

Feminized Inheritance

- A First Time, New Adult, LGBTQ+ Short-Read Romance

by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen


Copyright Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen April 2025

The publisher and authors do not control and do not assume responsibility for third-party websites or their content. The reader has the sole responsibility to use, or not use, the information contained as well as for the results of using this information. This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance or likeness of characters or places is merely a coincidence. All the characters are within the legal age of consent. Cover photo by Dasha Muller-photographer on license from Shutterstock.com.

To purchase another copy of this book or to see our other books, go to

https://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/

A few of our other books

Cuckolding for Loving Couples

Our Gift to Each Other

His New Dress

Her Gift to Him

Feminized by Her

Feminized Men: A Guide for Increased Joy in Crossdressing

Feminizing Men - A Guide for Males to Achieve Maximum Feminization

Why Not?: Thoughts About Crossdressing and Male Feminization

A Female-led Relationship With a Crossdresser - A Short Guide for Success

A Female-led Relationship With a Crossdresser - The Crossdresser Tells Their Story


Table of Contents

Enid Stroeker

Completing the Inheritance

The Stroeker Curse… or Gift

Dealing With the New Me

Top of the List

Creating the Ultimate Femininity

Satisfying the Need

Satisfying Demand

Engaging my Creations

Chronos

Time for a Ball


Enid Stroeker

It was a warm Saturday morning as I sipped my coffee on the porch of my newly purchased house. I slid my phone from my hip and answered it. “Hello?”

“Yes, hello. Is this Mr. Thaddeus Venkleshire?”

“Yes, this is he. Who’s this, and why didn’t your call go into the unknown number trash?”

The voice on the line chuckled. “I can explain that later, my lord. My name is Chronos Vector. I’m the estate's executor. The important thing now is you need to come and collect your inheritance.”

“Inheritance?”

“Yes. Your grandmother, Enid Stroeker, has passed on, and you are the sole beneficiary.”

I tried to remember Grandma Enid. I remember being in a vast Victorian mansion now and then with my parents. She was my mom’s mom. “Ah, yes, Grandma Enid. I remember her. She seemed so young the last time I met her.”

“Yes, she always carried herself very youthfully. Trust me, though, she wasn’t as youthful as she appeared. She felt this was her time.”

“What did she die of?”

“Let’s just say she moved on. Don’t worry. She was never in any pain or anguish.”

“Shouldn’t my mom get the inheritance? It was her mother.”

“She would if she could, but she can’t, so she won’t.”

“What do you mean, can’t?”

“Physically unable to do so. She was born female and can’t carry on the line.”

“Do my parents know about this?”

“They do. They’re fully aware of their responsibility. You now have to continue the line.”

“So I’m supposed to marry and have children? That wasn’t in my plan at all.”

“No, it isn’t that kind of lineage, my lord. It’s not a blood continuation, but a more spiritual one.”

“Hmm. Okay. So what am I supposed to do, uh, Mr. Vector?”

“Please, call me Chronos, my lord. We’ll be friends soon.”

“Okay, Chronos. And stop calling me my lord. What’s next?”

“Go to your local airstrip, my lord. The private one is about five miles from you, and I’ll meet you there. I’m on a private jet with the tail number GD 0001. It will take us to your estate.”

“Now? I have to mow the lawn and clean up the yard. It’s going to rain tomorrow.”

He laughed. “All that doesn’t matter anymore. You’ll be selling that house and quitting your job soon.”

“No, I won’t.”

“Trust me, sir, you will. Your new life won’t want your old life anymore.”

“Whatever. Okay. I’m on my way.”

“Good choice, my lord!”

“Thanks.”

I wasn’t sure how long I’d be gone or how far away this place was, but I remember having been there years ago. It all sounded valid. If it was a scam, it sure was an expensive one with a private jet. What did I have to lose?

I closed the house as if I were leaving it for a while, hopped in my car, and drove off.

When I arrived at the airport, I walked through the front and was greeted by an attendant who checked my license and then sent me out onto the tarmac. As I watched, the engines of the jet, tail number GD0001, were winding down. That's a weird tail number.

The door folded down, laying steps out, and a very handsome, tall, professional-looking gentleman in a meticulous three-piece suit stepped off and buttoned his coat as he looked around. A smile fell upon his clean-shaven face as he strode toward me. His hand shot out. “I’m Chronos, my lord.” I grasped it, shook it, and he held my forearm with his other hand as we did, a smile beaming at me as he bowed.

“Hello, Chronos. Nice to meet you. Please stop calling me lord.”

“Yes, my lord. Right this way. Our flight plan is set for a quick turnaround and a military takeoff. I think you’ll enjoy it. Our pilot, Patty, flies P-51s on her time off.” He chuckled and led me to the plane, motioning for me to board. Patty and John, her copilot, smiled, twisted in their seats, flung their hands back to me, and introduced themselves as I boarded.

I took the first seat after the service bar and buckled up. Chronos sat across the aisle from me. “Yes, the front seats are the most fun. You have the best view and can watch the pilots.”

John stepped over his seat, closed and locked the door, sat back down, and began going through their checklists as the engines fired up one at a time.

I remembered going to Grandma Enid's on a jet like this. You’d think it would be a prominent memory, but somehow, it just hit me.

“Are you remembering anything, my lord?”

I nodded. The sound of the engines was getting louder as we taxied and then sat at the end of the runway while the engines were increased in power. I watched as the power meters rose in the middle of the panel, just past the throttles. The brakes squeaked, and the plane moved a bit, then stopped again and shuddered as the engines approached 98 percent.

John twisted his head, smiled, and nodded inquisitively, asking us a thumbs-up question. We both gave him a thumbs-up, and he turned back and scanned the sky, leaning forward in his seat. He talked into his headset microphone and gave Patty a thumbs-up.

I took a deep breath and rechecked my seat belt. Patty released the brakes. We rolled, the pavement clunking each seam faster and faster as I watched the airspeed go up. When it hit 150, the nose rose steeply, my body was pushed back in the seat, and my head compressed the headrest as we pointed for the sky. We had taken off like a rocket, and I watched the altitude indicator spinning up our altitude. We began to slow, and at 10,000 feet, we mostly leveled off and continued the slower climb. The seat belt lights went off and chimed. John turned back to us. “Bar and snacks are open. Help yourselves, gentlemen.”

Chronos looked at me. “Beer? Wine? Hard drink? Pop? Iced tea? Coffee? Chips? Fruit? Beef stick?”

I shook my head. “Uh, maybe a coffee.”

“Good choice. Coffee it is, my lord. I’ll join you.”

He stood and went to the bar, poured us coffee in mugs, and handed me mine. “Sugar or cream?”

I shook my head, and he took his and sat down.

He sipped it and nodded. “Any questions, my lord?”

“When will you stop calling me, my lord?”

“Very soon, my lord. Very soon.”

“Why wait?”

“It wouldn’t be fitting. But soon it will be.”

“You can call me Thaddeus now.”

He laughed. “She had you named that because it means gift of god. It's kind of a reference to her. She did have a sense of humor.”

“What’s funny about that?”

“With the name Thaddeus, she implied you were her gift, as she was the god. See?”

“I see. I suppose she had a powerful and confident air about herself. A bit egotistical to think she was a god, though.”

“Not at all, my lord. She was a god. Is a god.”

“She’s still alive?” Yes, just in a different form. Now, she chose another name for your new life, which is equally humorous. Would you like to hear it? You’ll know it soon enough, anyway.”

“Sure. Have at it.”

“The name she chose for your new life is Desirae. It means longing or desire. It will be equally humorous once you experience your new life. You’ll see.”

“Why would I need a new name, anyway?”

Your present name wouldn’t fit. It would be entirely incongruous with your new persona.

“It sounds like a woman’s name.”

He sipped his coffee, looking at me over the rim. He grinned and nodded. “That’s because it is, my lord.”

I shook my head. This was ludicrous. He’d stop calling me my lord soon, and I’d have a new identity with a woman’s name. That’ll be great for a six-foot-tall, 175-pound man. “I’ll stick with Thaddeus.”

“If you wish. I think you’ll find Desirae more accurate.” He looked at his watch. “We’ll be landing shortly. Better finish your coffee so I can stow the mugs to land, my lord.”


Completing the Inheritance

We landed, and the reverse thrusters and brakes forced me into my shoulder strap. Looking out the window, we approached the building, and the engines were shut down. I watched as a red carpet was laid out between the jet and a metallic green supercar of some sort with a driver in a jumpsuit like the Blue Angels wore, standing beside it, arms crossed behind his back, at attention.

John climbed out of his seat, unlocked it, then lowered the door and steps.

“Have a great day, gentlemen. We’ll be awaiting your next call.”

Chronos had me exit first, and I stood there staring at the man by the car, and he nodded at me while I took the car in.

Chronos said, “Come see your car, my lord.”

We walked over to it, and the man beside it handed Chronos the keys. “Serviced and ready to go, Mr. Vector. He gave the keys to Chronos.”

“Thank you, William. Much appreciated.” He took the key from the guy and handed it to me. The key was wrapped in diamonds and the shape of the car logo. I was awestruck. The key was decidedly feminine-looking with the bling on it. I shook my head.

Chronos said, “Yes, she liked the feminine very much but didn’t want a pink car, so she opted just to do the key.”

“No big deal. I can pry those fake diamonds off, anyway.”

“Uh, my lord. They’re real. That key costs more than a Lamborghini.”

“Holy shit!” The car it belonged to was well known to me and cost much more than a Lamborghini. I pressed the unveil button, and the hood and trunk lifted open, windows went down, and the doors swung up and forward, revealing the entire passenger compartment.

“Wow! A Koenigsegg. I have always been fascinated by the engineering they did on these cars. This is a 2023 Gemera. It has 2300 horsepower, 800 horsepower from the dark matter electric engine, and 1500 horsepower from the twin-turbo V-8. It does 0 to 60 in 1.9 seconds and goes 250 miles per hour. This had to have cost a couple of million.”

“3.”

“I can’t drive this.”

“You’re more than capable. If your grandma could, I’d think you could.”

“I guess I could, but I have a hard time risking three million bucks on the road.”

“It’s fully insured by Lloyd’s of London.”

“That must cost more than a mansion mortgage.”

“My lord, you need to change your views on money. The estate has been growing for generations and produces a cash flow of millions yearly. It’s a growing beast of its own. You no longer need to be concerned about financial elements in life.”

“I can’t spend millions a year.”

“That’s why your grandma was a prodigious philanthropist, as you will be. You’ll see. You’ll find things to spend it on and help others while also helping yourself. I’ll show you a tally of your holdings. Please. Get in the car and drive us to your estate.”

I pushed the button to close it up and reopened the doors with the fob. I lowered myself, entered the cockpit, and then closed the door. It smelled as if someone had sprayed a lovely perfume in it. “Smells wonderful.”

“Your grandma always smelled wonderful and wore plenty of perfume.”

Chronos sat beside me, grinning. “The pedals adjust from tall to short. Your petite grandma loved how easy it was to reach the pedals wearing high-heel stilettos.” He pointed to the switches for that, and I adjusted the pedals. I pushed the start button, and it was like staring at a spaceship. I ran my hand over the leather upholstery. “So soft and silky.”

“Your grandma was very sensual and had a unique grade of leather installed. She said she liked the sensation on her stockinged thighs.” He laughed.

I drove off. It was an incredible experience having that kind of power at hand. The acceleration was instantaneous, and the car felt as if it were glued to the pavement. We didn’t talk except for Chronos giving me directions.

I pulled before the gate, and it swung open for us. About half a mile of climbing, winding asphalt driveway through ancient oaks brought us to a vast Victorian mansion perched atop a hillside of rolling grass. I pulled around the fountain and parked in front of the steps, flanked on each side with six-foot-tall carved griffins. I activated the door, which swung outward and forward for my exit.

We climbed the steps as I took it all in until we reached the 12-foot-tall ornately carved double doors with images of dancing, naked, youthful angels. “Wow.”

“Yes. Carved in Prague and brought over by boat in the early 1800s.” He opened the door to a two-story foyer with an enormous grandfather clock with a pendulum that was explicitly phallic, and on each side were carved busty beauties with what appeared to be a nub of a male’s shaft but no globes. I stared at it.

“Yes, quite unusual. It is somewhat of a hermaphrodite, but not entirely, because of the omission of the female aspects between the legs and the male testes. It won’t seem so outrageous soon when you know more intimately about such beings.”

“Interesting. Are the representations of some god?”

“The goddess and her creations. It’s what your grandma Enid was.”

“I see. Who would ever have guessed?”

“For sure. Come into the parlor, and I’ll show you your holdings. Then we can move on to completing your transfer of power.”

We sat at a table by the open floor-to-ceiling window, looking at a side garden with the fresh scent of flowers in the breeze. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Sure. How about an iced tea?”

Chronos nodded and held his hand out. A frosty, tall glass of iced tea with a lemon appeared in his hand, and he placed it on a coaster that had appeared before me.

“Holy Shit!” I jumped back from the table in my chair.

Chronos chuckled. “Yes, a nice trick. You’ll be doing them soon as well. You’ll have that power, too, along with others. Now, moving on…” He slid a sizable three-ring binder between us and opened it. “These are the investment accounts.” He ran his finger down the page at the list with amounts along the side, then turned the page and ran his finger down more. “We spread them out to limit any potential issues with one institution or country, so the whole remains secure even if there are issues in one area or another.”

I sipped my tea, looking at it all. The final page had a tally—a ridiculously large number. “The rest is simply a list of assets, such as properties, businesses, institutions, and so on, with details of their financials and purposes.”

I flipped through it all. “Who takes care of all of this?”

“I do. It doesn’t take much. The Akashic records provide any information needed to maintain it. You can look it all over later. You can add to it or sell off things as you wish. It’s yours and all in your new name now.”

“I see. My new name? Desirae?”

“Yes, Desirae Stroeker.”

“I have to use that name?”

“You do.”

“Why?”

“It’s what Enid wanted and is a condition of the inheritance. You need to carry on the Stroeker name and have Desirae as your first name… more appropriate for who you will be. It means longing or desire. Another touch of your grandmother’s humor, as you’ll see. Unless you have any more questions, I’d like to take you upstairs to your suite and give you your grandma's unique ring.”

“Okay.”

I followed him to the sweeping staircase in the foyer and up to the second floor. The house smelled of wood polish and a floral scent that was distinctly feminine, filling me with a peaceful and warm sensation. We entered the master suite. It was filled with feminine energy, from the satin, flowered lilac bedspread on the king-sized bed to the carved light pink carpet and the sheer white drapes flowing from the breezes through the windows. “She loved everything feminine. It will suit your tastes better soon.”

He walked to the dresser, where there was a jewelry box. He opened it to reveal a single gold ring shaped like a snake with a green ruby in its mouth. He plucked it from its holder and held it up in the light. “The snake represents the feminine and kundalini and has been worn by your ancestors for centuries. It will never wear out or tarnish. Once you put your pinky finger on your right hand, the power transfer will be complete, and you will be who you were always meant to be.

“I see.” I stared at the ring and rolled it around, looking at it. “So I become Desirae Stroker by putting this on. So… like… uh… I’ll be a woman?”

“Mostly.”

“Like boobs and stuff?”

“A charming body like Enid had, but with your characteristics, like your face and looks, but feminine rather than masculine. You’ll recognize yourself, but you’ll be very feminine and pretty. The men will swoon for you.”

“Men chasing me? I’m not gay.”

“There is no gay or straight as a god. It just is.”

I nodded and had trouble swallowing. What the heck? All I had to do if I didn’t like it was take it off. I slid the ring onto my right-hand pinky finger. It sized itself to a snug fit. My body filled with energy, and I almost passed out as I held onto the dresser. I shook and shuddered. My teeth chattered. After a time, it stopped. I caught my breath and looked up into the dresser mirror.


The Stroeker Curse… or Gift

I stared at the new me—full, wavy golden hair with streaks of honey. I could still recognize myself, but I was a feminine, pretty version. My eyes were bright and vividly green, and my cheekbones were raised, as were my eyebrows. Skin smooth and with no hair follicles with no visible pores. Lips full and pouty, delicate ears. Bright white teeth.

I smiled at myself in wonder and shock. I stepped back from the dresser. I was short now, at about five-foot-two, buried in my boots, jeans, and shirt that dangled down my arms. I had substantial, firm breasts. I slid my hand into my shirt, massaged them, and tweaked the nipples, sending ripples of pleasure into me and making me whimper. My whimper was a girl's whimper. “My voice!”

“Of course, my lady. You would seem odd with your old voice.”

“You have a closet full of clothes if you'd like to change into something more suitable now.”

I tried to walk to the closet, but my boots were falling off. I kicked them off and continued, carrying them into the closet as I almost tripped over my pants. I removed the socks, shirt, pants, and boxer shorts. I stood naked and went to the full-length mirror. I was a gorgeous girl except for below, where a hard two-inch male part stood alone and without balls bobbing up and down. “Oh, my god! It’s gone! I can't do this!” I put my hand on the ring to remove it. It was tight.

Chronos ran in. “No! Don’t do that, my lady. If you take it off, you will lose everything and return to being who you were. All of this will have never happened. All the holdings, assets, wealth, and powers will be gone as if they never existed.”

“Cool. So I can return to normal if I take it off.”

Chronos tilted his head back and forth and grimaced. “Yes, and no. Your life will shorten since your true purpose isn’t being met; thus, you will have no reason to live. You won't know when or where, but I’d say it won't take long. It would be a poor choice on your part. Right now, you’re immortal. You must stay this way. You were meant for this.”

What choice did I have? I had to stay this way. I looked myself up and down in the mirror. I was the epitome of a gorgeous girl with a perfectly thin waist, luscious hips and butt, and beautiful breasts and nipples, all above shapely legs and petite feet. I made myself hard, looking at myself.

Chronos commented. “Yes. A beautiful, sensual woman. Touch yourself. Go ahead. You’ll torture yourself if you don’t. That’s why you have the last name you do.” He chuckled. “Miss Stroeker. Now, there are more effective ways to handle that, and I’ll teach them to you, but for now, you need to get your brain back, get dressed, and get rid of that monkey. You must have what the French call La petite mort or, in English, the little death now. Isn’t it interesting that you can’t resist it as your old you dies?”

What choice did I have? My body was filled with desire and longing for release. I took the two-inch, rigid, feminine-looking thing between my long-painted-nailed thumb and middle finger and stroked it wildly, whimpering and squeaking until I shot a series of pearls into my palm and had the immediate desire to lick them all up, which I did.

I took several deep breaths, having somewhat relieved myself of the desire. “Oh god. What have I done?” I looked through the closet. There were no jeans or pants.

Chronos came over and selected a thin floral minidress and some high heels. From the drawers built into the walls, he took out sheer suntan pantyhose and a pair of lace and satin panties. “Might I suggest this ensemble? The pantyhose have already had the gusset cut out, so you won’t have to take them down to pee or allow easy access to those areas. It will be comfortable and fit your feminine persona well.”

I took it all from him and sat on the bed. I rolled the pantyhose up on my fingers and slid them up my hairless, silken legs, sending ripples of pleasure into me again. I followed with the panties, tucking my again rigid, ball-less two inches upright. I stepped into the silky dress, gliding it over my hips and butt and adjusting my breasts in the V-neck top, my hard nipples leaving slightly visible bumps in the top. I sat and slid my sheer, pantyhose-sheathed, pretty little pink-painted toe-nailed feet into the five-inch-heeled, petite, strappy stilettos and stood, finding my center of gravity.

Chronos was standing by the dresser. “Accessories and jewelry are here.” He selected some appropriate jewelry. I put on the necklace, which fell neatly above my cleavage, drawing the eye to it. I put on the bracelets, other rings, a floral clip on each side of my hair, and finally, two long dangling earrings in the piercings in each ear I now had.

“If you’d like makeup or lipstick, imagine it, and it’ll appear. You could have done the jewelry that way as well. Or you can use the makeup you have in the bathroom.”

I stared into the mirror. Magically, I drew eyeliner to draw back my eyes and make my lashes fuller. I also added lipstick to make my lips more prominent. I was gorgeous.

I went to the full-length mirror and was overwhelmed by my beauty. I was throbbing in my panties and couldn’t stop myself from pulling them aside and jerking myself off between my thumb and middle finger while Chronos watched. “Good girl. Take care of that monkey.”

Uncontrollably whimpering and making cute little squeaking sounds, I spurted several times and licked it all up again, gaining some relief. “God, I hope I get used to looking at myself so I’m not always jerking off like a little boy.”

“Uh… It isn’t your image making you that way, so it won’t disappear from having familiarity. It’s your sensual nature. It’s who you are. It’s what Enid called the pretty feeling and can be overwhelming until you learn how to satisfy it better.”

I turned to him and took a deep breath. “I need to go outside and have an iced tea. That will help. Doing something normal will help.”

“As you wish.”

I led the way, walking in minced steps, my breasts tugging on my chest, the nipples rubbing the fabric deliciously. My two inches were hard again and wanted to release. I sat on the patio and crossed my stockinged legs, unconsciously bouncing one high-heeled foot, my toes pointed, and gliding my hand on my silky stockinged legs as my hair caressed my shoulders. That pretty feeling was all through me.

Chronos sat. “Why don't you try to manifest some iced tea? Imagine the taste, smell, look, temperature, ice cubes, glass, etc. You could use the practice.”

I did. I tasted it. It was wonderful. I nodded. “I did it!”

“Bravo, my lady. Bravo!”

“So, what other ways exist for me to stave off the monkey? Just stroking it off doesn't seem to last long.”

“True. It won’t. The only reason you could gain any relief at all was by consuming your emissions. It wasn't the act of coming. It was the result that you needed to take into you. You instinctively licked it up because your brain knows what it’s calling for.”

“Really? How the hell do I get that, then?”

“He raised one eyebrow.”

“Uh…no. I have to get it!? I can’t be like this all the time!”

He nodded. “Harvesting it from others is one way. In your mouth or your bottom as you wish.”

I looked around. “Who the hell is going to do that for me?”

He nodded. “Hmm… It's not something I consider a part of my job, but for now, it can provide some deserved relief so we can continue with your training.”

“Oh god. Now I’m gonna be gay. I’m not sure I can do that.”

“Think about it a bit. I think your brain will tell you what you want. It’s part of your nature.”

I looked at Chronos. He was handsome. Clean. Manly. I thought about sucking him off, and I thought about him fucking my ass. “So, the mouth way seems cleaner to me.”

“Both are clean. You no longer defecate or urinate. You quantify your waste, and it provides your powers and immortality. Your bottom is now pristine and has more nerve endings for greater pleasure than human bottoms. The sensations will be more powerful and yield more robust orgasmic results. Plus, a deposit there is worth twice the relief through the mouth.”

I sipped my tea as my libido continued to climb. My body was crying for release. I put my tea on the side table and motioned for Chronos to come to me, my arms out to him. He obliged me and helped me get his huge package out. “You do have a way of making men very desirous for you. It’s part of your powers.” He stroked his shaft, looking at me. I grasped it in one hand and rolled his lovely hairless balls in the other. It wasn’t repulsive as I thought it would be, but rather it was quite delightful. Its velvety skin and firmness were intriguing, and to think it was firm because of his interest in me was flattering. I dove onto it with my mouth.

It wasn't a second before I was feverishly sucking, circling my tongue around it, rolling and tugging and sucking his balls and bobbing my head, looking up at his face. His hands rested gently on my head as he gazed lovingly into my eyes. I loved doing this! I had to have it!

I harvested him in seconds. His shaft squirmed, jerked, and pulsed in my mouth, shooting ropes of pearls into me, which I swallowed greedily as my eyes blinked rapidly, looking into his contorted, grunting face, his hands clenching my head. It was the most sensual and gratifying experience I had ever had. My body tensed and was filled with an almost electric current. My two-inches spit several tiny drops into my panties as I whimpered around his meat, and my leg twitched. When he was done, I pulled off, and he tucked it away and sat back down to sip his tea.

He watched me. “See? All better. No, you can relax for a while and just be you.”

I nodded. “Wild… Fun… But I’m feeling so much more human now. It was as if I were a nymphomaniac.”

“Yes. A curse or a gift. Sometimes it can be both. I feel for you as I did for Enid. It takes a powerful woman to live your life.”

“I can’t believe this has happened. Without the sex drive, right now, I feel incredible. Yet there is an underlying sensuality, and my body is as if it's more alive. Somehow, I love the new me. And as far as an interest in men, I never imagined how good it could be.” I giggled and rolled my eyes.

He laughed and nodded. “Yes, my lady. You’re learning what you truly are now. You are a goddess now.”

“A goddess. Wow! Now, I need to learn to stave off my desires.”

He tilted his head. “Don’t think of it as an act of will. Think of it as filling a gas tank and not emptying it. Think of it as the vampire lore is. The longer they go without blood, the more they need it. If they stay fed, they can live normally without cravings.”

“Gas tank. Great. I’ll need to figure that out real soon.”

“Yes. You will, or you might go insane. Your grandma did. You can, too.”


Dealing With the New Me

Feeding on Chronos like a vampire gave me a measure of relief, except it didn’t last. But, I used the time I had been craving-free to enjoy going through the library and the estate and learning about it.

It was like a hotel; it had so many bedrooms. All the ultra-feminine suites had walk-in closets complete with feminine clothing, shoes, accessories, and private baths. The walls were flowered, all in pastels. Bedspreads in lace, satin, chiffon. It was beautiful but decidedly feminine. Some lamps were statues, like the ones on the entry door and around the estate, of youthful, full-breasted girls like me, with the two-incher with no testes made evident and prominent. I couldn’t imagine housing so many guests. She must have had many friends and parties.

There were pictures of balls and parties and Grandma looking sexy as hell with handsome men and ultra-feminine and sexy women flocking around her. But the women were as if they were somehow more than regular women. They seemed to radiate a femininity that few women ever could. They were youthful and alive with faces like angels, some looking boyish but still ultra-feminine. They were captivating. Once I had taken in enough pictures, I needed to walk.

It was heavenly walking the estate's gardens in the warm sunlight, the airy dress floating about my thighs, breezes blowing under it, my breasts tugging on my chest and rubbing my nipples as I walked. I wasn’t full of libido; no, that was gone. It seemed it was just the nature of my sensual, feminine self now—something a man could never have experienced. I could quickly let it become libidinous and enjoy it the same as I had, but I didn’t need to. It was enough to experience being me as I was. I had become an incredibly sensual, feminine creature.

I wondered then about men who crossdressed as women. Is this what they’d experience? Perhaps I should have tried it when I was manly. If the men who could do it and do it well could experience this, they’d never go back to the mundaneness of masculinity. The thought intrigued me. More men should know of this possibility.

I viewed my new sophistication, understanding, and intimacy with femininity as a gift, not a curse. How could anyone be as sensual and heavenly-feeling as I was? They’d have to be a goddess like me or at least a mortal woman who was as feminine and sensual… or possibly a diligent and dedicated male-to-female crossdresser. I had a new worldview.

I wouldn’t think of wearing sweatpants, coarse jeans, or anything not decidedly feminine or pretty now. It would directly conflict with my experience of the moment, an impediment to my encounters with each glorious and stimulating feminine and sensual moment.

My heels clicked erotically as I walked in minced steps, the scent of the garden thick with sweetness, the birds chattering happily, the sun warming my skin, the breeze caressing my legs and chest, my hair like silk as it floated on my shoulders. I looked at my watch. It was getting time to eat. I wasn’t hungry, and no longer needed food, but I wanted to enjoy the sensations, tastes, and sensory delight of food and drink.

I went back into the mansion. Chronos greeted me on the back porch as he sat sipping a cocktail. His smile widened. “Can I get you a cocktail, my lady?” He pointed to an insulated pitcher. “Your grandma's favorite. Dirty martinis.”

“Sure. Why not?”

He stood and poured it into a martini glass, which frosted up as he did. He then placed olives on skewers, put them into the glass, and handed it to me. “Cheers.”

I raised it to him. “Cheers.” I sipped it.

“You can allow the alcohol to affect you or not as you intend it. So that you know that.”

I nodded and sipped. I wanted the effect. I wanted to see if it enhanced my other sensory pleasures.

“Did you enjoy getting familiar with the estate and your grandma's life here?”

“Yes. It was thoroughly enjoyable. Intriguing. Her party guests were quite interesting looking. The women seemed to have a specialness I couldn't place.”

He nodded knowingly. “They do. They are special. I hesitate to tell you why, but I’m sure you’ll learn soon as your desires lead the way. How is your libido right now?”

“It's okay. I could indulge in it, it seems, at any time, but I don't have to, which also makes me happy. The new me is alive enough to enjoy my sensuality as it is.”

“Good. You’re under control. Just keep your gas tank filled, and you’ll be fine. I should warn you, though. It won’t be long before the monkey is back. That one indulgence you had won’t last forever.”

“How long?”

He shrugged. “Your tank has never been filled yet, so I’d say it's just a matter of minutes or maybe an hour or two.”

I nodded and sipped. “I’d like to go to dinner. Will you take me? Is there somewhere nice and fancy? I want to dress for such a place. You know, like a woman on a date. I want the experience. I think it would be eye-opening.”

“Of course, my lady. Would you like me to set up a date? I can call a gentleman… or a lady, if you prefer.”

“Uh… can I impose on you to take me? I’d be more comfortable with you because of how new this is to me.”

“As you wish.”

“Wonderful!” I looked at my watch. “Say in half an hour? That should allow me time to rinse off and get ready.”

“I’ll make a reservation.” He smiled warmly at me, stood, and offered me his arm. He was very handsome in his impeccable business suit. I took his strong arm. I could feel his masculine energy, and I throbbed in my panties. He led us up the steps and into the mansion.

I rinsed off in the shower, lingering as I caressed my silky, hairless body with the fragrant, soap-laden sponge. Every stroke on my skin sent ripples of pleasure into me, emphasizing my sensual nature. I dried and fluffed my hair with the dryer and did my makeup without any magic to enjoy the exercise of my new, seemingly instinctual skills at feminine presentation.

I found a lovely, flared-hem, deep V-neck, black chiffon minidress in the closet. The bodice was snug and nearly backless, and I’d wear it without a bra as there was a lift built into it anyway, even though I’d never need a lift with my perfect breasts. I found sheer black stockings, a black lace garter belt, and a matching pair of sheathed panties with a little stretchy silky lace tube for my two inches. How cute! I found a pair of thin-strap, strappy, five-inch-heeled stilettos, which seemed to be a display stand to parade my cute little feet and painted toenails on.

I sat on the bed and put on my outfit, luxuriating in its luscious sensations. I fluffed my hair and put on a cute little cap-like clip with mesh flowing from it and a bow and pearls on the front. It was adorable and classy. At the dresser, I bestowed myself with jewelry and bathed myself in a sensual, fragrant perfume. Checking myself in the full-length mirror, I gazed upon the goddess I had become, and a smile filled my face and my being. Slinging my matching purse on my shoulder, I hooked my thumb on it and went downstairs to the parlor.

Chronos was seated in a wing chair, wearing a black tux with a bowtie and looking like the master of our mansion. I flashed a huge smile at him, my eyes open wide. “Wow! Aren’t you the handsome god!?”

“Thank you, my lady. It was the least I could do to be your escort for the evening. One must dress accordingly when going out with a goddess.” He offered his arm.

I took it, his cologne intoxicating. “I think you may also have some powers of attraction, Chronos.”

“I’ve been known to. It’s a timeless thing.” He led me through the foyer and out to the car in my tiny minced steps. He held my door for me.

Starting the car, he pulled around the circle, and my eyes took him in greedily. He was a sight. I hadn't noticed it in male mode, but now it was entirely different. “So your name is Chronos. Are you the god of time? Can you change time or move through it?”

He nodded as he drove. “I could, but it's very dangerous and can create an unmanageable paradox. So I haven't for some time. I prefer to think of my name as being what I am. Timeless.”

“How long have you been timeless?”

“Since the start of time.” He glanced at me as I bounced a high-heeled foot and absent-mindedly caressed my stockinged legs. “Yes. It can be lonely and boring at times. I take my pleasure and have my purpose in supporting my lady in her endeavors to create a more perfect world.”

“I’ll be creating a more perfect world? How?”

He chuckled. “I can’t give it all away, or you’ll wonder if I put the seed in your mind, and then you may not be certain of your true purpose. You’ll have all the answers shortly. Your grandma found them very quickly. You will, too. You’re very much alike.”

“So, mister, supporting her lady, man. Did you fuck my grandma too?”

He chortled and banged on the steering wheel. “What do you think?”

“I think yes.”

“Then you’re correct. However. As I said earlier. That isn’t my purpose. But I can, uh… come through…in a pinch.” He laughed. “Are you interested in that this evening? You certainly prompt a response from me that would enable such endeavors.” He chuckled and glanced at me, his eyes flitting over my breasts, legs, and face.

I glanced down at his pants, and he was rock hard in them, making a tent. I looked into his eyes. “Yes, I am very interested, but for now… how long do we have until we arrive?”

“We have time for that. It may help me last longer later, as well.”

He moved his hand down to unzip his pants, and I opened them all up and dove into them. Again, I was infatuated with his lovely maleness and the energy I drew from it as I vigorously bobbed, sucked, ran my tongue around, and rolled, tugged, and sucked his hairless balls.

My two inches throbbed and oozed in the sheath beneath my dress. I glided my legs back and forth against one another while, with one hand, Chronos cupped my breast and caressed it inside the top of my dress. It wasn't long before I had a jerking, pulsing, squirming piece of man meat in my face that deposited a substantially generous amount of fuel for my gas tank. I greedily swallowed every gush until there was no more to swallow, and he had to remove my head from it forcibly while chuckling.

“Thank you, my lady. I’m sorry, but it became overwhelming after it went dry.”

“No…thank you. That was a copious amount of fuel for my gas tank. Now I can be in control of myself for a while longer.”

“True. A wise decision on your part.”

We pulled into the restaurant, and the valet opened my door. His eyes went wide as he bowed and tried to capture every bit of my appearance as fuel for his later masturbations. It was as if I could read his mind.

I whispered to Chronos. “I get the impression that cute, young valet memorized me to jerk off to later.”

“Perfect, my lady. You’re learning to read minds. He certainly did. I read that as well. He will likely have many pleasurable ejaculations from those images.”

We were led to our table behind a decorative privacy screen facing the gardens. Two seats faced out, side by side. The long white linen tablecloth was set with gold utensils and crystal glassware. A young man came over in a bow tie and white starched shirt and poured water. “I’m Alex.” He placed the drink menus before us. Can I get you a cocktail or other drink?

We looked at the menu. Chronos ordered an Old Fashioned, and I a Vesper. He smiled as he left.

“He wants to use my mouth. Wow! Do all men have these thoughts all the time?”

“Well, you’ll soon see, won’t you? Now that you know what everyone is thinking. You should consider it a compliment because your natural self automatically elicits that response. It’s part of your nature. I believe it’s a survival tool for you, since you need to harvest those passions to stay in control.”

“Makes sense.”

Our drinks arrived, and we sipped and toasted. Chronos said, “To my lady discovering all the wonders of her new life.”

We clinked and sipped. I gazed into his beautiful eyes, and my hand reached for his and moved it to my stockinged thigh. “Would you mind caressing my leg?”

“Not at all, my lady.” His eyes locked onto mine as his huge, soft hand glided on my silken leg. I moved my hand to his lap and found him hard in his pants once more. “Hmm, I guess I do have an effect, don’t I?”

“You certainly do, my lady.”

“Why can’t I read your mind?”

“Because I’m a god as well. Sorry. I can tell you what my thoughts are, though.”

I squeezed and stroked his hard cock in his pants, and his hand continued their caresses on my leg. “Penny for them.”

“Okay. Now, know that I always love loving my lady. But right now, until you have found your purpose, I can’t take the chance of you becoming so smitten with me that your desires focus solely on me to fulfill them. You may not discover your true path if you do.”

I nodded and sipped as I contemplated his gorgeous cock with my hand and gazed into his eyes. “I understand. I’ll be good then.” I let it go.

“We can do what you’d like to tonight later, but we just have to be cognizant of those facts.”

“Understood.” I sipped and looked around and outside at the garden. “Everything seems more to me than it used to be. Colors are brighter and more vivid, scents are more pleasant, tastes more fulfilling, sounds crisper and brighter, and my skin and its sensations are more erotic and pleasant. Is it because I’m a god?”

“It’s because of your femininity. You have more capacity for these things than a male version of yourself because of your femininity.”

“So, would a male-to-female crossdresser experience heightened sensuality like this?”

He laughed. “I can't speak from experience, but I believe the feminization would help impart the same type of response. It awakens the body from the sleeping femininity.”

“Why wouldn't all men want this?”

“They’re embarrassed to admit it. Society frowns on it. They’re unaware of it. Many reasons. Some are aware of it and try diligently to accomplish a full feminine presentation, but they have limitations physically and appearance-wise. Also, men don’t always want to do this, as you were aware before your transformation.”

I nodded. “I guess. It seems like such a waste not to have it, if possible. I wish I could get the message out there and help the men see what they’re missing. Help them achieve a fully feminine presentation and become so much more than a mundane guy.”

He leaned back, and his eyes went wide. “My lady. Congratulations. You’ve found your purpose.”

“I have?”

“Yes.”

“Well, how am I supposed to do that?”

“First, we have an existing waitlist—those who want to pursue it. Then we come across others who have toxic masculinity, which is suitable for no one, including them. You seduce them, and they willingly give it up for you and become the ultimate feminized forms that then are the opposite of toxic masculinity and only exist to serve others’ needs.”

“Wow. Forced feminization.”

“Not truly forced. Their toxic masculinity is a cry for help, and they end up truly loving their new self after. The name for them is Sissies. Very subservient and driven to please.”

“I see. Interesting. So I have all these powers of seduction and such? I can manifest iced tea. I know that. Can I manifest bodies?”

“No, but you can modify them to your will. That’s why there is a waitlist for feminization. You can read minds, as you know. You can also implant thoughts for action, but the receiver will only act on those thoughts through their free will. They will ultimately have a choice, but it’s like dangling a carrot in front of a rabbit. They all usually take it. Last, you can stop time. Freeze people, and you’re free to act and move about without them being aware until you unfreeze them.”

“Get out! That’s crazy! I don’t believe it.”

He nodded and asked Alex to bring us more drinks. I was feeling buzzed and enjoyed the combination with all the rest.

“So I can put thoughts for action in people’s minds, huh?”

He motioned to a couple at a table in the garden, eating dinner. “Try it.”

“What should I do?”

“Put a thought into their minds.”

They were a good-looking young couple. I laughed, and the sexy part of me took over. The couple looked at each other and moved their chairs closer together. Their hands went under the table, and they kissed deeply. The woman slid under the table as the man looked around, and I could tell she was sucking him off.

Their waiter came over, and the man ordered more drinks. The woman rose from the ground and stood, taking the man by the hand, and they ran inside. From their minds, I read they were going to the ladies' room to copulate.

“Wow.”

“See?” Chronos ran his hand on my thigh and patted it. “Pretty powerful woman you are, eh?”

“For sure. Cool. So now I want to transform some of these souls into their better, feminine form. How do I start? How do we contact the ones on the waitlist? May as well do the ones that want it first, right?”

“Whatever order you'd like. There will always be an endless supply of either kind.”

I grinned. “Hmm, this is making me even more amorous thinking about the sensual girls that I’ll be creating. Will they have my powers? Will they look like me?”

“Their only power will be that of seduction. Nothing else. Their looks are up to you. You could make them look like frogs if you wanted to. Your grandma usually either made them like you or made them well-hung. The well-hung ones helped satisfy the less well-hung ones like yourself and fed them their needed semen. The well-hung ones must find someone to fill them or only obtain fuel orally. The less well-hung ones can’t help the other girls because they wouldn’t go in, never mind stay in. The only way they could help was to feed others orally. The girls only need to do this until they find a stable source of fuel, such as real men, that is.”

“This is too much. It’s mind-boggling.”

“It can be.”

“And everyone’s happy?”

“As happy as clams.” He chortled.

“Let’s eat. I’m sensing my need for a refueling arriving soon.” I smiled at him and rubbed his cock in his pants. “But I want to taste and enjoy a good meal first.”

It was halfway through the meal, and I was losing control. I grabbed Chronos’s hand, and we went around the privacy screen, where I stood and looked at the diners.

I went table by table, setting the desire for sex in their minds. After the first table, the rest were easy. It was as if a virus had spread. Even Alex joined in with the daughter of another couple as they all began. Then, as everyone was fucking on tables and chairs, I froze them all.

Chronos looked at me, shaking his head. “My my. You sure have gotten into using your powers.”

“Absolutely. I didn’t want to enjoy this on my own. It would be a shame. Now fuck my brains out and fill me with fuel. Take me now, Chronos.”

He nodded. “Yes, my lady. As I said, we can’t have you getting attached to me so soon, so I won’t look into your eyes.”

He grabbed me roughly and pressed me down onto a table where the couple was frozen in sex, and he held my arms behind me. My face was on the table and next to the man's hand as he held the woman's bottom and filled her with his gleaming rod halfway out. It was like 3D porn, frozen in time.

My dress was lifted behind me, and Chronos’s thick, firm cock pressed through my butt cheeks into what seemed to be my already lubricated and ready ass. He made me gasp as it went in and stimulated all those incredible nerve endings he had discussed. My body filled with an electric current, and I whimpered like a little girl as Chronos rammed me silly, shaking the table and threatening to make the other couple fall off.

I was in some heaven, my breasts tingling, the nipples hard and alive, my leg twitching with each thrust. I cried out in little girl squeals of pleasure. This was the best, most intense, most sensual, and incredible sex I had ever had. I needed Chronos to fill me. I heard my new little girl's voice begging, “Breed me now, Chronos. Fill me with your flood. Inject me with your fuel. Use me as your depository! Please!”

He grunted and shoved deep. Then it went rigid and squirmed and jerked in my bottom. It gushed into my soul, filling me with a calming, joyous, gratifying sensation as my two-incher in its sheath spurted drop after drop of body-clenching pearls of release.

Chronos withdrew, and I slid to my feet and adjusted my dress. We returned to our table, and I unfroze everyone and let them complete their acts. We sipped and grinned as the place was filled with the sounds of pleasure.

Chronos smiled. “Feeling better, my lady?”

“Much. Thank you for that. You were right. It must be the added nerve endings. It was so much more than anything I had before. How could I have guessed using that receptacle could feel so damn good… So about this waitlist.”


Top of the List

“I can have the top four meet us at a club if you’d like. We could go dancing, and you can meet them and see if they pass your standards for ones to transform.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

We paid our bill with Alex flushed and shy-looking, and we walked through a restaurant full of delighted, very confused, but happy couples. I wondered if this would ever show up in the news. Since no one ran off embarrassed, I guessed not.

At the club, our top four on the list arrived. They were adorable. Four very feminine young men were already dressed and made up like femboys out on the town in their girls' jeans and palazzo pants, girls' high heels and mascara, and eye makeup with somewhat androgynous hairstyles. We all sat together in a large booth Chronos had called ahead to reserve and introduce ourselves.

Jamie, sitting next to me in his girl's palazzo pants, was beaming excitedly. “I can't believe this is happening. I wasn't sure it could be real. Were you a man before, Desirae?”

I nodded. “Yes. One hundred percent.”

“So we’ll be able to look as good as you?”

“I can make you however you’d like to be.”

We ordered drinks and chatted about what it meant to undertake this transformation. What the implications were. The needs they’d have.

Gene laughed and waved a bent wrist at me, “Oh, honey! That doesn’t sound like a problem at all. I probably feed enough already to satisfy that need.” Gene looked at Chronos and winked. Chronos smirked and gave him a flat smile. “And not having to ever defecate or urinate again? Fantastic. Will we be immortal or something?”

“No. You’ll live long, fruitful lives as long as there are no accidents, and you stay young and good-looking until the day comes and it ends for you. You won’t know when or where. It’ll just happen in keeping with your purpose and fate.”

I looked around the table at the others. “Do you all agree? It’s not something that you would have a problem with, is it? Think about whether you get married. That’s a big job to put on one man. You may have to plan on cuckolding him to satisfy it.”

“Lots of women do that these days.”

“True. Just so you’re ready.”

“So, how will this work, Desirae?”

“You’ll be given new identities and stay at the mansion until you can move out by finding a man or means to do so. I’ll transform you into the girl of your dreams. Right now, the standard size of what will remain of your male aspect will be two inches when fully rigid. That can be changed and made any size, but you will never have tests again. If you choose to have it larger, you’ll have to hide it when necessary.”

The femboys looked at each other and shrugged.

Gene said. “Mine is already only two inches when rigid.” He sat up proudly and nodded his head, smiling at them all. “It’s adorable and so easy to hide. Useless for much else, though.”

Jamie spoke up. “So I could have a huge one instead? Mine's pretty darn small right now, too. Might be cool to have a big one.”

“You could. It would be useful to the other girls to feed them with, but you doing so will do nothing to satisfy your cravings for fuel.”

He nodded. “I see.” He looked around the table. “But right now, there’s no one to satisfy the fueling that way if we all go small.” He looked at Chronos and winked. “Unless…”

“Nope. Sorry. That’s not my purpose. Emergencies only.”

“Awww. Too bad. Well then. It seems I owe it to the other girls to be the ones with the feeder. I can deal with hiding it when I have to. May as well make it a monster.”

“Not too big!” Gene cried. “It might hurt!”

I shook my head. “It will never hurt. Don’t worry, Gene. You could have an elephant, and you’d enjoy it.”

Chronos was getting bored. “Okay then. So, are you all ready to become your new, almost insatiable, feminized selves?”

“They all nodded.”

“Then we’ll send a car to pick you up when ready. Sell your things or leave them to someone. You won’t need them.”

“Desirae? Anything else?”

I looked at all those cuties and just wanted to play with all of them. But there’d be plenty of time for that later. “Nope. See you soon, ladies.”


Creating the Ultimate Femininity

To my surprise, the four arrived simultaneously, dropped off by an Uber. They were at our place before lunch. I answered the door.

“We were going to send a car for you.”

“This was faster and easier. We all gave our stuff to the Salvation Army and had everything done, so we just headed over. Hope that’s okay.”

I stood in high heels, a denim miniskirt, and a pink tank top without a bra, looking at all their merry faces. Their eyes flitted all over me, checking me out.

The femboy named Carmen wanted to fuck me. The others wanted to be me. Carmen was at least six foot two and built like a quarterback. He was a handsome man. “Carmen. Are you sure you want to go through with this? I sense you want to fuel me right now.”

He nodded shyly, his face turning red. “Uh…sorry, but yeah. I do. It’ll be the last time I could ever stick it in a girl.”

“If you’re having second thoughts, you shouldn't do it. It’s permanent.”

“I know. But…”

I took him by the hand, and we walked into the mansion. I lifted my skirt, pulled aside my panties and the cutout piece of the gusset, and bent over. He quickly undid his pants and entered me, making me gasp and squeak from the pleasure. He thrust like a rabbit or an adolescent, fucking his pillow. His hands on my hips, I whimpered and enjoyed each thrust as they sent ripples of pleasure into my body. I read his mind that he wanted me to call out to him. “Breed me, you little sissy girl. Breed me like the man you aren’t! Make believe you’re a real man.” I heard my tiny voice calling back to him as I looked over my shoulder, my head bouncing with his thrusts.

“Yes! Call me that again. Please!”

“You sissy girl! You’re only masquerading as a man. You’ll never be a man. You’re a sissy girl.”

Carmen let out a girlish whimper, then in a falsetto voice, he said, “I am. I’m a sissy girl!” and his cock pulsed and wriggled in me, jerking as it pumped me full of fuel. My leg twitched, and I let out little squeaks. When he was done, he withdrew, and I put myself back in order.

He put himself away, looking sheepish. “See? I want to be a sissy. It’s what I was always meant to be. I’m just too big to be one.”

“I understand now. Okay, sweetie. So you’re ready?”

He nodded sheepishly.

“Okay. How about the rest of you ladies? Ready?”

They nodded rapidly and excitedly, shifting back and forth in their girls' shoes and clothes.

“Okay, ladies, let’s begin. Follow me.” I led them to their rooms. “This is your room, Gene. Your clothes will be sized to fit your chosen body, and this will be your room for now. So, what do you want to look like? Your facial features will be basically the same but feminine; the rest is flexible.”

Gene was still looking around at everything. “This is nice!”

“Thanks. So… short? Tall? Buxom? Thin? Frail? Strong? What do you think?”

“Hmm. I always was partial to petite women. Like five-foot tall, tiny feet. It seems like they’d feel the most feminine.”

“Okay. Being that short, you’ll have difficulty reaching things in cabinets and the like. Some cars will be too big to reach the pedals. Larger men will seem huge.”

“That sounds wonderful! Lovely full breasts that jiggle and wide hips and full butt too. Tiny feet like a size 5. Soft arms, shapely legs, raised eyebrows, full pouty lips, and high cheekbones. Kinda like a bimbo look. Tiny, girly voice. Full, wavy, blonde hair. To the shoulder. Long nails. You get the idea?”

“Yeah. Kinda a caricature of a sex doll.”

“Exactly!”

“You sure? You’ll never be taken seriously.”

“I won’t need to be. I’m not planning on working. I want to be the best sex doll I can be. I want to be used and wanted by every man I walk by.”

“Okay, Gene. Here we go. It will feel weird at first. Uh, may as well take your clothes off now so you don't trip over them.”

Gene stripped before us. His moderate male form was beautiful. His hardness was indeed only two inches hard.

“Oh, penis size?”

“Heck. Make it an inch hard.”

“Okay.”

I imagined all his requests, and his body glowed as it shrank and shifted form. His eyes were wide as his breasts grew, nipples formed, butt and hips swelled, legs shaped, and skin smoothed and became hairless and silky. In a moment, it all stopped. Her eyes wide, she felt her breasts and ran her hand over her body as she ran off like a little girl to the full-length mirror and took herself in. “I’m gorgeous!” Her tiny voice squealed. “And I love my voice. It’s so tiny.”

Her hand went to her little dick, and she took it between her tiny, long-nailed thumb and middle finger and jerked it furiously as she whimpered. She whimpered and shot it into her palm, then licked it off. “God! What got into me?”

I explained it to them all. She looked at the other girls. “Carmen? One more time, please? Please? Fuel me.” She ran over to Carmen on her tiptoes and started undoing his pants. Soon, she was on her knees, looking up at him, sucking it and getting him hard. When he was, she bent over before him and placed his hand on her hip, and she guided it into her, and he began fucking again as she whimpered and squeaked and flopped like a rag doll in his grip, her feet off the floor. “Yes! Yes, Carmen! Fuck me, you sissy girl!”

Carmen stiffened and shoved it deep. Gene’s eyes went wide, her raised inquisitive eyebrows giving her a look as if in shock as he pumped a grunting release of fuel into her. She gasped, and her body went limp; Carmen pulled out and lifted her off her feet, cradling her. He kissed her forehead. Caressed her hair.

“Carmen, are you sure you want to go through with this? You have a wonderful effect on women.”

He nodded. Shrugged. “She’s more like what I wish I were.”

“Okay then. Put her onto the bed, and let's move on. Gene, are you okay?”

“I feel heavenly. Thanks. The monkey is gone now. I’m just blissful and loving my new body. It’s so alive.”

“Yes. Okay. Come downstairs when you're ready. Your clothes will all fit.”

We went to the next room. Riley was next. I didn’t want to do Carmen until last, in case he changed his mind. Riley was about five feet five inches tall and an adorable-looking young man. He had the face of an angel, was wearing mascara, eyeliner, and eyeshadow, and had his hair fluffed and highlighted in a pixie cut. He was beautiful as he was.

“Riley. This will be your room. So, what do you want? You’re stunning as you are.”

“Thanks. I want to be a girl. I should have been born a girl, but that has drawbacks, too. I want to be a special girl now.”

“Okay. Place your order. To organize your thoughts and make it easier for me to remember, start at the top and work down.”

“I like my hair as it is. I admire the long necks of ballet dancers. I always thought my lips could be fuller and more shapely, but I don’t want a bimbo look like Gene's. Thin, raised eyebrows and chubbier cheeks would be nice. I want full, firm breasts, but not as significant as Gene’s. Again, I don't want the bimbo look. Large, sensitive nipples. Hmm, thin waist, maybe a twenty-five. Hips may be thirty-four or so and lovely, but not a big bottom. Shapely legs, tiny feet. Tiny toenails that will be cute painted. Hmm, long nails and smaller hands with thin arms. There.”

“Uh…size of the last remaining male piece?”

“Hmm, I want to be able to hide it, but I’d like to be able to use it when it's appropriate, like for Gene or something. Right now, I think it’s too small to use for that.”

“Okay. Say, six inches? It would be a struggle to get into Gene, but most other bottoms would work with that. It will tuck nicely when soft and could still be hidden with a flared hem dress when hard.”

“I didn't think of that. A flare-themed dress. Yes. Make it seven inches, then. That would still work with that kind of dress. It would be wonderful to be hard and free under that dress.”

“You’d need to tuck with a firm gaff to wear tight skirts and dresses.”

“That’s okay. No problem. Especially when I’m not hard, since there are no balls to get in the way either.”

“True. Okay then. I like your logic, girl.” I chuckled. “Height?”

“Five foot two.”

I began the process. She glowed, eyes opened wide, skin changed, breasts and nipples grew, legs shaped, arms thinned, and she shrank in size to five foot two. When it stopped, she immediately ran to the full-length mirror and began jerking off. She whimpered, squealed in her new girl's voice, and came into her palm. She looked at Carmen seductively. “Please?”

“I don’t know if I can do it.”

I patted Carmen’s back. “You can. It’s one of the powers of women like us. You’ll always be ready around one of us if we want it. Will you?”

He nodded.

Riley called to him, her arms out. “Come here, my sissy girl, and take care of me.”

Carmen lifted her and dropped her on her back on the bed, then pushed her legs back and entered her unceremoniously. He looked into her eyes, her feet by her head as her breasts jiggled on her chest, and he thrust like a rabbit into her. “Say it.” He said.

“That’s it, you sissy girl. Fill me with your sissy spunk.”

Carmen tensed up and held it inside of her as it pulsed and leaked from her. He had as much as he had earlier, as it pulsed and shot. That had to be a part of the power of these girls over men as well.

Once complete, he withdrew and let her legs go. They flopped on the bed, and she caught her breath as she writhed on it, caressing her breasts and new, sensual body. She moaned quiet moans. I took Jamie's hand, calling out to Riley, we left. “See you downstairs when you're ready, Riley.”

Carmen followed Jamie and me into Jamie’s room. Jamie hopped on the bed, making it bounce. He smiled and looked around. “This is awesome!”

“Okay, girl! What is it? Still want that big dick?”

She nodded hurriedly, eyes wide with excitement.

“Monster. Say eight inches long and two and a half inches thick?”

“You’ll have trouble hiding that thing hard and free under most flared hem dresses unless there is enough crinoline. You might not hide it soft even with tight skirts.”

She shrugged. “The price of being hung like I always wished I was.”

“But you won’t help yourself stay fueled by using it. It’s only when you’re the receiver that you get fuel.”

“That’s okay. It’ll be great, anyway. I’ll get fueled. Not to worry. Who doesn’t want the best of both worlds?”

“Okay. Your choice. Start at the head and describe the new you.”

“Curly Shirley Temple blonde hair. A little doll-like girl's face with vivid blue eyes, a tiny mouth with full lips, and a tiny girl’s voice. Dolly Parton boobs to go with the big dick. Delightful contrast, eh?” She giggled. “Tiny waist, apple bottom, shapely legs above tiny size four feet with tiny toes and toenails, tiny hands, long nails, four feet eight inches tall.”

“Wow! You’ll need help to make breakfast, even. Someone will have to drive you.”

“I’ll have a daddy. I’m sure of it. Guys can be pervs and love the little girl look. I want to be a total submissive sissy girl for some daddy.”

I took a deep breath, looking the handsome young man over. “You’re certain this is it?”

“It is. Please?” He tilted his head and looked pouty. He hurriedly stripped off his clothes.

I concentrated on him, and soon he was no more. She looked like a little teenage girl with big boobs and a big dick. She ran to the mirror, grabbed her hardness with both tiny hands, and jerked it furiously while whimpering in her little voice, staring at herself in the mirror. She filled her palm with her little La petite mort, lapped it all up instinctively, and relaxed. “Phew! Wow.”

She admired her tiny self and played with her breasts, then checked her hair and face closely, and looked at her feet. Then she giggled and jumped up and down. “This is it! I’m my dream girl!” She turned to us, her mammoth dick getting hard again, and she stroked it, both tiny hands wrapping her fingers around it but only making it part way, looking at Carmen.

Carmen cried out. “Oh god. Here we go. I’m gonna get blisters.” She ran to him, leapt up with her arms around his neck, and guided his hardness into her as she looked into his eyes. “Take me, Daddy!” She wriggled on it, and Carmen lifted her and pushed her onto it repeatedly like a Fleshlight. He was going so long it seemed he’d split her in two as she whimpered and squeaked with the thrusts, her legs twitching.

“It’s not happening, Jamie. Say it.”

“That’s it, my sissy girl. Fill me. Make that sissy thing spurt for mommy.”

Instantly, Carmen went rigid and held himself deep inside of her as his shaft pulsed, and he filled her with her fuel. When it stopped, he dropped her to her feet. He looked at me. “Okay. It’s my turn. Let’s go. Which room is mine? I can’t keep playing this role. I’m a sissy, not a man.”

“As you say.” I motioned for him to follow me. He stripped and stood before me. All of his lean and hairless, six-foot-two handsome man. It seemed a shame to change him.

“Are you absolutely sure? You’re very good with women.”

“It’s a fake. I hate it. It’s not me. Please?”

“Okay. Give me your list.”

“Thin, lanky, five-foot-six or so, weak arms, shapely legs, a boy's face, and very short blond pixie hair, but without facial hair or hair anywhere on my body. Small B-cup breasts with small, sensitive nipples.”

“Feet? Hands?”

“Normal feet, not large, delicate hands, thin, soft, and not muscled, somewhat weak.”

“And your last illusion of masculinity?”

“Say like a Twink. Maybe three inches hard?”

“Done!”

In a moment, he shrank to scale and lost his masculine muscles for a thin and somewhat shapely girl with the face of an adorable boy. She was adorable and almost somewhat androgynous. She went to the full-length mirror. She had her La petite mort, licked it up, and then turned to me. “Uh oh. No one to help. Do I have to keep jerking off every few minutes? How do I get the monkey off my back?” She looked frightened. Her eyes went wide. “Jamie!” She ran off to Jamie’s room.

I walked down to it. Jamie was admiring herself in the mirror, wearing a Shirley Temple mini dress, tiny Mary Jane stilettos, and running her hands through her blonde curls. Carmen was begging her. “Please, Jamie. Please? I need to be fueled. Please? You can have my emissions after to help you fill your fuel tank. Please?”

“I’m supposed to be the one being used. But okay. Come here.”

Carmen went over to her and bent over. Jamie lifted her Shirley Temple mini dress and took out her massive dong. She shoved it deep into boy-faced Carmen, making her howl and shudder while she looked back at her four-foot-eight little monster as she pummeled her. Soon, they were finished, and Jamie caught all of Carmen’s release and lapped it up. Jamie pushed Carmen away. “There. I did my good deed. Go dress your little sissy ass.”

Carmen ran off, and Jamie stood there, looking at me like an errant child. “So, how are we supposed to stay satisfied enough to be normal and not nymphos?” She glared at me with her hands on her hips.

“Well, you all have Riley, and she’s seven inches.”

“That’s not enough. Lapping it up doesn’t last as long, so Riley will be unsatisfied and want it in her bottom. That leaves me to fuck rather than being fucked.”

“You take turns, girl! You and Riley support the others. No big deal.”

“But still, it’s not enough. We need some real men. We need their passion and admiration. We can’t just keep playing with each other.”

I stared at her. That little girl look with the monstrous dick that lifted the hem of her dress. She had a point. Now that I've created them, what do I do with them? I needed a man, too. I couldn’t keep using Chronos or having Riley or Jamie do it. “You have a point. Well, we’ve all had enough fuel to relax and have a drink right now. I’ll meet you girls downstairs, and we can figure this out for the long term. Okay?”

She smirked and nodded, returned to the mirror, playing with her hair and dress while turning and posing.


Satisfying the Need

I went downstairs. Gene was making herself at home in the parlor, sitting at the bar. Her cute five-foot-tall, bimbo body was seated on a barstool in a form-fitting red dress, her one inch of hardness well hidden beneath it as she bounced a tiny high-heeled foot and hummed while stirring a martini with her skewered olive. She heard my heels click on the floor and turned to me, smiling. “Thank you so much, Desirae! I love the new me. Have a drink with me.”

I went behind the bar and poured myself a martini, then returned and sat beside her. We clinked glasses. She said in her bimbo voice, “To the new girls!” We sipped.

“You don’t look pleased, Desirae. You look sad. What’s wrong?”

I shrugged. “I need to channel my grandma to find out how she dealt with satisfying all the needs of her creations and herself. I hadn’t thought about it much. I’ll ask Chronos. He must know. He was there.”

“Good idea. I’m sure there’s a way. From what I hear, there’s a long waiting list, and it’s always getting longer. The website allows us to see our position on the list and the total number of girls looking for it, and it's been growing for weeks now.”

“What’s the total now?”

“You don’t know? It’s two hundred and twenty-two.”

“Oh, my god. There aren’t that many rooms here. How will I ever get caught up? Maybe I should shut it down.”

Chronos came alongside, a drink in his hand already, and seated himself next to me. “Hello, my lady. All the girls done?”

“Done.”

“Good. Right now, it’s two hundred twenty-three more to catch up.”

“How do you know that?”

“It’s what I do. I monitor our performance and demand numbers so we know. It’s your job. Your purpose as a goddess.”

“I see. What if I stop doing it and just shut it down?”

“Then you’d have no purpose.”

“I could find a new one. Something else to keep me busy.”

“It’s not about keeping you busy or doing something else that may be more or less important. It’s about filling this role and getting the job done. This is a job that has been done for centuries. It can’t stop. There is more demand now than ever.”

“Really?”

“Truly. I jest not. Proteus was the god of shapeshifting way back in Greece. He had the power to change himself. From there, it evolved into being able to shapeshift others, then combined with shamanism and gender transformation. The earliest documented examples of male-to-female gender imitation and expression can be traced back to ancient Greece, with female impersonation in theatrical performances and the existence of Galli priests who wore feminine attire and identified as women. That was the beginning of the types of transformation you’re in charge of today.”

“Wow. So this is some continuum that evolved.”

“Precisely. You’re one of the ones on that line of progression, my lady. This is the modern version.”

“So, why do we have so many now? Why must I stay so busy?”

He shrugged and laughed. Sipped his drink. “You see, it might have something to do with me and your grandma. Back in the 1960s, when the 60s housewife came into being, the housewife was sexy, served men’s needs impeccably, and even served men's friends if needed. The demand for male-to-female versions of femininity dwindled since there wasn’t such a need for them, with all men being so fully satisfied by the subservient, sexy housewives in their bullet bras, garter belts, and girdles.”

“So what happened?”

“Women’s liberation. Bra burning, wearing pants. Women as bosses. It upended the order of the world at the time. Men lost their power and control to a great degree. There weren’t subservient women anymore, and the whole idea, actions, and presentation of femininity were frowned upon by women. Pantyhose and stockings went out of popularity in favor of sweatpants, jogging suits, and ill-fitting leggings on oddly shaped women.”

“So, how does that bring us to this incredible amount of demand?”

“Men longed for femininity so much that many took on the role themselves and loved it. It was a way for them to have intimacy with femininity again, a sense of purpose, and enjoy all the things and accouterments femininity offers. It was becoming popular.”

“And so, how did you cause this demand today?”

“Your predecessor saw the opportunity to satisfy this need, and I helped. The business grew from word of mouth and the planet's energy, men yearning for connection, love, bonding, femininity, the satisfaction of their needs, and the joy of serving others' needs. So we created greater demand by satisfying it. It's kind of how a company grows. I don’t think we’ve reached the peak yet, either.”

Gene hopped off her stool and ran around the bar, her head just above the top, and her hands reached up and poured herself another drink. Then she scuttled back to her seat, deposited the glass on the bar, climbed up the chair using the foot rail, swung herself onto the seat, and crossed her legs. Her little bimbo voice said, “This makes me dizzy, all this complicated talk. It’s fascinating, but it hurts my little head. When are we inviting some men over?”

We both laughed, and the other girls entered. Carmen led the way and was the tallest at five-ten in her four-inch stilettos, her boyish face perched atop pert breasts and cleavage in a pink sissy minidress. She beamed as she approached us and greeted us, then poured a drink and sat quietly.

Riley’s long ballet dancer’s neck perched her gorgeous face above full breasts in her corseted top, flared hem mini dress. She smiled and leaned into me and whispered. “You were right about the flared hem dress. It’s lovely with the crinoline beneath it and me being free for all seven inches to be hard and rubbing the soft, silky fluff. I feel so pretty. I love it. This is perfect. Thank you.”

“Glad you like it, sweetie.”

She sat next to Carmen with a drink.

Even in her four-inch stilettos, little four-foot-eight Jamie struggled to hop up onto the barstool where she had handed her drink to Riley to place it on the bar. Riley tried to lift her, but wasn’t strong enough. Poor little Shirley Temple Jamie looked down the bar, her head down and her eyes up, a pouty look on her face. “Can someone please help this little girl? I can’t get on the chair.”

Chronos grunted, went to her, lifted her like a rag doll, and placed her on the seat. “Don’t fall off now, okay?”

“Okay. Thanks.”

I turned to Chronos. “Okay. So, our demand grew for several reasons—societal, women’s liberation, men’s longings, and so on. I’m stuck with the job and have to fulfill it. If I quit, I have no purpose, and someone else takes my place. So, how did my grandma take care of these needs? Did the parties have anything to do with it? The pictures showed women who looked special in them somehow. They must have been her transformations.”

“Very astute, my lady. The parties are the key. We sold tickets to them at exorbitant prices based on market demand, and the men would pay it and come to pick out girls for themselves and or others. The girls had the choice to go or not with the ones who chose them. Some didn't like certain ones, but they’d end up going to someone else at the next party.”

“You sold tickets?”

“Why not? It costs money to make all of this happen, right?”

“Well, it’s like selling the girls like meat.”

He shrugged. “They are like meat since they satisfy needs like meat does for the body. But isn’t it better to sell tickets than to sell the girls outright? Auction them, perhaps? Or even a fixed price. Either would be somewhat debasing.”

I nodded and sipped. “True. Okay. At least we have a solution. So, when is the next party?”

“Well, we can hold 100 in the ballroom comfortably, and we have fifty rooms, so it would make sense to produce forty-six more girls and invite 50 men to purchase tickets.”

“Do men take more than one girl sometimes?”

“Sometimes. We ask that they buy the number of tickets they want for the number of girls they want, so we know how many tickets to sell. It works out nicely.”

“I see.” I looked at the girls at the bar. They had begun playing with each other and caressing their stockinged legs and kissing and jerking and playing with breasts. Our conversation was boring them.

“So, how long will it take to produce forty-six more girls? How long to get them off this list and start catching up?”

“It’s already been set in motion, my lady. I knew you’d want it to be, so I took the liberty of setting it up. They’ll all arrive tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow? How will I transform all those girls in one day?”

“You don't have to. The party isn't until the weekend. We’ll be caught up in a few weeks and only have a week's lead time unless there’s more demand than 50 in a week; that hasn't happened yet. When it does, we’ll have to expand the mansion, that’s all.” He smiled.

“Oh god.”

I turned to see where the giggles were coming from. Jamie, (Shirley Temple) had her enormous shaft being sucked by Carmen’s wide-eyed boyish face. At the same time, Riley balanced tiny Jamie on the barstool and stuffed her bottom repeatedly with her seven inches perched above her high heels and stockinged legs, the soft, fluffy crinoline between her and Jamie’s back while they all made little girly sounds. Gene, the little bimbo, sat on her perch on the barstool playing with her huge boob that was out of her dress and jerking her tiny one-inch thingy.

What the heck was I creating at such a breakneck pace? When will I sit back and enjoy reading a good book and enjoy my immortality and wealth?


Satisfying Demand

I slept well that night after coercing my little Bimbo Gene to use her massive tool on me and fuel me while she caught my emissions in her tiny hand and licked them up.

The girls were dressed and playing downstairs in the morning when the doorbell rang. Chronos answered the door, and I could see a large bus in the turnaround by the fountain.

“Shit!”

I ran back upstairs to get dressed—no time for breakfast. My day had already begun.

I rinsed off in the shower, magically did my hair and makeup, and then manifested myself into sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset partly cut out and a thin beige, flowered minidress with high wedge heels. I loaded my jewelry, bathed in perfume, and descended the stairs.

This wasn't much different from my old operations manager's job. Demand satisfaction was the primary goal: to keep the products coming and satisfy the needs. Oh, god. There were lots of coming and needs with forty-eight male-to-female transformations. My operations background would be helpful.

I stood at the top of the stairs. Femboys, brutes, crossdressers, all sorts of shapes and sizes, all chattering excitedly, oblivious to my presence. I now needed to transform them, room them all, let them perform their La petite mort, and then have them satisfied by someone. Hopefully, some of them could do that in the group. I had to organize this mess, or I might not have the resources to keep them from being nymphomaniacs who sit and constantly play with themselves. “Hmm.”

I stood and stared and thought about it. I got it. I’d be done by noon.

“Ladies! Could I have your attention?!”

They all looked up at me, smiling excitedly.

“I’m Desirae. I’ll be doing your transformations today. I hope to finish you all and have your rooms and clothes ready by lunchtime.”

Applause happened.

“Thank you. Please fill out this form precisely because it will dictate how you will appear for the rest of your lives. You’ll look the same as when you are transformed and not age until you die. So make sure it’s accurate.”

Chronos appeared at my side, smiling. “Good day, my lady. I see you have things under control. I’ll be making the new identities for the girls, so you won't have to worry about that.”

“Oh, good. I didn't even think of that. Thank you. Now I’d like to finish this, so if I may.”

“Of course, my lady.”

I manifested a questionnaire and pencils, walked down the stairs, and handed them to the crowd. “You can move about the house, find a place to fill these out, and set the image of it all in your minds. Then, return to the foyer here when you're done. I’ll do you all here. Please remove your clothes and deposit them in the corner, and we’ll dispose of them. We don't want you tripping and falling after you’re transformed.”

They all scurried about like a bomb burst, off to other areas. Soon, they returned. There were several very handsome, tall men and a variety of very cute femboys. It was astonishing how they all wanted to change. I understood why, but…they were all beautiful, anyway. Oh well. It was my job to satisfy this need.

They filtered back in, stripped naked, and chatted, arms across their chests for the more shy ones and standing openly for the not-so-shy ones. When they were all there, I explained the La petite mort, their needs, and how they needed to work together to satisfy them. I also let them know how they may need to cuckold their spouse someday, if they have one, to stay satisfied and fueled. When all the questions were answered, I confirmed everyone was ready and willing with a show of hands.

I entered the crowd and took the papers from them one by one, had them close their eyes, and did the transformation. It took about thirty seconds a piece, and the room became busy with activity as La petite morts occurred. They all began trying to satisfy their needs as more of them were created. I was done in about half an hour. It took a while to get them all calmed down by fueling them in their bottoms, as most had chosen the more feminine, smaller, and uselessly sized male aspect, so the few girls endowed well enough had to take care of them all.

It seemed so impersonal, sending the endowed girls to service all of them and the other endowed girls, one after another, without even knowing who they were doing it to, but that was what was needed to satisfy that need without real men around. They got it done and could now focus on becoming their dream girls.

It was Monday, and it was time for lunch, which I manifested in the ballroom for everyone. Chronos and I took our lunch in the garden and relaxed.

“You’re quite the efficiency expert, Desirae. You did that in record time.”

“That’s what I used to do before. Make things happen. So, do I have any other tasks to tend to?”

“Nothing until the ball this weekend. Even then, you can just sit back and enjoy the process… See how it goes for the girls.”

“Wow. Nice. Okay, now I can get into this. I’m full of feminine energy and sensuality and have nothing to do. I think I’ll read some books and bask in the sunshine.”

“Good choice, my lady. Good choice. You could even go out. You have that beastly Koenigsegg you could drive. I’ve been doing the driving. You only drove it from the airport while masquerading as a man. I’m sure you’d like a chance. The pedals can adjust to your new size. And, of course, you have the jet at your disposal, your penthouse apartment in New York, and your other properties.”

“Gosh. I had completely forgotten about them after you showed me the list.”

He nodded. “You have plenty to entertain should you want to.”

I nodded and sipped my tea. I looked around. “I think I’m just going to relax a little. I’ll have little Shirley Temple Jamie and my cute boyish Riley to service and fuel me.” I laughed. “And forty-six other girls I should play with before they're taken at the ball.” I grinned. “It’s impressive that these girls can come up with such interesting bodies and personas. I can’t wait to see all the rest we make.”


Engaging my Creations

I spent the week reading and sunning during the day and enjoying all the girls' company and services. They were all so sweet and lovable. It was astounding how happy they were, even if they were previously handsome, strapping men before. It seemed the manly ones were the ones who longed for the most feminine bodies with the littlest dicks and had the most submissive and serving personas. I could only think it was because they disliked having to be the manly men they were all the time before their transformation. It was as if nature were balancing their life experiences.

I no longer felt bad about “wasting” their previous beauty because what they became was what made them happy, and that made this a wonderful place to be with so many happy girls. I became proud and motivated to continue this process and woke up every day excited about it as I saw their joy.

Chronos went about his tasks, and we spent little time together, which made me feel bad for him. He was like a workhorse, with no one to care for him. I wasn’t sure what to do.

I was at home with a couple of girls, enjoying a nice dinner together. I had decided to try a different persona myself and see what it was like. I manifested into a total sissy outfit, and my attitude changed with it.

I wore sheer suntan pantyhose with a part of the gusset cut out, cute ruffled white-lace ankle sox and pink velvet stilettos with ruffled lace straps, a pair of pink-lace ruffled, crotchless panties with easy access to the front and back and a super silky, fluffy crinoline lined pink lace, V-neck sissy minidress. I wore a choker that said sissy in all caps in fake diamonds and a big pink lace bow on the top of my head with raised ponytails on each side.

Just looking at myself in the mirror before I slung my pink-flower-appliquéd purse made me imagine I was the consummately submissive, serving sissy I appeared to be. I adjusted my pink-lace fingerless gloves with pink-lace ruffled cuffs, then bathed in a flowery, girly perfume reminiscent of baby powder.

Sitting at dinner with my legs crossed and my hand unconsciously caressing my leg while I bounced a foot, my libido began to rise because it had been some time since I paid attention to my needs.

“Desirae! You should make Chronos marry you. You’re a goddess. Just do it!” said my new dominatrix friend Domina with the eight-inch schlong that looked like it was a fake strap-on being stroked by her, her whip on her hip, her eyes darkly made up and intense. She stroked her schlong with her long-nailed fingers in their fingerless leather gloves and burned her eyes into me.

Sissy Billy spoke up, “Yeah, that’s right, Domina. But I think Desirae should be a good sissy girl and do what I, or any good sissy girl like Desirae is tonight, would do. Serve him drinks and snacks, light a cigar for him, then sit on the floor holding his ashtray up and massage his feet. Then, kneel and suck his lovely penis, and while doing that, beg him to marry you. That’s the way I’d do it.”

I laughed. “Those are both interesting ideas, ladies, but remember, Chronos is a god and much older than me.”

Sissy Billy tilted her pretty little curly blonde-haired head. “He doesn’t look old. And so what? A September-May marriage is good.”

I laughed again, my voice and giggles matching my new persona. “Ladies! I want him not to be lonely. He seems so alone. We don’t need to marry, and we are the only immortals we know. I can’t force him to do anything with my powers because he’s older and more powerful.”

“For god’s sake, Desirae. Have some backbone. Just talk to him. Communication is key.”

“You’re right. I’m doing it right now.” I stood and fluffed my dress.

Domina looked disappointed as she now flopped her schlong against her palm like a policeman’s nightstick, as if threatening me with it.

“What’s wrong, Domina?”

“I was so hoping to have a sissy daisy chain.” 
Domina looked at Sissy Billy, and she giggled. “That sounds fun! Please, Desirae.”

I looked at their faces. I needed a refueling, and they were both so cute. Domina had a very substantial tool to use, and I bet she’d be wonderfully brutal. Sissy lifted her dress like mine and stroked her surprisingly large tool for such a little girl. “Please?”

It wasn’t but a second before Domina was behind me, slipping her tool into my begging bottom as I pushed back onto it, looking at her, her hands gripping my hips like steel. My intensely sensual receiver delivered its titillating pleasure into my soul, and I heard myself making little sissy whimpers and squeaks with each thrust as my body tingled and my leg twitched.

Totally out of character and a complete surprise to me, Billy got behind Domina and stuffed her, making Domina grunt and pound into me. Domina took over, thrusting forward into me and backward onto Sissy Billy, making Billy hang on to Domina’s hips to keep from getting knocked over.

I could tell how much I needed this fueling the way my body reacted and sent me into a dreamlike state from the bliss of Domina’s rough, rugged, demanding pounding.

Domina lowered her voice. “That’s it, you sissy bitch. You’re nothing but a depository for me. Beg me for it, little sissy slut!”

Whimpering and with my voice choppy and shaking from gasps with each thrust, I called back in my tiny sissy voice, looking over my shoulder, “Oh god, please, Domina. Use me and pump your passion into my sissy bottom. Fill me with it. Breed your little sissy girl!”

Domina’s monster then wriggled and spasmed inside of me as she shoved it up to my throat, and I squealed. It jerked and spasmed in me and delivered my longed-for fuel while my little two-incher in the dress's fluff spurted its pearls. My high heel clattered on the floor as my leg twitched uncontrollably, and I whimpered. I heard Sissy Billy as she pumped her sissy juice into Domina, who was grunting and howling.

In a few brief moments of utterly electrically connected mutual release, we all went limp and struggled to keep from falling from our high-heeled perches as the daisy chain broke.

We embraced and kissed together as three.

Domina said, “We’ll miss you when we go. Go now and see Chronos and make him not lonely.”


Chronos

I trotted off in tiny minced steps. I forgot that I can unmanifest and manifest as a form of travel too, but physically traveling, especially in ridiculously high heels dressed as a sissy with her breasts jiggling with each step and her ponytails flying on her head, was much more pleasurable.

I found him in his large office, sitting behind his desk, doing something on his computer. He heard my heels clicking as I entered, and he looked up and smiled. “My lady! So nice to see you. It has been quite some time. Have you enjoyed your time off? You look quite fetching today and very little-girlish. It suits you.”

“Thank you, Chronos.” I sat at the side of his desk in an armed leather chair, crossed my legs, and bounced a foot while caressing my thigh with my fingerless-gloved hand. “I watched all the girls and all the different personas and looks they create, and I thought, why not? I would never have imagined this one before, and I love it. It makes me feel so feminine, insignificant, minor, so subservient, and craving to be used by more powerful creatures for their pleasure. It’s enlightening and quite enjoyable.”

“Glad to hear that. One must explore. What else is there in life?”

“Good point. Especially for people like us who are immortal. That’s why I’m here. I’m concerned for you.”

“In what way? You should have no concerns for me. I’m timeless, remember?”

“Precisely. That is exactly why I have concerns. You’re timeless, and it appears very much alone. Don’t you get lonely?”

He shrugged. “It can be lonely. Serving my ladies, such as Enid and yourself, provides adequate rewards.”

“But you don’t even serve us. I mean…well, as far as intimacy. You only fucked me once. I get all I can handle from the girls. It seems unfair to me. Plus, the girls are the girls. Ya know? They’re so focused on their girly things that it’s …boring.”

He nodded knowingly.

“You’ve heard this before, haven’t you?”

“Yes, my lady. I have.”

“Enid?”

“Yes, and the others before her.”

“So, what did they do?”

“What I have been putting off. I’ve been waiting for you to come forward, having the desire for a man of your own, like they did. That’s why I didn’t want you to rely on me to fill your gas tank. You needed to explore and come to your own conclusions for who you’d like to have as your primary partner in this world of yours.”

I nodded. “You’re my choice. I’d like for us to live together as a happy couple. If you’d be willing to.”

He stared blankly at me as if he had seen his past and was reevaluating it.

“Is this like Groundhog Day for you? Déjà vu?”

His eyes flitted my face and hair. They came to rest on my breasts. They drifted to my bouncing leg in its high heel. He nonchalantly rubbed his crotch and sighed. “It is. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather take a mortal man? Or have different ones all the time. You could have any and many.” He shifted uncomfortably in his seat and crossed his legs.

“Are you hard for me, Chronos?”

“I am. It’s difficult not to be around you. I think it’s part of why we work together and why all your predecessors and I have bonded.”

“I don’t want a mortal. It wouldn’t end well. And changing partners all the time would be a nuisance. I like you a lot. You’re a gentleman. But you’d have to stop calling me my lady. Desi would be OK. Desirae is too long. Can we do it? I want to wake up next to you. I want to hug and love you. I want you to do the same for me.”

I remembered what Sissy Billy had said, and I lowered myself to my knees and kneeled before him as he sat looking down at me with an inquisitive look on his face. In my little sissy voice, I said, “Please, Chronos. Be my mate. Let me serve you as you serve me. Let me be your depository for your passionate releases, and breed me as your girl. Let me love you.”

He rolled his head on his shoulders as if using tremendous restraint. His hands caressed my hair and tugged my two ponytails on the top of my head as his head tilted and took me in. “I do like your new look very much, it seems.”

“Then use me, daddy. Breed me.”

It wasn’t a second, and he had me on my back on the desk. He took out his package and swiftly slid his velvet rod deep into me, making me gasp. He held me up by my butt cheeks and looked into my eyes as he rammed into me repeatedly. The sensations swept through my being as I whimpered, and my breasts heaved with each thrust. I wrapped my legs around his hips and pulled my breasts out. He dove his head down and sucked my nipples back and forth, pulling my whole breast into his sucking mouth.

My little voice squeaked and whimpered as my hard two-inches flailed between us in the fluff. He lifted from my breasts.

I looked into his loving, longing eyes. “Let it go, honey, make me spurt from you. Fill me.”

His eyes went wide, and he drove it deep as it jerked and squirmed inside of me, pumping gushes of his seed into me. My little one jerked and shot pearl after pearl, and my legs twitched, and my body clenched, lost in his eyes and the energy he filled my soul with.

When we had finished, he lifted me, still inside, and seated himself in his chair. He hugged me and whispered, “Thank you, Desi. You are the best of my timeless existence. I shall never be lonely while you are with me.” He peppered my face with kisses. I basked in my newfound love with this god of a man.


Time for a Ball

I stood before the full-length mirror, finalizing my look. I wore a super-sissy look. It was a frilly, pink lace ruffled V-neck minidress with the breasts exposed and lifted by the fabric of the dress like a shelf bra, hard nipples exposed and pink. A choker in pink had the word Sissy in capital letters made of fake diamonds. The hem swept its ruffled crinoline up to reveal my feminine two-inches, hard and bobbing in its nest of white lace. Baby-blue garters were on my thighs on either side above the virgin white, sheer stockings held up with a garter belt.

I turned to see my bottom pierced by a pink feathered butt plug revealed by the once again lifted hem of the minidress. I teetered on five-and-a-half-inch strappy pink-lace stilettos that were barely walkable in demanding steps of no more than a one-foot stride at a time. On my head were the two ponytails wrapped in pink lace at the base and tied in bows to drape delicately down my hair in streamers. I was bejeweled and wore wrist and ankle cuffs of pink-lace ruffles on elbow-length, white-lace fingerless gloves from which extremely long pink-metallic nails glistened.

I bathed in a baby-powder-scented perfume, further immersing me into my subservient, feminine, begging, sex-doll persona. I stood before the mirror and, between my thumb and middle finger, gingerly played with my solid two-incher, loving the sensuality of my new presentation.

A warm breath touched my neck, and a kiss landed on it. “What a dream you are, Desi. We just did it, but I don’t know if I can resist you.”

I giggled and pulled away from him, smiling up at him, then lifting myself on my toes to give him a peck on the lips. “Thank you! But we have a ball to put on.”

“We certainly do.” He looked me up and down. “You know, I bet the other girls might really like it if you manifested them into similar outfits, and I bet the men would go wild.”

“You think?”

“What man wouldn’t get into a completely dedicated, extremely feminine sissy ready to please him in every way possible?”

“Ones that want to be dominated like by the dominant girls? We have several of those.”

“True. Well, leave them be and manifest this outfit for the others. The sissies and the bimbos will love it.”

“True. Hmm.” I looked at my watch. “I have one hour before the men arrive. The girls are probably already down there having drinks.”

“Well, let’s go.”

“Okay. I’ll do it.” I giggled, took his offered arm for stability, and ran in tiny steps alongside him, my breasts jiggling and tugging, the breeze cool on them, my two-inches bobbing and bouncing with each step, and my feather plug waving behind me while my ponytails flew in the air above me. I was more alive and sensual than I ever had been, and the sensation of pretty filled my being, and I was going to give the same to all the girls that wanted it.

We went to the stage in the ballroom, and I got everyone's attention. “Ladies!”

They began to settle down. I called once more, and they fell silent. All eyes were on me. “Who would like me to manifest them into my outfit?” I turned and posed in different ways to show all the details. Gasps and giggles ensued. “If you do, I’ll use color changes to make them somewhat different, but all in pastels. Raise your hand if you want me to do it for you.”

They all raised their hands except for the Doms, who wore their dominant outfits. I waved my arms. All those with a hand raised gasped as they were changed into their new outfits. There were squeals of joy and laughter. I laughed and stepped off the stage.

“Desi! Thank you. This is such a great idea!” Little four-foot-eight Jamie, the Shirley Temple looking girl, with the eight-inch dick sticking up in front of her sissy dress squealed. “There’s no doubt how I’m built with this outfit. Thank you!”

Little five-foot-tall Gene, the bimbo with the one-incher, was beside her and took my hand. “Thank you. This is wonderful.” They ran off in tiny steps to the bar, holding hands.

Chronos and I walked through the girls to the bar and seated ourselves for a drink. It wasn’t long before the men began arriving. We watched as they shared drinks and milled around, meeting the girls. Within an hour of appetizers and beverages, the groups began to copulate and have fellatio, and girls started whimpering and being used well. Everyone was having a great time.

I watched as some men took their third and fourth girls. That was the power all the girls had to keep their men going and fuel them fully. It was as if there was never a decrease in libido from anyone. How would a man decide on one? It wasn't easy to see. How would a girl decide on a man?

“I don’t get it, Chronos. How do they all decide? It’s like being in a candy store.”

He tilted his head. Sipped his drink. “It’s kind of like us. We always end up together. So, I think our souls somehow guide us to the proper mate. We’ve never had any complaints. Why don’t you take advantage of the available men and have some variety now? If they pick you, it was meant to be if you also pick them.”

“But I want you.” I glided my hand on his thigh and looked into his eyes.

“Do you? Test it and see. Please. For posterity's sake. So we know.”

I looked around. There was a handsome black man about six foot seven. He was in the middle of jamming Shirley Temple. I watched his massive cock pulsing in her bottom as she made little girl sounds and spurted from her massive eight-inch cock into his hand that then fed it to her. I motioned to them. “He’s handsome and well endowed.”

“Go for it, girl. He’ll be ready.”

“But Jamie is hers, and she’s Jamie’s.”

He looked and watched as Jamie moved on and found a femboy type of guy to take her next. He was sucking her cock and seeming to enjoy it thoroughly. “Jamie’s moved on already. He wasn’t the one. Jump on him before someone else does.”

I slid off my stool, went over to him, and looked up at him, smiling. “Hello, sir. Might I interest you in helping me fulfill my purpose by using me to deposit your passionate release in?” I wiggled my bottom, the feather wagging behind me.

He grinned and flashed his teeth, then opened his arms. I leapt into them and he held me over his cock while I guided it into me and rode it up and down facing him, held securely in his strong arms, his cologne filling me with his wonderful scent.

My body was filled with the rippling energy of each thrust he made into my soul. I whimpered. “Oh god, yes, sir. You’re so big and hard and so nice inside of me. Fill me. Breed me…please, kind sir. Come inside of your little sissy girl.”

He did. It jerked and shot deep in me, filling me with joy and gratitude. “Oh god!” I cried in a little girl's voice. “Thank you, sir!”

Soon, he was done, and he lifted me off him and looked around. He thanked me and left. I went back to my seat.

Chronos grinned. “That was fun, wasn’t it? I could tell you thoroughly enjoyed that one.”

I blushed. “Uh… well…”

“Don’t be embarrassed. Why wouldn’t you? He was a well-endowed and very handsome man.”

“He certainly was. I wonder what girl he’ll pick.”

Chronos shrugged. “Well, he didn’t pick you. See? I bet you could do this to every man here, and it would end the same. I say go for it and see.”

I shook my head and rolled my eyes. I sipped my drink and watched the orgy going on.

The black man came back. “Can I ask you a question? You’re the transformation person, right? That’s what the girls say.”

“Yes, sir. I am.” I couldn’t help looking down at his hard cock in his pants again. “May I make myself useful to you again?”

He laughed. “Possibly. I want to get on the waiting list to become one of the girls. Maybe five-foot-two? Petite? Minuscule little thing after.”

I looked his colossal body over. I shrugged. “Why? What a waste.”

“No. I want to be the one receiving all of this passion. That’s where I want to be.”

I read his mind. He was telling the truth. “Okay, James Mannigton. You are officially on the list. Prepare to sell your things and have a new life and identity. Be here Monday.”

He took my hands in his, his eyes wide. “Thank you so much!” He dashed off.

Chronos found another man for me—a cute femboy looking my way. “Him, Desi. Him.”

The boy was working toward me, and I slid off the barstool and bent over before him, looking back and up. He took his nice shaft out and proceeded to fill me. He took me like a rabbit, fast and swift, and came profusely inside of me, making me spurt and shudder while I was bent over, holding my ankles. When he was done and slipped out, I stood and turned to him. His gorgeous, made-up eyes and glossy lips were beautiful.

He smiled and said, “Thank you for that tryst, but I was just coming to see if I could get on the waiting list. I want to be just like you.”

I rolled my eyes. I read his mind for his name, told him he was on, and waved him away.

Chronos laughed. “Seems you’re making the list longer, my sweet.”

“I know. Take me home and make love to me. I want you, not them.”

“As you wish, my lady.”

And he did. It was heaven. I had found my home. I had found my true self. I never would have guessed so many men would want to be feminine, alluring creatures. I know I’d never go back to what I was, and I knew they would never want to return to what they were. I was proud to be a creator of lovely, sensual, happy, feminine creatures.

Wrapped in his arms, his manhood deep in my soul after another incredible, body-shaking, leg-twitching, whimper-making fueling with an immortal god’s passionate release, this happy little sissy girl fell fast asleep.


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or blog about it. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/
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