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From the back cover…

Doctor Victoria Parsons has a reputation. Once employed by the country’s top secret intelligence community to gather information from men as she humiliated and feminized them, she has now gone rouge. Her boss has disappeared (after all, who think to look for the former head of the nation’s intelligence agency working as a shemale hooker?) and she is on the run.

Teresa Farnell is a successful business woman with two large competitors, each headed by former lovers who dumped her when they married trophy wives. Now Teresa has hired Doctor Parsons to help her extract revenge and gain control of their companies. Her plan is to stage the disappearance of her competitors and have the doctor turn them into feminized sissies.

Their ex-wives are looking forward to tormenting the sissies who tossed them to the side a decade earlier and the trophy wives have been working on their own scheme to fleece the men anyway. Along the way, Teresa and the doctor also form a bond that becomes more passionate than professional.

And as for the two former “captains of industry”, let’s just say they get bent over when it comes time for the girls to explore a new style of insider trading!

Syndie spins another of her creative stories that that will have your fingers eager to flip each page when they aren’t otherwise occupied.


She’s not Him

Tall, blond, and beautiful, Dr. Victoria Parsons stood wearing her lab coat and a slight smile.

The few friends she had called her Tori. The posters put out by the FBI called her “wanted”.

And now she was ready to savor one of her favorite parts of the process she had been working on for weeks. Two figures were bound to chairs and facing the front of the small, dimly lit room. Tori stood at the front beside a stand that held a television and a video player.

“I thought you both might be interested in some current events,” Tori said. If a cat could speak to the mouse it was about to torment and eat, the tone would have been the same as that in Tori’s voice.

She pushed a button on a remote control and the television flickered to life and a deep, professional sounding voice spoke.

“The search for the bodies of Richard Norton and Michael Welter was officially suspended today. It was four weeks ago when the boat where they were holding a secret meeting to discuss a potential merger of their companies experienced a catastrophic explosion due to a leaking fuel line.”

The screen showed a pair of pictures, one of each missing man.

“It was just last Friday that the court officially declared both men legally dead, giving their widows control of their companies. Over the weekend Teresa Farnell, founder and president of Integrated Digital Systems, announced her intent to acquire the two companies that had been her firm’s largest competitors.”

The screen showed a mature but attractive woman making a statement in front of a large building.

“Although Richard and Michael were competitors, the three of us were also long-time friends. Nothing had changed that over the years. I am grieving their loss, but also know the work being done by all three of our companies is critical to national security as well as providing jobs to thousands of employees around the country. Because of that, I have worked with the widows of my two close friends to ensure the continuity in operations of all three companies in the form of a merger.”

Tori hit a button on the remote and the screen went dead.
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From one of the chairs, a voice struggled for words. “That… me… I… no… her…”

Now the other chair took over the struggle. “Me… Us… I… Not dead…”

Tori let out a shrill laugh. “And that is exactly the problem we have been working to fix.”

She picked up a hand mirror and walked to one of the chairs. She held it up in front of the figure.

“Tell me Milly, does that look like Richard Norton to you?”

Tori loved the look of utter confusion and distress that temporarily flared before the eyes went dull again. She stepped to the other person and held the mirror in front of them.

“And Molly, how can you think that is Michael Welter?”

She savored the look of confusion and disbelief before it also faded into dull nothingness.

Tori nodded to the two nurses who had been standing behind the chairs. The chairs could swivel and the nurses turned them so that the two now faced each other.

In one sat a gaunt, blond woman with small breasts and dressed only in a pair of purple panties and a matching bra. The figure in the other chair was nearly identical except for wearing pink panties and a bra.

Tori laughed again as the two stared blankly at each other. She walked to the one in pink, knelt beside him and pointed to the other chair.

“She thinks she is Richard Norton for some crazy reason.”

The figure she had said this to struggled to speak. “That’s not Richard. That’s Molly.”

Tori now stood up and walked to the other figure. Again she knelt and pointed.

“And she thinks she is Michael Welter. Can you believe that?”

This figure also spoke. “That’s not Michael. That’s Milly.”

Tori gave a mock sigh. “Well, I guess we need to undergo another round of shock therapy to see if we can rid your minds of these delusional thoughts of being people you aren’t. Eventually you will both learn. Milly and Molly, you are both submissive feminized sissies whose purpose is to serve your lovely and understanding Mistresses. Richard and Michael, as you heard on the news just now, have been declared dead.”

Both figured began to tremble. The shock therapy was something that nobody ever grew used to.

Tori gave a discrete nod to the two nurses and they pushed the chairs from the room.
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Alone in the room, Tori quietly laughed to herself. Once the two feminized men were strapped back on the treatment table, she would finishing purging their minds of even the slightest memory of who and what they had once been.

Yes, this had been Tori’s favorite part. They could remember just enough to be horrified at what they knew they had become. Within a few days, there would be nothing left except the carefully crafted feminized personalities she had reprogramed them with.

Tori had once crushed men for the National Intelligence Bureau. Most were spies or people with secrets the Bureau wanted. One day the director had decided that Tori enjoyed her work too much and tried to shut down her special project. She could still remember the look in the eyes of the sissy who had once been the director when he reached this same point in his treatment.

The once powerful man now worked as a shemale cocktail waitress in New Orleans who would turn tricks for $50 a night in the back room of one of the sleaziest bars in a city that offered a lot of competition for that distinction. It was a pittance, but she cherished the fact that he religiously wired half of his earnings to an account she maintained just for that purpose. The pitiful sissy was so grateful for being feminized and turned into a man-whore that he made this offering to the woman responsible for his change.
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And the director’s disappearance was why the FBI referred to Tori as “wanted” on the posters they had plastered in post offices across the country.

She laughed softly again, anticipating the next session of treatment for her two latest subjects.


The Proposition

Two months earlier, Teresa Farnell had stood in front of a conference table in a glass lined room of the building where her company was headquartered. Six other women were seated around the table. Four of them had attitudes and looks on their faces that were a combination of discomfort and raw hatred.
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“I do appreciate each of you making the effort to discretely slip away and meet today,” Teresa said. “I know there are some bad feelings between some of you, but I hope to convince you that perhaps your anger is misdirected and, more importantly, perhaps there is something we can do about that.”

She looked to the right-hand side of the table. From the front going back, there were attractive women of different ages. The youngest was in her 20s, there was one in her 30s, and one in her 40s. They could almost have been sisters except for the wide range of ages.

She now looked at the left-hand side, seeing nearly a mirror image.

“Please hear me out completely. Then I have a proposition to offer.”

Teresa looked at the women who were in the 40s.

“Linda Norton and Julie Welter, you were Richard and Michaels’ college sweethearts and married them soon after graduation. You were with them as they started Norton–Welter Digital Services. You were with them in the early years when the company was struggling to establish itself. You both worked various jobs to help support your husbands and their dream long before the company was profitable. I was there also and I know just how hard those times were for all of us.”

“Then Richard and Michael let their egos get the best of them. They had been co-presidents, but eventually they reached the point where they fought continually. I was executive vice president by then and spent most of my time trying to just get something done despite their petty disagreements. But the company struggled.”

“So after ten years, they decided it was time for change. They split the company. I will admit that I slept with them both. I’m not proud of it, but it was part of what it took to rise to the top of the company and what it took to get them to agree to anything towards the end. But when they split, they left all three of us behind.”

“Richard formed Norton Digital Solutions just after he divorced you Linda.”

She now looked at the woman in her 30s setting next to Linda.

“And that’s when he married you Christy.”

“Michael formed Welter Business Solutions as soon as the divorce papers were signed with you Julie.”

Now she looked the woman in her 30s that sat next to Julie.

“And that’s when he married you Brooke.”

“I have to admit I was blindsided. I knew both of them were sleeping around on the side with me. But I had helped hand pick Christy and Brooke as their private assistants. I had made some quiet inquiries and found that the two of you had been in a discrete, committed relationship with each other since college. Roommates who were secretly more than roommates was what one person said. I never thought about the pair of you possibly bedding your new bosses. I’ve learned a lot since then.”

“With the company split, I was out of a job. Richard and Michael had new, young wives. Why bother with their first wives or the woman who had been with them as they built that first company? So I struck out on my own and started Integrated Digital Systems. Today the three companies that came out of the crash of the original company are all leaders in fairly specialized security solutions for government agencies.”

“For some time now, we have known that a large contract was about to be awarded. It might be a single contract, or it could be split. But by any measure, it is huge. Billions of dollars over the life of the contract.”

“I want that contract. I’ll be honest about that. About six months ago, I paid off both Richard and Michael’s previous secretaries to quietly quit and move on to new jobs. I was able to get Tabitha and Britney here hired.”

As she said this, she nodded to the two youngest women in the room.
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"Men don’t really change much it seems. That is something I had learned the hard way. Richard and Michael have both been fooling around with their new secretaries, but the thing is that the new secretaries reported everything back to me.”

“Christy and Brooke, it may interest you to know that you, their second set of wives, are both about to meet with the same fate as Linda and Julie, their first set of wives, met a decade ago. The new government contract could make their companies worth significantly more, so they both have been working behind the scenes to divorce you. Then they plan to marry their new, younger secretaries. The third time is, as they say, a charm.”

“Trade them in every ten years seems to be their philosophy.”

“They both hired the same firm of private investigators to watch you two. They wanted dirt on you that they could use in divorce court. You are fortunate that Tabitha and Britney made sure they were pointed towards a firm that I have control over.”

“So let me give you the bottom line.”

“When Richard was married to you Linda, he was screwing around with me and with Julie. But I know you can’t get too angry with Julie because when Michael was married to her, he was screwing around with me and you. One big happy family we were, we just didn’t know it. Then the company split and they moved on to fresher ground and their second wives.”

“Christy and Brooke, the private investigators did find some interesting things. None of it will ever be shared with anyone and I’m certainly not trying to pressure or blackmail you. By the time I’m done we will all have plenty of dirt on each other, but my goal is to find a way to work together. To unite us, not divide us.”

“I was right back then. Both of you are lesbians and both of you are sleeping not just with your husband and each other, but with your husband’s competitor. Even with the second wives, it is almost the same old story. I suspect you two have hatched some plan of your own. I hope the one I have to offer is better, but in any case Richard and Michael are about to trade you both in for their third, fresh set of trophy wives. For the last three months Richard has been sleeping with Tabitha and Michael with Britney. They also both frequently discuss leaving their wives to marry their newly found ‘soul mate’.”

“Let me start by paraphrasing an old saying. We must hang together or we will each hang separately. I think we can work together and get far more than any one of us could by working alone.”

“I want to fake Richard and Michael’s deaths. I have found someone who offers an interesting service. Have you ever heard of ‘forced feminization’? I hadn’t and it didn’t even seem possible at first. But I assure you that it works. The doctor who will do the treatment suggest I visit a former ‘patient’ of hers. ‘He’ is now a ‘she’ and very happily employed as a cheap hooker. I found her hanging out in a small bar and offered her twenty dollars to blow every guy in the place. She went straight to work and I believe she would have willingly done it for half what I offered to pay her. There were fourteen very happy men as a result of my little experiment.”

“But basically Richard and Michael would disappear and in their place we would be left with a pair of submissive sissies who will live only to please and serve their Mistress or Mistresses.”

“Linda and Julie, you got screwed in divorce court. If you agree to my plan, I will give each of you ten million dollars and you can have your former husband back once they complete the process of being brainwashed and feminized. Revenge can be sweet at times and I suspect you could find some very creative uses for the pair.”

“Christy and Brooke, as their wives, you would inherit the companies if they were to disappear or die today. I will tell you that both men are working on new wills and different ownership structures for their companies. They plan to divorce you and they also plan to make sure you don’t get much. Like I mentioned, I know you two have been in a serious relationship together for years and I suspect you have a plan of your own, but how confident are you in that plan?”

Christy and Brooke looked across the table at each other without commenting.
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“Before the contract is awarded, each company is valued at around fifty million dollars. With Richard and Michael gone, you will inherit the companies and I will pay you that full value. That is far better than the half of each company I suspect you have been after. And I’m sure if Richard and Michael have their way, you will end up will much less than half of that. If you want to know how good their attorneys are at screwing ex-wives out of money, just talk with Linda and Julie a bit.”

“Tabitha and Britney have been working for me already, but I would also provide them with the money to live a comfortable life after they disappear and forget all of this.”

“And I will even make the deal sweeter. If the consolidated company wins the government contract—and I believe the odds on that are very, very good—I will double my offer. I will pay the amounts I just mentioned to you a second time, doubling the money.”

“It is fair of you to ask what I would get out of this. Trust me, the combined companies can be turned into a gold mine and I know how to do that. Not having to deal with the egos of Richard and Michael and having full control over all three companies will let me pursue some very lucrative deals.”

She paused and looked around the room.

“It is also fair to ask what happens if something goes wrong. In that case, should anyone ask, Richard and Michael had been with Tabitha and Britney here for a bit of an orgy. They had brought various drugs and alcohol. Fortunately the girls are careful about their health and don’t drink or do drugs. Despite the girls’ warning, both men went on a binge and lost their minds through some ‘bad trip’ because of some kind of bad dope they had received. Their ex-wives graciously tried to care for their first loves while the men’s current wives tried to keep the companies afloat after the loss of their husbands.”

“I don’t for a second believe we will get caught or that anyone will suspect anything. But I can assure you that several of the city’s finest psychiatrists and physicians will testify in court if necessary that both men were incapable of handling their own affairs. Anyone would tend to think you were doing them a favor by protecting them from the humiliation of any publicity.”

“No doubt, it would be a bit messy, but there is no insurance, so there is no insurance fraud. Richard and Michael are alive, so there is not murder and they will be in no condition to protest their living arrangements so there is no kidnapping or false imprisonment. At worse, we have all tried to make sure that the three companies were kept afloat because of national security and for the sake of the thousands of employees.”

Over the years, Teresa had spoken to boards of directors and leaders of companies hundreds of times. She was good both at convincing others and at reading her audience.

She took four slips of paper and handed them to the wives and ex-wives.

“Being the first to say something can be difficult. If each of you will write ‘yes’ if you agree in general principal with what I have suggested or ‘no’ if you don’t, then we can see where things stand anonymously.”

Teresa caught the slight nod between the current wives. She knew they had been scheming for some time now, but she was certain her plan was more profitable for them.

The two ex-wives were a bit harder to read. They might be greedy and want more money, but what had been offered was enough to live a very comfortable life on and significantly more than their original divorce settlements. If they were greedy, it was better to find out now and deal with it somehow instead of finding out a year from now when they tried to squeeze for more money.

Britney stood up and walked around with a coffee cup that each woman put her folded response into. She then handed the cup to Teresa.

“Okay,” Teresa said, “Let’s see what we have.”

She began unfolding slips of paper.

“One yes. Two yeses. Three yeses. And four yeses.”

Teresa looked at the women setting around the table.

“It is unanimous. I’m glad we are all in agreement. And we are all in this together. I will let all of you go back to your day-to-day routines. I will handle the details and you will know what is expected of you when the time come. You will also each find your bank accounts a bit fatter as things come together.”

The women around the table looked at each other and then back at Teresa.

Tabitha and Britney left. They weren’t the third wives of millionaires yet and were on their lunch hour. Both needed to get back to their job.

Christy and Brooke, the current wives, were next. They left together and began whispering as they went down the hall.

“You are welcome to stay here and talk for a while if you like,” Teresa said to Linda and Julie. “There are things that need my attention. Thank you again for coming.”

After she left, the two women sat in silence for a while.

“We used to be best friends,” Linda eventually said. “But I haven’t even seen or talked to you in ten years. I wish I had at least picked up the phone.”

Julie reached across the table and took Linda’s hands in hers. “I could have picked up the phone also. There were a lot of bad emotions back then. The problem is neither of us just moved past them. Why don’t we grab lunch some place and catch up?”

The two women left. Walking through the lobby towards the front door, they were already chatting happily.

Watching them leave from the balcony that overlooked the lobby from the second floor, Teresa allowed herself a slight smiled.
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She was certain that her plan was going to work out just fine.


Reconciliation

Linda and Julie had eaten lunch together and then explored the mall. They were more interested in talking than any of their surroundings.

“It was all so stupid,” Linda said. “I was pissed at you for sleeping with my husband, but at the same time I had been letting your husband bang me every chance I got.”

“I know,” Julie said. “I felt the same way. It’s hard to believe it was ten years ago now.”

Linda snorted, “Ten fucking years. I thought I had won because I got to keep the house. I walk around the damn empty place every day. It’s depressing. I didn’t win, I lost. I got the reminder of how fucking alone I am day after day.”

Julie put a hand on her friend’s shoulder and squeezed.

“I know,” Julie said. “Same thing with me. Big house. No friends. No dates. Just a lot of lonely nights.”

“You don’t have a boyfriend?” Linda asked. “You are so pretty. You always had boys hanging around.”

Julie sighed, “I’ve had three dates since I got divorced. All three were losers. One turned out to be married and looking for a booty call. One was good looking, but so freaking stupid we couldn’t even have a conversation. It turned out the third guy lived in his mom’s basement and had no ambition. One and done when it came to dating all of them.”

Linda laughed, “Well, you’ve done better than me. I’ve had two dates. The first guy was a lot younger and seemed to think the whole ‘cougar’ thing meant any woman over thirty would jump in bed with any guy who was twenty. He was a total jerk. The other one I actually had to mace. He pulls into the driveway to pick me up, we get into his car, and he starts groping my tits before he even bothers to start the car. I asked him to stop and when he didn’t, I sprayed him down and left him there.”

Julie laughed as she imagined the scene Linda had described.

Linda looked down at the floor. “I’ve been thinking about selling the house. Maybe living in an apartment would be less hassle and seem less lonely. But with my luck, I’d end up with my bedroom wall butting up to some couple that had loud, all-night sex marathons.”

Julie looked at Linda. “Why not stay in my guest room? It has its own little corner of the house with lots of privacy. And, unfortunately for me, I can promise no loud sex marathons. But it sounds like we could both use some company.”

Linda looked at her friend. “Do you think we could put up with each other? God, we didn’t talk for so long. I’ve missed you. I should have been a better friend.”

Julie stopped and took Linda’s hand. “Honey, we both could have done better. But those asshole manipulative ex-husbands of ours fucked up our lives.”

Linda paused for a few seconds debating, and then asked, “The whole thing about forced feminization… What do you think about that?”

Julie shrugged. “I don’t really know what to think. I mean, if they are pretty much passive and submissive, I guess I can keep him busy cleaning the house or something.”

“Wouldn’t it be weird being in the house alone with your ex-husband whose been turned into some kind of sissy zombie?” Linda asked.

Julie laughed. “It didn’t seem so weird before you put it like that. Come stay with me, please. Even if it’s just for the next few months while things get settled out. It will be easier for both of us to have someone to talk to and who can help.”

Linda thought for a minute. “What the hell, why not? Maybe I’ll go ahead and sell the house.”

Julie was still holding Linda’s hand and the two women looked into each other’s eyes.

Both were thinking how nice it was to have a friend again.


Turning Tricks

Linda and Julie spent the rest of the afternoon wandering the mall. For dinner, they went to a restaurant that was part of a hotel next to the mall and sat at a small table with bar stools. They had finished and were paying the bill with a man walked up to the table.

“You girls here for the convention?” he asked. “Name’s Fred. Fred Galliger. I’m here from Nebraska.”

Linda and Julie exchanged glances.

“No, no convention for us,” Linda said.

Fred dropped his voice. “I thought you might not be. Listen, you two are really hot even if you are a bit older than I was looking for. How about $500 for a bit of entertainment?”

Linda was shocked. This guy thought she and Julie were hookers!

Julie was surprised but quickly recovered. “That’s only half our rate honey. I don’t think you can afford us. Run along and we’ll wait for a man who can.”

Fred glanced around the bar. “There’s an ATM outside. I can get the rest. A thousand dollars? And both of you for the night? Whatever I want to do?”

Julie laughed, “Oh Fred. Have you ever done this before? We’re the kind of girls who make you do whatever we want to do.”

Julie leaned close to Fred’s face. In a stern voice she added, “And you will fucking enjoy it and beg for more. But I’m really not sure you care man enough to handle it Freddy boy. The two of us can be rough and demanding on a guy once we get aroused.”

Linda was smiling as Julie spun her story. Fred looked uncomfortable and Linda could tell from the bulge in the guy’s pants that Julie had him stirred up.

“I’ll go get the money and be right back,” Fred said. He hurried towards the hotel lobby.

“Should we skate out now?” Julie asked. “Or do we toy with him a bit more.”

Julie looked at Linda and saw something in her eyes.

Linda asked, “Have you ever just wanted to totally humiliate a man? Just for the hell of it. To get even with men in general.”

Julie looked at her and asked, “Are you saying we take Fred’s thousand dollars and dish out some abuse?”

Linda nodded. “I’m pissed,” she said. “Mother fucking men think their dick and their money makes them so fucking special. Freddy is walking around with a woody thinking he can buy himself some love from us for chump change. What they hell is he thinking coming up to us? I want to do something really nasty to the arrogant little bastard.”

Julie said, “Okay, I’ll stick with you. Fred’s coming back and he has a smile on his face.”

“I got another $500,” Fred said as he walked up to the girls table. “I’m up in room 1281.”

So far, Julie had done all the talking. Now Linda spoke up.

“Come on you pitiful piece of shit,” Lisa said. “Have to fucking pay to get women to your room? What a loser.”

She stood up and linked her arm with Fred’s.

“I hope you like it a bit rough Freddy, because I’m kind of horny and a bit angry.”

Julie followed and the group went the elevator. There was one other man on the elevator. He was wearing one of the convention badges that said he was Jorge from Brazil.

“Hi,” Linda said to the man.

He gave her a confused look. “Ah, no little English.”

Linda pointed a thumb towards Fred. “I’ll bet your dick is bigger than his and that you don’t have to pay for sex.”

She received another confused look from the man. “Bigger?” he said in a heavily accented voice.

Linda nodded. “He’s paying us a thousand dollars to come play with him. Pitiful isn’t it?”

“Ah, pitiful?” Jorge clearly had no idea what this woman was talking about.

They reached Jorge’s floor and he stepped off the elevator with a confused look, but he did look back and wave as the door was closing.

“Shit,” Fred said, “What are you doing? I might run into him again.”

Linda turned like a tiger. Her hand gripped Fred by the neck and she pushed him into one corner of the elevator.

“Yeah, well I might run into him also. Maybe we’ll tie you up and get Jorge to come up so you can suck his dick for him. He is in room 892 I noticed on his key.”

The elevator stopped and the door opened with a ding. It was the twelfth floor and there was a couple waiting to take the elevator down.

As she stepped out of the elevator, Julie said, “Excuse us.”

Lisa grabbed Fred’s shirt and yanked the man along behind her. The couple gave them an odd look as they got into the elevator and headed down.

At the door to 1281, Fred fumbled with his key. He got the door open and the three went inside. Julie was last in. She quickly put out the “do not disturb” sign and locked the door.

“Show me the money,” Linda said.

Fred pulled out his wallet. There was $1,000 in ten one-hundred dollar bills.

“How do I know…” Fred began.

Julie gently pushed Linda to the side.

“So Fred,” Julie said. “What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done?”

Fred thought for a moment. “I don’t know. My wife and I did it on the washing machine once.”

Linda let out a sigh of annoyance.

Julie told Fred, “Strip down to your skivvies.”

He did as he was told. As men went, he wasn’t much of one. But Julie was ready to totally fuck with this little man.

“You are the kind of guy who has secrets Fred,” Julie said. “I’ll bet you are really naughty, but your wife just doesn’t understand.”

Julie began to peel off her blouse and skirt. Soon she was standing there in her bra and panties. She gently pushed Fred backwards so he laid down on the bed.

“I’ll be you are really turned on by something you’re too embarrassed to admit. It would be a shame for you to spend a thousand dollars and not get what you really need, now wouldn’t it Fred?”

Fred was shaking nervously and she could tell she had hit home.

“Come on Fred. I’ve seen it all. You don’t have to be embarrassed. We’re professionals. Last night my friend and I were dressing a grown man in diapers for him to wet himself in. Everyone has secrets. What’s yours?”

Linda smiled. Where was Julie getting this shit from?

“I…” Fred paused. “It… Gosh, you won’t tell anyone else will you?”

“Fred, it’s just us here. What am I going to tell someone? That you gave us a thousand dollars because we’re hookers who make men’s naughtiest fantasies come true?”

“In my suit case, there’s a purse.”

Linda went over to the man’s luggage and began digging through it.

“What’s in the purse Fred?” Julie asked.

“Girlie things,” Fred said in a whisper.

Linda had found the purse. It was a pink, cloth purse like you might find at a discount store. She tossed it to Julie on the bed. Then Linda began to strip down to her bra and panties also.

Julie opened the purse and pulled out a pair of white panties with red hearts and kissy lip shapes.

“Oh Fred,” Julie said. “They are so cute. You dress up in them?”

Fred nodded.

“That’s a good boy,” Julie said. “Put them on for me Fred.”

Fred wiggled out of his underwear and then pulled the panties on.

Linda sat on the other side of the bed so that Fred was between the two of them. She reached out and gently stroked the panties.

[image: ]

“Does that feel good Fred?” Linda asked.

The man nodded.

Julie had pulled a lipstick tube from the purse. Now she opened it. With one hand she pulled the skin around Fred’s mouth taunt and with the other she applied lipstick. She also found some perfume and spritzed Fred a few time.
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At the bottom of the bag there were two other items. One was a giant butt plug made from green plastic. The other was a package with a new pink vibrator in it.

Julie leaned close to the man on the bed and whispered, “Fred, things are about to get really interesting.”

Julie took Fred’s tie and began to use it to bind one wrist to the headboard of the bed. Linda had seen another tie in the suitcase and got it so Julie could tie the man’s other wrist.

Julie’s panty-clad ass and pussy straddled Fred’s face as she worked on the second binding.

“Does it smell good Fred?” Julie asked.

“God, yes. You are both so beautiful.”

Julie had finished binding the second wrist and now settled down so she was setting on Fred’s face. His nose poked at her pussy and her ass covered his mouth. She leaned forward for half a minute and then leaned back.

Fred had been unable to breathe while she was setting on him and he was now gasping for air.

Meanwhile Linda had taken three of Fred’s shirts and tied the sleeves together. She worked this under the mattress and on each side a single sleeve hung free.

Julie crawled off of Fred.

Linda whispered to her, “You are better at knots. I can barely tie my shoes.”

Julie nodded. In a few minutes, Fred was bound wrist and ankle to the bed.

Now Julie whispered to Linda, “Use your phone to get some pictures. His wallet is setting over there. Get a picture of his driver’s license.”

“Blackmail?” Linda whispered in surprise.

“No, just a little fun a bit later to make sure he feels like he got his money’s worth.”

Now Julie began to rub Fred’s cock through the silky fabric of the panties the man was wearing.

“I’ll bet that feels good, doesn’t it Fred?”

Fred moaned.

Linda went into the restroom and brought out a wash cloth. She waded it up.

“Fred,” Lisa said. “I know you probably will want to scream and yell. We don’t want to disturb the neighbors.”

She forced the rag into his mouth.

Julie had continued rubbing Fred’s cock.

“I’ll bet you are wondering if all that screaming and yelling will be from pain or from pleasure, aren’t you Fred?” Linda asked.

Linda careful took each of the man’s nipples into her hands. She rolled and played with them. Once they were in position, she roughly pinched them.

Fred’s back arched at the pain and a muffled sound escaped around the cloth in his mouth.

Julie had stopped rubbing Fred through the panties and now had the butt plug in her hand. She pulled the man’s panties down and probed his ass with it. When she found an angle that seemed to work, she began shoving it in.

Fred made more noises and tried to escape the relentless progress of the plastic toy that was invading his ass.

“Man up Fred,” Julie said. “You do this to yourself all the time don’t you?”

“He does probably use lube though,” Linda said. Now she dug through the purse that contained Fred’s shameful stash and found a tube of pink fluid. “Warming and lubricating action,” she read.

That seemed to trigger a memory. Linda went back into the bathroom as Julie finished shoving the butt plug until it was buried inside Fred’s unlubricated and now bloody hole. Soon after, Linda returned with a can of shaving cream and a razor.

“I’m going to shave you Fred,” Linda said. “Don’t move. I’d hate to cut your pecker off.”

Julie watched as Linda lathered Fred’s pubic area. Linda carefully shaved his cock and balls as well as most of his pubic hair, then used the towel to clean him off.

She went into the bathroom again and came back with a bottle of aftershave.

“Manly fresh scent it says,” Linda read from the bottle. She poured some in her hand and began to spread it on Fred’s cock.

“Aaahhh!!!”

Fred’s back arched and even with the gag the sound of muffled screams made their way out.

“What the hell did you do?” Julie asked in an awestruck voice.

“The alcohol in the aftershave burns like hell,” Linda said as she continued to massage the liquid over Fred’s cock as his body thrashed about.

“Fuck,” Julie said. “That’s mean.”

Linda just smiled and nodded. When she was done she went into the bathroom and rinsed her hands.

When she came back out Julie said, “You know, you actually look sexy as hell.”

Linda smiled, “Thank you.”

“And I have something that might interest you,” Julie said as she began to remove the packaging from the pink vibrator that had been in Fred’s stash.

Julie pulled it out and held it up. Linda and Julie looked at each other from across the bed. They both leaned forward and kissed each other lightly. Neither had been with another woman before. They had been best friends for years—almost up until the divorces. But now there was something different between them. A bond of both affection for each other and anger at men.

They pulled back for a moment and looked into each other’s eyes again. An unspoken message let each know what the other was thinking. Then they leaned forward and kissed again. This time hard and deep.
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“I’ve never…” Linda started to say.

“Me either,” Julie said. “But Fred needs a thousand dollars’ worth of whoopee. I’ll bet he’d get worked up watching us get it on.”

Fred’s eyes were wide. There was pain and fear in them. His cock had gone limp from the pain, but now seemed to be stirring.

Ten years ago Linda had considered Julie her bitter enemy. Now Linda stripped out of her underwear, climbed to a narrow shelf that was part of the bed’s headboard, and spread her legs.

“Fuck me with it,” Linda begged. “Fuck me good. It has been so long and I need it so bad.”

Julie grabbed the tube of lubricant and moved so that she once more straddled Fred’s face. Looking upward, Fred had a clear view of Lisa’s exposed twat. He watched in excitement as Julie squeezed a bit of lubricant on her finger and worked it into Linda’s cunt.

Linda’s body gave a shiver and the woman moaned at Julie’s soft and tender touch. Julie put some lube on the vibrator itself and brought it to Linda’s twat. It was so fuzzy and lovely. Julie slowly inserted the vibrator. Once the first inch was in, she began gently fucking Linda with the battery powered dong. Each stroke took it just a bit deeper into Linda’s love tunnel.

Julie twisted the end and the vibrator and it began its vibrating dance of pleasure. Linda’s body when rigid for a few seconds.

“Oh my god Julie,” Linda begged. “Please. Please. I need to cum so bad sweetie.”

Julie had the entire vibrator buried in Linda now and worked it in and out. She then pushed it in and upward. She leaned forward and let her tongue touch Julie’s clit. Her tongue pushed the sensitive flap of flesh down against the vibrating surface of the pleasure tool that was deeply planted in Linda’s womb.

Linda began to quiver and shake. Julie had never done anything like this before, but some instinct kicked in and she put her mouth around Linda’s clit and began to lap away. She pulled back for just a moment to say, “The lube tastes fruity.” Then she put her mouth back to work.

For a decade, Linda had been alone. No one to be passionate with. No one who wanted to please her. No one to love. Now all of that had changed.

“Shit,” Linda panted. “Just like that. Don’t stop! Please! I’m going to cum!”

Julie kept licking and felt the trembling of Linda’s body build to a small earthquake. Then a loud moan pierced the air. The twat Julie had her face buried in convulsed towards her. It was like riding a bucking bull, but she pushed forward and kept her face buried and her tongue working.

Linda’s body continue to thrust and convulse for several minutes. Then she went limp, although occasional shutters still passed through her body every few seconds.

Julie eased up her oral attention and heard Linda sigh. Julie stood up on the bed and began to suck Linda’s breasts.

Linda put a hand behind Julie’s head and sighed again. Julie still had one hand on the vibrator and was slowly moving it in and out of Linda’s pussy.

Linda pulled Julie up until their faces were even.

“That was incredible,” Linda said. “Now it’s your turn.”

Linda climbed off the ledge of the headboard while Julie stripped off her underwear and took her position.

Linda reached down and pulled the gag out of Fred’s mouth.

“I’m going to set on your face. You better put that tongue to work Freddy.”

Linda squatted over Fred’s face and lowered herself. She felt him begin happily lapping at her pussy. She grabbed the tube of lubricant and got Julie ready, although the truth was that Julie’s cunt was soaked with her own juices of excitement.

Linda worked the vibrator into Julie and turned it on. Then she put her tongue out and tentatively touched Julie’s love bud. She felt a sudden hunger and plunged forward, taking Julie’s sensitive clit into her mouth and allowing her tongue to gently flutter over it.

Julie moaned and her hands went to the back of Linda’s head.

“Oh god,” Julie said, her voice strained and intense. “That feels incredible baby.”

Julie was worked up from her servicing of Linda and it did not take much time for her to climax.

“Ahhrrrgggg!”

Julie’s hips thrust forward as she was taken by a sudden and intense orgasm. Fred’s oral attentions combined with the forbidden excitement of having Julie’s muff in her mouth brought Linda to a second orgasm. She stifled her own scream of joy by burying her face even harder into Julie’s wonderful cunt.

For nearly a minute both women were lost in wave after wave of pleasure. When they finally parted, both Julie and Linda were panting and drenched in sweat from the intensity of making love.

“Oh sweetie,” Julie said. “You were incredible.”

“So were you,” Linda said and then giggled. “Good enough to eat.”

They held each other and made their way to the room’s sofa where they sat hugging and kissing quietly as they recovered for that first, intense experience of intimacy together.

Fred had managed to prop his head up and was eagerly watching them.

After a while they relaxed and just held each other.

Fred cleared his throat. Julie and Linda had forgotten he was there but now looked over towards the bed.

“I had a couple of beers earlier,” Fred said. “I really need to pee.”

Julie hopped up. “Oh Fred,” she said. “We were having so much fun without you that we just forgot you were even here. You know what? I kind of need to pee myself.”

Julie walked to the bed and ran her hand over Fred’s forehead. He smiled up at her.

“Can you open wide for me sweetie?” Julie asked and Fred did. As soon as his mouth opened, Julie stuffed the gag back in. She sat at the foot of the bed and began to rub Fred’s cock through the silky panties he still wore.

“Here’s the deal Fred,” Julie told him. “I’m going to make you cum.”

She began to rub Fred aggressively.

“Doesn’t that feel good?”

Fred moaned in response. The man was rock hard after the show the two women had put on for him. Through the silky fabric, Julie rubbed the sensitive area just below the head with quick, firm motions. Fred moaned again. In less than a minute, Julie felt him stiffen and then his cock began to spasm within the confines of his panties. Julie rubbed while Fred pumped a huge load all over the inside of the panties with some spilling out onto his own tummy.

“Still need to take a piss Fred?” Julie asked.

There was a muffed affirmation. Julie climbed up on the bed and perched on the small ledge again.

“Me to Fred,” she said. Suddenly a stream of golden liquid flowed from her pussy and on to Fred’s face. She had drank more than usual down at the bar earlier and it seemed like she would never stop peeing. Fred was sputtering and choking. The rag in his mouth was soaked and as he breathed through his nose he had inhaled some of the tiny droplets of urine that bounced from his face on impact.

As the stream slowed to a dribble Julie looked at Linda. There was a mysterious smile on the other woman’s face. Their eye’s met and Linda nodded. Without saying anything, they switched places and Linda proceeded to take a piss on Fred’s face.

When Linda was also dry, she climbed down off the urine soaked bed.

“Freddy,” she said. “I think you should wet yourself. You know. Wet your own panties. They are filled with cum anyway, so why not take a leak in them also?”

Fred shook his head no and Linda smiled. “You don’t seem to understand. I wasn’t asking you to. I was telling you to.”

Linda reached out and pinched Fred’s nose closed. With the damp rag stuffed in his mouth he was unable to breath. In only a few seconds his eyes began to bulge and she saw a look of terror fill his eyes.

She let go. “I wouldn’t really smother you Fred. At least as long as you’re a good sissy and do what I tell you to.”

Tears were coming from the man’s eyes now. Every few breathes he had to snort because mucus was filling his sinuses.

“That looked fucking cool,” Julie said. She was on the other side of the bed looking down at Fred. She reached out and pinched his nose. She was rewarded with the same response and laughed.

“Together,” she said to Linda. Each woman used a single finger and pressed against their side of Fred’s nose pushing roughly together and cutting off his oxygen.

Now Linda laughed. “How long do you think he can hold his breath?”

Julie leaned over Fred. “He is going to fucking hold it until he blacks out or pisses his own sissy panties. It’s your choice Fred. Don’t think I’m joking because I think you are a worthless piece of shit. If we left you here like this all tied up, it would just be a trick gone bad for some out of towner who had more lust and money than common sense. You flood those panties of yours or I’m going to hold your noise until I see the lights go out in your eyes.”

She reached forward and Fred drew one last desperate intake of air. His eyes met Julie’s and he saw only cold indifference. He whimpered as he fogged and confused mind raced.

Suddenly there was the sound of his cock streaming warm, yellow piss against the silky fabric of his panties.

Julie let go of his nose and laughed.

“You are one wicked bitch,” Linda said in a tone that was clearly admiring, not admonishing.

“Wait until I get you alone later,” Julie said.

Julie picked up the vibrator and the tube of lubricant.

“I’m going to take these Fred. I hope that’s okay,” Julie told the man on the bed.

She showed him a business card she was holding. “Fred Gallagher. I assume the phone number and all is right? We’ll stay in touch Fred.”

Fred’s eyes were semi-glazed. He was exhausted, humiliated, and beaten. Julie and Linda began to pull their clothes back on.

“Come on honey,” Julie said to Lisa. “Maybe we can find another trick to turn down in the bar. Make it a twofer. Maybe the next one will be more studly and we can get ourselves well fucked. Or if we can find one who’s into gay play, we can send him up here since Fred doesn’t seem like the kind to put up much of a struggle. You take care Fred, okay?”

The man strained against his bonds and tried without success to yell.

Lisa followed Julie. She was surprised when Julie opened the door and stepped out. Lisa followed but whispered, “You aren’t going to leave him tied up like that are you? We could get into trouble?”

While Lisa was saying this, Julie walked down the hall. There was a ding of the elevators ahead and a young girl pushing a room service cart came out of the elevator and smiled at them.

“Look sad and ashamed,” Julie whispered to Linda, then she waved at the young lady pushing the cart and walked quickly towards her. Lisa followed a few steps behind with her eyes downturned to the ground and a frown on her face.

“Honey,” she said. “This is really embarrassing. I mean really embarrassing. I caught my husband cheating with my sister her.” Julie point towards Linda.

“I’m afraid I might have over reacted a bit,” Julie peeled off one of the hundred dollar bills from the wad Fred had given them earlier.
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She offered the money and the room key. “I worked for tips when I was in college. I know what it can be like. But can you do me a huge favor.”

The girl looked uncertain. “I can try I guess. I don’t want to get into trouble though.”

Julie shook her head. “No, I don’t want to get you in trouble. But your next trip up to this floor in an hour or so, can you go to my husband’s room. It is kind of a mess and I’m sorry about that. Like I said, I got carried away. But he’s tied up. There is a small pair of nail scissors on the night stand beside the bed. If you could just cut his hands free and leave the scissors where he can reach them.”

The girl continued to look skeptical.

“Tell him that his wife will be waiting back home and things will work out somehow,” Julie said. She peeled of a second hundred dollar bill and handed it to the girl.

The girl took the money and the room key and nodded.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll be back up to pick up the tray I’m dropping off when they are finished eating. I’ll do it then.”

“Thank you sweetie,” Julie said and then pressed the button for the elevator.

Now Julie turned towards Linda. “As for you sis, what the hell were you thinking?” Julie began to lecture Linda as the girl pushed the service cart towards the room where she was to deliver it. A few seconds later the door to the elevator dinged and opened. Julie was still lecturing Linda as they got on.

Once the door closed they both burst out laughing.

“God you could get me in a lot of trouble,” Linda told Julie. “I forgot how wild you could get at times back when we were in college.”

Julie reached out and put the palm of her hand against Linda’s cheek.

“I want to get you into a lot more trouble honey. Let’s go by your place, grab some clothes and whatever you need for a few days, and then you come stay with me.”

Linda put her hand against Julie’s and smiled.

The elevator door dinged and opened. They stepped out on the ground floor and took each other by the hand as they walked towards where they had parked their cars.

“I’d like that,” Linda said quietly.

An hour later they pulled their cars into the garage at Julie’s house. Julie helped Lisa carry one of the two bags she had packed. Julie headed straight for the master bedroom. When they entered, she pointed to one of two closet doors.

“That closet has been empty for ten years,” Julie said. She opened the door and put Linda’s suit case inside.

Linda set the other suitcase down and turned to find Julie stripping down to her bra and panties. Linda did the same and Julie guided her friend to the bed.
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As they laid down beside each other Julie whispered, “My heart and my bed have also been empty for ten years. I was waiting for you the whole time but just too blind to see it.”

Linda leaned close and whispered back, “We can both see it now though.” She began to kiss Julie’s body. Soon they were making love.


The Plan

Teresa had started putting her plans into motion immediately after meeting with the other women. To this point, her contact with the doctor who would do the feminization had been strictly limited to email and cell phone. The two had never met in person and both were happy to keep it that way for now. The doctor had asked for five million dollars and the arrangements were made for half to be paid in advance with a transfer to a Swiss bank account.

The next morning Teresa looked at a few reports on her desk and called the doctor back.

“I believe the ex-wives have reconciled. Maybe even more than reconciled. It seems like they have moved in together and may be lovers,” Teresa had told the doctor. “Would that affect anything from your perspective?”

The doctor was silent for a few seconds as she thought about this development. “Not really, but it presents me with an interesting opportunity. Normally I feminize men one at a time. I have been able to build bonds between sissies afterwards—my two nurses are an example of that. But I have never feminized two men at the same time and bound them to each other like two sissies that were really part of a single whole. Where they need and depend on each other. Actually this could help the situation. I can teach them to do things like paint each other’s nails, help each other stay shaved, and some of the other tasks that are difficult for a feminized sissy who is on their own.”

Teresa laughed, “Sounds like an interesting science project for you.”

She heard the doctor laugh. “It will be. I will keep you posted. Who knows, you may have some other problems you may need help with in the future.”

Teresa thought of one of the procurement managers she had been working with. “I might have another job for you in a few weeks. Listen, I know enough about you to know you are on the run. Maybe I can help you stay hidden. You wouldn’t have to keep moving and I have someone to help me with various little problems that might come up from time to time.”

The doctor paused, “We have never met in person. I would be interested in discussing something like that, but maybe we could meet in person to do it. In a way, we would be placing our fate in each other’s hands. I’m smart enough to know you have a plan for skating out of this if I get caught. I hope you also are smart enough to know that I have a similar plan of my own. But I have read about you. I think the two of us working together could be an interesting and mutually beneficial arrangement.”

They talked a few minutes more. Next Teresa called both Tabitha and Britney to discuss the plan for dealing with Richard and Michael.

“They have an appointment with destiny,” she joked. “What do their schedules look like this weekend?”


Water Taxi

The appointments were set for Saturday. Both Richard Norton and Michael Welter received what seemed to be discrete invitations. In fact, their secretaries, Tabitha and Britney, had passed on fake phone messages that Teresa had provided them. The secretaries also made sure there was enough of a trail in each man’s appointment diary to make things believable if anyone decided to later looked into things.

Both Richard and Michael were now under the impression that a large foreign corporation was interested in buying each of their companies. Both were so determined to outdo the other that they were eager to discuss this type of coupe de grace over their competitor and jumped at the chance to meet with on a small yacht to discuss the details.

At 9 AM Richard showed up at the dock he had been told to come to. He found his secretary Tabitha in a bikini and a tee shirt waiting. With her was another attractive young woman dress similarly and just as scantily. Richard got an eyeful as he stared at the pair.

“Mr. Norton,” Tabitha said. “This is Britney and she’s going to take us out to the yacht. This is so exciting. Britney said there was a place to sunbath while you are in your meeting. I hope it’s okay that I changed into a bikini.”

[image: ]

Richard looped an arm around Tabitha’s waist, pulled the girl to him, and kissed her.

“It’s better than okay babe,” he said with a grin.

The three stepped onto the boat. Britney got behind the wheel and carefully backed the small boat out. Tabitha had tried to get Norton to set beside Britney, but he insisted on setting in the back with Tabitha.

As the boat pulled out of the no wake zone, Britney pushed the throttle forward. The boat picked up speed and lifted slightly out of the water. The plan was for Norton to be beside her, but his setting in the back wasn’t a big deal. She was ready to improvise a bit and reached down to the side of her bikini. She discretely undid a buckle on the bikini bottom. She also grasped her tee shirt under one of the fingers she had on the wheel.

The boat moved in a small arc and she turned her head and shouted, “That’s the yacht we are going to.”

As she said this, she had twisted her body to point letting the loose bikini bottom fell free and her finger held the tee shirt so that it was pulled up and away.

“Oh my god,” she screeched.

Norton was staring at the girl’s lovely twat. He felt a slight prick and thought it was probably Tabitha jokingly punching him out of jealousy.

Five seconds later he slumped over, unconscious.

Tabitha laughed. “Good thinking. Thanks for distracting him so I could poke him.”

Britney gave a thumbs up and began to wheel the boat towards another marina than the one they had just left. The slowed and pulled into a slip beside a houseboat.

Two women came out of the houseboat, grabbed Norton’s limp body, and quickly hauled it into the houseboat. A few seconds later they returned with a few items that they handed the girls in the boat.  Tabitha stowed these in a compartment that normally was used to hold water skis.

Britney had got her bikini bottom back in place and Tabitha dropped into the seat beside her. Britney backed out of the slip again.

“The nurses,” Tabitha said in a loud voice so Britney could hear her. “I would never have guessed.”

“The doctor Teresa hired must be good. If she can turn Norton and Welter into shemales like she has those two nurses of hers we should be golden.”

A few minutes later they were back at the first slip and waiting for Welter to arrive. With him they switched roles but used the same script. In less than two hours both men had been lured into the same trap, drugged, and stowed away on the houseboat.


The Big Bang

A short time later, Tabitha and Britney pulled the run about up beside the larger boat. They passed up Richard and Michael’s shoes, brief cases, jackets, socks, and other odds and ends to the man waiting aboard. Then they climbed up.

Captain Neil Yates had made a decent living with chartered fishing trips and sightseeing tours over the years, but was not a wealthy man by any measure. He was 43 years old and looked healthy, but two weeks earlier he had experienced sudden chest pains. After a few quick tests, his doctor found that an aggressive cancer had spread throughout his body. It was too late for any effective treatment options. The doctor had estimated that Yates had between four weeks and two months to live.

The painful part was his family. His wife had left when their daughter was only three years old. Being a single dad was not easy, but he loved his daughter. She was now 22 and a single mother of an 18 month old little girl. He had struggled with how to break the news to them.

Two evenings after the diagnosis, a woman had called. She knew about his situation. She was candid that the only thing she had to offer was far from perfect, but she thought he might want to hear her proposition and consider it.

The next day he had met her at a small restaurant by the pier where his boat, The Shelia G, was moored.

It was a plain, bleak offer. If he agreed to what amounted to a “suicide mission”, his daughter and granddaughter would be taken care of for life. There would be a mysterious $5 million life insurance policy that would pay out as an annuity giving both of his girls a solid monthly income and a chance to get by in life. They would also inherit his boat because the lady wanted to use a rented boat for what she proposed.

Even before the meeting had ended, he knew he would agree. But when the woman unexpectedly handed him a $1 million life insurance policy with no strings attached so he, as she put it, “actually had a choice”, any lingering doubts faded. Teresa was legitimately kind at times, but she also knew how to manipulate people to get what she wanted with the occasional grand gesture.

Now, as Yates helped Tabitha and Britney aboard, he was in what he knew where the final hours of his life.

”I’ll put most of this one the roof,” he told them. “The explosion should blow it clear of the burn and hopefully most of it will be found.”

The two girls nodded.

“Can we do anything to help?” Tabitha asked.

She saw the tears swell in his eyes as he shook his head.

“Even with the pain meds, I’m feeling pretty rough,” he said. “I can’t imagine hanging on feeling like I do for much longer anyway.”

Impulsively, Britney stepped forward and gave the man a hug. “We’ll check on your girls from time to time.”

He nodded. “I was going to take a few extra pain pills and give you two about fifteen minutes to get to shore. They’ll kind of dope me up and maybe get my mind off of things anyway.”

Tabitha and Britney were close friends and could practically read each other’s minds.

“Maybe we could help get your mind off of things,” Tabitha said as both she and Britney stepped out of the bikini’s they were wearing. Tabitha knelt in front of Yates and unzipped his pants while Britney began to kiss him.

The man’s cock was limp, probably through some combinations of depression and the medicine he was on.  Tabitha took it into her mouth and began sucking. Soon it began to swell.

Britney moved to a deck designed for sunbathing and laid on her back with her legs hanging over the edge. Her cunt was the perfect height for Yates to fuck her. Tabitha gave his cock a final lick and then stood up and steered him towards Britney. She guided his cock into her friend’s cunt and then Yates began to fuck Britney.

Tabitha and Britney were lovers and they knew how to please each other, but they also knew how to put on a show. Over the years, a fake orgasm now and then had helped them get the things they wanted from the men they wanted them from. This time the fake orgasm was for a different reason. It was to help a man who would soon be dead take his mind off of his fate.

Britney was moaning and arching her back like the cock inside her was giving her the best fuck she had ever had.

Tabitha moved up beside Britney and began nursing on her friend’s tits while Yates watched and continued fucking. Then Tabitha straddled Britney’s face and Britney began to eat her friend’s pussy.

Tabitha was moaning and quivering while Britney continued to thrash and let noises escape past the lovely muff that covered her mouth.

“I can’t last long,” Yates panted.

“Fill her pussy with cum. Give it to her captain!” Tabitha said.

Yates made about a half dozen more thrusts before his cock began to squirt his load into Britney’s pussy.

He thrust until he was limp. Tabitha quickly crawled from her position straddling Britney and took the man’s cock into her mouth again, sucking and licking him clean.

As cum was starting to dribble from Britney’s slit, Tabitha made sure that Yates noticed and then she buried her face between her friend’s legs.  She made happy humming noises as she ate Britney’s pussy and Britney continued to thrash and shake, faking a long, continuing orgasm.

When Britney’s pussy had been cleaned by Tabitha’s tongue, Britney laid there panting while Tabitha laid down beside her.

“God that was incredible,” Britney said.

“Your cum was so yummy captain,” Tabitha said.

The man smiled and they made more small talk. Before long, the girls pulled their bikinis back on and Yates helped them climb back into their runabout.

“Thank you,” he said. “You two are the thing that wild fantasies are made of. That was incredible.”

They nodded and waved goodbye.

They were slowly approached the slip in the marina where the runabout belonged when they heard the huge explosion. On the horizon, a ball of fire climbed upward in the sky.
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“He went out with a bang,” Britney joked, but neither of them felt much like laughing.

Within a half hour the two girls were explaining the situation to several police officers and a lady who was with the Coast Guard.

Their bosses had wanted to meet secretly to talk about potentially finding ways to work together to win a government contract. They had rented a yacht for the weekend. Their secretaries had shuttled them both out. It was just the captain and the two businessmen onboard when the explosion occurred. It was only by luck that the girls had been sent back to the pier to grab a case of beer and some burgers for lunch.

Both girls clang to each other and cried. The shock and grief was clear on their faces. Nobody had even the remotest thought about doubting their story.

Over the next few hours the body of the captain of the yacht was found along with a number of personal items belonging to the missing men. The search would continue with varying degrees of effort over the next four weeks.


The Patients Arrive

Just before midnight, two women pushed a wheelchair from a houseboat. In the parking lot of the pier, they loaded an unconscious man who was in it onto a gurney in the back of an ambulance. They returned to the houseboat and made a second trip to deliver a second unconscious man.

Dr. Victoria Parsons, Tori, carefully checked the two men once they were both strapped in the back of the ambulance. She shined a small light in their eyes and listened to their fain heartbeats with a stethoscope. She nodded her head, assured her that they were okay, just heavily sedated.

“Take them to the dungeon,” Tori told the nurses. “Secure them. Once that’s done, you both have done excellent work today. You can go to your room and play.”

Both nurses said in unison, “Thank you Mistress.” Then they climbed into the ambulance.
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Tori smiled. She loved calling her lab the dungeon. She had two new subjects to work with for the next two months. And the nurses never failed to amuse her. Once they had been two powerful adversaries, one working in the bowels of the intelligence agencies in the United States while the other had played a similar role for one of America’s enemies. Now the two were shemales.

With her giving them permission to play, she knew that they would fuck and suck each other until probably close to lunch time the next day.

Tori got into the European sedan she had driven. As she closed the door, she could not help but smile and chuckle out loud.

Life was good. Well, unless you were one of the two patients. She laughed again.


The Special Treatment Begins

Dr. Parsons was a very organized person. She had a process for things and liked to stick to that process where possible. There were two men strapped securely to gurneys in the large, dimly lit room she was in. She sat at a desk with a desk lamp turned on.

In front of her was a bound and lined journal where she would record every detail of the things she would do to the two men over the next six to eight weeks. Even though she had done this many time and knew the steps by heart, she still carefully wrote out a list of what the coming weeks would hold for her newest patients. The list read:

1. Instill them with various false beliefs until they accept them as truth.

2. Expose those beliefs as lies to create doubt about all beliefs.

3. Force their submission during this period of confusion.

4. As part of their submission or immediately following it, create a new set of beliefs they consider reality.

5. Instill fear and a desire to separate themselves from the past through pain and negative reinforcement.

6. Allow them to only find peace when they slip into the desired role or reality.

7. Move them from the reality that has been created back towards their new “real world” while reinforcing their new beliefs.

Tori looked at this. Based on her discussion with Teresa, she added on additional point.

8. Build an interdependency between the two so that they can both help each other (with things such as grooming) while fearing the possibly of separation.
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She heard Richard Norton begin to stir. She had decided to let him come to first. She smiled, stood up from the desk, and walked over to the gurney. Richard’s eyes were open. They moved around trying to take in his surroundings, but the dim light gave him little to see. Then Tori’s face appeared above him.

“Hello Richard,” she said. “Welcome back.”

“Where am I?” he asked.

She laughed. “I guess you could say the morgue Richard. I’m afraid you will never leave here.”

“Who are you?” he asked. “Why are you doing this to me?”

He seemed offended that the world could mistreat him in this way.

“I’m the person they have asked to help take care of a problem. Unfortunately for you, you are the problem they want taken care of.”

“Who?” Richard demanded.

“A man like you has many enemies.”

“That bastard Welter? I knew he was a skunk, but I didn’t think he’d do something like this.”

“You know so many things that others would like to know.”

“Oh, so it’s spy stuff? My security department will figure out what’s going on and be down on you like a pack of wolves.”

Tori laughed. “You are so spunky Richard. She said you were spunky and that you might stray.”

“God, you mean Christy? My wife? She wouldn’t do something like this.”

“Then who would Richard,” Tori said. “Who would?”

She stepped to the side. There was an IV drip going and she had a syringe ready to make an injection in its port. She plunged the syringe home and knew he would soon drift into a confused word of sleep.

She brushed his face gently. “It will be okay Milly. Richard has caused you so much pain, but once we can get rid of him, you will find peace Milly. Molly will be there to help you. Both of you will find peace together Milly.”

She continued to say similar things to Milly until Richard’s eyes closed.

She smiled and went back to her desk. She made a few notes in her journal and then walked to Michael Welter’s gurney. His eyes were open. He was a bit craftier than Richard was. He had stayed quiet while he tried to figure out what was going on.

“Hello Michael,” Tori said. She with through a similar conversation with him, planting the seeds of paranoia and doubt.

Eventually she gave him another injection and ended with the same light brushing of his face.

“It will be okay Molly. Michael has caused you so much pain, but once we can get rid of him, you will find peace Molly. Milly will be there to help you. Both of you will find peace together Molly.”

Michael’s eyes glazed and he fell into a troubled sleep.

Over the next few hours, the two patients drifted in and out of their restless sleep. Tori continued to plant seeds of doubt and paranoia. As soon as they would latch on to one person being responsible, she would taunt them with the possibility it was someone else.

These initial sessions could be intense for Tori. The first few days were almost a non-stop stream of activities for her.

At times, she would place a pair of goggles and headphones on each man. There were flashes of lights and swirling patterns. Tiny sensors on the top of the goggles were able to pick up gross brainwave functions. Tori could tell when they were sleeping, concentrating, mentally shut down, or susceptible to being fed new beliefs. The earphones whispered constantly.

“Michael was evil. He is going away now Milly.”

“You are such a pretty girl. Did Molly help you dress up?”

“Molly, you need to be strong for Milly. You know how Michael can be. He’s trying to hurt Milly and she needs your help.”

“Don’t you just love making yourself all pretty Molly? You and Milly make such a cute couple.”

The hypnosis would plant some initial seeds, but it was important to reinforce them. It was only when those seeds were allowed to grow that the full transformation could take place.

After nearly twenty-four hours straight with the goggles and headphones, Tori approached one of the gurneys. For Tori, once the goggle had been applied, Richard was gone. Instead there was now a feminized sissy and her name was Milly. Tori knew that her own certainty about this point would be part of what would reinforce the transformation of her patients.

The figure on the gurney began to stir.

“Milly,” she said. ”Can you hear me?”

“Yes. Who am I?”

“Milly, it’s the doctor. It’s important to remember who you are. You are Milly. Bad people tried to take you away and change you, but you are safe now.”

“Milly? I’m Milly? I’m not Rich?”

As soon as the question was out, Tori pressed a button that fired off a pair of electrodes driving a deep and painful shock into Milly’s head.

Milly screamed.

“It’s okay honey,” Tori said. “I’m here. I’ll help you. Richard tries to take over sometimes and it hurts you. Milly, you have to fight him. Don’t let him in Milly. Push him away. You are a beautiful woman Milly. Richard is evil and wants to control you. He tries to get into your mind. But you are strong Milly. Just push him away.”

The conversation continued. Over the next hour Milly mentioned Richard three more times and each was followed by the painful shock treatment.

Tori alternated back and forth between Milly and Molly for another twenty-four hours straight. She would talk to one for an hour while the other was isolated from the world by their goggles and headphones. Then she would change.

By the fourth day Tori was exhausted. She set the goggles and headphones in place, brought the nurses in to watch the patients, took a shower and a sleeping pill, and then slept for nearly twenty-four hours straight.

On the seventh day, she had the nurses prepare the Milly and Molly for the next part of their treatment. The nurses shaved off all of the patients’ body hair. The hair on Milly and Molly’s head was bleached so they were both blonde. Lipstick and eye shadow was applied. For a week, they had lived on nothing but the energy supplied by intravenous sugar and were both thin and gaunt.
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While Milly and Molly were unconscious, the two nursed helped move them to where the next stage of treatment would be. It was a small crate, about ten feet long. In the center were a pair of posts. Milly was laid in first with her feet near one end while Molly was laid with her feet near the other end. Both were rolled to their side and carefully positioned and then bound in place with a pair of straps. Their wrists and ankles were also securely bound.

A pair of electrodes was also installed on both of each sissy’s temples. This would be used for punishment.

The final step was to install a long tube, the end of which looked like a realistic dildo. One was installed between the legs of each sissy just below their cock. There were small levers on the outside of the box that could pull these back between their legs or push them out so they jutted forward like a cock.

The sides of the box were mirrors and there were small lights in several places. There were also several cameras, microphones, and speakers. The top, which was also covered by a large mirror was put into place.

Molly was the first to wake up. In the dim light she was faced with Milly’s limp cock.

“Doesn’t Milly have a lovely cock? Wouldn’t you love to take that in your mouth Molly? She’s asleep. Nobody would know. Wouldn’t that be so exciting and so naughty? It’s okay. Go ahead and suck on it.”

Molly said nothing even though there were whispers that continued for nearly an hour.

When Milly woke up she was faced with Molly’s cock. Molly had actually become aroused at the sight of Milly’s cock and all of the naughty things the voices suggested. Because of that, Molly’s cock was erect and nearly touching Milly’s lips.

The voices began to whisper in Milly’s ears now.

“It looks so yummy. Wouldn’t you love to suck her? I’ll bet she would suck you back if you did. Wouldn’t it feel so good to have a sissy cock in your mouth while your own sissy cock is in her mouth? You will be such good friends. It’s okay for friends to be a bit naughty with each other.”

Milly was the first to speak. “Molly?”

Molly thought she recognized the voice. “Richard?”

A shock slammed through both of their heads at once. Both screamed in pain.

“Molly, you hurt Milly,” the voices whispered. “He is gone. Don’t say his name. We have Milly back now.”

“Milly, Molly didn’t mean for you to hurt. The bad men are strong. Don’t say their names. Don’t let them into your brain. It can only hurt you both.”

Milly cried but finally worked up the nerve to speak again, “Milly?”

Molly was trying to concentrate.

“I’m sorry I made you get hurt,” Molly said.

“It’s okay. I know it was an accident. The bad men tried to take us, but we are okay now.”

“Do you remember before the bad men Milly?” Molly asked.

“I try to, but I can’t. Molly, the voices. They say I used to love to suck on you. Is that true?”

“I can’t remember, but the voices told me the same thing.”

“Would you like for me to Molly? I want to make you happy.”

“If you will, I will. I want you to be happy also Milly.”

Tentatively Milly opened her mouth and took Molly’s semi-rigid cock in. She began to suck. She felt the sissy shaft swell inside her mouth and loved how it filled her. Then she felt Molly’s mouth latch on to her own sissy cock and begin to suck.

The two had gone over a week without an orgasm. Even with the dire situation, each was desperate for relief. As one would suck harder, the other would reciprocate.

Slurping noises, grunts, and groans filled the small box. The voices were louder now, offering encouragement as the two sissies desperately sucked each other.

Milly felt Molly’s cock stiff and then begin to pump its load of cum into her eager mouth. She swallowed it and also felt her own cock explode into Molly’s hungry mouth.

The voices were telling them how good they had done.

The nurses went to the box and flipped the levers that extended the artificial cocks. Milly and Molly soon found these and began to nurse on them. They spewed a slow but continuous stream of sticky, sweet substance. The two would spend a week in the box and this was what would both substain them and numb their ability to think through this portion of their treatment.

Once each day, the nurses would sedate the pair and remove them from the box. Milly and Molly would be shaved, cleaned up, have makeup applied, and then returned to their bondage in the box.

As Milly began to regain consciousness after one of these times she looked at herself in the mirror.

“The bad men must have been terrible,” she whispered to Molly. “I can’t even recognize my own reflection.”

“I know,” Molly said. “I can’t either. I wonder if I was prettier before the bad men.”

“The voices say we will get to make each other pretty one day. I promise I’ll make you beautiful Molly.”

“I’ll make you beautiful to Milly.”

After nearly a week, Tori began to prepare the pair for the next phase of their transition and treatment.

“The voices say we’ve been good,” Molly said.

“I know. I hope we can be together soon. I mean, we’re together now. But like really together,” Milly said.

“Milly, can I ask you something?”

“You can ask me anything Molly. You’re my best friend. The voices say so and we’ve been together here so long.”

“Milly, is it okay to love you?”

Milly choked, “Yes. I love you to Molly. Without you I don’t know how I would have gotten away from the bad men who took my body and brain.”

“I love you to Milly.”

Outside the box, seated in nearly total darkness, Tori listend to the conversation and smiled. After a few minutes she stood up and walked to her desk to make some notes in her journal. She had tried some new and different things during the transition of this pair.

Overall it had been an interesting experience, but it was almost time for them to come out of the box.


The First Meeting

Teresa and Tori studied each other. They sat on the deck of a fairly exclusive restaurant. Teresa had reserved the entire deck so they could have some privacy.
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Teresa finally smiled. “I’m not sure what I was expecting. The friend that referred me to you made you sound almost like a Dr. Frankenstein or something.”

Tori smiled back. “If certain men had not been totally drained of their memories of their previous selves and what I had done to them, they might well agree with that.”

Teresa laughed. Tori tended to be very self-aware and notice how much she enjoyed that sound.

“I have a couple of other loose ends that have come up in other areas,” Teresa said when she stopped laughing. “Would you be willing to help me deal with a few of them?”

Tori paused. “You know, there are other ways to deal with situations than what we did with Richard and Michael. If the arrangement is mutually beneficial, I would consider helping though.”

“I’m having some issues with a guy who is in charge of selecting a company for this new contract. One of the requirements is that you have been in business for five years. It specifically says that mergers count, but he is saying there is a difference between ‘acquisitions’ and ‘mergers’.”

Tori studied Teresa.

“I hate men,” Tori said candidly. “I don’t feel comfortable talking about them, but there are some very good reasons. But I’m also a realist. I know I can’t turn all of the bastards into feminized sissies. We should talk a bit about some of the other ways I might be able to help you. Some type of hypnosis might be a better solution to this problem. Does the guy like video games or something?”

“No. He watches old movies. Ones from the 1950s and 1960s. He doesn’t date much because he is a short little runt who is insecure and has no social skills.”

“Is there any particular movie he enjoys? I could insert subliminal messages in the video on a DVD. Label it high-definition or something to get him started watching it and then the subliminal message could make him watch it over and over.”

Tori thought a bit.

“There is also always blackmail. If one of my feminized sissies drugged and seduced him, we could get some interesting pictures. But if it is a government contract, something that blatant could be risky.”

“Could you make a DVD with subliminal messages for Casa Blanca?” Teresa asked. “I know that is one of his favorites.”

Tori nodded. “I can label it as having new segments or interviews so that he’ll want to watch it.”

“The blackmail angle interests me,” Teresa said. “I have another situation with the guy who was Welter’s right-hand man. I’d love to have some leverage. He is threatening to quit and start another company that would compete with me if I don’t give him a promotion.”

“Is he married or single?”

“He has been divorced for about three years now. He is married to his job. He does work hard. He’s there at 6 AM and still there at 8 PM most days.”

“Does he have a girl friend?”

“Not that I know of.”

“Does your cleaning staff wear uniforms?”

“Just tee shirts that have the name of the company we use. Why?”

“Can we get one of my sissies in as a cleaning person? I think she would be able to pull him into a relationship. I try different things with different patients. She is programed to stick with one man, but be an aggressive slut with him. We could put cameras in a conference room or something. We might even arrange for regular meetings that he would become virtually addicted to. I think I have done a good job of teaching her the art of seduction.”

“Both of those would help me a lot,” Teresa said. “So how can I help you? You said arrangements need to be mutually beneficial. I respect that and would worry if you didn’t feel that way.”

“I need to stay hidden. I have taken down some powerful men. I know your company has access to some of the systems used by various intelligence and law enforcement agencies. Is there some way to watch for even a hint that they suspect where I am or what I’m doing?”

Teresa though on this. “That isn’t trivial. There are a lot of checks and balances in the systems they use to track and correlate intelligence data they gather. But I think we could add it as something like a ‘test scenario’ where it would watch things but not be something they should ever see. Let me check and see what I can do. What else do you need? Money?”

“I’m not greedy. I like to have a few options stashed away if I have to disappear suddenly.” Tori paused and then added bluntly, “Other than that, I’m lonely. I really have nothing but my work. But I don’t see how you could help me there.”

Teresa looked at Tori. “Have you ever been sailing? I have a sail boat that I haven’t taken out in a year now.”

Tori laughed.

“I’m sorry,” she said, seeing Teresa’s puzzled look. “I just haven’t had anyone invite me to anything most people would consider normal in four or five years. You caught me off guard.”

“So say yes.”

Tori looked at Teresa. “I’d love to go, thank you.”

They spent the next hour chatting about various things. The waitress was discrete, but she couldn’t help but notice the two women she was responsible for seemed to be enjoying their time together.


Here’s Looking At You Kid

Benjie Thayer had worked for the same government agency for nearly twenty years now. He had come to the same plain office building for work that entire time. He had sat in the same windowless cube in the middle of the third floor for nearly five years now.

His title was procurement manager, but he was little more than an insignificant, unambitious, and spiteful clerk. This contract for a combined intelligence data analytics system was the largest and most important thing he had ever worked on. He was actually beginning to enjoy at least pretending he had some real power and influence for a change.

That bitch who owned the company that was almost certainly going to eventually be awarded the contract had dropped by a few times “to discuss things”. She was so smug at first and he enjoyed the look of frustration on her face when he began splitting hairs about the differences between the definition of a “merger” and an “acquisition”. Since then his boss had received nearly a dozen calls from influential politicians asking about that conversation.

That bitch!

Benjie knew he would eventually have to give in, but he wanted to string her along at least a few more days. He had never felt comfortable around women and now he felt a bit of control over one of the most powerful and influential women in town. Hell, not just in town but in the whole damn country!

He smiled at the thought as he stood up. After a slow trip to the restroom that he made last nearly fifteen minutes, he packed up his brief case and got ready to head home. True, he carried the case more for appearance than because he ever took work home, but it made him feel important.

After the half-hour bus ride to his apartment complex, he checked the mail and headed up the stairs.

There had been a package in the mail and when he opened it he found it contained a DVD of his favorite movie. The cover said that it contained a newly found scene that had been cut from the original release and also had interviews and commentary from some of the people involved in making the movie.

He didn’t remember ordering it, but warmed up a TV dinner and plugged the DVD to watch. Over. And over. And over again.
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The next morning he got to the office early for the first time he could ever remember. Although he had not slept the previous night, a sense of urgency that was unfamiliar now burned inside him. Without even getting a cup of coffee or working the morning paper’s crossword puzzle, he sat down and sent an email saying that after further consideration, he believed that ‘acquisition’ and ‘merger’ were basically the same thing in the context of this contract and indicated that the formal notification of the company’s selection would follow shortly.

A few minutes later in another office, Teresa read the email with a smile.

Tori had come through and Teresa was going to get a payoff worth hundreds of millions of dollars from it.

Several minutes later Teresa realized she had become lost in thought. And it wasn’t about gloating over her victory. She was really looking forward to seeing Tori again this weekend.


Hard at Work

That same evening while Benjie was back at his small apartment watching his DVD over and over again, Duncan Hill was in his office working late. He was indispensable and he knew it. That make him a prick to work with. Like Benjie, he had been enjoying the feeling of power he believed he had over Teresa. And like Benjie, that would soon be the furthest thing from his mind.

It was about 8 PM when the cleaning lady pushed her cart through the door of his office.

“Trash?” she asked and pointed to the trash can that was under his credenza.

He looked up. This one was new. And she was cute. Duncan smiled. “I haven’t seen you before.”

She smiled at him. “I’m new today. I might get the job permanently if I do good work.”

He smiled back. “I’m sure you’ll do great.”

She picked up the trash can and emptied it into a bin on her cart. When she put it back, she pointed beneath Duncan’s desk.
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“There is some stuff there,” she said. “Can I pick it up?”

Duncan had pretended to be reading a report while discreetly eying her.

She knelt and picked up a few small scraps of paper from under his desk. She was wearing a short skirt and he admired how it clung to her shapely ass.

When she started to crawl out from under the desk, her hand accidently reached up and grasped Duncan’s leg.

“Oh god,” she said. “I’m such a klutz. I’m sorry. I probably won’t get the job now.”

“It’s okay,” he assured her. “I’m not going to tell anyone or get you in trouble.”

“You are nice,” she said. “I like you.”

She looked up and her hand ran up his leg again. This time was deliberate. Like before, as it reached the area of his crotch she felt his erect cock.

“Do you like me?” she asked.

Still knelling she unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Without any hesitation, she began to eagerly suck on it. She gave him no time to think about or question what was going on.

Duncan moaned in pleasure. It had been so long and this was so unexpected. God, if he could arrange for her to clean the floor every night life would be perfect.

She was talented and hungry. She easily deep throated his cock and within minutes he felt an orgasm coming.

He wonder if she swallowed, but decided that anyone who could deep throat like she could probably would.

His cock exploded and spewed cum down her throat. He pumped for about half a minute and then sighed with satisfaction and relief.

She stood up now and they smiled at each other.

“You were yummy,” she told him.

“Maybe when you are done with this floor, I’ll be able to get it up again and I can work on satisfying you,” he said with a hopeful arrogance.

She sat on the edge of his desk facing his executive chair.

“I’m not like most girls,” she told him. “It takes a special kind of man to satisfy me.”

God he wanted her. He could feel himself stiffening again already.

“I’d like to give it a try,” he said.

She took his hands and guided them towards her crotch. When he felt it, he looked up in surprise.

“Are you sure you want to give it a try, honey?” she asked.

Ten minutes later Duncan was bent over his own desk while the lovely shemale with a massive cock fucked his ass. Damn it had hurt at first, but now he was in heaven, whimpering and begging her for it.

After fifteen minutes of hard, continuous fucking, she filled his bowels with cum. He was still lying across the desk panting as she pulled up her panties, straightened her skirt and pushed her cart out of the office.

The next morning Teresa called him into her office. She pretended to be frustrated. “The damn cleaning staff didn’t empty my waste basket last night. It’s like they were distracted or something. I’m going to find out who it was that should have cleaned this floor, find out what they were doing when they should have been emptying my trash, and fire their sorry ass.”

Duncan sat very still. He didn’t want Teresa to fire to the woman from the night before. He was really hoping the same woman would be back tonight.

Teresa sighed. “I’m sorry Duncan. I’m just on edge. Anyway, listen. We need to get things settled. I want you to stick around. What if you sign a three year contract?”

“You know I want a promotion,” he said stubbornly.

“I can give you a corner office and your own secretary. But I can’t give you the top job.”

There was a knock at the door. Duncan sat stunned as the shemale goddess from the night before walked in.

“I finished the application,” she said and held it out for Teresa.

Teresa sighed. “Well, there may not be a job after all.”

The woman had met Duncan’s eyes and was smiling at him. Now her face took on a sad look.

“I have to convince Duncan her to take the job before I can hire you to be his secretary.”

Duncan had carefully planned his career over the past decade. He had patiently worked his way up the corporate ladder. He put in long hours. He was meticulous and never made rash decisions.

Then he spoiled that record by making a impulsive decision.

“I do understand why you can’t give me the promotion I asked for Teresa. Maybe I was being unfair. I’ll take the job and sign the contract. Maybe my new secretary here can help me get started on some of those special projects that I know you wanted me to look at.”

Teresa beamed at him. “That would be perfect!”

It didn’t look like they would have to resort to blackmail using video from the hidden camera that had been installed on the cleaning cart the previous evening after all.


The Raiders Adrift

“You should have seen his face,” Teresa said. “It was priceless.”

The wind blew through Tori’s hair as the sailboat rocked lazily along.

Tori laughed. “I can spend a bit of time and make her think of nothing but him. The one problem with feminizing men is figuring out what you do with them when you’re finished. There are plans for some like your two, but others get finished and I don’t know what to do with them. I can’t turn the all lose on the streets or it would start creating a trail back to me. Did I ever tell you that my old boss is a shemale prostitute in New Orleans now?”

Now Teresa laughed. “Remind me not to get on your bad side.”
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Teresa secured the line she had been working and sat down beside Tori.

“God I’m pale. I used to sail almost every weekend during the summer. I always had a great tan.”

She adjusted the straps on the top of her bikini. “Get a bit out from shore and you can even go topless if you want. Hell, you can even go bottomless. I hated tan lines.”

Tori looked at her. “You have a lovely body. If you are sailing around naked you better be careful that you don’t run into any pirates. They might board the boat and ravage your body.”

Teresa gave wry laugh. “Hell, nobody has ravaged my body in a long time. I guess it was like the sailing. I gave things up because work seemed so much more important. Now that I could make more time to do the things I enjoy, I’ve forgotten how.”

“I’m not much better,” Tori said. “I spend three or four days straight locked down in the room with the sissies I’m working on. I’m on the FBI’s most wanted list. I have a reputation as a mad scientist. All of that kind of makes for a limited social life.”

Teresa looked at Tori while she fiddled with the straps of her bikini again.

“Still worried about those tan lines?” Tori asked her.

“That and pirates,” Teresa said with a smile.

“Argh me matey,” said Tori, sounding like a pirate, as she leaned over and slowly removed Teresa’s bikini top. “A lovely wench such as yourself should worry about being ravaged by the scourge of the sea.”

Teresa’s breasts were now free. Not to large, but firm and well-shaped.

Tori reached down and slid off the bottom of her own bikini.

Right above a carefully shaved tuff of pubic hair was a tattoo.

“A skull and cross bones,” Teresa said in a shriek and started to giggle.
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Then she watched as Tori removed her own top.

“I’ve never…” Teresa began. Then she worked up her nerve. “Can I take a closer look at that tattoo?”

Teresa removed her bikini bottom. Now nude, she knelt in front of Tori and her face moved towards the other woman’s pussy.

Tori spread her legs and leaned back.

Teresa had never felt as drawn to anyone as she suddenly did to this woman. Without hesitation, she buried her face between Tori’s legs and timidly let her tongue flick out and over the other woman’s clit. The scent of salt water and lust filled Teresa’s senses and she savored the taste that now filled her mouth.

Deciding she liked it, Teresa’s tongue eagerly went to work on Tori’s clit. Tori moaned and arched her back as Teresa lapped away.

Tori’s hands reached down and pressed Teresa’s face deeper into her crotch. Soon, something began to build up deep inside of Tori.

“I’m cumming,” she whispered in a husky voice and Teresa’s tongue seemed to redouble its efforts. In seconds Tori crossed the threshold and, moaning and thrashing, came to an intense orgasm.

While Teresa continued to work to bring Tori to a second orgasm, Tori gently twisted and tugged until Teresa’s pussy was above her face. She drew the other woman down towards her and began to return the favor.

An hours and several orgasms later, the two women laid on the sun deck, naked, holding hands, and enjoying the sun.

“So can I inquire as to why you have the jolly rogers tattooed above your private part?” Teresa asked light heartedly.

There was a long pause.

“You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to,” Teresa assured her. “I was just curious.”

There was another pause before Tori said, “Just curious? Or are you asking because you want to know more about me? Those are two very different things.”

Now it was Teresa’s turn to think. “I’d like to know more about you,” she admitted. “You are so mysterious in ways. What just happened… Well, I’m no saint, but it felt special.”

“Loneliness comes in a lot of different forms,” Tori said. “There is nobody that really knows me. There is nobody I trust with all of my secrets. Nobody. It’s a defense mechanism. Sharing. Getting close to someone. Trusting. They always end up hurting in the end. And every day more sand falls through the hourglass. Another day of life gets sucked out of me.”

Teresa propped herself up on an elbow and looked at the woman beside her.

“You know,” Teresa said. “That is exactly how I feel sometimes. I don’t think I could ever have put it into words. But that is it.”

Tori half opened her eyes and studied the woman looking down at her.

“My parents died when I was in high school,” Tori said. “I was raised by an aunt. At the time I didn’t realize it, but she was a lesbian. She had been through something bad. I was already becoming what I was meant to be, but she helped me feel comfortable about it.”

“I went to college on a scholarship, but make it through I still had to earn some money. I worked at a small bar and grill on the edge of town. It wasn’t much of a place or much of a job, but it helped pay the bills.”

Tori grew silent. Teresa could sense the woman’s pain and reached out to touch her.

“One night seven guys came in. They were already drunk, but they ordered beers and started playing pool. I brought out their second round of beers. They grabbed me… Then they…”

There was another pause and Teresa saw a tear trickle down the woman’s cheek. Instinctively she reached out and gently wiped it way.

“They took pictures. If you search for pool table slut on the internet, you’ll find pictures of me. Of them holding me down and stuffing the end of a pool stick up my cunt.”

“One kid tried to stop them. They beat the shit out of him. The owner did nothing except call an ambulance after the guys finished with me and had left.”

“The kid who had tried to stop them was named Gene. He was kind of a geek, but we had taken a few classes together. He felt like he had let me down although the truth is he was the only one who had tried to do anything to help. But he was good with computers and he was able to figure out who one of the guys was.”

“I was a graduate student. I had access to the psych lab. There were always all different kinds of studies going on. Sneaking one more person in and keeping him drugged didn’t raise any flags. I didn’t know what I was doing back then, but there was hypnosis and various drugs. I kept tinkering. I didn’t really know how it would turn out, but in the end he was feminized. He would hang out at the same place where they had done what they did to me. He’d give guys blow jobs for five bucks. If they wanted to fuck him, it was ten bucks.”

“I would watch it when I worked. The owner must have had some idea, but he looked the other way. Having a cock sucking shemale who worked cheap was a draw.”

“Gene helped me track down the others. One by one. One time he was messing with the computer and a skull and cross bones pattern popped up. He said it was a symbol. That it meant some other hacker already had taken over that computer. They were doing illegal stuff, but there was a kind of code of honor among them.”

“After college, Gene joined the Marines. He wasn’t tough, but he wanted to be. He ended up becoming an embassy guard. They had intel, but they didn’t tell anyone. They didn’t try to stop it. There was a truck bomb. Gene and the guy with him stood there firing their rifles as it barreled down on them. They killed the driver, but the truck kept coming. They fired at the engine and it finally started to role to a stop just a few dozen feet away from them. Then it exploded. It killed Gene and the other guard but they kept it from getting to the embassy itself where it would have killed dozens or even hundreds of people. The security camera film of them standing their ground made the news.”

“After that, I had someone new to hate. Why did they know the embassy was going to be bombed and do nothing? Later I found out that they didn’t want to upset some tiny foreign country by appearing to not trust them. So they just pretended nothing was going to happen even though it could have cost hundreds of lives. I joined the intel group. I had a couple of jobs. I had skills and talent. I could make any man talk as I transformed them into a shemale. I could bleed them of every secret at the same time I was sucking their very gender and identity away from them.”

“I got the tattoo back then. It meant something to me that I couldn’t really put into words. I was marked. Nobody else could take me. It was silly. Not many people have seen it. I have turned a few of my shemales into lovers over the years, but they are just toys. Not much different than a vibrator, except they cost more to keep going than buying batteries for a vibrator costs. I’ve never been intimate with a real man since the night of the attack. Gene was the only guy I even let close to me emotionally and that ended bad.”

Tori stopped talking. Teresa laid down. She took Tori’s hand in both of hers and brought it up to between her breasts.

“I’m sorry,” Teresa said. “I know that doesn’t fix things, but I am sorry.”

“I never let anyone close either,” Teresa said as she began to share her own story. “Out of school I went to work for Richard and Michael. Richard said he was going to leave his wife for me. Eventually I realized that was a lie. I started sleeping with Michael also. When they were well fucked, they were more agreeable. They were friends at first, but they were also always competing against each other.”

“I wanted to prove something after the split, so I started my own company. Our first offices where the floor of an old building. My office had a restroom and shower in it. I lived there. I didn’t even bother with a car or an apartment. I slept four or five hours a night and worked seven days a week. I watched those two bastards coast along on so much of the work I had done for them.”

Teresa closed her eyes. The hatred still flamed inside her.

“I gave up everything. No friends. No family. No social life. Just work. Ten years for them and then ten years on my own trying to beat them.”

Tori turned her head. “Now that you’ve beat them, how does it feel?”

“Not as good as I thought it would,” Teresa said. Then she added, “Not as good as making love to you felt.”

“I’m a psychiatrist,” Tori said. “I can make a lot of guesses about your feelings. But at the end of the day, you are a power hungry bitch. I’m the same. You want revenge on the men who are part of the old boys club that holds you down. I want revenge on men in general for their lust and perversions.”

“I’ve never made love to another woman,” Teresa said. “But when we met for lunch, I knew I wanted to make love to you.”

Tori sighed. “I’ve had a few women partners. But I’m not sure I would say I’ve ever really made love to anyone… Until today.”

“We could do a lot together,” Teresa said. “I have the business empire to build from. You have the skills to make sure we always get our way. And maybe we could learn to not always put work first. Maybe we could learn to take some time away.”

Tori smiled and looked at Teresa. “Are you propositioning me to become your partner, both professionally and personally?”

“Yes. In my business dealings, I’m learned that sometimes it is best just to be direct. That’s what I’m asking. That’s what I’d like.”

“I’d like it to,” Tori said.

The women embraced and then made love again.


Banging out the Work

Teresa looked through the stack of reports. Duncan and his secretary had worked hard through the entire weekend. Teresa smiled at her own pun.
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There had been a camera installed in Duncan’s office, so she got to watch him please his secretary using his mouth and his ass every hour or so. Sometimes she would return the favor, but it was clear that she had the man wrapped around her finger in a manner of speaking.

Teresa looked at the reports again. This was some of his best work ever. Maybe she should have found a shemale to butt fuck Duncan into submission years ago.

That morning she had meet with an architect and they were going to make some changes to the basement. Nobody knew it, but this would become Tori’s new lab. Teresa decided that she would also have a few of the executive suites in different corners of different floors expanded to include a small bedroom, kitchen area, and private bath. With that, Duncan would never have any reason to leave the building. Maybe not even to leave his office.

She looked at her watch remembering that she had an appointment to keep for that afternoon. She felt a bit self-conscious and unsure of herself which wasn’t typical. She looked at the name and address one last time before heading down to her car.

The Ink Splot. An interesting name for a business.


Another Raiding Party

It was the weekend. Teresa and Tori met at the marina again and headed out on Teresa’s sail boat. Forty five minutes later, they were well away from shore and in a reasonably private area. Teresa dropped the anchor while Tori watched.

“I have something to show you,” Teresa said. “A surprise.”

Tori smiled as Teresa’s hands reached down to begin lowering her own bikini.

As they came off Tori’s face changed and took on a blank look. Teresa could read people and had been watching closely. This was not exactly the reaction she had hoped for.
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“I hope it’s okay with you,” Teresa said in a tentative voice.

Tori stood up and gave Teresa a hug. “It’s beautiful. I’m just kind of speechless. I didn’t expect… Nobody has ever…”

Teresa smiled now. “Yours is off limits to outsiders. Now mine is to.”

Teresa kissed Tori. Tori gently moved Teresa to the sun deck and pulled the bikini bottom the rest of the way off.

“Matching tattoos,” Tori said. She had made a living by being able to read and predict people, but the last week with Teresa seemed to be a series of unexpected but very pleasant surprises.

“Let me take a closer look at yours now,” Tori said. She leaned forward and kissed Teresa on the tummy and then began to move downward.

It was the perfect start to the perfect weekend and both women were happy and content when they returned to the marina late Sunday night after two wonderful days together.


The Sissies

Milly and Molly were progressing nicely and eventually the time came for them to leave the box.

Both were pale and gaunt. They had not seen the sun since the day they had been snatched and the liquid nourishment that had sustained them provided the bare minimum in terms of calories.

The two nurses removed Milly and Molly. Each nurse helped steady one of the sissies as they walked across the dimly lit area of the lab. Back in one corner was a room. This would be their home for the next week.
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One of the nurses introduced herself and her partner. “I’m Bonnie and this is Connie.”

Tori had found that names that were confusingly similar help keep her sissy patients confused. In professional terms, she referred to it as cognitive disorientation. In plain English, that meant it kept their minds fucked up.

“We are going to teach you how to be good sissies,” Connie added.

First the nurses helped the new sissies shower and shave their body hair.

“You should shave twice a day when you can,” Bonnie explained. “It is very important to stay smooth. The two of you will be together, so you can help each other.”

Milly lathered up Molly and shaved her. Then Molly returned the favor for Milly.

After that, they ate dinner. It was the first real food Molly and Milly had eaten in weeks. The portions were small, but they would have to build up slowly to eating regular meals. Any hint of their previous struggles with weight because of their lack of exercise was long gone.

Then they went to bed. Bonnie took Milly and Connie took Molly. Both used their sissy in every way to make sure they understood their place. It was nearly four hours later when they all drifted off to sleep.

The next day the new sissies were taught about makeup. Lipstick was easy, but they struggled with false lashes. They learned to apply eye shadow and eye liner. Then they learned how to give each other pedicures and manicures.

“You are both suck pretty sissies,” Connie said.

That night Bonnie and Connie watched and gave advice as Milly and Molly played together. After a few hours, the nurses had the new sissies suck their cocks and the group fell asleep again.

The third day focused on Milly and Molly’s hair. It had grown over the weeks and had been bleached regularly. Now Milly and Molly learned how to bleach and dye each other’s hair. They also learned how to trim it and use bobby pins, hair clips, and other accessories.

“When your hair grows out more, you will be able to do more things with it,” Bonnie had told them. “But you should always work together to make sure you both look good and about the same.”

By this point, it was becoming difficult to tell the two apart without looking closely.

They also showed the two how to give each other enemas so their shemale pussies would be nice and clean.

That night when they went to bed Bonnie and Connie warned them, “Tomorrow is the operation. You need to rest.”

“What kind of operation?” Molly asked.

“You’ll have to wait and see,” Connie told her.

The next morning Milly and Molly ate breakfast as usually, but felt drowsy afterwards. The nurses let them lie down to rest and soon bother were asleep. A sleeping pill had been added to the orange juice they had with their breakfast.

In most large cities there are doctors with questionable abilities doing questionable work. Tori had sought and found a plastic surgeon who would do breast implants on a pair of males who were transitioning to female.

The nurses loaded the unconscious Milly and Molly into the ambulance again and drove them to their appointment.

When they would awake the next morning, any vestige of manhood that had survived this far into the forced feminization treatment would be eradicated with their first glance in the mirror and their excitement of their new large, firm breasts they and their partner now possessed.


Life’s a Beach

On a distant ocean beach in a small foreign country, men could not help staring admiringly at the pair of large busted beauties who were sunbathing. Richard and Michael’s “deaths” had been nearly two months ago and Christy and Brooke were enjoying themselves with the proceeds from selling the two men’s companies to Teresa.
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Teresa had been right in her suspicions that the second wives might be working on a scheme of their own although she had underestimated the lengths the two women were willing to go to. Just before the meeting where Teresa had laid out her plan, Christy had to face the fact that her mother needed to be in an assisted living facility and Brooke’s younger sister was diagnosed with breast cancer.

Neither Richard nor Michael had been particularly sympathetic to their spouse’s family plight. They were both smart, scheming young ladies and had realized there might be a deeper motivation for the men’s disinterest.

“I spent a decade faking orgasms with that bastard Richard,” Christy said, her eyes closed and enjoying the warmth of the sun on her face.

Beside her Brooke was silent for a few moments and then said.

“So about twice a week. Fifty-two weeks a year. Say ten years. That’s a bit over a thousand times I had to suck that self-centered bastard’s cock and pretend his tiny dick was giving me the thrill of my life. But selling the company for $50 million and now getting the bonus because of the contract means it was worth $100 million. That works out to about one-hundred grand for every session of whoopee. That’s a hell of a lot better than most hookers bring in for a night’s work.”

Christy smiled, reached over, and took Brooke’s hand.

“That’s one way to look at it,” Christy said. “And even when the sex wasn’t all that good, I knew that you and I were going to get together every Wednesday afternoon for our ‘tennis lesson’ and spend a few hours making lover to each other.”

Now Brooke laughed.

“A few months ago we were ready to arrange an accident or discreetly poison them. Teresa took care of that problem for us.”
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“Maybe we should show Teresa or appreciation when we get back,” Christy suggested in a playful tone.

“You think she’s a muff muncher to?” Brooke asked.

Christy turned and lifted her sunglasses from the bridge of her nose. She slowly looked up and down Brooke’s lean, tanned body.

“I can’t imagine anyone not wanting to munch your muff,” she said to her friend.

Brooke looked over and their eye’s met for a few seconds. Without needing more works, they began to gather their stuff so they could go back to the hotel room they were sharing at the resort.

Suddenly from up the beach can a commotion. Looking that direction they saw a loud boisterous man who was probably in his sixties with a timid but attractive young girl in her early twenties.

"I just want some money to go shopping with," the girl was telling him.

"You'll have to earn it baby. That's the way things work." The arrogance in his voice was palatable and the young girl seemed to be near tears.

The couple was walking down the beach towards them.

"You drug me away from my family to some foreign country and now you won't let me have enough money to even do anything," she said. Her voice was more filled with bewilderment and a bit of fear than anything else.

"You take care of me sweetheart and I'll take care of you," he said as he groped her ass. She seemed self-conscious, but for him it was a joke and a chance to show off the control he had to anyone who might be watching.

Then he added a stern warning, "And if you don't take care of me I'll leave you here in this foreign country by yourself with no passport and no money."

The girl seemed resigned to her fate and didn't put up much of a fight. After all, she did need him and his money. Getting tossed on the street in some strange foreign country was not something she could risk.

Christy whispered, "I think we may have found a damsel in distress. Maybe even one that could end up being a bit profitable."

"I'll bet we can get enough to help her out and still keep a good cut for ourselves," Brooke agreed.

As the couple drew near, Christie loudly complained, "It sure is boring around here, isn't it? Nobody speaks our language and nobody seems to know how to have fun."

The man temporarily stopped his groping of his young companion. With a grin he walked a bit closer to the women.

"I couldn't help but overhear that," he said. "And I happen to speak your language and definitely know how to have fun." Then taking an admiring look at the two women sunbathing he added, "I can also be very generous at times. Isn't that right Gail?"

He nudged the girl next to him and got an unenthusiastic nod in response.

Christy lifted her sunglasses and looked at the couple.

"Oh," she said, "But you already have a friend. Wouldn't three of us women just be a crowd for a man like you?"

The man grinned again. "I think I can handle it," he bragged. "Or at least have fun trying."

"And be generous at the same time?" Christy asked in a more business-like tone.

Their eyes met and he seemed to feel the need to prove himself. He pulled out his credit card from the pocket of his bathing suit and handed it to the young woman he had called Gail.

"Gail was about to go shopping. Why don't you two go with her? You can all buy yourselves some nice outfits and model them for me later."

Christie appeared to consider this for a moment and then shrugged.

"I like nice stuff," she told him. "But some of my best modeling is done in the nude."

As the man smiled Christy and Brooke finished gathering their stuff and each took one of Gail’s hand.

“But we’d love to go shopping,” Brook added. “Why don’t we run into town and then maybe the three of us can join you in your room around seven or so this evening?”

There was an oily grin on his face as he watched the three march up the beach chatting about where they would shop.

Tonight was going to be a hell of a night he thought. And the credit card was one with a $1,000 limit that he carried just for situations like this. Well, maybe not just like this. But it was a fortuitous decision to carry it.

Taking Gail with them, Christy and Brooke went to their room to shower and dress. Gail began to tell her story of growing up in a small town. The man was a recently divorced and fairly successful businessman back home. She had worked in his store for several months. Then he had promised her so much if she would become his "companion" on this trip and it seemed like her ticket to something better.

Instead, he turned out to be a greedy, selfish, self-centered ass.

Brooke had stripped and showered as she listened to the story. Damp and naked she sat on the bed beside Gail as Christy took her turn in the shower.

"Men are like that," Brooke told Gail. "Maybe not all of them, but it's hard to find one that isn't. A girl has to be able to look out for herself."

Brooke put a comforting arm around Gail and noticed that Gail's eyes were discreetly taking in her naked body. Brooke decided on the direct approach.

"Have you ever been with another woman before?" she asked and Gail shook her head no.

Their eyes met for a moment. Then they shifted a bit on the bed and twisted so their lips could meet. Brooke took the lead and began to gently peel off Gail's one-piece bathing suit. Once Gail was naked, Tammy crawled between her legs and began to lap away at her pussy.

Gail moaned softly.

"You are so gentle and that feels so good,” Gail said with a sigh. "He just screws me for a few minutes, shoots his wad, and thinks he's a stud."

Several minutes later Gail’s hands pressed the back of Brooke’s head as the girl’s hips began to thrust uncontrollably.

"Oh shit, I think I'm going to cum! Really cum! Oh god!"

Christy finished her shower and walked back into the room just as Gail was finishing her orgasm. Paula walked to the bed, climbed up, and straddled Gail's face.

With a laugh she teased the girl, "Now it's your turn to eat some pussy."

Gail's inexperienced tongue was tentative at first, but soon she was lapping eagerly at Christy’s pussy while Brooke focused on bringing the girl to a second orgasm. Christy carefully watched the young girl's body and, when she saw the familiar signs, she let herself approach an orgasm. She timed it perfectly so that she and Gail both climaxed at nearly the same moment.

The three women collapsed into a pile on the bed and a few minutes later Brooke complained, "Isn't someone going to get me off."

Gail was eager to please and crawled between Brooke’s legs and began eating the woman’s cunt. With the buildup, Brooke was already horny as hell and climaxed in no time.

As she was lapping up the final drops of Brooke’s juices, Gail felt a hand on her shoulder and looked up to see Christy. She stared. Around Christy’s waist was a thick leather belt holding a large plastic dong in place. The dong swayed as Gail moved to the side and let Christy position herself between Brooke's legs.

Christy gently slid the strap-on cock into Brooke and began to fuck her. As she thrust she explained to Gail, "This is better than any man.  I can fuck her for hours."

Gail was fascinated and with open admiration admitted, "I can't wait until it is my turn."

Christy jokingly asked, "To give or to get?"

"Both," Gail told her in total seriousness.

Over the next few hours, Christy and Brooke initiated Gail into the beauty and perversions of lesbian sex. Eventually the group collapsed in exhaustion and taken a nap.

When they woke up, Christy proposed a plan to Gail.

“You’re serious?” Gail asked.

“Listen honey,” Christy told the young girl. “We women have to stick together. We’ll help you screw that stingy old bastard. Sometime down the road, you’ll know the time is right for you to help out some other girl and pass it on.”

Gail thought for a few moments before nodding her head.

“Let’s do it,” she said. “I think I’m going to enjoy this.”

Brooke stepped forward, hugged Gail and kissed the girl deeply.

“We are all going to enjoy this,” she whispered as she pulled her lips away. “Well, all of us except for him.”


The Sissies Return

After another late night of wildly making love until the early morning hours, Linda and Julie were now awake and dressing with care.

Linda considered several dresses but finally asked Julie for her opinion.

“I’m thinking basic black,” Linda told her.

“Why?” Julie asked. “To mourn the fact that the guys are gone and now there is Milly and Molly?”

Linda gave Julie a hug and a quick kiss.

“There isn’t any mourning about that baby. I’m very happy and excited about what I’ve got. I was just thinking black because you look sexy as hell wearing it—or stripping out of it.”

Linda pulled on black pantyhose and a short black dress with a low-cut front that accentuated her breasts. She admired her figure in the mirror.

“You know,” she observed, “I think Milly’s breast implants may actually be larger than mine.”

She inspected her figure in the mirror again.

Julie was wearing lacy red panties and a matching bra as she walked up behind Linda and put her arms around the woman’s waist.

“Honey, never forget. Milly and Molly are play things. They were worthless pieces of shit that have been recycled into a nice pair of toys for us to play with. No matter how big their titties or those dicklette clitties of theirs may be, they are nothing more than pets. And they no serve no purpose other than to serve and entertain us.”

The women kissed again. Long, hard, and deep.

“I need to finish getting dressing,” Julie observed as she picked up a red dress and looked for her red high heels.

Minutes later they were in the car and headed towards a small clinic where they were to pick up their newly trained sissies.

Meanwhile, at the clinic both Milly and Molly were also taking great care as they prepared for their departure.

“I hope the girls will let us keep playing together,” Molly said in worried voice.

“Honey,” said Milly, “The important thing is that we will be with them and able to serve them. I love you sweetie, but we always have to remember that we belong to them.”

Molly turned from the mirror and wrapped her arms around Milly.

“I just know we’ll be able to be together somehow,” she said as she kissed the other sissy long and deep.

For almost a week now they had been forbidden to have an orgasm. While they had continued to be affectionate, both had an incredible, pent up desire suppressed deep inside of them.

Both had only a few outfits and packing for the move to their permanent home had not taken long. Not knowing what their new role would be, both wore simple maid outfits with white garter belts, panties, and hose. When they were ready they went to a waiting room in the clinic. This room was designed to provide a comfortable environment for those who visited and was more like a living room than anything else. The sissies set side-by-side on one of the sofas and waited.

When Linda and Julie arrived, Tori met them in the lobby. She gave each of the women a hug and a quick kiss on the cheek. A sexual tension crackled as she touched them. Those who met Tori, both women and men, often found themselves instantly attracted to her magnetic personality. It was part of what allowed her to take control of both situations and people. When she made the effort to nurture a bit of lust on top of that natural attraction, few could resist her.

“The transformation is complete and I think you will find the results very satisfying. In a variety of ways, if you know what I mean. Are you ready to we meet them?”

The pair of first wives followed Tori to the waiting room. As they entered, two lovely women dressed in maid uniforms rose from where they had been setting on a sofa. They quickly gave a curtsey to the group of women who entered.

“Girls,” Tori said, “It is time for you to return to your mistresses and owners.”

The sissies walked forward holding hands, but each sissy approached their ex-wife and gave another courtesy.

“My,” said Linda as she studied Milly. “You have grown into a very sexy and attractive sissy Milly.”

Milly grinned with happiness.

“You have to,” Julie said to Molly and now Molly blushed and smiled.

“They tend to be a quiet pair and have grown very close over the course of their treatment.”

The sissy took each other by the hand, smiled broadly, and nodded.

Looking at Linda and Julie, Tori said, “You know the various things we have talked about. Make sure they take their medications on a regular basis. We will perform routine blood tests and have follow ups about once a month over the first year, but there should be no issues. If you have any questions, feel free to get in touch with me. We do have the video feed from the girls’ bedroom so we may check on them from time to time.”

Then Tori looked at Molly and Milly.

“You both have done very well. You know your place and how to act. You are friends, but you each know who you belong to. You are their pets. You will be loyal and responsive to their needs and commands. You will do as you are told.”

The sissy’s both nodded solemnly.

Suddenly Milly gushed, “Thank you so much doctor! For everything! You have made Molly and I so happy and taught us so much. We are looking forward to going home with our mistresses.”

Tori nodded.

“Unless there are any questions, you are all free to go.”

With another hug for the wives, Tori added, “Maybe Teresa and I will come visit in a few weeks if you are okay with that. We can check on the progress of the girls and maybe explore some other things.”

Tori’s voice was so suggestive as she said the last sentence that both Linda and Julie found their minds drifting to thoughts of the kind of things they would like to explore with the other two women sometime.

“We’d love that,” said Julie with a sincere smile.

After a few more pleasantries, the wives walked to their car followed by their sissies.

The women got into the front seat and the sissies both got into the back.

Milly and Molly held hands and watched the scenery as they drove. Linda and Julie were quiet on the drive home, filled with a combination of excitement and nervousness. The two of them had settled into a comfortable routine together and they both wondered how the introduction of the sissies to the mix would affect that.

When they got home, the wives showed the sissies to the guest bedroom and told them they had a half hour to unpack and settle in.

“What are we going to do after that,” Julie asked Linda.

Linda shrugged.

“Tori said they haven’t been allowed to play in a while. And I have to admit that I’m looking forward to trying things out. How about you?”

Julie nodded and followed Linda to the living room. Linda poured two glasses of wines and the women both sipped quietly as they contemplated what came next.

A half hour later, Linda went to the guest room and found the sissies setting on the bed, side by side and holding hands again.

“You may join Julie and me in the master’s suite,” she told them.

The pair of sissies followed her at a respectful distance as she walked towards the master bedroom.

Since Linda had moved in with Julie, the couple had made several changes to the bedroom they now shared. There was an oversized bed that was nearly ten feet square. The room was painted brightly and had a distinctly feminine touch. On the ceiling and at various points around the wall, there were mirrors. The lights were dim and several candles flickered on tables around the room.

Linda stopped beside Julie.

“Milly, I need some help with the zipper on my dress.”

Milly approached Linda and said, “Yes ma’am.” as she reached forward and began to slowly lower the zipper. When it reached bottom, Milly helpfully held the dress while Linda wiggled out.

Milly gasped. “You are so beautiful,” she said.

Linda smiled and turned to face her.

“Oh my darling sissy Milly. I believe I am going to enjoy this.”

Julie looked at Molly and said, “Molly, I could also use some assistance.”

Molly went through a similar routine.

Both Linda and Julie now stood wearing only their lingerie and heels, Julie in red and Linda in black.

“Now you may help each other disrobe,” said Linda. She could not help but think how easily she and Julie were settling into their new role as mistresses for these sissy toys of theirs.

Molly and Milly nodded, approached each other, and then wrapped their arms round each other. They gently kissed as they reached behind each other lowering the zippers on their matching maid’s uniforms. Then Molly had a thought.

“Mistresses, I hope it is okay that we touched and kissed. We are used to showing our affection for each other openly, but want to do what you desire.”

Julie nodded. “It’s okay. If there is anyone else around, you need to control your urges. But with Linda and I you may show small signs of affection when you want unless we specifically forbid it. As long as you are both well behaved things should work out fine.”

The sissies smiled happily and nodded. They were going to get to maintain their close relationship!

With the dresses unzipped, the sissies each wiggled and freed themselves from the garments. They carefully folded their dresses and set them on a dresser. Then they turned and faced the women.

Both Linda and Julie had to stare in admiration.

“Wow”, said Julie and Linda had to nod in agreement.

The sissies were both beautiful. Their hair was carefully combed and now shoulder length. All of their body hair had been removed except for Molly’s pubic bush. Julie had chosen a small blunt triangle of close trimmed hair for Molly while Linda had choses to have all of Milly’s pubic hair removed.

Julie and Linda had spent a few minutes planning this first encounter.

They now stripped naked and kicked their heels to one side. The climbed on the bed. Lying beside each other and with their head’s propped on several pillows, they held hands and looked quickly at each other.

This was it…

“Time to play Milly and Molly,” said Linda. “Come over here and eat our pussies for us.”

The sissies eagerly came to the bed and crawled between the legs of the woman they had once called their wife.

Linda could not believe how talented Milly’s tongue was.

“Oh shit darling. Have you been practicing without me?”

Milly broke away only long enough to reply, “The doctor helped train us to please both women and men.”

Damn. Linda was thinking maybe she should volunteer for the doctor to be available for use by the new sissies who needed to practice on eating cunt. God that felt good!

Julie was moaning. She let go of Linda’s hand and put both hands behind Molly’s head, pushing the eager sissy deeper into her cunt.

“Cumming…” Linda struggled to get the word out. Milly’s oral talents had literally taken her breath away and was bringing her to a climax quicker than she had ever experienced.

Her pussy exploded in an orgasm and juices leaked out into Milly’s eager mouth.

It was only a few minutes later when Julie let out what started as a moan and then became a scream. Her body quivered and shook in an intense orgasm.

The sissies continued using their finely honed oral talent for the next half hour with both Linda and Julie experiencing orgasm after orgasm.

Julie rolled over on her tummy.

“Molly, give my asshole some oral attention.”

Without hesitating Molly spread Julie’s cheeks, buried her face between them, and eagerly probed the tightly puckered hole with her tongue.

Linda began to tug Milly up.

“Fuck me with that swollen sissy clit of yours,” she commanded.

Milly quickly crawled forward and slid her swollen shaft into Linda and began a rhythmic, thrusting motion.

Julie could not believe how good having her ass eaten felt! She had originally meant to humiliate Molly, but quickly decided this would become a regular part of their play. When Molly worked one hand under Julie and began rubbing her clit, Julie spontaneously exploded into another orgasm. Julie worked her legs until she was kneeling.

“I want fucked to Molly.”

Molly mounted Julie doggie style and slid in and out of the woman’s slick love tunnel.

Julie looked over at Linda and was fascinated to see the way her breasts swayed with each of Milly’s thrusts. Rearranging a bit, she was able to begin nursing on one of the woman’s nipples. Slowly they both shifted a bit and Linda had Julie’s tits swinging wildly above her face. She pulled Julie down and the women 69ed each others breasts while being fucked.

Julie was sobbing from the intensity of the experience and Linda’s mind was reeling. And the sissies relentlessly fucked them on and on. Finally Julie couldn’t take much more.

“You can cum now Molly.”

“Oh thank you ma’am.”

Molly’s thrusts quickened. It had been days since her last orgasm, but pleasing her mistress came first and she had carefully paced herself to avoid cumming. Now she was quickly approaching an orgasm.

“You to Milly,” Linda said, “Cum for me honey.”

Milly’s hips moved eagerly.

At nearly the same instance, the sissies let forth a torrent of cum in the girls’ pussies. It seemed like the sissies orgasms lasted for two or three minutes as they twitched and pumped their load into the willing pussies they now worshiped and served.

Moments later the four had collapsed in a pile on the bed.

Looking at Julie, Linda gasped, “How many times did you cum?”

“I have no fucking idea. At least a dozen. Maybe more. And you?”

“I have no fucking idea either.”

The women began to laugh.

Linda could feel Milly’s load beginning to dribble from within the depths of her cunt.

“Oh dear,” she said. “I hate for all that yummy cum to go to waste.”

Molly eagerly crawled over and began lapping away at Linda’s pussy, savoring the taste of Milly’s spent cum mixed with Linda’s own juices.

Julie watched for a minute and then noticed Milly looking at her.

“Fuck yea baby,” Julie told the sissy. “You clean my pussy up good, okay?”

Milly nodded and quickly buried her face in Julie’s cunt.

Over the next fifteen minutes both women experienced another intense series of orgasms.

By that point, both Linda and Julie were completely spent.

“Milly and Molly, why don’t you play with each other’s clits for a while so Julie and I can rest,” Linda said.
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While Linda and Julie laid watching, the two sissies quickly locked into the 69 position and began sucking their partner. They rolled around on the bed taking turns being on top and giggling as they played.

Soon they both were hard again. Without the need for words, Milly moved and knelt so that Molly could take her from behind.

“I need your swollen clitty up my ass pussy baby,” Milly said and was immediately rewarded with results.

Molly leaned forward and used her tongue to moisten Milly’s hole and then gently slid her shaft in.

Linda and Julie watched in fascination as one sissy fucked the other. Milly’s swollen member and her breasts swayed in rhythm to the pounding her hole was taking. Soon Molly warned her, “I’m going to cum baby!”

Molly exploded inside Milly. As soon as she was fully spent Milly exclaimed, “My turn.”

Now the ritual was repeated again. Milly slid into Molly and fucked her. Soon Milly reached a climax.

Then the two collapsed and kissed for a while.

Then they returned to the 69 position and sucked each other clean. Straining, they also began to lick their partner’s hole and the soiled cum that was leaking from it.

Linda and Julie stared in disbelief.

“I never thought I would say this, but I think we are both going to be oversexed if we try to keep up with those two,” Julie said in a quiet voice.

Linda could only nod in agreement.

“I think we need to rest some. Play time is over for a while Milly and Molly.”

The two sissies obediently subsided their activity and moved so that they were cuddled in each other’s arms.

Linda and Julie followed their example and nestled together.

Soon, all four were peacefully asleep.


Dirty Old Sissy

A few days after Gail’s encounter with Christy and Brooke on the beach, Gail's family received a note from her saying she had made some new friends and was doing fine. She was going to stay a bit longer but would be home soon.

Mr. Gangley, the owner of a large local store, had taken Gail on a "business trip" but returned alone and seemed somewhat abashed to discuss things. The reality is that the three women had parted him from about a quarter of a million dollars between his credit cards and checking account.

But even more embarrassing to him was the fact that he had been unable to get an erection or hold his liquor when the three girls returned to his room. They had been ready to romp and play, stripping down and doing things he had only seen women do with each other in pornographic movies. But his cock has remained flaccid and he was unable to participate.

He had tried to get Gail to suck him hoping that would allow him to get an erection. But after drinking a glass of wine Tammy had poured for him, he blacked out. When he awoke nearly a full day had passed. He soon realized he did not have his traveler's checks, his credit cards, his check book, or his passport. He also noticed that all of Gail's meager belongs had been packed and were gone.

He began trying to get some money wired so he could get back home. Later that day when he had returned to his hotel room there had been an envelope slipped under the door with those pictures. When he first saw them, he was physically ill.

He didn't remember any off it, but the various aches and pains with his body told him there was no doubting their authenticity. They showed him sucking a strap-on worn by one of the young women from the beach. Some showed him being fucked doggie style. Still others showed him on his back being fucked while his tiny shriveled dick flopped around uselessly.

He did not realize that the wine he had drank the evening before had been laced first with drugs that would make it impossible to achieve and erection and secondly with one that basically left him little more than a mindless zombie to be toyed with by the women.

When Gail returned to her home town a few weeks after Gangley's return, he had been too embarrassed and humiliated to confront her about what had happened. While her family was unhappy about it, Gail resumed a relationship with Mr. Gangley. But the fact was that the reins of control had shifted.

Nobody ever witnessed their intimacy and if they had they would no doubt have been surprised to find Gangley dressed in garters and hose with a bra across his shrunken, flat chest. They would also have been surprised to see the size of the strap-on Gail often wore as she fucked the old man without mercy.

"Suck that," she would tell him in preparation. She loved how he choked and gagged on the cock, just like he had once made her do on his.

"You still can't get it up," she would taunt him. By now, the regular doses of the drug Christy and Brooke had given her had basically done a chemical castration of Gangley. He would never have another erection or orgasm again.

He was her bitch. And she would fuck him for hours at night. He would moan, writhe, and beg—sometimes for more and other times for mercy. At times he would desperately try to get an erection, craving the release of just more orgasm. She would give him permission to play with himself and he would try to masturbate for hours. Often he would whimper and sob as his attempts always ended as failures that only left him even more frustrated than before.

When Gail later hired a maid to help around the house, she found a loving companion. The two women could not keep their hands off each other in the evenings. Most evenings Gangley found himself gagged and bound, only able to watch and never participate as the two women made love. Later they even purchased a large dog crate that was placed where he could see and be seen from the master bed. Once a week or so they would torment with Gangley by dressing him up as their sissy and then abusing him with the strap-on, paddle, and riding crop.

Gangley was an old man and soon died of natural causes, leaving everything to Gail. In one final act of humiliation, Gail secretly had the undertaker dress Gangley in his garter belt, hose, and bra before dressing him in on the suit he would be buried in.


The Anniversary

For the first time in memory, one of the most expensive and exclusive restaurants in town was virtually deserted on a Saturday evening.

This was by design and Teresa had paid a significant amount for this private party.

She and Tori were there, along with all of the others involved.

Linda and Julie had shown up with their sissies in tow. Christy and Brooke had a new friend named Gail who they said was recently widowed with them. Tabitha and Britney had returned after spending several months traveling across Europe.

Even Duncan and his shemale secretary were there along with the purchasing agent Benjie Thayer. The first glass of wine for both men was spiked so that neither would remember a single thing about the evening.

As a half dozen waitresses, most of them young and attractive, hurried around filling glasses of wine and serving food, Teresa stood up.

“I want to propose a toast,” she announced. “A year ago we had a discussion and made certain decisions. We sat aside some personal differences that, in other situations, might have caused us to become adversary. Instead we became allies.”

Now Teresa paused and raised her glass.

“To the power of women working together!”

The other women raiser their glasses and took a sip. Teresa motioned for Tori to stand up.

Tori glanced around the room and then her gaze settled on Christy and Brooke.

“I have heard how you two helped your friend Gale,” she said and then she motioned to an older, heavy-set woman standing to one side. The woman was wearing a slightly too tight skirt and blouse that was not particularly flattering. She wore heavy makeup and it was clear that her straight blonde hair was dyed because she had to be in her sixties.
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“This is Tilda. She and her husband started this restaurant thirty years ago with some money Tilda borrowed from her mother and some of her mother’s family recipes. About six months ago I ate here and feel in love with the food. That is when I met Tilda. Tilda, can you tell us about what happened?”

The woman stepped forward and nodded.

“This woman is an angel,” Tilda said in an accented voice. “My husband Gunter, we worked so long together to make this place grow. But Gunter, his eyes wondered. He began to like the young girls that worked for us. He would pinch them and make them uncomfortable. They began to quit and the very day my dear Angel Tori first visited he told me he wanted a divorce. The restaurant was in his name and he was going to just kick me out of his life and out of our business.”

Tori smiled with an unreadable expression and spoke up.

“Gunter has been away for a few weeks. Would you like to see the results Tilda?”

The woman nodded and a few seconds later Tori’s pair of shemale nurses entered. Each was holding the end of a leash and following them was a fat woman with even more makeup than Tilda.

Tilda let out a gasp as the nurses led the person to the middle of the room.

“Tilda,” Tori said, “meet Gertrude. By the way, all the papers related to finances and ownership of the restaurant were taken care of and you won’t need to worry about that.”
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The nurses had bent the person they led in over a table and were now binding their ankles and wrists.

“Would you like to do the honors Tilda?” Tori asked.

The woman walked towards the middle of the room and looked at the bound sissy. Their eyes met. There was anger in Tilda’s, but the sissified Gertrude’s expression was blank.

Tilda seemed to be almost in a trance as the two nurses stripped her down to her panties and bra. Then they helped fasten a huge strap-on to her and guided her to a place behind the bound and helpless sissy.

One of the nurses carefully spread the sissy’s ass and applied a thin coat of lubricant while the other guided the massive member than dangled in front of Tilda towards the sissy that had once been her cheating and ungrateful husband’s hole.

As she pressed forward, the sissy gasped, but then began to beg.

“Yes Mistress Tilda. Use my ass, please. I’ve been training for weeks to be able to serve you with my ass and mouth.”

Around rest of the people scattered around the room watched as Tilda began to pump in and out with vigor.

“You liked all the waitresses?” she said. “Now you are just a sissy whore.”

“Yes Mistress,” Gertrude said. “I’m your sissy whore.”

While this was happening, Tori’s nurses had come over to Milly and Molly. They now guided the sissies they had helped create to the same table and bound them on either side of where Gertrude was being drilled deep and hard by Tilda.

Once they were secure, they next went and led the almost zombie-like Duncan and Benjie up and bound the only two men who were not yet sissified to the outer most side of the table.

Everyone had watched in shock, including the half dozen waitresses who were in the room.

“Girls,” Tori said, motioning at the waitresses.

Without hesitating, the waitresses began to strip out of their uniforms. Each wore a garter belt with hose and a bra. And between all of their legs were dicks of different shapes and sizes.

Tilda’s latest batch of waitresses were shemale sissies that Tori had recently transitioned!

Soon those bound to the table were at the center of an orgie of fucking and sucking with cocks being offered by the other sissies. The nurses and the shemale who kept Duncan well fucked and serviced also joined in. Tori handed a box to Christy, Brooke, and Gail. Inside were strap-ons, flogs, paddles, and various other toys.

Having never had a chance to play with their “husbands” since the transition to sissies, Christy and Brooke had some residual anger to take out on the pair. Gail grabbed a strap-on but before she made it to one of the bound sissies a waitress caught her eye. Soon Gail was laying back-down on another table while one shemale sissy fucked her and she sucked the cock of another.

Now Tori was standing in front of Linda and Julie with a box as Teresa stepped up beside her.

“So are we going to get to fuck some sissy ass?” Linda asked looking at the strap-ons and other toys in their box. The sounds of moans and yells had grown so loud that she had to raise her voice to be heard.

“Maybe later,” Teresa said as she began to strip. “But first Tori and I are going to fuck the pair of you.”

Julie smiled as she and Linda began to strip. “That’s fine so long as we get to return the favor,” she said as she climbed atop the table and spread her legs.

Teresa took Julie and Tori took Linda to start with. After about ten minutes and several orgasms, they switched partners.

At one point, Tori and Teresa were both pounding on Linda when one of the sissies came over and stuffed her prissy dicklette into Linda’s mouth. Julie was enjoying the show when Christy and Brooke came over. Christy began fucking Julie with a strap-on while Brooke’s tongue went to work on Julie’s exposed clit. Julie pulled Brooke’s body around so she could return the girl’s oral affection while having her cunt skewered by Christy.

The thought of eating the pussy of the woman her husband had left her for while being fucked by the woman her lover had later married was kinky and exciting. When Julie joined the trio and began fucking Brooke with the strap-on, there was a sense of completeness that settled in.

The two first wives and the two second wives. The wives that had been left. The wives who had stolen husband’s away. The ex-wives who now had those husband’s back as sissies.

Somehow it just felt right as all four reached another climax and fell into a heap, exhausted and panting.

From the side, Tori and Teresa were now watching. Teresa couldn’t help but laugh.

“Only you could change a little celebratory dinner into a femdom, shemale sissy orgy,” she told Tori.

The two women looked at each other and kissed.

“We all have our specialties,” Tori whispered.

Teresa looked at Tori’s crotch and then at her own.

The pirate tattoos.

“Argh matey,” Teresa said. “That we do…”

The pair took each other by the hand and headed off in search of a pair of strap-ons—and maybe even the person attached to them.

In the middle of the room, the three sissies and the two men who would soon begin the journey towards being sissies were still tied to the table. A competition to see who could take the largest dildo had started about a half hour earlier.

For far, Milly and Molly seemed to be the winners. When they had ran out of larger dildo’s both Christy and Brooke had resorted to working more and more fingers into the asses of the sissies who had once been their husbands. Both now had their fists grasped and were buried inside the men nearly to their elbows.

Suddenly Duncan’s shemale lover let out a squeal. “Oh god! I finally got my fist all the way inside him!”

She began working her arm slowly deeper and deeper into the depth of the bowels of the man who was so totally devoted to her.

Meanwhile the wife of the former restaurant owner was working on his sissy ass that now belonged to her. When larger dildos weren’t available, she had snagged some large sausages from the freezer. Gertrude, who had once been known as Gunter, now had three of these thick, tubular slabs of meat shoved deep inside and spreading him wide. Tilda was desperately working on getting a fourth inserted, but the cold meat tended to cause Gertrude’s hyper-extended ass to pucker. But then again, Tilda seemed to be enjoying the challenge.

Meanwhile two of the waitresses were inserting ice cubes into Benjie the procurement man’s ass. Every time they would get about a dozen inside him, the freezing chill would cause his bowels to contract sending ice cubes flying for a dozen feet behind him while cold water dribbled out of his hole. Each of these produced a course of giggles and then the sissy waitresses would go back to work seeing how many ice cubes they could get before he exploded again.

As the sun began to rise at around six o’clock the next morning, the wild party was just winding down. Part of the group headed back home while others laid on the floor in a drunken stupor combined with a deep sexual exhaustion.

Tori and Teresa made their way out of the restaurant and towards Teresa’s sports car.
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The couple climbed in and Teresa hit the button that lower the top. As they pulled out of the parking lot and onto the street Tori asked, “So, are we going to celebrate that every year?”

Teresa threw her head back and laughed, the wind blowing her hair so it streamed behind her.

“Do you think you can wait a whole year?” Teresa asked teasingly.

Tori thought about this, reached over, and worked her hand into Teresa’s skirt. Soon her fingers found her partner’s damp pussy and wiggled inside.

Teresa let out a moan and tried to focus on her driving.

“Shit,” Tori said. “I can’t even wait until I get you home alone baby.”

Teresa moaned again and sighed, “I can’t wait for you to get me alone either honey.”

She pressed the accelerator and figured they could be home in less than ten minutes and naked in bed in less than fifteen.

Life was good. Especially for a rich and successful corporate raider and her horny pirate sidekick.
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