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Note to the Reader

After reading an early draft of this story, my girlfriend told me, “Sometimes I think I should be scared to go to sleep next to you.”

Coming up with the start of the story was pretty straight forward…

Growing up, my best friend’s mom had a small beauty shop she ran out of their converted garage. As a kid, I remember setting and watching as my mom would get her hair done there every few weeks.

During summer vacation one year, my best friend and I were at his house alone when he had an idea. Soon, I was having my hair washed and combed, my nails painted, and even a basic makeover. It was the kind of thing I had fantasized about and things were moving along about as you might expect when suddenly his mom returned home early.

She was livid!

Her son even pretending to be a hair dresser might mean he was gay! The thought left her outraged and offended. Enough so that the fact that his best friend had been dolled up as a prissy slut was largely overlooked.

He was grounded for a month. His mom was too embarrassed about what he had done to tell my mom anything. And the next time we got together, we were much more careful not to get caught.

Recently, we have actually started chatting with each other online a bit. Today he is, in fact, a gay hairdresser. And, by all accounts, a very good one. He was worried that his “playing” so long ago was part of caused me to eventually transition, but I have assured him it was something I had thought about long before that day.

And I have had to promise to let him do my hair if I ever make it to the “big city” where he has his shop.

What even made me think about him again in the first place was a bit of raunchy (and slightly drunken) brainstorming with my girlfriend about titles for future books. Having drank a bit too much, she complained she felt ready to “curl up and die”. Since we had both planned to dye our hair that evening, I pointed out that she had made a wonderful pun and the title for another book.

With a title and some cover art, all I had to do was come up with a story. Then is when I showed her the draft. For the first half or so, she relaxed and enjoyed it. It was the second half that she found was a bit too much for her to swallow. (See what I did there!)

So a special shout out to Emma for the inspiration. (And dang boys, she can be very inspiring!) Also to NoMore, Andy (get better soon!), Katie P, and the other readers who share their thoughts, feelings, and the occasionally nude selfie with me.

Xoxoxo,
Syndie

I love to hear your feedback and (naughty) ideas for future stories! Or let me know if you want to be on my mailing list for random thoughts, updates, and short stories. syndie.truelove@yahoo.com


1.

Andy had emptied his third can a spray paint writing on the outside of the building.

“SUCK ME BITCHES!”

“HAIRY WHORES!”

“A LITTLE OFF THE TOP—OF MY DICK!”

Andy dropped the empty can and his eyes fell on a loose brick setting beside a bench on the sidewalk.

He picked the brick up, hefted it in his hand, and then threw it towards the front window of “Shirley’s Swirlies”, the only beauty shop in the small town of Doggett.

The window instantly shattered into a satisfying shower of small glass, but was quickly followed by the ringing of an alarm bell.

“Crap!”

This was something Andy hadn’t anticipated and he took off running. He made it nearly two blocks when suddenly a car turned a corner and was racing towards him. Caught in the headlights, Andy froze.

The car screeched to a stop and the door opened.

“You little turd,” came a loud, raspy female voice. “I drove by the shop and saw what you just did. Get your ass in the car.”

“I didn’t do anything Ms. Dickens,” Andy whined. “I was just out for a walk.”

“Then how did you get fucking spray paint all over your hands asshole?”

Andy looked down at his hands.

“Get your butt in the car or I’ll just call the sheriff.”

Dejectedly, Andy walked towards the car and climbed in the passenger side.

He was busted…

And, even worse, by Shirley Dickens…

The owner of Shirley’s Swirlies, herself!
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2.

Andy tried to act tough, but no matter how hard he tried to control it his body kept shaking.

He had been in trouble a lot, but last night’s vandalism had landed him in jail overnight for the first time.

Now he was here with the sheriff, the judge, and Shirley Dickens.

“You’ve been digging yourself into a deeper and deeper hole boy,” the judge drawled.

“I haven’t got the time or patience to deal with petty criminals. I’m saying we charge him and let him set in jail for a few weeks,” the sheriff said in a bored voice. “I know nasty old man Buster would appreciate the company during those lonely nights in the cell.”

Another tremor racked Andy’s body. Old man Buster was big, mean, and had a reputation for being kind of rough on the young men he used as fuck toys.

“Well, what have you got to say for yourself boy?” the judge asked Andy.

“I… Uh… Well… Gee, I’m really sorry,” Andy muttered.

“Sorry!” the judge exploded. “Damned well better be sorry. Those obscenities and breaking that window. The sheriff here might just be right. A month in jail might straighten you out. At any rate it would stop this string of trouble you keep getting yourself into. And Buster is always a hell of a lot more docile when he’s got himself some ass to fuck at night.”

Andy was really shaking now. A month in jail! And as old man Buster’s bitch?

“Gentleman,” Shirley Dickens said. “Maybe there is a better solution. You know Andy’s mother worked for me at the shop before she and his pa were killed in that car wreck. The young man is just now of age and starting life out on his own along with having a criminal record would make a mess.”

“So what are you suggesting?” the judge asked.

“Well, if Andy is willing he can work at the shop to make good on the damage he did. He can learn a skill or something while he’s there.”

“A guy working in a beauty shop sounds kind of gay to me,” the sheriff muttered to himself. “Of course a skills a skill I guess.”

“Well, Buster would sur be disappointed, but Andy, are you willing to work with Ms. Dickens to resolve this matter?” the judge asked.

“Yes sir,” Andy said in a quavering voice.

“Then I’ll release him to you Shirley. If he gives you any trouble, just march him back over here to the court house and we’ll lock his sorry ass up. Case deferred!”

With that the judge rapped his gavel.

The sheriff and the judge watched as Shirley Dickens led young Andy away.

“You know what she’s going to do with that boy, don’t you?” the sheriff asked.

The judge just smiled and nodded.
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3.

Day light had already broke and two men were replacing the glass in the front window of Shirley’s Swirlies when Shirley led Andy into the beauty shop.

She marched to the back of the building and returned in a few minutes with a bucket holding several spray cans and some rags.

“Use this to clean that damn paint off the building,” Shirley said as she handed it to Andy.

Andy check out the contents of the bucket.

“These aren’t… The rags… They are…”

“They’re panties from the last help I had around here. You have a problem with that?”

Andy stammered, “N… N… No ma’am.”

“Good, now get busy.”

Andy worked as the men finished with the glass and customers started coming by. After he had scrubbed all the spray paint off the outside of the building he swept up what broken glass was left and mopped the floors.

Through all of this, there was a steady stream of women coming to the shop to get their nails or hair done.

Andy could feel them staring at him and gossiping about his previous night’s antics.
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4.

That evening, Shirley and Andy sat in the back of the shop.

“I’m responsible for you,” Shirley told the young man. “Because of that, I’m going to have to take certain precautions.”

“I won’t cause any trouble,” Andy muttered in a sullen tone.

In a swift motion, Shirley stood up and slapped the young man.

“You will show me respect. It is ‘Yes, ma’am’ or ‘No, ma’am’. You get disrespectful or lazy and I swear I’ll see you over in the jail sharing a cell with old man Buster. You wouldn’t last a week with that mean, dirty old drunk.”

“I’m sorry ma’am,” Andy said. He had heard stories about Buster and being locked in a cage alone with that psycho at night was something he wanted no part of.

“Strip,” Shirley commanded.

“What…”

Andy never finished his question as Shirley slapped him a second time.

“The sheriff ain’t going to be at all happy having to come haul your ass away after hours. You better be stripped before I finish dialing his number.”
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Andy had no idea what was going on, but as Shirley slowly pushed one button after another Andy quickly shed his clothes until he was standing naked.

Shirley raised the phone, pushed a button, and a flash went off.

“Nice picture for some before and after,” she said with a laugh as she watched the young man blush.

“I’m going to show you how to be a help around the shop. Go lay face down on that table over there,” Shirley said, pointing to a padded bench that was waste height.

Andy did as he was told and could hear her happily humming as she rattled around the back room.

“This may feel a bit warm, but it shouldn’t burn,” came her voice as Andy felt a strip being placed on his back and worked with firm, strong motions. Strip after strip covered his back. Then came his buttocks and legs.

“We have to let it cool a little bit. Did that feel good?”

“Yes ma’am,” Andy said. He had never been alone and naked with a woman before and the truth was it felt absolutely incredible to his inexperienced senses.

He heard her walk around some more and then felt her touch.

“Now is time to pull them off.”

Suddenly there was a ripping sound and Andy’s world was filled with pain.

His back arched and he screamed while Shirley laughed at his discomfort.

“We’re just getting started honey. Listen carefully and do what I tell you. After each one, I’m going to ask you if you enjoyed it. You are going to say, ‘Yes ma’am.’. Then when I ask if you want more you are going to say, ‘If it pleases you ma’am.’ Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Andy grunted between his tightly clinched teeth.

“Yes what?” he was reminded.

“Yes ma’am.”

“Very good. Now, would you like more?”

Andy gritted his teeth and answered, “More if it pleases you ma’am.”

Shirley laughed and once again there was a ripping sound.

“Did you enjoy that?”

Andy whimpered but forced himself to answer.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Are you ready for more?”

“If it pleases you ma’am.”

This went on for nearly a half hour while Shirley occasionally explained this was a body waxing and would remove all of excess hair from Andy’s body.

“We started with the back and will work up to your chest and pubic hair. Now flip over for me.”

“Yes ma’am.”

By now, the response came out of habit which was exactly what she had intended.

A part of Andy’s mind noticed that Shirley had changed clothes at some point. She was wearing a black leather bodice and tall black boots. She had a cap like a military officer might wear and a mask covered the upper part of her face.
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She hummed happily as she began applying strips of fabric soaked in melted wax on his chest. Minutes later she had worked her way down to his crotch.

Even with all the pain he had experienced and the knowledge that even more pain was yet to come, the sudden feel of her fingers on his cock made him shudder with excitement.

She used a single finger to gently stroke his rapidly hardening cock.

“Have you ever been with a girl before?”

“No ma’am.”

“Do you like being with me?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“You know you are mine, don’t you?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“You know how much I can hurt you and how much I enjoy seeing you squirm in pain, don’t you?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“You know I can also make you feel things more incredible than you’ve ever felt before, don’t you?”

“Yes ma’am.”

By now his dick was rock hard and the head glistened with the dribble of precum.

Shirley laughed again and then leaned forward.

She took his cock into her mouth and slide down the length of his shaft until her lips hit the base and he was fully buried in her throat.
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5.

Andy could not believe how good this felt.

Yesterday’s anger, today’s humiliation, and the last hour of torment all faded as he felt himself engulfed in the moist warmth of Shirley’s mouth.

“Oh god,” he whispered. “Yes mistress.”

Instinctively he knew his new place. She was right—he did belong to her and he didn’t want it any other way no matter what price he had to pay.

Her head bobbed up and down and Andy’s fingers dug into the soft sides of the padded table.

“I…” he whimpered. “I can’t… Oh gawd…”

[image: ]


6.

Shirley felt they young boy’s prick begin to twitch as he moaned and squirmed beneath her.

She hadn’t really planned to do this right now, but sometimes it was good to be impulsive and reward a new trainee to keep them motivated and in line.

She bobbed her head even more rapidly and began fondling his balls.

She felt him swell and she slammed her face into his crotch.

Then he came!

Gob after gob of cum squirted from the tiny slit of his dick.

She raised her head and let her tongue play with the head of his cock while it savored the cum that was propelled into her hungry mouth.

He was quickly drained and she savored each drop until he was limp.

She stood up and looked down at him. Their eyes met.

“Normally you are not to cum until I give you permission. Do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am. I’m sorry ma’am.”

She smiled at him to reassure him.

“I was hungry and you were eager to feed me. This time it was okay.”

“Thank you ma’am,” Andy said with happy relief. “That was incredible ma’am. You are incredible ma’am.”

“Well, I hope you still feel that way when we’re done hot waxing that thick bush of pubic hairs. Do you think you’ll like that?”

“If it pleases you ma’am.”

Shirley laughed out loud as she worked the warm, waxy strips close to the young boy’s pubic flesh.

Later, as each strip was removed, the boy screamed in agony.

But he also continued thanking her and begging her for more.

Finally she stepped back and admired her work. The young boy’s body was smooth and hairless. She felt herself grow damp as she inspected the silky flesh of his cock and balls.

“Let’s get you in the shower and clean off all the extra wax.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Using soap and a brush, she scrubbed the boy’s body clean. With a little extra attention around the crotch, he was quickly rising to attention yet again.

“Okay, now set in that chair over there.”

“Yes ma’am,” to boy said as he walked to a strangely-build, oversized chair.

“I’m going to do your nails now,”

“Thank you ma’am.”

He no longer even questioned her actions.

She smiled to herself—this one was going to be so easy to train.

“By the way. From now on you are just Dee, not Andy.”

“Yes ma’am. Thank you ma’am.”
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7.

Thoughts swirled in his head. Shirley’s Swirly.

Andy giggled.

No!

Not Andy. No An. Just Dee.

Dee giggled again.

Shirley’s touch felt so incredible as she held each toe and carefully painted the nail bright red.

So dizzy.

Maybe this is what love feels like.

Or maybe it is the fumes from the nail polish.

God sex is so incredible.

I didn’t last very long though.

Shirley is so sweet. But she also hurts me. But I like it.

How can you like pain?

Maybe it was the attention that came with the pain.

Someone cares enough to do this to me.

But what the hell is the “this” that she’s doing?

I hope my mistress doesn’t mind that I’m getting hard again.

There’s a mirror over there.

My body looks so different.

Now she’s painting my fingernails.

She’s holding my hand.

Like she’s my girlfriend.

Or am I her girlfriend?

Why didn’t I ever know I was a girl before?

I should have known. It feels so right.

My head feels so light. It must be the fumes.

Lipstick?

I can’t help giggling when I pucker up.

Close my eyes?

Eye shadow?

I open my eyes and see myself… See my real self… for the first time ever.

I’m kind of cute.

Oh, I’m so excited.

I giggle again with excitement about my newfound knowledge about myself.

I’m a girl!
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8.

Shirley watched as Dee studied herself in the mirror.

“You can stand up and go over to the mirror if you want.”

“Thank you ma’am.”

While Dee twisted and turned, admiring herself, Shirley went to a set of drawers and picked out some clothes.

“Here sweetie, put these on.”

Dee looked at the clothes that were handed to her.

Silky pink panties.

Dee slipped into them and the sensation of them rubbing against her newly waxed flesh was incredible. Kind of a tickle, but also like electricity jolting as it rubbed against her smooth, hairless private parts.

And a short pink halter top that was cut short to show off Dee’s trim tummy.

Socks. Tall and pink. Up to nearly her knees.

And then a hair band. Also pink.

Dee looked at herself in the mirror as Shirley walked up to her.

Shirley put her arms around the newly minted young girl and pulled her close.

“You are very sexy,” Shirley said, her voice taking on a husky, lust-filled tone.

“Thank you ma’am.”

“We’re going to play a game, okay? I’m mommy and you’re my little girl. You don’t have to call me ma’am or mistress. You just call me mommy.”

“Okay,” Dee paused. “Mommy?

Her tone was questioning and part of Shirley felt bad at what memories this might dredge up. But it was something that Shirley needed.

“Oh my pretty little princess,” Shirley said and she kissed Dee on the lips.

“Let’s get comfortable sweetie,” Stephanie said, taking Dee by the hand and leading her toward a corner of the back of the beauty shop. There was a small room with a bed and a few other pieces of furniture. The bathroom where Stephanie had washed the excess wax off also had a second door to this room.

There were mirrors on the wall and ceiling. The lighting was dim. There were also various eyelets and other pieces of hardware on the walls and ceiling that Dee would eventually learn about.

But tonight the pair laid on the bed.
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“Why don’t you nurse on mommy’s breasts for a while,” Shirley said, using one hand to work a tit free from the bodice.

Dee leaned forward.

The nipple was fascinating. Dark brown against pink flesh. The scent of mommy’s perfume filled Dee’s senses. There was also another scent; one she would learn to recognize as the scent of mommy’s damp, aroused pussy.

Mommy seemed so happy as her little girl nursed on first one breast and then the other.

At some point, Shirley guided Dee’s hand downward and the young girl began timidly exploring mommy’s pussy.

“It’s okay honey,” Shirley whispered. “Mommy likes that. Mommy likes that a lot. You can put your finger inside mommy. Yes. Like that dumpling. Oh yes, that feels good. Up just a little bit. Right there baby girl. That’s mommy’s clitty. Rub it. That’s good. Push a little harder. Oh yes. Like that. Fast. God, please faster.”

While Dee’s inexperienced fingers worked feverishly, Shirley’s world was filled with a dull roar as she closed her eyes and braced her body. Her back arched, pushing up against the fingers that were bringing her so much pleasure.

“Oh god! Mommy’s cumming!”

Shirley’s world exploded with pleasure. Wave after wave racked her body.

Some primitive instinct guided Dee’s fingers as they took the older woman along a journey of pleasure.

“Fuck me,” Shirley whimpered. “Mommy needs your little thingy inside of her. Can you fuck mommy? Please?”

Shirley was shifting herself and the bodice. Laying back with Dee on top of her, Shirley spread her legs and then reached down and tugged at Dee’s pretty pink panties, freeing the swollen she-shaft that they had struggled to contain.

“It’s okay baby. I need it. Come on, fuck mommy!”

With awkward innocence, Dee moved into what seemed like the right position.

“You are doing great darling. Right there. Now push. Push. Oh god. Wait. Go slow. Push and pull. Like that. Oh shit! You’re inside mommy! That’s perfect. A little deeper each time. Just a little more. Oh god yes. You’re all the way in. Now fuck mommy hard and fast.”

Dee’s motion took on a new confidence as she watched the woman below her writhe as she was skewed by each powerful thrust.

Suddenly Shirley’s wide spread legs scissored shut, her ankles locking together behind Dee’s back. Her fingers dug into Dee’s back. Her breath came in short, rapid gasps. Shirley could feel the juices flowing freely from her cunt, letting the invader glide easily in and out.

Shirley could also feel the beginning twitches of the rod inside her.

“Hold on baby girl. Mommy’s going to cum again,” she gasped. “Just hold off for a minute and then we’ll cum together.”

Dee struggled to control her own body and the new sensations she was experiencing. She was determined to do what was asked of her and focused all of her willpower on delaying her own orgasm.

“Cum when mommy cums. I’m almost there baby. Almost… Shit… Ugh… Cumming…Yes… Now! Cum with mommy!”

Shirley’s back arched and lifted Dee off the bed as another series of orgasms coursed through her body. She was dimly aware of feeling Dee reach her own second orgasm. Thrust after thrust pumped her belly full of Dee’s load.

Eventually the pair collapsed, kissing and holding each other.

“Was that good mommy?”

Dee’s voice was pleading and Shirley would have been tempted to lie to her except she didn’t have to.

“That was perfect sweetie. Mommy is so proud of you. You filled mommy’s pussy full of that sissy seed of yours and mommy loved every minute of it.”

Shirley heard a sigh of contentment escape Dee as the two laid on the bed, bodies tangled together.

Soon, light regular breathing showed they both had drifted off to sleep.
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9.

For two weeks, the transformation and exploration continued. At first, Dee stayed in the back of the shop during the day but eventually she began helping Shirley with various tasks.

With her hair a bit longer than before and dyed a bright pink (which had become her new favorite color), nobody seemed to even think to connect the quiet, polite, and very cute Dee with the surly young man who had dropped from sight two weeks earlier.

At first, Shirley had an idea of exactly who she wanted to rehome Dee with once the girl was fully trained.

But as time went by, Shirley began to have second thoughts.

She began to realize that Dee’s leaving would leave a hole in her life that she had never even realized existed.
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10.

Shirley laid on the small bed and looked at the ceiling.

The mirror above the bed showed Dee, nestled in her mother’s arms.

Why was this time so different?

Shirley had trained almost a dozen before. She had been stern and unbending. There had been no mercy and no emotion.

Shirley had big dreams.

Bigger than some hick town beauty salon.

And the girls she had trained before had gone to new homes where the recipients had been most grateful. And extremely generous.

Although nobody else knew it, Shirley had nearly a million dollars stashed away as a result of that generosity.

She had never felt guilty. Her trainees were society’s problems.

Like Andy had been an angry young man, the others had been people who nobody missed if they just disappeared. A new life kept them from causing trouble. And, at the end of the day, none of them had made any serious attempt to escape her clutches or the fate she had waiting for them.

But Dee was different.

Shirley hugged her new girl close.

“Love you mommy,” Dee whispered in a groggy voice.

“Mommy loves you to,” Shirley said and kissed the girl on the forehead.

And I really do, Shirley thought. I love this pretty little person I’ve created.
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11.

Over the next few weeks, a plan began to form in Shirley’s mind.

“You and I are going to get out of this hick town,” she confided to Dee one evening after the couple had made love.

“As long as we’re together mommy. That’s all that matters to me.”

“We’ll be together sweetie,” Shirley whispered as she leaned and kissed her young sissy. “Mommy enjoys her little toy too much. Speaking of little toys honey, spread your legs. Mommy’s feeling hungry.”

Dee did as she was told and let out a moan as Shirley’s mouth slid down the length of her semi-rigid sissy clit and began nursing.

“Oh mommy,” Dee sighed.

Shirley let out a moan in response as she felt the sissy’s pole begin to swell.

With a sharp jerk, it began twitching uncontrollably and filling Shirley’s eager mouth.

[image: ]


12.

Shirley was quietly working out the details of her plan.

She purchased a large RV that would allow her and Dee to travel around in comfort.

She also had a custom trailer built that could be towed behind.

She and Dee spent several evenings working on the trailer, installing eyelets at various points along with tables and other things that Dee didn’t understand.

“What is all of that for?” Dee had asked.

“You’ll see honey,” Shirley promised. “We’ll find us some nasty toys to play with along the way and this is where we’ll break some new sissy’s in.”

Dee didn’t understand exactly what Shirley meant, but trusted what she said.
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13.

Shirley had signed the paper work selling the hair salon that had been her life for nearly a decade to a young girl looking to get a start.

“It’s kind of scary owning my own business. I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Shirley looked at the young girl and reassured her, “You’ll do fine. You got a good deal and you should make plenty to pay off the loan and feed yourself. I’ll bet you’ll be putting money in the bank like I’ve been able to. A few years of that and maybe you can retire early.”

The girl smiled and gave Shirley a quick hug as they left the bank.

Nobody had ever shown that much faith in her before.

But Shirley saw potential in the young girl and the next few years would prove that she had been right.
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14.

“We leave tomorrow morning,” Shirley told Dee as they snuggled together after several hours of furiously making love.

Dee sighed happily, but suddenly they were both startled by an unexpected loud banging on the back door.

Shirley got up and pulled on a robe while Dee pulled the covers up over herself. Discretely, Shirley slid open a dresser drawer and palmed a small chrome pistol before walked to the door. She looked through a small peep hole.

Outside were the judge and sheriff.

Shirley opened the door and was met with the strong odor of alcohol.

Both men leered at her and then their eyes moved past her to where Dee was huddled on the bed.

“What can I do for you gentlemen?” Dee asked in an even tone, bracing the door in case the pair tried to barge in uninvited.

“You know what happened tonight?” the sheriff slurred.

Shirley shook her head.

“The good city… Set on… I mean citizens of the county just voted the sheriff and I out of office,” the judge sputtered with indignation. “After all our years of picnic… Plastic… I mean public service.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. I’m sure that when you sober up tomorrow you’ll find new ways to serve the pubic,” Shirley told them.

The sheriff leaned close.

“Well, tonight we’re looking for someone to serve us. Like maybe that little sissy whore you’ve been training.”

Both men began to press forward.

“Dee is my guest,” Shirley said with indignation as they shoved past her. She carefully weighed the consequences of shooting one or both of the men as they forced their way in.

“You think we don’t know what you did to all those young toys… I mean boys over the years?” the judge demanded. “Turned them into some of them there shemale sex toys like in those magazines, didn’t you?”

“And tonight,” the sheriff added, touching the revolver that hung from his belt to show there were no choices involved, “That little sissy bitch and you are going to show both of us a good time. A real good time. Understand?”

Shirley’s mind was racing. She could see the look of fear on Dee’s face and it tore at her heart.

Maybe some would have called what they had role playing, but Shirley felt the protective instinct of a mother kick in.

Then the idea hit Shirley.

Dee had been watching her face and the couple had grown so close that, although Dee had no idea what was going to happen, she suddenly felt a calm certainty that Shirley had things under control.

Shirley laughed.

“Well guys, you got me I guess. You figured out part of my secret so I guess I might as well tell you the rest. Sure, some boys make great girl. But do you know how much money I make with pictures, films, and things like that? You two guys would just be perfect to help me out. You can start a whole new career as porn stars. No better way to tell the citizens of this town to fuck off than that is there?”

The two men exchanged startled glances and Shirley let the front of her robe fall open to provide a bit of additional distraction.

“I just need you to sign a contract. You know… So I can use film of those big cocks of yours doing their thing to our willing, nasty little mouths, pussies, and asses.”

Shirley walked to a desk and began rummaging through a drawer as she spoke.

“I just love having all my holes filled,” she whispered as she pulled out some papers. “I mean, the sissy can take care of some of my needs, but a pair of real men like you will make sure that this girl is absolutely stuffed full, won’t you?”

Her robe was not covering much of anything at this point, and the men stared at her bushy pussy and firm breasts as she put two pieces of paper out and extended a pen in their direction.

“Just sigh these. I’ll get the cameras set up and then we can get down to business.”

The judge was the first to step forward and take the pen. Forgetting any legal training that might have suggested reading and agreement before signing it, he hastily scribbled his name and the sheriff wasn’t far behind.

“A toast?” Shirley suggested, pulling a bottle and three shot glasses out. She quickly filled them and raised hers.

“To my new business partners. The same guys who I just know are going to give me and my little sissy girl the fucking of our lives. Right there on film. Every girl is going to want to sleep with you two after they see just how horny you get me and how well serviced I am.”

The sheriff and the judge picked up their glasses.

With a short toast towards each other, the two men emptied their glasses.

“Now get out of those clothes,” Shirley said, her voice lust filled and eager.

The two men began to quickly peal their pants and shirts off.

When the sheriff tried to get his shoes off, he toppled over and then laid on the floor, motionless.

The judge looked down at the other man, let out a giggle, and then collapsed to the floor beside him.

A few seconds later, there was a loud snore.

Dee looked at Shirley and the older woman smiled at her.

Dee smiled back. She had known her mom would take good care of and protect her.
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15.

Shirley got the sleeping pair undressed.

With Dee’s help, the next hour they were moved to a number of poses with dozens of pictures taken.

Dee giggled at some of the naughty things the pictures made it looked like the two men were doing with each other.

Shirley’s face had a grim smile as she worked.

This hadn’t been part of the plan an hour earlier, but Shirley wouldn’t have made it to where she was without being to think on her feet.
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16.

The sun was just breaking above the horizon as Shirley and Dee finished loading the last of their possessions into the RV.

“Let’s check and see if they’re awake yet,” Shirley said, taking Dee’s hand in hers.

The couple walked to the trailer attached behind the RV and Shirley opened the door.

Inside, two figures were bound to lengthwise benches. One’s head was towards the front while the others was towards the back of the trailer. Both were making strange noises and seemed to be struggling.

“You boys are finally awake,” she said.

Both figures were clad in latex suits that covered their entire body. In their mouths were devices called ring gags which were designed to keep their mouths both open and accessible.

“I had to fill some of the details on those papers you signed after the fact, but there are your names signed right there on the bottom for anyone to see. Judge, it talks about how all those fines that were supposed to go into the county coffer ended up actually going into that little private slush fund you didn’t think anyone knew about that paid for those hookers and drugs you liked so much on your trips to the state capital. And you sheriff, well it talks about all those weapons that were ‘disposed of’ out of the evidence room last year and how you would let prisoner go in exchange for blow jobs—it didn’t really matter to you if they were guys or gals.”

Shirley flipped the pages while protesting noises came from the pair of tightly bound figures.

“It’s all right here. I’ve known about it for a while, but figured I’d save it for the right time.”

Shirley stepped into the trailer between the bound figures.

She worked a zipper and the crotch of the latex suit worn by the man facing the rear opened.

“Oh my judge,” Shirley joke. “You certainly seem turned on by all of this.”

Shirley twisted and worked at the crotch of the other man.

“Oh sheriff, still limp. I wonder what it takes to get you hard,” absently she fingered the freed cock and it stirred slightly.

“Either of you want loose bad enough to see those confessions go to the local newspaper with a copy to the state attorney? Just grunt real loud.”

The trailer suddenly went quiet.

“Just what I thought,” Shirley said with a laugh. Then, reaching up, she flipped two levers. First one of the tightly bound men was turned on his side, and then the other.

“We are heading for Florida first. About twenty hours of driving I figure. And you two are going to work on your first lesson. You see gentlemen, you were absolutely right. I break men. I turn them into wanton sissy whores. It’s just a knack I have and I’m damned good at it. Once they are well trained, I find new homes for them and then move on to the next man. Except for one that I have recently grown very fond of and plan to keep with me. We are starting our new life together on the road today. And you two will be nothing but a pair of shattered, faggot, pansies who just can’t get enough cock when I’m finished. Let me hear you two tell me just how bad you want it…”

The enslaved pair made noises and Shirley ducked to one side of the trailer and pushed a button. There was a slight hum and the two men on their sides moved towards each other. Shirley reached out and took the cock of the one closest to the front of the trailer.

As she took the sheriff’s cock in her hand, Shirley instructed Dee, “Guide the judge’s cock into the sheriff’s mouth.”

Both men struggled but Shirley laughed and their bodies were pressed together. Shirley and Dee had guided each cock into the warm moist mouth offered up by each hesitant partner’s ring gag.

“The trip may be a bit bumpy and this thing is on a motor so you two are going to spin like a pair of pigs on a spit. But then again, you’re just going to be nothing more than cum pigs before this is over anyway.”

Shirley shut one door and grasped the other.

“Oh, and you won’t be getting any potty stops, so if you need to take a leak I guess you’ll just have to let go with it. Have fun boys.”

She slammed and locked the doors with a padlock.

“That’s kind of mean,” Dee whispered, but the sissy was smiling at Shirley as she said it.

“I’m so fucking wet and horny babe. You and I are going to get out of town and then Mommy’s little girl is going to have to take care of some really nasty needs.”

The two kissed and headed to the front of the RV.

A few minutes later, the four left a town too small to hold them and that none would ever see again.

[image: ]


17.

A day and a half later, the sun was setting as an RV towing a trailer pulled onto a deserted portion of Florida beach.

For nearly an hour, all was silent.

Well, silent as long as you weren’t inside the RV.

“Oh yeah baby girl! Fuck mommy! Give it to me!”

“It feels so good to be inside you. Suck my titties mommy. Please suck my little flat titties.”

There was a squeal followed by moans of pleasure followed as teeth latched onto tender flesh.

Minutes later the pair rocked to their third or fourth orgasm—sometimes the climaxes blurred together and those were they best.

After a few minutes of rest, Shirley suggested, “Maybe we should check on our passengers.”

The pair quickly pulled on shorts and tee shirts.

Shirley walked to the small pull-behind trailer and opened the doors. The raw stench of sweat, sex, and human excrement filled the air.

“We need to get you boys cleaned up a bit,” Shirley joked.

She pushed a button and the pair separated for the first time in nearly 18 hours. Through the opening of the ring gags there dribbled a combination of drool, cum, and piss. The pair made grunts and other noises as Dee ran a hose from a connection on the RV and began washing them and the trailer down.

“What a drink?” Dee asked the judge as she removed his gag. The man eagerly gulped from the hose for a full minute before he began cussing in a hoarse voice.

Dee repeated this with the sheriff.

While both cussed in strained, horse voices, Shirley went back into the RV and changed clothes. When she returned, she was dressed in a black corset and carrying a riding crop. She removed the blindfold from each man and pushed buttons that turned the plank each was bound to until they both could see her.

“You two bitches,” she said and she whipped first the judge and then the sheriff with the crop, “are going to learn respect. You will speak only when spoken to.”

“Or what?” the judge challenged her.

Shirley leaned close to the man.

“You know what is worse than being made into a fucking man whore? If I send you and those confessions you signed back, you’ll both be locked up with all those guys you screwed over through the years. Think what they’d do to you. By the way, there are a couple of cameras in this trailer to record the action, so they’d know you can go 18 hours with a cock stuffed down your throat. I’ll bet they’d take turns trying to break that record... Trying to break you judge.”
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Shirley let go another volley of lashes, leaving both men tender and screaming in pain.

When she stopped, she asked, “Which one of you wants to be my little Dee’s first piece of man ass? She’s sweet and gentle. Which of you want’s her?”

As she spoke, Shirley began working each man’s latex suit down so their asses were exposed. With a pull, the bottom of the benches they were each restrained to opened like scissors.

“Who wants to get fucked by Dee? The first time is always special you know. How about you sheriff?”

There was silence for a few seconds before the sheriff whispered, “Fuck you.”

Shirley shrugged.

“Get naked, get in here, and fuck the judge’s ass,” Shirley told Dee.

Dee did as she was told.

“Let him suck you first to get you good and stiff.”

The truth was the judge was mesmerized by Dee’s smooth, hairless swaying member as she approached him. It seemed impossible that this could be the same person as the young man who had been hauled into his courtroom for vandalism just a few weeks earlier.

God that cock was so sexy. So feminine in some perverted way. Subconsciously the judge opened his mouth and Dee slid her semi-flaccid shaft into his mouth.

As he began sucking, Dee let out a moan.

“I think you are going to turn out just fine judge,” Shirley purred, watching her young trainee handling things just like she’d been taught.

“Time for it up the ass, judge,” Dee said softly as she pulled from his mouth and moved into position behind him.

She spread his butt cheeks, spit, and then begin pushing her now rigid member into the man.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Just relax. There, I’m in. That didn’t hurt too much, did it? You are so tight. Doesn’t this feel so good?”

The judge moaned as the young shemale fucked him.

Shirley now looked at the sheriff who was watching the other man’s anal initiation in fascination.

Shirley picked something up off a shelf. In one fluid motion she had the sheriff’s head in her arms and pulled a ball gag into place. He stared up into her eyes.

“You were a bad boy. You said, ‘Fuck you.’ But you see,” Shirley said as she picked up something else from the shelf, “The fact is, I’m going to fuck you. And I’m not as gentle or sweet as Dee.”

She was pulling on a strap-on as she spoke.

But not just any strap-on…

This one was huge.

It was in the shape of a fist and lower arm and not much smaller than the real thing.

The sheriff squealed in protest as she moved behind him and began working the monster dong into his tight ass.

“All those young men you made bend over so they wouldn’t go to jail. Somehow, I don’t feel that bad about doing this sheriff.”

By now she was halfway in and sinking deeper at a steady pace.

The sheriff tried to pull away and screeches came from behind the ball gag.

Meanwhile, Dee continued to pump away.

“Your pussy is so tight sweetie,” she whispered to judge.

The judge had been staring in fascination at the sheriff’s merciless violation while, at the same time, savoring the feel of his own gentle lover pumping in and out of his ass.

“No,” said a voice inside his head. “Not your ass. She’s fucking your sissy pussy.”

“Fuck me,” the judge begged. “I need this so bad.”

Within a few minutes, the judge began squirting his first load brought on by nothing more than being violated while watching another man squirm while being even more violated.

Soon Dee came inside the judge, consummating his fall from the ranks of men and the beginning of his journey into his new role as a feminized sissy.

It was nearly an hour before the sheriff finally came in a flurry of torment and temptation.

Dee washed the pair once more and even dried the judge before they were locked into the trailer for the night. While not sound proof, their muffled pleas weren’t audible more than a few feet away against the roar of the surf.
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18.

“How many of us have their been?”

Dee asked the question that Shirley had known, with some dread, would someday be asked. She took the young girl into her arms.

“Sweetie,” Shirley said and then paused. “Not counting the judge and sheriff, I’ve had eleven trainees in the decade since I started. The first was a cheating boyfriend. She’s a hooker down in New Orleans now turning tricks for $20 a night or $5 for a blow job. Another really wanted to transition but needed a firm hand to help. She works as a maid for one of the most powerful men in Washington who almost got busted by the cops when he tried to hire a transvestite hooker and decided maybe he was better off just spending the money to own one instead. But most were punishment things. And maybe power things. It does make me feel powerful.”

Shirley hugged Dee tightly.

“I didn’t know you were going to be so special to me. It is kind of like a momma hen hatching an egg. You don’t know what will come out. I love what came out in you Dee and you mean so much to me. I never expected that. I thought we might pull the trailer around a year or two and never need it. But I like to be prepared and the judge and the sheriff just kind of landed in our clutches.”

“What will happen to them?

“The judge likes it. He is realizing that and he’ll train well. When we’re done, some dirty old widowed man who is lonely will want a companion to get nasty with and the judge will be a perfect fit.  With the judge, it will be like shifting gears in the car. One moment he’s in drive and the next he’s in reverse sissy bitch gear begging for dick. In a few weeks, we’ll have him permanently shifted. But the sheriff is something different. We’ll have to shatter him before he can be properly trained. Then we’ll dump him. Maybe some chick who tends bar will want him to give $5 blowjobs in the bathroom of her bar. Or maybe he’ll end up at a gym, on his knees in the back of the locker room and being used for a bit of stress relief by the men. Things usually happen and I’ll know… Actually we’ll both know… that it is the right time and situation for him. Until then, he’s ours to train and abuse.”

“I’m hard again,” Dee said in a matter of fact tone.

“And I’m soaking wet. One more round and then it’s bed time.”

An hour later, the pair drifted into an exhausted and satisfied sleep.
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19.

Although he was rich beyond belief after starting his own Internet company, Tucker had never had much of a social life. Most nights he fell asleep in his office, trying to let his focus on work take away his yearnings.

But he had a fantasy…

And the lady he had met on the Internet seemed to totally understand him unlike anyone he had ever met before.

They had chatted off and on for weeks before she made the offer.

“I have a special ‘friend’ I’d love for you to meet if you’d like to live out those fantasies you’ve hidden away so long.”

So now he was pacing the floor in the front room of his mansion, waiting…

A large RV with a trailer in tow pulled up in front.

He looked out the window and all was quiet for a few minutes. Then the door of the RV opened and he saw three women heading towards the door.

He took a deep breath and went to let them in.
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20.

Any trace of the judge was long gone.

Shirley admired her handywork as Dee helped the older lady touch up her makeup. Graying hair, worn in a bun. A stern, but also docile look. A conservative dress.

“It’s time for you to meet Tucker,” Shirley said.

The older lady looked up and said, “I can’t wait to meet my new grandson.”

“And I know he’s looking forward to meeting you grandma,” Dee said as she took the older lady’s hand and the trio headed out the door of the RV.

A young man was waiting at the door to the huge house as they approached.

Tucker Bergman. Boy billionaire.

Shirley had been looking for a home for the judge when she happened across the frequent and agonized posts of frustration.

Someone wanted a tranny. It was their fantasy. And not just any tranny, but an older one.

“A granny tranny?” Shirley had asked online and the conversation had begun. When the young man making the request said he was well off, Shirley had taken become even more interested. When she found out who he really was, she had been in disbelief.

But she and Dee had spent weeks breaking the judge and creating the tranny granny that was just what this wealthy patron had wanted.

“Sonny?” the older lady asked in a timid voice as they neared the door.

“Grandma?” the young man asked.

The pair hugged awkwardly as Shirley and Dee watched.

The young man looked at Shirley and she asked, “Like what you see so far?”

He silently nodded.

“You know,” she said, sensing the young man’s gawky, geek personality, “They don’t come with instruction manuals.”

She smiled at him and he gave her an uncomfortable smiled in return.

“Would you like for us to help you get started? You know, help you get to know each other and kind of how to do things?”

The young man nodded.

“Then let’s head to your bedroom,” Shirley said in a matter of fact voice.

Seconds later the door shut behind them.
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21.

The door to the bedroom opened and the young man entered. On the climb up the stairs, the older lady had taken his hand. Now they stopped.

“I’ve been so nervous about meeting,” the old lady shared.

“Me to ma’am,” said the young man.

The older lady giggled. “You don’t have to call your grandma, ‘ma’am’,” she scolded him.

“Granny,” the young man said timidly.

The pair looked at each other.

“Give him a kiss,” came a gentle urging from Shirely who had followed them into the bedroom.

Granny didn’t need any more urging. She leaned forward and her lips touched those of the young man.

“Granny,” he said again after a short kiss. Then he grabbed her and began kissing her aggressively. Years of pent up frustration surged forward.

She began tugging at her dress and it dropped to the floor. She was wearing a black, lacy body suit underneath.

The young man gasped as she guided him to the bed. He shed his own clothes until he was clad only in his undies in the half dozen steps it took.

“Oh god,” the young man whispered as his body shook with nervousness.

The old lady crawled onto the bed and laid there, her hand gently stroking the bulge in her crotch.

“Granny is so excited,” she said in a horse voice as her hands worked the fabric allowing her sissy shaft to spring free.

The young man stared at the flesh pole between the old lady’s legs.

“So beautiful,” he said as he moved closer.

“So beautiful,” he repeated as the old lady’s hands grasped the back of his head and pulled him towards her crotch.

He eagerly opened his mouth and let her slide into it.

“My naughty little boy,” the old lady sighed with happiness as she gently thrust her hips and slipped deeper and deeper into the inexperienced mouth that was learning quickly.

A deep moan came from the young man’s throat as he savored the scent and taste of his newly found granny tranny’s crotch.

“Oh sweetie,” the old lady cooed. “You are so good at that. Granny just loves how your mouth feels sucking on her sissy clit.”

The young man continued eagerly sucking and licking away.

“Granny wants to taste her boy,” the old lady whispered.

He began twisting while keeping her in his mouth. Soon his crotch was over her face and he lowered his own throbbing cock into her willing mouth.

The couple locked together, 69ing on the bed.

Tucker was in heaven.
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22.

“Grandma is very well broken in,” said a soft feminine voice.

Tucker was nursing on the she-dick while enjoying having his own cock sucked and the voice startled him.

Then he remembered. The lady who had delivered his special guest.

“Let me show you,” said the voice.

Glancing up, Tucker went limp with shock. At the same time, granny thrust upward, causing him to gag.

Standing in front of him watching his reaction, Shirley laughed.

But Tucker’s eyes were locked on what dangled between her legs.

A strap-on.

He had seen these in the porn flicks he often watched, but now there was one just a few feet in front of him and on a very beautiful lady who had shed most of her own clothes and was now wearing a black bra, black garter belt, and a huge black plastic cock.

She leaned forward and tugged the bottom of the lingerie off his partner. Instinctively, the older shemale folded her knees.

Shirley grasped granny’s ankles and put one leg over each shoulder.

Tucker was now face to face with the plastic dong.

“Want to get it wet for me,” Shirley teased. In a dazed state, Tucker left granny’s cock and took the pretend dong into his mouth and began sucking on it.

“You are a natural, aren’t you?” Shirley said in a teasing tone.

But Tucker was beyond caring as he his senses were filled with the odor of plastic. Unlike the squashy flesh of granny’s cock, this unnatural tool was solid and unyielding.

After several minutes of Tucker slurping on it, Shirley gently pulled back. She reached down and spread granny’s ass cheeks, revealing her hole. Still locked in the 69 position, Tucker looked down as Shirley moved into position.

Although the strap-on was large, it was nothing like the monstrosity that Shirley now regularly used on the sheriff. And as Shirley pushed gently, Tucker watched as granny’s holes seemed to open and welcomingly receive the invader.

“Very well trained for you,” Shirley said. “Now get to sucking on granny’s cock again while I give this bitch one last workout.”

Shirley began thrusting as Tucker went back to nursing on granny’s swollen member.

Shirley thrust forward, her flesh slapping against granny’s ass. This, in turn, forced granny’s cock even deeper into Tucker’s throat.

The young man watched in fascination as he savored all of the raunchy sensations he had been denied to this point in his young life.

Suddenly Tucker felt another set of hands. They roved over his ass.

“My little girl is always so helpful,” Shirley said. “She’s going to help break you in Tucker.”

Tucker felt his own ass cheeks being spread.

His mouth full was full, his eyes were glued to the artificial dick invading his partner’s hole, and his own cock was being eager sucked on; nothing had prepared him for this.

He now felt a finger gently working its way into his own exposed hole. The touch was cold at first and he realized that some kind of lubricant was being applied.

“Get to it sweetie,” came Shirley’s voice. “I don’t think he’s going to last long.”

The finger was gone and the bed shook a bit.

A pair of hand’s firmly grasped his hip.

“Just relax,” urged a soft voice. “I’ll be gentle, but it may hurt a little at first.”

Seconds later there was the sensation of something pressed against his ass. Tender but relentless, something slid into him.

He gasped, but granny was excited in the view she was getting of young Dee violating Tucker’s tight, inexperienced hole. Granny’s hips gave an upward thrust, plunging her deep into Tucker’s throat.

Another powerful thrust by Shirley slammed her rod deep into granny’s ass and, at the same time, pushed granny’s cock a fraction of an inch deeper down Tucker’s throat.

Then Tucker was being fucked.

God it felt incredible.

Everything he could have wanted.

It was happening.

Just like the porn he loved.

He wanted it to last forever.

But at the same time, he knew he couldn’t last much longer.

The four had settled into a rhythm among themselves. The thrusts were timed with the rocking and bucking of the pair 69ing.

“Go for twenty,” Shirley said. “One!”

Once more she slammed into granny as Dee slammed into Tucker. Both Tucker and granny had cocks thrust as deeply as they could go down each others throats.

Shirley and Dee pulled back in unison.

“Two!”

They slammed forward again.

“Three!”

Time after time it was repeated.

Tucker struggled to hold his own load until they reached twenty.

“Eighteen!”

The couple on the bed were bookended in the relentless thrust of the pair fucking them.

“Nineteen!”

Suddenly Tucker felt the cock buried down his throat twitch. At the same time, some instinct told him the one in his ass was doing the same.

There was a sudden squirt and the salty taste of cum he would learn to savor in the coming weeks as Shirly let out one more roar.

“Twenty!”

Granny pushed deep and a huge wad of cum was propelled into Tucker’s throat. He gagged and chocked as an unexpectedly large load suddenly began pumping into his face.

Both Shirley and Dee had pushed hard and deep with their final thrust.

Tucker could now definitely feel the young girl’s invading tool filling his ass with its own creamy delight.

And his own load blasted from the slit of his dick and into granny’s hungry mouth.

Tucker’s head was light and the room seemed to spin.

So much cum.

Finally.

As granny’s cock was drained and he felt the one inside his ass going limp, Tucker was spent.

The pile collapsed on the bed and there was a satisfied silence for several minutes.

Then Shirley stood up.

“Suck each other hard and then fuck each other,” she ordered. “Dee and I will be waiting down stairs.”

As she and Dee left, Shirley heard granny saying, “Oh sonny, you are such a stud. Give me that cock. Let me suck you some mmmm….”

The noises of sex revved up once more as Shirley shut the door.
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23.

A half hour later, Shirley heard the sound of footsteps on the stairs.

She and Dee had cleaned up, were dressed, and sat waiting on the living room sofa.

Now Tucker appeared wearing a robe.

“I hope you found granny to, errr, your satisfaction?” Shirley inquired.

Tucker nodded eager.

“God, she is perfect. So are you the two of you.”

Shirley laughed.

“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed yourself. If you are okay with our agreement, we’ll leave granny with you.”

Tucker went to one corner and picked up a suitcase.

“A half million dollars,” he said.

Then desperately he added, “I’ll double it if the two of you will stay also.”

Shirley laughed.

“Oh Tucker, you and granny need some time to yourselves. You don’t want us around all the time.”

He had come close and was looking back and forth between Shirley and Dee.

“I… I… I want you guys to.”

Shirley looked at the young billionaire. He was spoiled and used to getting his way. He was a bumbling and inexperienced lover. He was filth rich.

“Dee,” she said. “Hike your skirt and drop your panties.”

Dee did as she was told and without hesitation Tucker dropped to his knees between her legs and began sucking Dee’s semi-rigid clit.

Dee moaned and, with a shrug, Shirley reached into her purse and pulled out the strap-on.

Minutes later, Tucker was having his ass plowed by Shirley as he suckled on Dee.

Dee let out a squeal. Grabbing Tucker by the head, she fucked the young man’s face with a desperation as she came again.

Once spend, she collapsed back on the sofa.

Tucker’s robe had been discarded and Shirley was now shedding the strap-on and her own clothing.

“Come here baby,” Shirley cooed Tucker. “Maybe it’s finally time you fuck a real woman.”

Shirley laid on the sofa with her head in Dee’s lap. She began sucking on the limp and spent member between Dee’s legs as she spread her own.

Without hesitation, Tucker crawled over and began eating Shirley’s pussy.

She moaned, more for show than out of pleasure as the man’s inexperienced tongue flailed around.

Dee reached down and spread mommy’s pussy.

“That’s her clit,” Dee explained to the young man. “She likes it when you lick her right there.”

Now the young man seemed to understand and Shirley felt a surge of excitement. Her face greedily stuffed with Dee’s cock, a moan still managed to escape her.

“See how wet she is?” Dee asked Tucker. “That means you did good and that she’s really excited. Now fuck her like she told you.”

Tucker gave one last lick before he moved up and, with uncoordinated actions, managed to get between Shirley’s legs and slid into her pussy.

His hips began to flounder with no purpose or rhythm.
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But Shirley knew the young man was about to come and could fake an orgasm with the best of them.

She moaned loudly and some unspoked communications with Dee made the girl also moan.

“Oh god,” Dee said in a breathless voice. “We’re going to cum again. Fuck her! I love watching you fuck mommy!”

Then, without warning, Tucker began squirting his pitiful load. To be fair, after being sucked off by granny and dumping a load in her ass, most men would probably have not had much to deliver on the third time in an hour.

Both Shirley and Dee were screaming, moaning, and thrashing around.

They were pretending, but it served its purpose.

Tucker felt like he was the studdliest man in the world.

Tucker rested on top of Shirley for several minutes.

Then he thought of something.

“Wait here,” he said and rushed off. A minute later he returned with something grasped in his fist.

“Here,” he offered, holding out his hand and revealing a small satchel.

Shirley looked.

“It’s filled with solid gold and diamonds. I keep some around because someone told me once that paper money might not be worth something if the economy crashes some day.”

Shirley didn’t state the obvious fact that if the economy crashed, Tucker’s life might be worth even less than paper money if someone knew he horded gold and precious stones.

“It’s worth about a hundred thousand,” he explained. “If the two of you will spend the weekend with granny and I once a month, I’ll pay you that much each time.”

Dee and Shirley exchanged glances.

“Sure,” Shirley said, “I guess we could work something out.”
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24.

Inside the pull behind trailer attached to the RV, the sheriff was tightly bound.

On his back, his legs were pulled upward and outward.

A small motor-driven machine relentlessly thrust a large, vibrating dildo in and out of his ass exactly once each second.

Sometimes he would count. It gave him a sense of control to be able to measure time that way.

One hundred and twenty. He had counted for exactly two minutes.

Some part of his mind knew that Shirley… No, Mistress Shirley… had provided him with that piece of information about the pace of the machine just to further torment him. To give him something to hold on to. Some connection with the way things used to be. Some tiny hope that she would later find hundreds of equally creative ways to crush.

Above him was a screen.

He had no ideas about the details.

But he had seen a little old lady who he knew had once been the judge go into a house.

The video came from different concealed cameras that both Shirley and Dee had with them in their purses and disguised as cell phones.

It was a fancy house.

The guy who owned it seemed kind of strange. But he seemed like a nice guy in some way.

Gez, the judge sure had gotten lucky.

A big house. A rich guy. Just offer up your mouth and pussy for a good fucking now and then.

The machine continued its rhythmic pumping and tears trickled from the sheriff’s eyes.

He knew she had broken him. He realized he was jealous of the judge. He was ready to be some rich guy’s bitch. That seemed like the good life.

His identity was shattered.

It didn’t matter anymore.

Suddenly there was suction on his dick.

Once each hour, the pump began along with some other types of stimulation. Sometimes he came. Other times he was left frustrated.

It didn’t matter anymore.

It didn’t matter…
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25.

Dr. Jennifer Lacey was such a feminine name.

But she had heard the same whispers and snide comments since she was in grade school.

She was a short, round woman. She shunned makeup and wore her hair short.

A few times, she had said that is because that, as a plastic surgeon, she knew that beauty was just skin deep.

And while she had little going for her when it came to looks, the reality was that she was one of the best plastic surgeons around.

Now she was on her hands and knees, rocking back and forth.

“Oh god,” she moaned to the figure under her. “I’m cumming again.”

Straddling the body, she rocked even faster and savored the feeling the huge cock as it slide in and out of her. It seemed to throb with energy.

Her world exploded in pleasure as she reached her third orgasm.

And it was still early in the evening.

“I need it up the ass now,” she muttered.

Reaching behind her, she played with it for a few moments, and then guided the dick into her ass.

She began her rhythmic rocking again for several minutes.

Below here were an enormous pair of breasts. As she rode the cock, her tongue flicked out and she began nursing on the titties that jiggled in time with her own motions.

“Oh fuck,” she muttered as she slowed to a stop.

“Eat my pussy,” she commanded as she shifted once again into a new position above the figure beneath her.

She felt the warmth of the mouth and the rapid action of the tongue.

She was really worked up tonight. She was horny and she was pissed.

She was horny because her first operation of the day had been on the boy toy that was dating some famous pop star diva. He had been a yummy and delicious hunk of man.

She felt herself approaching another orgasm just thinking about the young man’s body and the penis enhancement she had done on him.

“Shit! Yeah!”

She was grinding her hips roughing into the face that was under her.

“God, here it is!”

Momentarily her world was okay as she came yet again.

But as she panted, she remembered that she was still horny and pissed.

Pissed because of her last patient. A think prissy bitch who had a millionaire sugar daddy who was paying for a set of breast implants for the woman’s twenty-first birthday.

“Dumb bitch,” she muttered. “Pisses me off.”

Then she laughed and raised herself to her knees.

“Pissed off,” she laughed again as a stream of warm liquid suddenly streamed from between her legs and splashed onto the face of the figure below her.

Knowing what was expected, the figure opened its mouth and she shifted to steer the stream so she could fill the vessel that had been offered up so willingly.

She laughed again as she shifted and climbed off the small double bed that was hidden away in a tiny basement room of her house.

“Clean yourself up. Then I want you to fix my dinner. After that, I feel like playing rough later.”

She had gone to a closet on one wall and opened it. Inside were various sex toys, items for bondage, and tools of torment.

“Dress in the maid’s costume.”

She looked over where the emotionless figure on the bed had set up.
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Like Dr. Frankenstein had taken some pride in his creation, she took pride in hers.

A year earlier a woman had approached her about doing some plastic surgery on a young tranny companion of hers. After talking a while, it was like the woman could see inside Dr. Lacey’s twisted and tortured soul.

“I have a man who is in need of a situation. He is very mailable after suffering a bit of duress. Would you be interested in him?”

The doctor had met the man. He was a broken spirit. The thought of having someone more pitiful and tormented than even herself around was strangely satisfying. The paper work was done and he had willing signed himself into the doctor’s care.

Nobody would recognized the sheriff any more.

She had put an inflatable prosthesis in his cock so she could pump him up to whatever size she desired and felt comfortable with. For example, earlier she had shrunk his cock somewhat before taking it up her ass.

Normally it was a device used for erectile disfunction. Since she had castrated him early on, that was appropriate in his case.

She admired the smooth, taunt flesh of his scrotum where she had worked her surgical magic.

Laser hair removal for the body.

Breast implants that were unnaturally huge even by the standards of what she had put in the bimbo earlier that afternoon.

Lips enhanced and full. They would have been grotesquely deformed to any sane person, but their swollen size appealed to the doctor.

They were permanently colored along with various make up and marking that she had done as a form of tattoo art over the year.

The figure was wiggling into a maid’s dress.

“Bend over,” the doctor commanded.

The figure did and one of the most curious pieces of plastic surgery work every done was revealed.

The flesh of the ass had been carefully crafted and molded. The scars were not visible now with the furry growth.

Nestled between the butt cheeks was a slit that hid the sphincter.

Literally, the tranny sheriff had a pussy ass.

The world’s first pussy transplant, removed from a cadaver and attached to the body of this creature who had offered itself up for her research and pleasure.

The doctor laughed once more and then left the room.

The figure could hear the laughter as the doctor climbed the stairs.

Looking at a clock on the wall, the sexual aberration counted ticks of the second hand.

One hundred twenty. Exactly two minutes.

Without understanding, there was a new wave of calmness inside the deviant’s soul.

First, dinner for the doctor.

Then, a night of extreme sado-masochism.

Not as nice as the man the judge had found, but overall it wasn’t too much of a price to pay.
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26.

Shirley and Dee had hiked the trail and were heading back to their RV.

“It’s about time for our monthly visit to Tucker and granny,” Dee observed.

“Are you okay with doing it again?” Shirley asked. “You know, we have more money than we’ll ever spend now thanks to Tucker’s generosity after a weekend of wild sex every month.”

Dee nodded and shyly admitted, “It’d kind of fun. He’s turning into such a sissy to, isn’t he?”

Shirley had to agree. In the back of her mind she suspected there might come a day with Tucker chose to hide from the rest of the world and let his sissy instincts drive his life. She might have nudged him along a bit, but some boys were meant to be sissies.

They came around a turn in the trail and could see the parking lot.

There was a strange man on tippy toes trying to look in the windows of their RV.

“Interesting,” Shirley said and Dee had a suspicion of what might be in store.

They were a few dozen feet away when Shirley looked around the parking look.

A few cars, but people were still out on the trials and nobody was around. She had carefully parked so the surveillance camera that covered the parking lot would not have much of a view of their RV.

“Can I help you?” Shirley asked and the young man turned startled.

Shirley noticed the bulge in his pants but didn’t say anything. This particular bulge had the shape of a pistol and the guy looked kind of seedy.

“You ladies alone?” the man asked, his eyes scanning the parking lot.

Shirley laughed.

“We were until now,” she answered. “But it seems we might have some company.”

The young man grinned.

It wasn’t a pretty sight.

“Let me unlock the camper,” Shirley said and dug a set of keys from her pocket.

Pushing a button, there was a short barking sound of the alarm disarming. She stepped close to the man and their eyes met.

She could see it there.

This man was dangerous.

But she waited and eventually he shrugged.

“Ladies first,” he said with a grin and he reached towards the handle of the door.

His fingers touched the handle and one hundred thousand volts suddenly surged through his body for a fraction of a second.

He seemed to stiffen and then fall back.

After that, he laid motionless on the ground.

“He should be out for at least ten or fifteen minutes,” Shirley said as she and Dee went to work.

“Installing the stun gun thingy on the door handle was a good idea,” Dee said in admiration.

They had the trailer open and the pair struggled a bit dragging the inert body back.

In just a few minutes, they were done.

The door to the trailer was closed and they got into the RV.

“What are we going to do with him?” Dee asked.

“Crush him,” Shirley answered.

Dee was quiet for a bit, but then asked, “And after that?”

Shirley had been thinking.

“Did you ever see the movie The Bride of Frankenstein?”

Dee shook her head. Movies, especially old ones, really weren’t her thing.

“You know Frankenstein? Well, he decided it would be a good idea to create a companion for his first monster. A bride.”

Shirley started the RV and put it into gear.

“Well, I’m kind of thinking that maybe Dr. Lacey might be interested in having a second toy to work her surgical magic on. Someone who can give our old friend the shemale sheriff something to occupy him sometimes.”

Dee nodded.

“He wasn’t a nice man,” she said about their new acquaintance. And in her mind, that meant that whatever mommy had in story for the mean man was just fine with her. After all, she hadn’t been that nice at one point and look at how mommy had known just how to fix her.

“I’m hard again,” Dee added in her matter-of-fact voice.

“Let’s get a few miles away from here,” Shirley said. “The you can give mommy the fucking we both need.”

Dee signed with happiness.
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27.

Although a small monitor in the RV showed the inside of the trailer, both Shirley and Dee were so engrossed in making love that neither was watching it.

In the trailer, the bound and gagged figure had stirred.

What had happened?

Where was he?

He struggled.

Finding himself unable to move, he tried to scream.

Unable to scream, he felt a surge of panic.

He was facing upward at a small screen.

There were images on it that he watched, but it was the words that were displayed that seared into his brain.

“YOU’LL MAKE A PITIFUL SISSY BITCH YOU MOTHERFUCKER!”

Images of shemale sissies being used and abused flashed by, but the words remained on the screen continuously.

The man had no doubt about his own eventual fate.

He tried helplessly to scream once again and then began to sob.
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