to the bathroom outside. He splashed his face with cold water and then wanked himself to orgasm with the vision of her still in his mind. He couldn’t help it. He cried out in misery and excitement and wondered if Mrs Bacon was awake to hear him.

Mick was in the office for eight o'clock, following Bernadettes list of chores for the cleaning, hoovering, polishing, tidying her cluttered desk, and, of course, the toilets. For once she seemed pleased with his endeavours and the morning went quite well. Perhaps they had turned a corner. He only gave her one letter with one typing error on it and though she swept past his desk with a sneer of disdain she didn't come out with any comment. She even let him off work at seven.   

Mick decided to celebrate this small victory with a drink at the pub opposite the office. 

The middle-aged bar man, beer gut hanging over his trousers, face ripped with broken blood vessels, came over to Mick and smiled.  

"What can I get you darlin’?"  

Darling?  

Mick looked around to see if he was in one of those "strange" bars by mistake. There didn't seem anyone overtly camp, no drag queens vamping by the mirrors or blokes kissing each other in shady corners. 

Mick ordered his half a lager and took the change out of his pocket.  His nails glinted in the low bar light. As he handed over the money, there was a brief but telling squeeze of Mick’s hand and he suddenly realised that the man thought he was a girl!   Mick pulled his hand away.   Smoke drifted in the bar; ugly men drank at beer swamped tables. A man in a flat cap seemed almost comatose in the corner, a roll up dangling between his lips.

“I don’t know why girls dress like that,” said the bar man to another customer. “Dressing like men, it’s a shame, aye it is.”

“Probably one of those les-bians,” replied the customer.

Mick sat down and made a point of spreading his legs in a manly fashion but he was unsettled and gulped down his beer and was out of there in less than a few minutes.  

He got through the rest of the week unscathed.

His typing speed went over 50 words per minute which Bernadette said was satisfactory and his errors were down to an acceptable level too. He was still getting into the office early and leaving late and by Friday was ready to spend the whole weekend in bed. He called Jenny and told her he had survived and that maybe he’d come home for the weekend.  “I’ll be working, so you may as well stay up there and do some sight-seeing.” He was disappointed and started gushing about how his chest had swollen and that he should go and see a doctor. He asked Jenny if there was anything he should know about the pills she was making him take.

"They're just vitamin supplements silly," she said and giggled. He didn't know what humour there was in his query but it tickled her.

He asked Mrs Bacon if she knew of a good GP. Perhaps he had some strange, exotic disease that could only be cured by bed rest and copious quantities of daytime TV, niche market pornography and masturbation.

"Can I ask you a favour?" Said Mrs Bacon.

She was fiddling with the bust of one of the bridesmaids dresses.

He was eating some toast and watching television. "What?"

"This dress just isn't sitting properly," she sighed and stood back to look at it. The material was pink satin, with a flared skirt and puff sleeves. It looked okay to Mick. "Would you mind putting it on while I straighten it out?"

He choked on his toast. "Pardon?"

"Well, you're the right size and there's no one around. These tailor dummies are okay but they don't give the full effect. Would you mind?" She said it so matter-of-factly that he burst out laughing.

"I can't wear a dress!"

"Oh hush now, please it'll only take a moment. Please Michael; I have to get these out for Monday."

He finished the toast and said okay against his better judgement. Mrs Bacon beamed again and before he could change his mind she went up to her bedroom. She came down a moment later with some underwear in the same colour as the dress. "I have to wear those too?"  Mick objected.

"Don't be daft, can't have you bulging out all over the place."  He went into the kitchen with the underwear and took his own clothes off. He tucked himself without even thinking, the panties slid up his thighs and covered his maleness and, as he looked down, it might never have existed. Unabashed, Mrs Bacon burst into the kitchen with some rolled up stockings to pad out the bra. She took one look at his chest and exclaimed: "Well, we won't have to do much padding there!"

She was right. Maybe it was some odd form of water retention or a stress related illness he’d never heard of before.  He slipped on the silk brassiere and she clipped up the back and straightened the straps on his shoulders.  His breasts, because that's what they were now, felt oddly comfortable in the garment, caressed on all sides by the panelling. His nipples poked out with reckless abandon and he had to steel himself to stop from reaching up and touching them.

"You've got quite the figure on you," said Mrs Bacon.

Mick blushed as she led him back into the lounge.

She had already taken the dress off the tailor dummy and it now lay draped across the sofa in a froth of silk and beads. He stared at it, his breath stolen by its awesome femininity.  His whole skin buzzed with a sudden excitement he hadn’t felt since the days of Aunt Rae and when he looked down he felt his dick begin to swell between his legs. Oh please God, don’t. Please go back down. This is not the time. Or the place.

He took a deep breath which pushed out his breasts and nipples and made the landlady smile appreciatively. Mrs Bacon held out a net underskirt for him to wear to give the dress its full body. He stepped into it and stood there awkwardly as she lifted up the dress. The pink satin caught the light and he could hear the soft rush of the material as it succumbed to gravity. She unlaced the bodice and then lifted it up and fitted the dress over his head. The puff ball sleeves slipped over Mick’s slim arms and the dress settled around him. It was heavy but strangely comforting and seemed to encase him like a silken womb.

Mrs Bacon went behind him and tightened the lacing. It had the effect of giving him a fuller figure and pushing his breasts up into an even better cleavage.

It was a perfect fit.

She helped Mick up onto the low coffee table and he stood there while she fiddled with the hem and the bust, fussing over the dress, murmuring to herself as she went about her business. Mick, encased from head to toe in satin, felt so sensual that at times he thought he was going to swoon. Mrs Bacon smiled as if she knew what was going through his mind.

"It's a beautiful dress," she said. "You look absolutely stunning. Perhaps you should have been a girl." She stood up and brushed his hair a little with her fingers so that it fell around his neck just above the shoulders. “I could eat you,” she said.

Suddenly there was the deep clearing of a throat. Mick looked at Mrs Bacon as she stared past him towards the door. "Oh," she said and stepped back. She straightened as if she had just been given an electric shock.

"Hope I'm not disturbing you," came a voice. "The front door was open." The man was tall and rangy with a severe face. He wore a black suit and looked as though he had just attended a funeral. "You were expecting me?" The man added.

"Of course, of course," said Mrs Bacon. She looked up at Mick in desperation.

"Mr Holmes from Freedman and Jefferson? You said you could cater for me this weekend."

"Yes," said Mrs Bacon. "Er, this is..." She struggled for something to say and then blurted. "Michelle, my niece."

He looked at Mick. For a terrible moment, his grey eyes gleamed with a strange kind of lust.  Mick wanted the ground to open up and swallow him. "That's a very pretty dress, young lady."  Mick turned away. His knees trembled.

Mrs Bacon helped him down from the table and sat him on the sofa while she took Mr Holmes up to his room.  Mick sat there, hands clasped in his lap, in a state of terror. He thought I was a girl. First there was the man in the pub. Now Mr. Holmes.  

He could feel every fibre of the dress, the elastic of his panties gripping his waist and thighs, the clasp of the bra against his back, the straps hugging his shoulders.   His dick fought against the gusset of the knickers.   He looked at the long, full skirt and ran a hand down the soft material, staring at his neatly manicured nails. Of course he thought I was a girl. I look like a girl.

Aunt Rae always said he was the prettiest thing she had ever seen in a dress.

Mrs Bacon came back. "Oh dear, no," she said. "I totally forgot."

Mick didn't say anything. He was still simmering with excitement as well as fear. He got up and rushed into the kitchen, the skirt sweeping around his legs and was pulling off the dress as Mrs Bacon followed him.

"What are you doing?" She asked.

"Changing. Isn't that obvious?"  He couldn't be like this. It wasn't right. Mick’s breasts hung pendulous as he released them from the bra.

"But you can't. He thinks you’re a girl."

"Well, I'm not. You'll have to explain."

"That's Mr Holmes, dear. He just wouldn't understand." She clasped her hands in front of her as if praying. "Freedman and Jeffers are run by the Mormons. They're very upright, uptight you might say, and they just wouldn't understand."

"I'm sure you're misjudging him."

"No I'm not," she said more severely. "Oh, Michael they're one of my biggest clients. I can't afford to lose them."

"What do you expect me to do?" He said pulling on his T shirt.

"He's only here till Sunday night. You could pretend until then, couldn't you?"

"Pretend to be a girl? You must be joking." But suddenly the thought was stuck in his head. Hadn't he got the most wonderful thrill out of wearing the dress? Wouldn’t it be just like old times with Aunt Rae?

"That's it then, I'll have to lose the contract with Freedman’s." She got up and headed for the door. She looked quite pathetic walking out of the kitchen, like a French aristocrat going to the guillotine.

"Oh for..." he started. "Alright. Just for the weekend."

She beamed and ran up to him and kissed him full on the lips. "Wait there," she cooed.

Mick looked at the wedding dress and couldn't resist picking it up, pressing the cold satin to his body once more.  He told himself to stop it and put it back down.  He couldn't find this kind of thing exciting. That's a very pretty dress, young lady. The words sparkled through him. But he had before. He had with Aunt Rae. Of course he had. And it had thrilled him then as it thrilled him now. 

It made him complete to be treated him like a girl.

Mrs Bacon came back with a dress for him to wear and a pair of heels.  Mick slipped back into the bra, doing it expertly as if he had worn one many times before. He pulled on a pair of wool knit tights, and put the dress on. It was a simple, short sleeve affair in viscose and polyester, with a knee length skirt and nylon lining.

Mrs Bacon sat him down and added a little makeup and brushed out his hair to a more feminine style. Mick had that feeling again. An excitement deep down. Something he could not explain to himself, let alone anyone else.

So it was that Mick Fincher sat down to a light lunch with an old maid and a religious fanatic, wearing a dress and looking quite the respectable young lady. The thing was, he found it quite comfortable and once he got over the initial embarrassment - he began to actually enjoy being a girl.

Mrs Bacon moved some clothes and makeup into his room and, when Mr Holmes disappeared to meet some members from the local Mormon branch, gave him some tuition on walking and posture.

"What's wrong with your voice?" Asked Jenny when he called that night.

He had not even noticed that his voice had changed naturally. Mick felt so guilty. He couldn't tell her that he was standing in the hall in a cream shift dress and high heels (Mrs Bacon had insisted he change for the evening) and that he was admiring himself in the mirror as he talked to her, twirling a bead neckless with his neatly manicured fingers. "I've got a cold," he said.  He asked what she had been up to.

“Working,” she said. She sounded a little down. “I miss you.”

Mr Holmes had returned and was sitting in the living room. Mick could see him in the mirror.   He kept glancing up from his bible and sneaking a peek at Mick’s legs. Mick put a hand on his hip and turned a little, lifting his heel off the floor. He smiled at his reflection. Mr Holmes shifted a little a little too eagerly. Mick said he missed Jenny too.

That night when Mick went to bed there was baby doll nightie on the duvet cover. He normally slept naked but, after taking off his makeup, he put the nightie on willingly and settled between the sheets like a good girl. It was a wonderful, exotic experience.  He stared down at his breasts again, their contours visible through the translucent material. 

When he finally got to sleep…

…he dreamt of Aunt Rae

It was still a few weeks before he went to college.   He hadn’t wanted to become obsessed with Aunt Rae but he had.   He needed her like an addict needs a regular hit of skank.   His mother was in her usual coma on the sofa, in front of the TV, glad to be rid of him soon, when the phone in the hallway rang.   

He picked up the receiver and Aunt Rae said:  “Are you on your knees, slut?”

He got on his knees, his dick standing to attention as it had already been trained to do.

“Yes Mistress, I am.”

Heavy breathing. He knew Aunt Rae was fingering herself. He knew she had probably been driving herself wild for an hour or two before calling. “I want you to come round now.”  It was nearly nine in the evening.   He looked at the sofa, the drool slipping down the side of his mother’s mouth.  

Anywhere was better than here.

He grabbed his coat and rushed out the front door. The cooling autumn night clung to him as he hurried along the street.    There was a slight hint of rain, a few spatters on his cheeks, and the world seemed as vivid and alive as it was ever going to be.   He was breathing hard by the time he got to Aunt Rae’s house. Downstairs was in darkness so he called to her.

“Mistress?

“Up here, bitch.”

He hurried up the stairs. She was in the bedroom, wearing a long, flowing, see-through negligee. He took in the voluptuous curves of her body, the huge breasts, the dark v of her pubic hair, the plump red gash of her mouth. She ordered him to take off his clothes.   Then she sprayed his body with epilating foam and made him stand there while it dissolved the hair on his body.   

Behind her, on the bed, girls clothes were neatly laid out: panties, a bra, suspender belt, stockings and a corselet. After ten minutes she told him to go and shower. He did so, his cock rock hard and ready to burst. It was still hard when he came out and she looked at it with dismay.   “Girls don’t have big hard cocks,” she said.  

She took out a whip and flashed it across the head of his penis. The pain sent him to his knees. His cock withered a little but not enough.   She knelt down in front of him, her breasts thrusting into his face, with a swift moment she had a attached a cock restraint and was pulling his cock down between his legs, yanking a leather cord tight up the crack of his backside and tying it around his waist. He screamed in agony. “There,” she gasped.

After he recovered sufficiently, his ardour diffused, she made him sit at the vanity table and began applying makeup, foundation, shadow, mascara, rouge and the same bright red lip stick she wore. She sprayed him with scent and then brushed and fluffed his hair into a feminine style.  

She fitted long false nails to his fingers and then watched as he dressed in the underwear.   Aunt Rae put the corselet around his waist and pulled it as tight as she could. His breath was forced out of his lungs in an explosion as she pressed her knee hard into his back.  

He slipped a cocktail dress over his head and smoothed it around his hips, then stepped into a pair of ridiculously high court shoes. She led him to a mirror. He looked pretty, his waist drawn in to give the effect of girlish hips. Aunt Rae spent the next half hour making him walk up and down the bedroom, swaying his hips and behaving as girly as possible.

“See, there, you’re a natural slut. Sway those hips. Elbows out a little. Now bend at the knees and pick something up. Smooth down your skirts. Now sit. Stand. Turn. Dance. Sway your hips. Play with your hair. Pout bitch!”

On it went for an hour or more and to be honest it all felt so natural for him. To be dressed like this. To be acting like this. 

“You look good enough to fuck,” she said. “Get on your knees girl.”

He knelt in front of her. She parted her legs and pulled his head towards her moist vagina.   She smelled pungent and tasted strong, his tongue darted out feverishly as he felt the girl’s clothes cling to his smooth flesh. He felt electric. His cock in its restraint throbbed unbearably.  

She pulled back his head sharply and planted her thick lips on his, forcing her tongue into his mouth. Then she withdrew.  

“Who are you bitch?”

“I’m your pretty little sissy slut, Mistress.”

“And what is your purpose.”

“To please you, Mistress.”

She was on top of him now, pushing him down, her chubby fingers reaching behind him to loosen the cock restraint.   Freed of its binding, his cock shot up again.    Aunt Rae lowered herself on to him, pushing her breasts at his mouth. “Suck bitch, suck.”

The orgasm road up in him.   He came within a few seconds of her pressing her moist cunt to his manhood.  She slapped him.  

“How dare you!” She cried.  

She pulled herself off him and placed her vagina over his face.   His own hot semen dripped between her legs and onto his face. “Lick it off!”  She screamed. He licked at his salty cum, probing his tongue into her vagina to clean her out. By the time he finished, he was hard again, and Aunt Rae settled onto him once more, riding his cock with reckless abandon.

You should have stayed a girl…

Mr Holmes dumbfounded everyone on Sunday afternoon when he explained that he would be staying another week to attend a conference in the city centre. Mick’s mouth dropped and his heart did a flip.

"What are we going to do?" He asked Mrs Bacon. She fussed around her dresses and he watched her with growing annoyance. Then her face brightened.

"I must give Bernadette a call, she'll know what to do."

"You can't tell her!"

"Don't be a silly girl. She'll know what to do." She went out and Mick heard her on the phone. She came back a moment later and said: "She wants to talk to you."

His self-respect, which had been given a lift while dressed for the weekend as a girl, went into a nose dive as he walked nervously into the hall and picked up the phone.  

"Mrs Bacon tells me you make quite a fetching young lady."  Mick closed his eyes – he could see the grin stretching across her face. “Do you think you look like a girl?” He couldn’t answer. “Well do you?”

He nodded. And then said: “Yes, Miss Adams.”

“Say it for me.”

“Yes, Miss Adams. I look like a girl.”

“Good,” she said with such finality that he thought it was the end of him. "I'm happy for you to come to work as Michelle tomorrow - it should be quite an adventure for you. Mrs Bacon will arrange a suitable outfit, you are to follow her instructions implicitly. You may be able to fool old Mr Holmes but you have to be perfect for the outside world. I may have clients visiting the office. I will see you tomorrow bright and early." The line went dead.  He hadn't even time to object.

Mrs Bacon made him go to his room and came up a while later with a waxing pot and electric heater. He told her that he couldn't do this but she fussed and pleaded until he gave in. Then she proceeded to wax him head to foot, with such expertise he could only think she had done it professionally at some time or other.    

Then she transformed his eyebrows into fine, noticeable arabesques and told him to shower and wash his hair. He felt like a plucked chicken as he returned from the bathroom and succumbed as Mrs Bacon put his hair in curlers and placed a plastic cap over it. She said it would be uncomfortable but he would have to sleep in it.

Finally, she painted his nails in a pretty shade of pale pink.  

"I'll be up before you in the morning and we can work on your makeup then."   

Mick didn't get much sleep that night. The rollers in his hair were uncomfortable and his heart wouldn't stop pounding. What had he let myself in for? It was one thing to swan around the house in a dress, with only Mrs Bacon and a short-sighted religious maniac for company; it was another to step outside into the real world.

Could he carry it off? God, what would Jenny say?

Mrs Bacon came into his room at six the next morning carrying clothes on a hanger. As he sat there in the baby doll, she took the curlers out of his hair and brushed it out. Mick went to the bathroom and washed and then returned to put himself under her expert hand.

She applied a light foundation to his face, then eyeliner and shadow with a hint of blusher on the cheeks and finally swept a dark pink gloss over his lips. She brushed his hair again and let him look in the mirror.

No one would know that Mick Fincher wasn't really a girl. He let out a gasp of amazement. His breasts seemed to have swelled even more overnight and they fitted snugly into the cream bra that Mrs Bacon made him put on.  He slipped on the panties and a garter belt and rolled some black 10 denier stockings up his legs. The sensation rippled over his flesh and made him feel absolutely wonderful.

Mrs Bacon then handed Mick a sheer blouse and he buttoned it up with nervous fingers. You could see the bra through the material and he thought it was far too risqué.

"It's very feminine," she said. "All girls like to show a little underwear. The boys like it too.”

She gave him a knee length pencil skirt and he stepped into it and zipped up the back. It was a perfect fit, tight enough to enhance his figure, showing off his hips, but it wasn't uncomfortable. He put on a pair of 3 inch court shoes and she made him walk up and down the room until she was confident his movements were entirely feminine. Finally she clipped on some earrings and put a thin silver chain with a heart pendant around his neck.  She sprayed a little musk over him. Mrs Bacon led Mick over to the full-length mirror again and he was even more amazed at what he saw.

He looked pretty and sophisticated. He looked like a young woman about to go to the office. Mrs Bacon gave him a jacket in the same design as the skirt and he looked every inch the sexy little secretary.

My God, if Aunt Rae could see him now.

It was nearly half seven before he was ready, standing in the hallway a leather bag over his shoulder. "I can't do it," Mick said. "I can't." Panic welled up inside him. He could feel the clothes clinging to his body in an ever present reminder of his femininity.  He looked at himself in the hall mirror.

"Yes you can." Mrs Bacon opened the front door.

The cool morning air wrapped around his stockings. She took his hand and led him out onto the step. He was about to object again when the door slammed behind him. Crafty Mrs Bacon shouted from behind: “You look beautiful, now go!”

He stood there wracked with fear as people moved along the street below. He looked down, his nipples standing out beneath the sheer material of his bra and blouse. He pulled his jacket tight across his chest and folded his arms. Get a grip, Mick told himself and stepped down onto the street.

His heels clicked furiously on the concrete and he felt that the world and all its friends looking at him. The tight pencil skirt clung to his thighs and his hair flounced over his shoulders. He could taste the lipstick around his mouth and smell the sweetness of his perfume.

The street ahead seemed a million miles long, each step taking Mick further from the sanctuary of Mrs Bacon’s Guesthouse and into the terrible unknown. He walked slowly, taking girlish steps, holding the bag with one hand and flexing the wrist of his other as Mrs Bacon had taught him. He kept expecting to hear the scream of laughter, tried to let it all go and just immerse himself in femininity.

There were five people at the bus stop. A man looked Mick up and down as if he was undressing him in his mind.  Mick turned away and feigned interest in something across the road. The bus approached and he climbed aboard with the rest of the workers only this time as Michelle, a pretty girl in a smart business suit.

In his most feminine voice, he asked for a return ticket. The bus driver smiled and took his money. Mick looked down the rows of seats. Was everyone looking at him?  Were they all trying not to laugh? Someone was going to stand up in a moment, point and scream abuse at him. His face flushed as he walked carefully to a seat and the bus lurched forward.  He stumbled. Brushed against a swarthy looking man in a boiler suit. Said sorry under his breath and managed to find a seat.

The journey took forever. A business woman sat down next to Mick and began leafing through a copy of Cosmo. The man opposite, who had been at the bus stop, insisted on continuing to undress Mick with his eyes.  He pulled his knees tight together.  He should have brought a book to bury his head in. He looked down at the woman’s magazine.   There was an article on how to please your man. Was that what awaited him now?

The woman got up and then a man got on and slumped down beside Mick. He didn’t seem to be able to take his eyes off the pretty girl’s knees. Finally they got to his stop and Mick got up, said excuse me to the man but had to squeeze past him to get out.

Did he just touch my leg? Mick nearly shrieked out loud. He hurried to the front of the bus and then was rushing across the road to the office, his pretty wiggling behind making eyes pop and tongues hang out.  

But, his ordeal was only just beginning

Bernadette stood by his desk, grinning as he entered, dark lipstick painted in a crimson gash across her mouth.  She wore one of her long black jackets and leather trousers. The toes of her boots glistened like oil pools.

"Well, well," she said. "What a pretty little sissy you are?" Her eyes pierced deep into Mick’s dwindling male psyche, dealing it a fatal blow.

Mick once again tried to hold her gaze defiantly but he couldn’t. He just couldn’t. He just about resisted bursting into sissy tears right there in front of this woman but he was shaking uncontrollably, to the obvious satisfaction of his new boss. He clasped his hands in front of him and looked submissively down at his shoes.   He didn't want to.   He wanted to give back as good as he got. He wanted to be a man. But there was a power within Bernadette that he had no hope of combating. Not dressed as a girl and looking so pretty and vulnerable and so utterly sissified.

"What shall we do with you?" She sneered.

"What do you mean?"  He whispered. “Haven’t you done enough?” His voice, coming out all girlish and innocent, barely made it out over his sensually painted lips.

"First, I think we shall teach you some manners," said Bernadette. "Come over here."

Mick looked up.

“Come here! Now!”

He moved towards the desk nervously. Before he could resist, plead to her common decency even, Bernadette pushed him over the desk and pinned him down. Her strength was immediate and unflinching as if a huge weight had fallen on him from a great height.

He let out a girlish squeal and tried to struggle as she hitched up the back of his skirt with her free hand. What was she doing? A brief pause and then there was a sudden whistle as her riding crop landed sharply against his backside.

"You can't-" he began.

Thwack! Went the crop. He screamed.

"Be quiet," she shouted and another blow landed across his panty covered flesh. He began to cry. Sobbing, helplessly as she whipped him. "You are at my mercy, young lady. How would it be if I called Jenny and told her what you are wearing? As we speak, Mrs Bacon is removing all your male clothes from your room and replacing them with girly things. So you will do as we say or we'll throw you out in the street in your pretty little baby doll."

Fear rushed through Micks body and that strange, potent excitement, as if he had always been this defenceless object of her vulpine attentions. Another blow landed across his stocking thighs. Another over his pantied backside. "You will refer to me as Mistress. Whenever you speak to me you will address me as Mistress. Even in the presence of others. You will address me always as Mistress!"

"Yes." He gasped. Another hard stroke. "Yes, Mistress." He screamed again.

Tears blinded him. He could feel his flesh smarting, the stretch of his stockings over calves and thighs, the garters cutting into his buttocks. His breasts pressed against the table top, the bra straps wrapped over his shoulders. He could feel everything clearly and without interference.

"You are a weak little sissy," she growled and hit him again. "What are you?"

"Stop, please.”

"What are you?" Screamed Bernadette, raising the riding crop again.

"I'm a weak little sissy!"  Cried Mick.  “I’m a weak sissy! Mistress!”  

Another thwack! Two more in quick succession as he sobbed, humiliated, drained of any resistance. She let him go and he crumpled to the floor.  She stared at him with a sense of satisfaction. She had won. She had dissolved any fight he had in him.  

Mick had no choice but to be her sissy slave. After he’d stopped crying, she made me go into the ladies washroom and repair his makeup. Mick looked at himself in the mirror. So this was what he was to become. This is what the game wanted to make him.

Sissy slave to a Mistress

Mistress Bernadette spent the day delighting in his humiliation. She got him to walk up and down the office, working on his posture until he was moving naturally as a woman while she took photographs. She taught him to lighten his voice and by the time he left for Mrs Bacons Guesthouse that night there seemed to be no semblance of Michael left.

Again, men stared at him on the bus. Oggled his stocking clad legs and the lingerie showing through his sheer blouse, the way his nipples seemed to be permanently erect, inviting them forward to suck and caress them. A man sat next to him quite deliberately and started chatting. He wasn’t unattractive and Mick tried his best to respond as Mistress had said he should under such circumstances. Fluttering his eye lashes. Smiling a lot. Playing with his hair and showing an interest in this stranger.

Before he got off, the man asked for a number and Mick gave him a made-up one and then felt guilty all the way home because he had disobeyed his instructions. What if it was a test Mistress had set up?

Mrs Bacon was waiting at the door for him when he arrived. Her features seemed harsher than before and he wondered how long these two women had been contriving to change him into their perfect sissy slave. And Jenny too? The thought was too much for him to bear.

"Go upstairs to your room young lady," growled Mrs Bacon, "and change into the clothes laid out on your bed. Then report back to me. Do it! Quick now!"

Mick went up to the bedroom. There, on the bed, was a maids uniform along with a corset, frilly panties and stockings.  He took off his clothes and put on the outfit, staring at this pretty little thing in the mirror that was him and wasn’t him, finally fitting a white lace cap with a pin to his hair.

Then he went back down again, mincing with feminine aplomb the way his Mistress had taught him that afternoon.

Mrs Bacon made him curtsy in front of her several times before she was satisfied that he had got the hang of it and said he was also to address her as Mistress while in the house.  He was not to speak unless spoken to. And he was to do what he was told without complaint.

She made him clean and dust all the bedrooms in his pretty new outfit, following his every move and punishing him when he made a mistake or failed to act in a feminine enough manner. It was one in the morning by time he had finished and she dismissed him.

Another pretty baby doll nightie waited on his bed along with a tape that he was to play as he went to sleep. There was a new tape deck on his bedside table. He did his girly ablutions and put on the baby doll, taking one last look at himself in the mirror.

Mick climbed into bed, switched on the tape and lay back staring at the ceiling. Soft music filled the room and he started to feel a little drowsy. Then his Mistress’s voice drifted through the many folds of his psyche:   

“You are to be a pretty sissy slave. At all times you will endeavour to make yourself pretty for me and for all around you. You will wear pretty, sexy underwear in lace and silk. You will wear stockings and you will conduct yourself in a girlish manner at all times. You are here to please and you have no say in the matter. You will be happy to serve and to be a pretty little sissy girl. You love your pretty clothes. You want more pretty clothes. You will like seeing yourself in the mirror and you will think how pretty and sexy you look. You will be happy when men compliment you on your appearance. You want men to want you because they think you are a sexy girl. You will flirt with them because it pleases your Mistress and it will therefore please you. You no longer have a will of your own." The words drilled into his mind and pushed away the last vestiges of masculinity. 

When he woke his first thought was what pretty clothes he could wear today.

Mick followed the same routine for the rest of the week. By the end of it, his movements were naturally graceful and feminine and the looks he got on the bus from men were ones of pure lust and admiration. He was happy when a guy undressed him with his eyes now.  

By day he was an elegant and efficient secretary to Mistress Bernadette and by night he was Mistress Bacon’s sissy maid. It didn't leave much time for thinking. That was fine. He didn't call Jenny. She no longer existed. Would she even recognise his voice now that Mistress Bernadette had trained him to talk like a perfect sissy girl?

The next Monday he arrived at work to find extra desks in the office and new members of staff seated at the terminals. They all accepted Mick as a girl and called him Michelle. Mistress Bernadette eased her severe instruction of him and began to treat him as a proper secretary saying she was pleased with the way he had progressed.

The nightly tapes went on, further reinforcing his femininity.

A month into his new job, Mick was sat at his desk typing the minutes of a meeting Mistress had held that morning. He was wearing a silver grey silk blouse and short tight skirt, his nails painted a pale shade of lilac. That very weekend, Mistress Bacon had taken him to the hair salon and his hair now fell about his shoulders in thick blonde curls.

"You must be Michelle."

Jenny looked at him and smiled. She was wearing a short, red skirt and a tight fitting halter neck top that showed off her new, enhanced cleavage. Her hair was longer and more feminine than when he had last seen her. She looked at him for a moment and then stepped into Bernadette’s office and closed the door. A while later, the intercom buzzed and he was told to go inside.

He took a deep, fearful breath, straightened his skirt and stepped inside.

"Well, well," beamed Jenny. "I would never have thought it possible. She's such a pretty girl. I must congratulate you."

Bernadette purred. "I must say it was easier than I expected." She stared at Mick. “I think he really wanted it.”

Jenny walked around him, giggling to herself. She touched his breast, lifted it up in the sexy bra and let it go again "Money well spent, I'd say." She stared at Mick.   He was filled with terror. "What's your name girl?" She scowled.

“Well, answer her, girl!” Added Mistress Bernadette.

"M-Michelle," he stammered.

"Well, Michelle," Jenny smiled. "It looks as if you have taken to the position of a personal secretary." The realisation welled up on him, that his wife was involved in this. "You were a pathetic husband. I just wanted to divorce you. But Bernadette here, came up with such a lovely plan and I couldn't resist. You'll be such a talking point at dinner parties."

They both laughed. Then Bernadette said: “Go back to your desk, sissy. We’ll call you if we need you.”

Without thinking, Michelle curtsied

She could hear them giggling. Her heart was pounding and her breath was short, the corselet she wore seemed to squeeze her lungs and there wasn’t enough room for oxygen. She tried to type something but her fingers felt alien to her. The other girls in the office looked at her and snickered as if they were all in on the deception. 

Michelle stared at the door, listening to the noise behind it as her panic grew to a fever. She looked across at Alison who was on the phone. She smiled. Did she know too?  Jenny had decided she should come up here. Jenny had given her those pills. Michelle wanted to run away, out of the office, onto the street. Before it was too late. But it was already past that time and, anyway, where would she go?  She had no money.   Bernadette had taken over her finances, putting her wages into some, probably, fictitious, “trust” fund.

The door opened again. Bernadette was slipping on her coat. Jenny’s face was flushed with excitement.

“We’re going to lunch,” snapped Bernadette, her eyes burning into Michelle. “Mr Devereaux will come by at 1:00pm to sign some papers that are on my desk. You will ask him if he would like a drink and make him welcome.”

“Yes, Mistress.”  She said it without thinking and then blushed. Jenny ignored her sissified husband and the two women left.  Michelle could hear them laughing as they got into the lift.

She stared at her pc. The email account she had been given suddenly bleeped. Like an automaton, Michelle clicked to open it.

Your Mistress has just forwarded pictures of your progress and I must say, I am pleased. I thought it wouldn’t work. Of course, I could see the potential, but wasn’t sure how resistant you would be. I needn’t have worried. And yes I was in on it from the beginning, though it was Her idea. By the way, I have known her a long time. She was my first, and only, real love. You were just an interlude my darling. I suspect you may regret ever having met me. But I think not. As I was clearing out your stuff from the house (yes, we are even eradicating all that you were), I found some lovely little photos of you and a large woman – your Aunt Rae, I suspect. If I had doubts before, once I saw those pictures I knew everything would be okay. You may still have doubts, but they will soon dissipate. You will forget me and become what you were supposed to be from the beginning. Attached are the divorce documents. You don’t have to read them, just sign (your old male name if you can remember it) and return them to Mistress Bernadette by the end of the day.

Jenny.

She printed off the documents without thinking and signed Mickey’s name without thinking and then put them in the tray on Mistress Bernadette’s desk.

Mr Devereaux arrived at exactly one o’clock.  He was tall, Italian looking and neatly groomed. He seemed at first sight to be one of those cold, efficient men who could kill easily and without much soul searching afterwards.  Michelle stood as he walked directly to her desk. “Good afternoon, Sir,” she said

His flinty eyes gave her the once over. “You must be Michelle.”

“Yes Sir.”

As Michelle took him into the office, he closed the door and added:  “Bernadette’s little sissy.”  His voice was hard and promised cruel things. She felt her stomach churn with fear and maybe more than a little anticipation. She was conscious that her hips swayed a bit more, that she blushed as if she had been caught naked by the hired help and that her nipples had suddenly decided they were going to have a growth spurt.

“Yes, Sir.” She fluttered her eyelashes.

“Well, where are these papers, girl?”

She showed him to Bernadette’s desk. He took off his Armani jacket and put it over the back of the chair, then picked up a number of papers that were on the desk. “Fix me a drink, girl.”

“Yes, Sir.   What would you like?”

“Whiskey and soda, no ice.”

Michelle went to the drinks cabinet, took out a heavy glass tumbler and poured a good measure of scotch into it. She picked up the soda siphon and filled the glass about half way. She took the drink to the desk and set it down in front of Mr Devereaux. He was reading the papers intently and ignored her, so she turned to go back to her desk. 

“Did I say you could leave?” He snarled.

Michelle stood to attention.

“Stand there quietly. Do not move.” He turned a page on the document he was reading. “Your Mistress said you were to obey, did she not?”

She did as she was told, alarmed that his orders had caused a stirring between her legs where a newly fitted restraint kept her balls and cock permanently imprisoned. Mr Devereaux picked up a pen and signed one of the papers. He read another.

Michelle stood there for half an hour before he finished his drink and told her to remove her skirt and blouse. She was stunned by the order. Of course, she had expected it at some time. But now, while she was alone? Without her Mistress to guide her?

“Please no,” said Michelle, her eyes wide with horror.

He moved so fast that she didn’t have time to react, grabbing her wrist, dragging her to the chair and pulling her down over his knees. He spanked her hard five times, causing her to cry out. “You will do as I say, girl.”

“Yes, Sir,” she wept.

He spanked her another five times and then let her up. Shakily, Michelle began to unbutton her blouse. “Not like that,” he barked. “Put some music on and dance like the little whore you are.”

Trembling, she went over to the CD player and put on a slow moving album. Then she stood in front of Mr Devereaux and began to move her hips gently to the rhythm, like some lap dancer at a nighclub.  She ran hands up her thighs, lifting her skirt a little while Mr Devereaux sat back and watched.  

She dug red, long fingernails into her hair and moved her head from side to side, pouting, then running her tongue over her beautiful full lips.  She was beginning to feel excited now. Turning and flowing into the music, hoping that she was sexy, knowing that she was more than sexy, that she had a kind of power that mere mortal men could not resist.

Part of her didn’t want to do it at all, but she knew she was this sexy thing and she knew, especially when she walked down the street, all the guys looked at her because they liked what they saw.  Everyone wanted to fuck her.

She turned slowly, gyrating her hips, showing Mr Devereaux her cute little rear as she unbuttoned her blouse. It slipped down off her shoulders and fell to the floor. The music tempo rose as if by instruction from some whore God in the ether and she bent over, letting her breasts hang in their cups, shaking her head from side to side, slowly, forcefully.

“Tell me what a slut you are,” he ordered.

“I’m a little slut, I like the way that guys look at me and I like to turn them on with my cute little body. I’m a little slut who knows how to satisfy her man. I’m a little slut who will do anything for a big, hard cock.”   She continued to talk dirty as she unzipped her skirt and eased it over her thighs to reveal the black lace thong and suspender belt. She told him how she wanted to be fucked by a man with a big hard cock and how she couldn’t get enough of it, how she was so desperate to suck and lick and drink his cum that she was going to scream.

“Stop,” he ordered.

She stood still. Her smooth flesh was slick with sweat. He picked up his glass and told her to fetch another drink. She accentuated the movement of her hips as she went back to the drinks cabinet, bending over at the waist with her legs straight as she made him another drink.

Made her Man a drink. 

She walked back and gave it to him.   He took a sip and then ran a hand down the stocking of her left thigh. “Do you like that, girl?”

“Oh yes, Sir,” she said and she did, she loved it.

His hand came round, rose between her legs, came to rest gently on the gusset of her panties and she knew he was waiting for a reaction. It was there, the hardening of her little clitty, the way she closed her eyes and gasped as if this was the first time, ever, that she had been touched in such a way.

“Your Mistress says you were born to be a fuck-toy. Is that true?”

The pain of her cock pressing against its restraint made her gasp. “I guess,” she said.

It fell away then. It was all taken away and Michelle was complete. He took this sissy slut and fucked her the way she truly wanted to be fucked. He did it without thought to her wishes, only knowing what it was that she craved. She screamed in ecstasy as he taught her all she needed to know about her craven desires and when he was finished she wept tears of joy for the gorgeous, rampant creature that she had become.

Epilogue

Michelle stirred.   

She had been dreaming.  About that time when she was a he and they’d got drunk and decided upon the game. They were at college. Bernadette had turned up with bottles of wine and they had sat around and talked and got drunk.   

Stupid drunk.  

So drunk he could only remember that night in dreams such as this. He was sweet on Jenny and had been trying to get her into bed for a while.  He thought he was getting somewhere, they’d kissed at last and he was planning his next move…and then there was the knock at the door.   

Bernadette.  

She was older than most of the other students and there was a surety about her that made him feel small inside. He was sure he was past that kind of thing now. Aunt Rae and that whole sordid affair was in the past. 

He shouldn’t feel like this. He was a man after all. So they sat, the three of them, drank, and his annoyance at her intrusion began to fade as the alcohol got hold of him. He began to open up. He never should have.   

That was where the game began.   

He told them both what he wanted out of life.  He told it all in a moment of drunkenness.   Bernadette smiled and the two women looked at each other and that was when they came up with the game.   Even though he was hideously drunk, the game gave him an erection.    Bernadette could see it and it thrilled her.   

“We should all agree on it,” she said.

She was a blur, sat on the bed with Jenny nestled in her arms.   

“On what?” Asked Mick. He felt a little sick.   

“On the game.” She smiled.

“That’s not a game. That’s just…you trying to get lis..bian..or whatever.”

He woke on the floor, with the worst hangover of his life. He couldn’t remember much. He was in Jenny’s room and there were empty bottles on the floor but there was no Jenny.   

Michelle rolled over six years later with the game in her head, in her soul and she didn’t care.   She had spoken the truth and this was what she wanted.  There was someone in the room.   She felt it. She pushed herself up with her elbows and blinked the sleep out of her eyes. A dark shape over by the window. At first she thought it was Bernadette and a shudder of expectation coursed through her. The shape came closer and sat on the side of the bed.    

It was Devereaux.  

He wore his suit and looked as if he was fresh from a vampiric sucking fest of innocent virgins.   He smelled of expensive cologne as always, but beneath that was something less palatable.   

“I was watching you sleep,” he whispered.

“What are you doing here?” She sighed. Hadn’t he fucked her hard enough? Hadn’t he done Mistress Bernadette’s job and shown sissy-fuck-whore Michelle her place.

He reached out and gently stroked her right breast.   Michelle watched her nipple grow erect and shivered.   

“A job for your mistresses,” he said, a little more cruelly.   He pulled the bed sheets away from her body and ran a hand up her silky thigh. She wore a short, silk nightdress and panties.    His fingers pressed against her pubic bone and she felt herself stir.  She felt a sharp jab in her arm and pulled away.

“It’s okay,” he said. The first light of day was beginning to creep through the window. The door opened and Mrs Bacon appeared. She wore a long white coat and was followed by two men dressed in similar attire.  Devereaux looked at them with distaste.   “We won’t be a moment.”  He smiled at Michelle. “Such a pretty young thing.” He pressed his palm to her cheek.

The bed moved under Michelle and she was aware of being drawn downwards. 

“Do you like that, Michelle?” Asked Devereaux.

She groaned with pleasure. It was great. It was…so lovely.

A light was shone in her eyes and she could hear the mumble of voices.   She remembered looking up at the mansion walls, seeing Jenny in one of the windows and wanting to reach out to her. Then there was darkness. It settled around her for a long while. It was pure and simple and she came to love it. Her thoughts kept her company and they were thoughts of pleasure, of pleasing men and women alike, of having only that purpose. It was noble and it was good and beyond it there was the love of her Mistresses.   

Once in while pain would spill into the darkness and then subside.   After that it began to get brighter.  Michelle opened her eyes, tried to open them at least. She saw blurry shapes, someone else in a white coat. She could hear the rumble of a motor and sensed someone looking down her.   

“Is this the one?”

“Yes.”

“What size?”

Warmth spread through her. A man was standing before her. She was on her knees and they were both trapped in the darkness. The man had no face, just the shape of a man, the smell of a man, the deep voice of a man.

“What is your purpose?”

“To serve.”

His cock became swollen and then it was the only thing in the darkness and the only thing she needed.  She wanted it so badly but something was stopping her. She leaned forward toward it and then pulled back.

“What is your purpose?”

“To serve.”

The craving grew, the need deepened. She reached out and took the shaft in her hand, wrapping her fingers around it, thrilled by how hard it was, hard for her and only her. She pushed her lips towards it and then pulled back again. “If I do this,” she said to the faceless man. “There will be no turning back.”

“What is your purpose?”   She looked at the cock. She would give into the craving. Now, in her dream, or later in reality. She would give in because that was who she was. The cock dissolved in her hand. The darkness wrapped around her.  

Deep, deep sleep came and somewhere in there, Aunt Rae was waiting.  

The light came and there were streets and noise and the prospect of Aunt Rae.  He had tried to avoid her all that summer after his first year at college. He still thought of her a lot, some days he couldn’t get her out of his mind, but he’d started seeing a girl called Jenny and he liked her a lot and she liked him.

And that was that.

Wasn’t it?  

He thought of staying in College for the summer, maybe finding a job in the city to keep him going, but in the end he came back to his home town. His mother had begged him.  She had become suddenly more fragile. She was lonely.  She needed someone to offload her woes on.

For the first couple of weeks of summer vacation he managed to avoid Aunt Rae. His mother said she had finally got herself a boyfriend and that he moved in with her and she was happy enough. 

That brought a sense of relief and a tinge of disappointment that he did his best to ignore and was then he realised he hadn’t come back home to make his mother happy but because he wanted what Aunt Rae could give him.

He was walking along Upper Promenade one Monday morning when a blue Ford slowed down and beeped its horn. Aunt Rae leaned out the window and beamed at him.  “Hey, babe, I heard you were back,” she said. “Can I give you a lift?”  

She looked a little slimmer as if she had been on a health kick. She still wore too much make up and her dress was far too extravagant for this time of day.

“No it’s okay, I’m just having a walk, that’s all.”

“How was college?  Did you meet a nice girl?”   She leaned across to the passenger side and pushed open the door.  “Get in, come on, I’m not going to bite. I want to hear everything you’ve been up to.”

He got in. He should have carried on walking but he couldn’t resist her. Before too long he was staring at the curve of her thighs and imagining them wrapped around his waist. He was getting hard just thinking about it. Two minutes in Aunt Rae’s company and here he was, eyes drawn to her luscious cleavage and she knew it too.   “You’ve still got the hots for me, haven’t you?”

“Aunt Rae…”

“It’s okay. Happens all the time.” She pulled back into the road, narrowly avoiding a collision with a works van. “Do you know I’ve got a boyfriend now. His name’s Don.   A little older than me but he knows where all the parts are.” She giggled. “Not as good as my little sissy though.”

“Aunt Rae…”  He blushed.

“Oh, has my little sissy grown up then?” He looked out the window. “Did you find yourself a girlfriend?”

“Yes.”

“What’s her name?”

“Jenny.”

“A wholesome girl, no doubt,” she said as they turned down onto station road and began heading back towards her house. “Intelligent? A woman, with things to do? But does she give you what you need?”

“Aunt Rae, where are we going?”

“Have you told her?”

He knew where they were going. Aunt Rae had no intention of taking him anywhere else but home. 

“Well? Have you?”

“No.”

“Then it’s a nice little vanilla relationship with no thrills. That’s sweet. You need more than that, you know don’t you?”

“Aunt Rae, please.”  

“Oh don’t please me,” she scoffed. “I saw it in you straight away. I bet she’s a mouse, isn’t she?”  He tried to keep an image of Jenny in his head but she kept morphing into a strange and rather disturbing effigy of Aunt Rae.

She pulled up into the drive way of That house and unbuckled her safety belt. He tried to object (of course he did, sissy bitch that he was) but she insisted he come in for coffee. “Don won’t be back for a while yet, he works over at Kirkhams.” She grinned wolfishly. “Plenty of time for us to have fun.”

He followed her in, not wanting to but wanting to be polite.  Was he wanting to be polite? Or did he just want it back the way things were? That was his excuse anyway.  Just a coffee.

But his heart was pumping and his legs felt like jelly, and God be his witness, if she had touched him just then he would have exploded with joy. And that was exactly what happened to him/her.

Before he knew what was happening she had taken his hand and pulled him in close. Her lips pressed against his as she pushed him against the kitchen sink. Her tongue probed deeply in his mouth. He found himself melting the way a girl would with a guy.   

He brought his hands up and stroked the back of her neck as she reached down and pressed her hands to his rear.

“Oh, dear, I missed you so much.”   She grinned.  She touched his crotch. “And it looks like you’ve missed me.”  He smiled, tried one last time to object but she cut him off.  “Come on. Look I’ve got something to show you.”

He pulled back and told her he had to go. She looked at him as if she was going to eat him whole and dragged him up the stairs to the bedroom. He resisted more in a rhetorical sense.   

The smell of roses brought back memories of the last summer they had spent together. His breath shortened and that ever present tension crawled away down his back and went out the door somewhere.   

Hanging on the door of the wardrobe was a pink, taffeta dress with a long skirt and halter neck.  Sequins in the bodice glittered in the late afternoon sun from the window. The dress seemed to be the only thing in the room. Even Aunt Rae did not exist.    

He took in the folds of the material, the way the skirt hung, could feel the silkiness of it against his skin. He pressed its softness, its security to his face. “I bought it for you,” she said.   “I saw it and I said that’s just perfect for my little Michelle.”  A tear came to his eye. “Oh, you’d left for college of course, but I couldn’t resist it. Do you like? Tell me you like it.”

He could try and refuse but then he would spend the rest of the vacation, the rest of his life probably, dreaming about that dress. It was the most perfect creation and Michelle wanted to wear it. She couldn’t resist a dress like that. What girl could?  He could try and turn now, say: “So long Aunt Rae,” he might even make it as far as the front door.  

But he would always come back. Because of that dress.

He wanted that dress.  

He wanted to wear it, feel it against his skin.  He wanted to see Michelle in front of the mirror, the girl that he loved. The girl that he needed.

“I knew you’d like it,” she said. “Come on, let’s see what you look like. Let’s see if Michelle is as pretty as I remember her.”

She told him to go and shower and shave and that was when she had him really, when he climbed into the tub and turned the faucet. He shaved his legs, watching his hair twist down the plug hole, his heart thumping with anticipation, his cock harder than a steel rod.  

He shaved his arms and legs, his face, until he was a smooth as a real girl and then he dried himself with a soft towel and told himself he was Michelle and he was going to be Michelle forever.  

When he came out, she had put fresh underwear on the bed. There was the cock restraint and a pale pink thong with lace front panel, a matching bra and suspender belt and flesh coloured stockings. He had cut his hair a little while at college but it was still long enough that most considered it feminine.  

And there was the dress.  

It seemed to sparkle more.  

He adored it.  

He desired it.  

“First things first,” she said and made him sit at the dressing table.   She plucked his eyebrows to fine arches and then went to work on his makeup. 

Talking about Don, her new boyfriend, as she applied foundation, eyeliner, shadow and mascara, stroking blusher over his cheeks, lining his lips and then filling them in with a deep pink gloss.  

The makeup felt glorious on his skin. 

She talked as if he was a girl, saying how lovely his eyes were and she wished Don could see him.  “He wouldn’t be able to resist,” she giggled.   “He’d have you on that bed in no time.”   She stood back to admire her handy work. 

“You look so pretty,” she cooed.   

He attached the suspender belt to his waist with trembling hands, not daring to look at the dress now, rolling the stocking up his smooth legs as she watched. He looked down at his hard cock and tried to will it to shrink.   Aunt Rae smiled, reached out a hand and stroked it gently.  He came almost immediately, spurting over the carpet while Aunt Rae giggled. “My, you must have been holding that in for a while, girl.” 

His dick shrank and he was able to tie the restraint around it and pull it up between his legs.   Once he had put on the thong, you couldn’t see that he had a cock at all. He put on the bra and the waist clincher and then Aunt Rae slipped the dress over his head.  

The skirt fell around his thighs and made him shiver with delight. She zipped up the back and then fixed his hair, like in the old days, running her fingers through it in a magical way.   

When Mick stood in front of the mirror she told him he looked like a movie star. He twirled and tried walking in the tall heels she had also bought him.  He moved his hips sexily and began to get into his role. He loved the way he felt now, as if his sexuality had been released.

“You look so cute,” said Aunt Rae.  She unzipped her skirt and eased it over her large buttocks.  Underneath she was wearing a French Knickers that stretched across her flesh.   She wiggled her rear at Mick.   

“Now, are you going to show your gratitude to Aunt Rae?” She said. 

She climbed onto the bed and got on on all fours. His dick was straining against the restraint as he climbed up behind her and nuzzled at her vagina, taking in her strong scent, feeling the heat on his nose and lips. He pulled down the french knickers and licked at her vagina while she reached up and caressed his taffeta clad buttocks.  

She reached under the skirt and stroked at his cock between his legs. They both began to moan, working up to a frenzy.  Aunt Rae pushed Mick onto his back and pressed her butt into his face. She spread his legs and stroked the inside of his thighs, sending a thrill of pleasure through his body. She turned and he tried to fight her off but not with serious intent, and she delighted in pressing down his arms and forcing her breasts into his face.  

Their silkiness enveloped him, their rose scent brought him close to orgasm. She rubbed herself against him.  “Still a little slut, I see.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She reached behind the small of his back and released his restraint, taking it off and throwing it to the floor. She settled on his erect cock. “Looks like I’m making a mess of my pretty little baby.”  She began to work up and down, her face covered in a sheen of sweat.   

She gripped his cock tightly and it wasn’t long before she reached orgasm.   She pressed her lips tight to his and forced her tongue down his throat, groaning wildly with pleasure.

Then she drew back and stepped off the bed.  “Fix yourself bitch, look at you, you’re a mess.”

He got off the bed and dutifully returned his cock to its restraint and then fixed his makeup and hair until he looked pretty again.  

Then Aunt Rae dumbfounded him by saying:   “Let’s go out.”

“What?”  He sat down at the dressing table, arranging his skirts over his legs.  “I can’t do that.”

“For a drive.” She started pulling on her skirt again. “I want to take you for a drive.”

“Aunt Rae, it’s not safe. What if someone sees me.” Even then he knew he wasn’t going to refuse her.

She led him down the stairs, out to the car, and he thought he was going to die with excitement. He had not been out dressed as Michelle but he had often fantasised what it would be like.  

Now his wish was coming true. Michelle was being set free.

He climbed into the passenger seat, carrying a small handbag that Aunt Rae had given him with some makeup in it.  His heart was beating furiously, the thought of being discovered and ridiculed far from putting him off making him more eager. He pulled down the sun shield and checked his makeup in the mirror. He looked like a girl. Oh, God did he look so cute.  Maybe a little overdressed for this time of day, but he looked pretty.

He looked so fucking desirable it made him want to cry out.

“Don’t be so vain,” giggled Aunt Rae and she pushed the sun visor back up. She stroked a hand over Mick’s thigh and told him everything was going to be fine.

Aunt Rae started the car.  

They drove through town. The contours of trees and buildings seemed sharper to Mick, the colours more intense as if being in a dress had released more than fantasy. It had released his true self.  As a girl he could see more, he could feel more. He was more.

The world had opened to him. Once they stopped at some lights and Mick was shocked to see one of his former school friends crossing the road. Jack Philbert. They had got drunk when they were seventeen in the Old Cook down past the promontory. They hadn’t been great friends but they had shared a laugh or two. Mick looked down at his knees and prayed that the boy wouldn’t notice him.    “Maybe we should invite him to join us,” joked Aunt Rae.    “I’m sure he’d appreciate the company of a pretty girl like you.”

“Stop it,” said Mick. 

She drove on when the lights changed and then headed out of town, up the hill to a small park. She stopped the car and looked out over at the playing field; a magpie perched on a slide momentarily before it took to wing.   

Aunt Rae reached in the glove compartment and pulled out a Catherine Cookson book. She handed it to Mick and told him to get out of the car and go and sit and read for a while on the bench just ahead of them. He looked at her. There were people walking dogs and a group of boys playing kick about with a ball.   

Mick said he didn’t think it was a good idea.   Aunt Rae insisted. “I can just as well pull you out and leave you here to the mercy of whoever comes by. How long do you think it would be before a man took an interest in your cute sissy behind?  Now, be a good girl and get out of the car. I want to watch you.”

Mick got out.  

The wind blew at his skirt and he had to hold it down. It felt wonderful.   

He walked as femininely as possible in his high heels and sat down on the bench, crossing his legs demurely, smoothing down his skirt, and reading the book. Aunt Rae watched him from the car. The words in the book danced across the page. He could hear birds in the trees, the kids playing with ball.  

He turned a page.  

The wind blew his dark locks across his face.   

The skirt fluttered around his calves.  

He could feel the elastic of his suspender belt stretched taught across his thighs. 

His dick was straining again. 

He was a girl called Michelle and he was sat in a park on a summers day, reading a book that girls would normally read.  

An old man and his dog passed by. The dog sniffed at Mick's skirt.The old man said: “Don’t worry love, he won’t bite.” Mick smiled demurely and stroked the dog’s head. The man didn’t seem to want to continue with his walk. He asked Mick what he was reading.  

“I’ve just started it,” he smiled, trying to keep his voice as soft as possible. He showed the man the cover. Behind him, he could see Aunt Rae staring intently in his direction. Her hands were down in her lap and he was sure she was fingering herself.

“It’s nice to see a young lady making an effort to dress properly,” said the man.   “Too many of them going around with tracksuits on nowadays.”

“Thank you,” said Mick.  “I like to dress as pretty as possible.”  Had he really said that? What a simpering little sissy he was. He blushed. The old man smiled, tipped his hat and said at least the weather was behaving itself.   The dog leered at Mick, it’s tongue hanging out as if it knew what he was and wanted to tell the world.  

The dog barked.

The old man yanked on the lead and said goodbye, walking away and berating his dog. Mick finally let out the breath that he had been holding. He pulled some hair back behind his right ear and tried to read the book again. He couldn’t concentrate.

A jogger came past, panting heavily, his bare torso glistening with sweat.  The man made a point of stopping near Mick, bending and stretching and half looking, leering, at the pretty girl on the bench. Aunt Rae made him sit there for another ten minutes until the jogger came back.   He was definitely giving Mick the eye. It was obvious that he had come back for another look at the sudden object of his desire.  

Mick smiled as he passed. He looked at Aunt Rae who was smiling too. She told him to get back into the car.  

“See, I told you, you could pass for a girl any day.”  

Mick could now feel his cock straining.  He wanted to release it from its restraint and rub himself to orgasm.  Aunt Rae reached down and moved his skirt up, stroking his stocking tops which made matters worse. “Let’s go shopping!” She exclaimed.  

They headed onto the motorway for the next town and spent the rest of the afternoon in various shops with Mick trying on different outfits while Aunt Rae oohed and ahhed at her little sissy sub.  

She made Mick go into an underwear store on his own and buy a bra and panty set. The woman at the counter kept asking if she could help while Mick tried to make sense of the rows of underwear. Finally he settled on a red bra and panty set that he thought Aunt Rae would like and took it to the counter. His hands were shaking as he handed over the money.

“That’s a very nice dress,” said the woman.   “Where did you buy it?”

“My Aunt gave it to me.”

“It’s really pretty.”  The girl grinned and her eyes sparkled as if she knew, like the dog, what Mick was. “It suits you.” He thanked her and hurried out of the shop.  

They went back to the car park and on the way a group of work men gave Mick a wolf whistle.    As she started the car Aunt Rae asked how he had felt when the work men paid him so much attention.

“Scared,” said Mick.

“Thrilled?”

“Yes.”

“I thought so,” she grinned. “Maybe we should go back and you can offer to suck their cocks.”   Mick’s heart missed a beat.  “Would you like that?”

He didn’t answer as they drove back down into town.    Mick thought they were heading to Aunt Rae’s now but when she pulled into the Heatham Social Club, he realised he was in for more humiliation.   How long had Aunt Rae been planning this?   “Let’s have a quick drink before we get back,” she said.   “We’ve got time.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Don’t argue with me you little slut,” she snapped. “You will be on your best behaviour, this is a men’s working club and you are going to go inside. I want to see those old men drooling over your pretty little body.”  Aunt Rae got out of the car and went round to Mick’s side, pulling open the door.   “Now, get out. Or would you rather walk home to your mothers dressed like a little sissy?  What would she say do you think, when you turn up on the doorstep like that?”   Her change of attitude both thrilled and dismayed him. He had a vision of sitting later that night in a prison cell still dressed in his pretty clothes while the local police laughed at him.

Reluctantly, he got out of the car.  

Heatham Social Club wasn’t a high-class establishment.  He had been here a few years back for a birthday do and he knew it wasn’t. The décor, he suspected, hadn’t been changed since the war and had grown old and shabby with the clientele. The club was filled with smoke and there were about twenty guys in there who had just finished work or who had never seen a stroke of work in their lives.  

Aunt Rae and Mick were the only girls in the place and all eyes centred on them, especially the pretty young thing in the taffeta dress who seemed so out of place. Mick felt the flow of his dress acutely as they walked to the bar. His heels clicked on the floor like a clarion call to all the randy men in the world.   His corselet pulled at his waist. His thong rubbed sensually between his cheeks. Aunt Rae seemed to know the barman and introduced Mick as Michelle, her niece.   

She ordered two halves of lager and they took them to one of the tables. Mick felt uncomfortable being watched by all these guys. But it was the same as when the workmen had leered at him. There was a thrill there too. They didn’t know. They hadn’t screamed with laughter when he walked into the place. He really did make an attractive woman. They really were undressing him with their eyes. All twenty of them.  

Aunt Rae stroked his thigh under the table. “Don’t fret, honey. I won’t let them drag you into the pool hall and fuck you crazy. Not unless you want them to.   Do you?”

He looked down at his drink. Was that what he wanted?  Was it really?   Did he want to be the fuck-toy of these horny old men? He pressed his knees together and felt his stomach squirm with sudden anticipation.  

“Well do you?”  Asked Aunt Rae more insistently.

“No,” he breathed.  

He wanted Jenny.  

He wanted to be back at college, leading the life he was supposed to.

Did he? Or did he want this?

A moment later, the door opened and a tall, grey haired man in a suit walked in. Rather than go to the bar he made for Mick and Aunt Rae’s table. He bent to kiss Aunt Rae on the lips and then stood and looked hungrily at Mick.  He was good looking, his face finely sculptured, a little hard and a little cruel, but attractive all the same. 

“This is Michelle,” said Aunt Rae. “Isn’t she pretty?”

“Yes, she is,” said the man.

“And this is Don.”  How could Aunt Rae do this to him?  How could she trick him like this?

Don reached out a hand, took Mick’s fingers in his, and stooped to kiss them gently.  The electric feel of his touch confused Mick and he blushed. “Can I get you two lovely ladies another drink?”

Aunt Rae told him to get another couple of lagers and he went to the bar. She smiled at Mick.   “He did so want to meet you.”

“He knows about me?”

“Of course. I told Don everything. How could I not? He was very excited when I said that I saw you in town the other day.”   She winked. “This was all his idea.”

“Aunt Rae, please take me back.”

She patted his hand. “Quiet, baby. It’s all for your own good. Don’t tell me you’re not thinking what it’s going to be like.”

Don came back with the drinks.   He took off his jacket, loosened his tie and sat down. “Aunt Rae tells me you’re at University.”

At first, Mick couldn’t speak.   He took another drink. “Yes,” he said finally.  “I’m at Brighton University.”

“Studying what?”

“Psychology.”

Don started to give Mick the third degree. What fashions did he like?  Was he dating any guys?  All the stuff he would ask a young woman. Don didn’t see a guy in a dress when he sat down opposite Mick, he saw a pretty young female and by the look in his eyes it was a female he was going to enjoy dominating.  

They had a few more drinks and by that time Mick was feeling quite drunk.  Suddenly, Aunt Rae got up and said she was going home to make dinner. When Mick got up too, Don took hold of his arm and pulled him gently but firmly back into his seat.   

“You give me an hour to get things ready and then head on back.” She smiled at Mick and gave Don a lingering kiss on the lips. “Don will walk you home.”   She sashayed out of the bar, humming to herself.  Don pulled his chair closer to Mick and asked if he wanted another drink.  

“No thank you,” said Mick, as sternly as possible.

“You’ll have another drink,” said Don.  

“I want to go now, please.”

Don grabbed hold of Mick and pulled him across his knee.   He lifted up the taffeta skirt and spanked his new sissy hard on the backside. The other guys in the bar laughed as Mick screamed.   “Do you want another drink?” Asked Don again. 

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir.”   He let Mick up and smiled at the rest of the men.

“You have to treat these girls to a spanking now and again.”

Twenty pairs of eyes bored into Mick and he felt himself shrink with embarrassment. Don got up and went to the bar and ordered another round of drinks. She looked at his backside and then found herself thinking that it would be nice to be close to him.   She shook the thought from her head.   That was no way for a guy to think.  You’re not a guy, a voice in his head said.   You’re a girl. You want to be a girl, so behave like one.

Don came back and sat down beside Mick.   He put an arm around his shoulders and pulled him close and nuzzled at his ear.  It felt nice and Mick couldn’t help but rest his right hand on Dons knee.   “Let me tell you what we have planned for you, Michelle,” he whispered.   “For the rest of the summer you will dress as a girl. You will think of yourself as a girl.  You will act as a girl. If by the end of the summer you have pleased us enough, we will let you go back to college. If you don’t, then we will keep you and you will become our permanent sissy slave.”

The men watched. They grinned. It was all planned. Sissy had her instructions.

Later, they walked back to Aunt Rae’s.   As they headed for the back door, Don came up beside him and slipped an arm around Mick’s waist.   Mick almost melted.   Don smiled, he had seen the expression on this little sissy’s face in the Social Club and he knew, now, that he was going to have a good time.  

Aunt Rae poured them each a drink and they went into the living room. She curled up on the sofa while Don put on some music.  It was a slow tune. Mick took a big drink of his glass of wine and stood in the centre of the floor.  

Don came up to him.  

He took the glass out of Mick's hand and pulled him close.  

They started dancing, a strong man and a girl.   

Mick could feel Don's hard cock against his stomach. He was a good two inches taller than the little sissy.   Michelle looked up into his eyes.  Don pressed his lips to hers. Gently he forced open sissy’s mouth and probed with his tongue. Michelle melted into him.  

It was the most beautiful feeling.   She groaned, moving her pelvis a little, gyrating as they danced in front of Aunt Rae. When the first song finished, gentle pressure on Michelle’s shoulders pushed her to her knees.  

“You know how to act like a lady, but do you know how to act like a slut?”  

Don smiled.  

Aunt Rae moaned, she was pleasuring herself with a large vibrator, moving it slowly in and out of her vagina.   

Don unzipped his trousers and released his cock.  

It came down towards Michelle’s lips, its head glinting in the late evening light from the window.  Whether it was the drink or her own natural desires, all she wanted to do at that moment was to suck on that big old cock.  

She reached up and took hold of the shaft, stroking it gently. The cock hardened in her hand, she reached up with her free hand and stroked Dons hairy balls.   Then she pressed her lips to the head and kissed it reverently. She licked her lips and tasted a little salty precum. 

“Good girl,” groaned Aunt Rae. “Oh, baby I knew you were meant for this.”

Michelle ran her tongue over Dons swollen head, gently tickling the glans until the man was fully erect.  She opened her sissy lips and took the head and the shaft into her girl mouth and bobbed her head up and down.  She rolled her tongue around the shaft and then pulled away and started to lick the glans again.  

She moaned with girly pleasure. Her sissy cock broke free of its restraint. She could feel the soft taffeta sliding over it as she moved, getting more and more excited. She looked up at Don’s face, was absorbed by his dark eyes, the feverish expression that was coming over him, as this little sissy slut worked so expertly on him.   

Such a damned

natural,

sissy

slut.

THE END
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