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FEMME IN TRAINING

by Rachel Varga
At nineteen, Shawn was just two and a half yearsout of high school. After his graduation with only me-diocre grades, he realized he was not cut out to go tocollege. As he reflected on the last two years, he wasgrateful to his older sister, Janet. She had had theforesight to encourage him to enroll in a prestigioussecretarial school. She also had the personal con-tacts to ensure he was accepted at the formerly allgirl school.
Janet, who was three years older, had alwayslooked out for her little brother. She had always beenthe ambitious, successful one. She graduated fromcollege near the top of her class. A business major,Janet was now well on her way to making her firstmillion. She was the major shareholder in her owncorporation. Lady Love, Inc. manufactured and re-tailed it�s own line of ladies fashions. With five retailoutlets in New York and California it was doing athriving business.
At the secretarial school Shawn had done verywell. Much of the credit for his success though, mustgo to his tutor and mentor, Ms Jacqueline Thomas.
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She was very strict, but loved her work of moldingyoung people into productive human beings. She hadhelped Shawn over a number of rough spots duringhis years at the school. Under her firm guidanceShawn had learned well the secretarial trade. Hermotto was practice makes perfect. And Shawn prac-ticed endlessly.
In exchange for her close guidance, Shawn spentnearly every weekend cleaning her home, washingher clothes, and cooking for Ms Jacqueline (as shehad given him permission to address her when in pri-vate). When not working weekends for Ms Jacquelinehe was required to live in the school dorm.
Not surprising to Jacqueline, Shawn quickly be-came accustomed to the rigorous routine. He hadnever really minded housework, and cooking was awelcome break to the school`s curriculum. Besides,Ms Jacqueline always said that a good secretary wasobedient, submissive, and always on the lookout forways to assist her boss.
Shawn realized that the domestic nature of hisweekend work helped him to develop these qualities.He was grateful for the opportunity, as well as for theacademic benefits of having his own tutor.
From the start Jacqueline insisted Shawn dressappropriately for his tasks in her home.
It started, the first time Shawn had prepared din-ner.
Being just a little nervous, he had spattered sauceon his shirt and slacks.
Controlling her anger at his sloppiness, Ms Jac-queline immediately sent him to her room with or-ders to remove his dirty clothes. Retrieving the pin-afore from the back of the kitchen door, she passed itthrough the bedroom door to Shawn with orders toput it on.
Hesitant, Shawn held the garment before him. Itwas a concoction of frills, ruffles, and lace. It had ahigh ruffled collar. Sleeveless, there were matching
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ruffles at the shoulders and hem which came to justabove his knees. At first he put it on backwards, withthe buttons to the front.
�How silly you look,� giggled Ms Jacqueline as sheentered the bedroom to see his silly mistake and con-fused embarrassment, �the buttons go to the back.Here let me help you.�
Shamed by his near nudity, and somewhat dis-mayed by Ms Jacqueline`s casual acceptance of it,Shawn quickly corrected his error.
As she buttoned him up the back, Ms Jacquelineinstructed him.
�From now on, when you are working here in myhouse, you must wear clothing suitable to yourtasks.�
Shawn would always remember his first birthdaywith Ms Jacqueline, which they had celebrated at herhouse. She had complimented him on the excellentdinner he had prepared and after cleaning up thedishes Shawn brought Ms Jacqueline a second cupof coffee while she was relaxing in the study by plac-ing an array of pretty packages upon the coffee tableto surprise him..
�Happy birthday, Shawn!� she greeted, handinghim the gifts.
Without hesitation, Shawn flung himself on thecouch with glee, carelessly letting the hem of his pin-afore rise high on his thigh. He excitedly began rip-ping the pretty pink ribbon and wrapping paper.
To his astonishment he found the box containedthree sets of matching underwear. Each set con-sisted of a lacy chemise and matching brassiere, halfslip and the prettiest panties he had ever seen. Therewas one set in virgin white, another in the softestshade of pink, and the last was a pale pastel yellow.
�I thought it was about time you had somethingsuitable to wear under your pretty pinafores, Shawn.I hope you like them.� Ms Jacqueline smiled.
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Not knowing what to say, Shawn flustered. �Er...uh they�re very pretty Ms Jacqueline, they look aw-fully expensive.�
�I�m glad you like them Shawn. Now open yourother gifts.�
The next box contained three pairs of extremelysheer nylons and three garter belts which exactlymatched the lingerie he had just opened.
The last box, Shawn correctly guessed contained apair of shoes. They were beautiful. Black patentleather pumps with a very narrow heel that Shawnguessed to be about four inches high.
�Those will look so much better than your sillyloafers and socks when your wearing a pinnie, don�tyou agree Shawn?� she asked with a knowing smile.
Once again lost for words Shawn stuttered, �Ithink they�re beautiful, Ms Jacqueline. But these aregirls things. I would never wear anything like this!�
�Shawn, I feel it�s time we had a little talk. Youknow that I want you to do well in school and I wantyou to succeed in the business world after gradua-tion. That�s the whole reason for your training. And Ido mean training as opposed to learning. You mustnot only know the skills of the secretarial trade, youmust change your lifestyle to become obedient, andever eager to please.
�This is merely a matter of your accepting my au-thority to make the right decisions regarding your ac-tions. During our relationship, in the interest of de-veloping your ability to please others, I will offer youmany chances to exercise your naturally submissivetraits. When you fail to make the correct choice, theobedient one, then you are no longer capable of beingtrained by me. And our relationship will be termi-nated. Do you understand?�
�I will always do my best to please you Ms Jacque-line. Please forgive me.�
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�You�re already forgiven, Shawn. Just rememberalways, when you are required to compromise your-self to the advantage of your superior, youmust do sowith joy, regardless of the consequences to yourself. Iknow you will find happiness in abandoning all con-cern for yourself as you develop a lovely submissiveattitude.�
�Uh... aren�t the heels kind of high?�, he askedwith acceptance.
�You�ll get used to them quickly, Shawn. Soonyou�ll feel uncomfortable wearing anything else,� sheannounced with knowing authority as she secretlysmiled. �Let`s see how your new things fit. You mayuse my front guest room to change. I have placedyour new wardrobe there.�
Meekly he led the way to the front guest room onlyto notice that the mirrored closet was opened to re-veal dresses, skirts, blouses and an array of other alltoo feminine belongings.
�But, Ms Jacqueline, these are ...� he began.
�No buts, Shawn. You look so silly with your un-sightly male shoes and socks sticking out from theskirts of your pretty pinafore. Whenever you visit meyou will be wearing these things. Go try on yourpretty new things right now!�
Soon she followed the embarrassed Shawn guess-ing that he could not negotiate the buttons on theback of his pinafore. Seeing that she was right Jac-queline entered the room to find poor Shawn strug-gling and about to pop a button.
�You seem to be having some problems Shawn, letme get those buttons for you.�
As her nimble fingers undid the buttons, she con-tinued:
�Eventually you�re going to have to learn how todress and undress on your own Shawn. But, for now,I kind of enjoy helping you. It�s as if I am molding anddeveloping you to become a more responsible and at-
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tractive person. I know your going to like the silkysoft feeling of your new things, and I think they willhelp remind you of your position and your responsi-bilities as a housekeeper and a secretary.�
Falling into the mood of her little talk, Shawn se-lected the pink ensemble.
Jacqueline smiled to herself as he modestly turnedhis back to slip on the lacy pink briefs revealing thefact that he had followed her standing instructionsthat he shave his body each morning with his dailyscented bath. She could even smell the soft femininescent of the toiletries
`How sweet,� she thought, `he has so much to learnand I�m going to enjoy teaching him.�
�The brassiere is next Shawn. Although you don�tyet need the support, it will help fill out the bodice ofwhatever dress or blouse your wearing and it willlend symmetry to your figure.�
As she slipped the satin shoulder straps up hisarms and reached around back to fasten the bra, herown firm breasts pressed against Shawn�s chest.
�You�re going to be so pretty,� she softly whisperedinto his ear.
Her closeness. Her perfume. And her breath inShawn�s ear were almost more than he could handle.He was mesmerized for just a moment as he felt hertummy pressing against his rigid excitement throughher dress and the thin nylon of his pretty pink pant-ies.
She said nothing about his hardness as shehanded him the matching pink garter belt.
�You should always put on your garter belt andstockings before your panties.� she chided, �Nowthread the straps through your panties and get yourstockings on.�
She observed his embarrassed state with pleasureas he did surprisingly well with the stockings. She
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knew the feelings of femininity he must have felt ashe twisted to fasten the tabs to his stockings.
She held the chemise for him to stick his arms andhead into. Shawn felt the softness envelope his upperbody as Jacqueline adjusted the shoulder straps.
�And now step into your pretty petticoat Shawn.�
As he did so Jacqueline positioned his new shoesso that he could place his feet into them. The feelingof the slip swishing over his panties and nylons, thetightness of his brassiere, and the strain on his legmuscles from the high heels made him swoon.
�I�m happy to see you�re pleased with your pres-ents, Shawn. Your almost too pretty to cover up witha pinafore. But I�m afraid we must.� She smiled withapproval as she held it out for his arms.
As she buttoned him up the back and tied the beltin a large fluffy bow, she whispered into his ear. �Af-ter all you wouldn�t want to be caught in your undiesif someone should happen to drop in for a visit.�
Shawn tried not to think about her taunt as hetried to take a step in the high heels almost falling onhis face if it were not for Jacqueline�s strong armsthat saved him.
�Oh my Shawn, I�m afraid your going to need quitea bit of practice walking in your heels. First of all tryto take shorter steps. Don�t try to stand on your tiptoes. The heels look fragile, but they will support you.Try to relax your calf muscles and take a few shortsteps.�
She took his hand and led him to the living room.
�I think perhaps we need to have you wear someskirts that are not quite so full, Shawn. They will helpyou remember to maintain a shorter stride. I thinkit`s really cute the way your hips sway. Men so love towatch women walking in real heels. You�re going togrow to love your new shoes. Now let me watch youpractice walking for a while.�
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Poor Shawn tried not to think about the awfulthought of men seeing him walk with wanton sway ashe tried hard to please his mistress.
After about thirty minutes she began to coach himmore.
�Keep your elbows in and your wrists turned for-wards. Place one foot in front of the other trying topoint your toes out with each step. That�s it! Your do-ing just fine. Keep up the good work.�
After another fifteen minutes Ms Jacqueline di-rected Shawn to go into the den to bring her a mar-tini. With growing pleasure she watched his hipssway as he fetched her drink to return quickly.�Thank you, Shawn. Isn�t it nice this is only Fridayand you�ll have all day tomorrow and Sunday to prac-tice in your heels?�
�Yes Ma�am,� Shawn agreed uncertainly, unsure ofhis new found excitement while standing in front ofthe reclining Jacqueline.
�It�s nearly time for bed Shawn. I want you to selecta night gown from your wardrobe and join me in myroom ready for bed.�
As she casually reached under the skirt of herdress and lifted her hips from the couch, she re-moved her pantyhose and a beautiful pair of paleblue panties, and with amused eyes studying thefeminized youth before her she suggested, �Be a dearand rinse my things out with your stockings andhang them in the shower. Run along now, I�ll be thereas soon as I finish my drink.�
Shawn was so proud of himself. After much strug-gling, he found that he could reach the buttons of hispinafore by first untying the bow and then reachingover his shoulders to pull it up. After rinsing andhanging their things, Shawn went to his new ward-robe and selected a pink, waltz length nightgownwith matching panties. He had just let it settle overhis form and was straightening the hem when he
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rushed to her bedroom obediently just as Ms Jacque-line entered.
�You have such nice taste Shawn, what a prettygown. I think you enjoy being my little sissy.� Shesmiled her approval. �Now come here and help meout of this dress.�
Shawn blushingly went to his mistress� aid. Afterunzipping the back he reached down to lift the hemover her head. Folding the dress over his arm he nexteased the straps of Ms Jacqueline�s full slip over hershoulders so she could step out. She was so beauti-ful. Shawn�s member, which had been rigid all eve-ning, throbbed as he hastened with renewed embar-rassment to stand behind Ms Jacqueline to unfastenher brassiere.
�I�ll have my light blue pajamas Shawn.�
He quickly retrieved them from the dresser andheld the pants for her to step into. Next, he helpedher into the top, his fingers trembling as he fastenedthe buttons over her firm, upturned breasts. Casu-ally, she massaged her breasts and tweaked the nip-ples through the nylon as Shawn was finishing withthe last button.
�Breasts are nice Shawn. The nipples are so sensi-tive.� She reached into the low cut bodice of his night-gown to roughly twist his own nipple, smiling withpleasure at his surprised reaction.
�Now into bed with you. We have a lot to do tomor-row. That�s it, on your side now, I will be the spoon,you�re the soup.�
Shawn felt her breasts crushed against his back.Lower down, her pelvis was firmly pressing his bot-tom. Ms Jacqueline`s left hand snaked over his armand into the bodice of his gown. As she gently toyedwith his nipples she leaned to where her lips touchedShawn`s ear.
�Sleep well, princess�, she breathed.
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After an almost sleepless night for Shawn, Jacque-line was the first to awake. She smiled lovingly downon Shawn as he had just fallen into a deep slumber.
`He looks so feminine in the lacy pink nightgown,�she thought. `Today is going to be quite an experiencefor my little Shawn.�
�Rise and shine my little sweet� she softly whis-pered into his ear. �Today is going to be a new begin-ning for you.�
As Shawn groggily regained consciousness he wasconfused to be wearing a pretty nightgown. As thememories of the previous evening came flooding backto him he felt a growing firmness beneath his gown.
�Good morning, sleepyhead� smiled the beautifulJacqueline, �Why don�t you go splash some water onyour face and then fix us some coffee?�.
Her words were less of a question than a politecommand.
�And Shawn, don�t forget your slippers, the floorsare chilly in the morning,� she reminded.
Jacqueline smiled as he hesitated only a momentbefore submissively stepping into the high heeledbedroom slippers. As she watched him sway tipsilyout of the room she was delighted to observe thatShawn was trying hard to practice the things she hadtaught him the night before.
`Howsweet,my littleShawn,you�re going to be sucha pleasure to teach.�
Ms Jacqueline was seated at her dressing tablejust finishing her face as Shawn brought a gleamingsilver tray into her bedroom.
�How thoughtful!� she exclaimed, observing thedainty way Shawn had arranged the service with awhite linen napkin and a single pink rose.
As he poured, Jacqueline spoke.
�Shawn, your legs look very nice in your new highheels. I�ve been thinking that since you will be wear-
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ing them almost exclusively, it would be a good ideafor you to remove that unsightly shaving stubble.Your girlish legs will look even nicer and you�ll appre-ciate the feeling of your nylons on your smooth skin ifbefore you take your shower this morning you mas-sage this nice cream over your entire body. It will dis-solve the hair and leave you with a soft glowing feel-ing.�
She took the depilatory cream jar from the nightstand where she had placed it the evening before.
�Now, make the bed and then hop along into yourbathroom. I want you finished quickly so you canhelp me dress after I�ve enjoyed this delicious coffee.�
Shawn hastened to make up the bed and was soonin the bathroom rubbing the pungent smelling creamall over himself.
�Let it set for about ten minutes before getting intothe shower Shawn,� Ms Jacqueline advised from herbedroom.
As he emerged from the shower and began pattinghis sensitized skin with a large fluffy towel, he mar-veled at how soft he felt all over until he realized thatthe cream had left him as hairless as a puerile child!
When he returned from the bathroom Jacquelinewas waiting for him smiling broadly as she noticed hehad wrapped the towel around himself enough tocover his now shamefully hairless body.
�Slip into your new underthings, Shawn, darling,and we�ll find something pretty for you to wear.�
From the top of his dresser, where he had laidthem last night, he selected the pretty yellow pantyand chemise vest set. Remembering Ms Jacqueline�sinstructions, he blushingly secured a matching gar-ter belt around his waist under the towel he was stillwearing while Jacqueline watched with pleasure ashe pulled his new nylons up his smooth, hairlesslegs.
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Ms. Jacqueline was so right, marveled Shawn,shivering at the smoothness of his nylon covered legsas he pulled the pretty yellow panties into place.Turning his back in modesty, Shawn removed histowel as he reached for the brassiere. He slipped thestraps up his now hairless arms and began fumblingwith the snaps behind his back.
Jacqueline, realizing he must learn to dress him-self, remained seated, watching with a tolerant smileas Shawn twisted first one way, and then the otheruntil finally Shawn managed to close the snaps be-hind his back.
Anxious to cover the prominent bulge in his pant-ies, he quickly stepped into the pretty half slip. Itmust have four inches of lace at the hem Shawn ob-served, smoothing the slip so that it fell to two inchesabove his knees. He pulled the lacy chemise over hishead, tugged the satin shoulder straps into placeover the straps of his bra, and smoothed the hemwhich fell just below the waistband of his slip andpanties.
His senses were flooded with feminine feelings asMs Jacqueline sprayed a generous amount of per-fume behind each of his ears and on his wrists untilhe realized in surprise that it was the same scent thathe had worn to school. Now, he knew why some of thegirls seemed so amused when he sat next to them!
�Very pretty, Shawn,� she noted with a smileknowing that he had discovered the truth about thefragrance, but her words stilled any protests as sheinstructed him further. �Now step into your heels.Since you were such a good boy last night, you mayselect anything you like from your closet.�
Overcome by his feelings of feminine joy Shawnfloated to his knees in front of his mistress andpressed his cheek firmly against Ms. Jacqueline�stummy through the blue nylon of her pajamas.
�Oh, Ms Jacqueline!�, he began, �I feel so...�, buthe did not have the words to describe his emotions.
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�I know, Shawn�, she smiled down at him, holdinghis head against her firm tummy.
�Would you like me to choose something for you?�she asked.
�Mmmm, yes Ma�am� he respectfully whispered.
�Okay, but first sit down at the vanity, Shawn, wehave to do something with your hair and face.�
Shawn�s sister had thankfully encouraged him tolet his hair grow long. Light brown, almost blond, itnow fell to just below his shoulders.
Ms Jacqueline was able to shape it into a femininestyle. Then she applied light make-up to his alreadygirlish face. For a finishing touch she added a prettyyellow satin bow. The ends of the wide ribbon trailedover his back providing a tickling reminder of hisfeminization.
�One of these days we�ll have to have your earspierced, Shawn� commented Jacqueline as shesnapped a dangling earring to each of his ears.
She smiled knowingly as Shawn, with a girlish tiltof his head, fingered the pretty jewelry trying not tothink about her teasing promise.
�We have a busy day ahead of us Shawn�.
He rose to follow her as she proceeded to the closetnearly tripping for a moment as he forgot that he waswearing high heels.
Ms Jacqueline selected a pretty white cotton housedress causing Shawn to note that it had a very fullskirt as he stepped into it, tucking down his prettyyellow slip. To save time, Ms Jacqueline zipped himup the back.
�Your so pretty Shawn, you really should havebeen a girl, you know?� she observed noting that thefullness of the skirt effectively concealed his turgidmember bringing to her mind the thought, `We shallhave to do something about that nasty thing.�
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Lost for words, Shawn simply blushed in accep-tance of her compliment not realizing her furtherplans.
�Now help me out of these pajamas. Then I wantyou to help me in my bathroom before I take myshower.�
Seemingly unconcerned with her complete nudity,Ms. Jacqueline casually went to her bathroom sinkand began preparing her toothbrush.
�Stand close behind me now, Shawn. I want you tosupport my breasts as I brush my teeth.� she di-rected.
Hesitantly, Shawn stepped behind his mistress towhere he felt the warmth of her soft bottom pressingthe firmness beneath his skirts. Ever so gently hecupped her breasts with his hands. He relished thistask of being literally a human brassiere for his mis-tress.
�This is something you will do each morning,Shawn,� she said after rinsing her mouth. �Now runalong and get me another cup of coffee while I take aquick shower.�
As Shawn busied himself in the kitchen, Jacque-line enjoyed her warm shower, reveling in her newfound power over this pretty male. She had just fin-ished drying as Shawn returned with the coffee ser-vice.
�Mmmm... that`s nice Shawn,� she said sippingher coffee. �And, please get me some underwear andmy dark blue slacks. I�ll let you pick out my top.�
He selected a pretty beige pair of panties from herdresser along with a matching bra and someknee-highs while Jacqueline enjoyed watching as heteetered on his heels to her closet, his hips swayingpleasantly under his pretty skirts. With the slacks,he chose a light blue cotton top with a button-downcollar.
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`Somewhatmasculine,� he thought to himself, `butit will go nicely with the pants.�
Much to his surprised embarrassment he foundhimself facing her furry mound as he knelt to helpher into the panties, yet he tried to control himself ashe continued helping her dress while she spoke tohim in a casual tolerant voice as if addressing a will-ful child.
�Shawn I�ve noticed your aroused state when youare serving me. This is something we will have to dealwith. While you are in my house, I want you to thinkof yourself in feminine terms. You must grow to acceptyour male member as a useless appendage,� shestressed before continuing, �I believe this will helpyou in your studies as well, and even later in life asyou enter upon a career. Your pretty things will helpyou remember to think and act as a young lady butyou must also make an effort to adopt your mind toaccept your feminine role. As we train you in theskills necessary to become a successful secretary Iwant you always to remember that we are trainingyour mind as well. As you become more and morefeminine you will find joy in pleasing others and sub-mitting to their wishes. Do you understand?�
�Yes, ma�am� he heard himself say as withoutthought he found himself holding out his skirts as ifin a small curtsy.
�That�s very sweet, Shawn, you should practicecurtsying properly,� she noted encouragingly,�please bring me the newspaper in the living roomand then go fix us some breakfast.�
�Yes, Ms Jacqueline�. As he left to do her biddinghis curtsy was a submissive acknowledgment of hisdesire to please her.
His perfume, the tautness of his sheer nylons, theswishing of his pretty skirts, and the earrings dan-gling against his neck as he traipsed with a femininegait in his high heels all fed fuel to the fire of his pas-sions. As he worked in the kitchen his thoughtsdwelled on Ms Jacqueline`s words. He realized that
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he was quickly falling under her spell, though he did-n�t understand why these things were having such aturgid effect on him.
�Breakfast is ready, Ms Jacqueline,� he called hop-ing she would be pleased with his efforts.
Laying aside her newspaper, Jacqueline saunteredinto the dining room. Noticing the single setting shegave permission for Shawn to join her.
He politely sat next to her, remembering to smoothand adjust his skirts as he did so.
�Aren�t you hungry Shawn?� she asked, rathersurprised and knowing he had such a restless night.
�Yes Ma�am. I am a little, but I think it would begood for me to lose just a few pounds.�
�How nice Shawn�, she smiled taking his hand inhers� with a light squeeze, �I�m glad to know you�rebecoming conscious of your truly feminine figure.While it will be relatively simple to reduce your waist,it may be a little more difficult to add curves in theright places.�
He blushed as he saw that she was looking at thebodice of his dress.
�Don�t worry your pretty little head about it nowthough. I have a very close friend who is a doctor. I�msure we�ll figure something out.�
She continued as she enjoyed the delicious mealand the uncertain worried expression on his lovelyface as he considered her plans for his future.
�By the way Shawn, did I tell you I have a date to-night with Professor Anderson. I think he is sooooohandsome. I�ve been hoping he would notice me forquite some time.�
She rambled on and on in her excitement com-pletely unaware of the pain and hurt her words in-flicted on Shawn. At last, looking up from her cleanplate, she saw the tears beginning to form in his eyes.
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�Oh Shawn� she smiled softly, not realizing beforethat he had such deep feelings for her. She placed herhand on his cheek and spoke in an effort to cheer himup yet advise him of her true expectations. �Justthink Shawn, we�ll have so much fun getting meready for tonight. I�ll even let you pick out my clothes.And you can do my hair and nails. Won�t you enjoythat?�
He tried hard to smile as a single tear escapeddown his face.
�Yes Ma�am� he whispered, secretly wishing shecould be as excited about him as she was about Prof.Anderson.
�Now, now, that�s quite enough,� she said throughan understanding smile as she handed him her nap-kin. �Let�s be a dear girl and clear up these dishes. Bythe way you act one would think you were my loverinstead of being a girl just like me. Come on we�llwork together, just like two sisters!�
Trying hard to smile, Shawn began to clear the ta-ble. He felt bad that he had put such a damper on herexcitement. In reality, he knew she did not want tohurt him, she was merely sharing her excitementjust as though he were a trusted girlfriend. Her wordshad conveyed the truth of her expectations for him,he was a mere girl. Trying to adopt a more sisterlyoutlook to please his mistress, Shawn smilingly sug-gested the Professor would like her black cocktaildress.
�And we can do your nails in a deep red! Won�t it beexciting,� he exclaimed trying to hide his disappoint-ment. �And tomorrow I want to hear all about yourdate.�
Encouraged by his submissive change of mood, MsJacqueline renewed her conversation and her ex-pressions of excitement to be going out with thehandsome professor. The rest of the morning theyworked together, just as two loving sisters.
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Shawn slowly began to overcome his jealousy withthe joy of sharing girlish feelings. After lunch, Shawnsuggested he get started on her hair. The afternoonwas filled with joy, excitement and feminine camara-derie. By six o`clock Shawn had helped his mistressbecome a vision of loveliness for her date with thedashing young professor.
Ms Jacqueline was just finishing her jewelry andShawn was obediently shining her sexiest pair ofhigh heels when the door bell rang.
�Quickly Shawn, go answer the door,� Jacquelinedirected.
Almost forgotten in the excitement of the day,Shawn was suddenly aware of the feminine way hewas dressed.
`This is too much,� he thought, `I just can�t let some-one else see me dressed this way.�
�Please, Ms Jacqueline, I�d be too embarrassed tobe seen by anyone in these clothes. What if he recog-nizes me?� Shawn begged in terror, assuming it wasthe professor at the door.
�My sweet little Shawn, you look absolutely lovelyin your pretty dress, and you�ve been doing so well allday with your heels. No one would ever think you areanything other than the attractive young girl you ap-pear to be. Just speak in a throaty voice like you havea cold. Now, I want you to go answer the door.�
Left little choice by her words, Shawn quicklypeeked in the mirror, straightening his skirts andpatting his hair. `I do make a rather attractive girl,� hethought uncertainly with growing fears of discoveryas he went to let the professor in.
He received the shock of his life as he opened thedoor!
Standing there with a huge grin on her face wasDenise, the girl who sat behind him in dictationclass.
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�Good evening, Shawn. Aren�t you going to ask mein?� she inquired politely with amused tolerance ofhis trembling embarrassment over being seendressed so by a classmate.
Shawn was not only surprised by seeing his ex-tremely attractive classmate but even more so be-cause she recognized him so readily.
�Please come in Denise,� Ms Jacqueline greetedhappily seeing poor Shawn�s blushing shame as sheentered the living room.
�Oh, Ms Jacqueline, you look positively radiantthis evening,� exclaimed Denise. �Big date with the`Professor of Love�, huh?�
Returning her gaze to Shawn, Denise announced,�And I must observe that you look exceptionallypretty tonight in your lovely new clothes, Shawn,dearest.�
It was Ms Jacqueline who spoke first.
�Why thank you for the kind words, Denise. I�mafraid I must give most of the credit to our littleShawn though. He has been so helpful in getting meready. He even selected my outfit, didn�t youShawn?�
Lost completely for words, Shawn felt betrayedand angry.
�Oh Shawn, no wonder you seem to be upset. I for-got to tell you. I asked Denise to come over and sit upwith you while I�m out. Now, be a good girl and thankDenise for the compliment on your pretty outfit andalso for coming to stay with you.�
Overcome with a strong feeling of feminine sub-mission to his mistress, Shawn did as he was toldwondering why she felt that he needed a `sitter�..
�Thank you, Denise,� he replied with a renewedblush.
�Ms Denise,� Jacqueline corrected firmly as if toremind him of his station.
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Shawn�s knees felt weak in the high heels he hadbeen wearing all day.
�I�m sorry, Ms Denise,� he corrected himself. Itwasn�t until afterward he realized that, with hisskirts in hand, he had actually curtsied to his class-mate.
�How sweet,� Denise observed with smiling ap-proval as she took the initiative by placing her handon the small of his back, escorting him into the livingroom.
�We�re going to have a wonderful time tonightwhile Ms Jacqueline is out with her guy.�
Denise was so very attractive even in her bluejeans and sweat shirt causing Shawn to feel evenmore strange by wearing a dress in front of this beau-tiful person with whom he had occasionally flirted af-ter their dictation class.
�Your legs are lovely in those heels, Shawn. I can�tget over how pretty you are. And from the things MsJacqueline tells me about your housekeeping skills,your gonna make some lucky guy very happy.�
Remembering his manners, Shawn blushed verydeeply as he thanked, �Ms Denise�, for the compli-ments.
�Shawn, go fix a drink for Denise. Vodka tonic, is-n�t it, honey?� Ms Jacqueline asked turning toDenise.
�Yes, Ma�am, that would be nice,� she replied, stillwatching Shawn.
�And Shawn, I want you to obey Denise in every re-spect while I�m out. I have asked her to give me a fullreport on your behavior. When I return I want to hearonly praise. Do you understand?�
Somewhat shy of disclosing his submissive natureto Denise, he hesitated for a moment.
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�Yes Ma�am,� he agreed with a dutiful curtsy,much to his own continued embarrassment andDenise�s glowing smile of satisfaction.
As he returned with the drink, the door bell rangonce more. Knowing it would fall on him to do so any-way, Shawn went to the door without argument.
�Good Evening, Sir,� he greeted in his throatiestvoice. This time he was conscious of his actions as heexecuted a charming curtsy to the handsome profes-sor. Leading the way back to the ladies poor Shawnannounced Jacqueline�s guest.
As he entered, the professor complimented Ms.Jacqueline on her appearance and asked who thelovely person was that answered the door.
�Professor Anderson, meet Susan, my niece�, in-troduced Ms Jacqueline. �She�s staying with me forthe weekend. Perhaps, even longer, as my maid on awork scholarship while attending secretarial school,�she added with a knowing smile towards Shawn.
�Pleased to meet you, sir,� was the curtsied re-sponse.
�Well,� said the handsome man. �The pleasure isall mine. I only wish we had more time to get ac-quainted, but the concert begins in just twenty min-utes. Perhaps we can get together tomorrow.�
Saving poor Shawn from this man, who obviouslywas quite taken with Shawn�s beauty, and exposing abit of jealousy herself, Ms Jacqueline quickly agreedthat it was late and they really should be going.
The professor winked at Shawn as the `maid� heldopen the door for them, and poor Shawn blushed tothe feel of the man�s strong hand as he passed closeby to pat an all too feminine rear with masculine in-terest!
Ms Denise took in the whole scene with a knowingsmile on her face.
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�Come here Shawn, I want to hear all about yourday�, directed Denise as she reclined on the largesofa.
Shawn was so happy to be off of his heels, he liter-ally flung himself on the sofa, his skirts flying up toexpose the lacy hem of his pretty yellow slip.
�No, no, sweet Shawn, I would like it better if youwere here on the floor, close to me.�
Remembering Ms Jacqueline�s words and knowingdeep down it was good practice for him to displayfeminine submission as frequently as possible, herose from the sofa and, spreading his skirt in a prettycircle around him, floated to his knees in the spot MsDenise had selected.
�That�s better,� she noted while smiling down athim, resting her hand on his prettily styled hair.
�Such a pretty ribbon, and I just love your ear-rings. Tell me Shawn, do you enjoy being a girl?� sheasked, her fingers playing with the dangling earrings.
Shawn blushed deeply. Her question struck thevery core of his manhood. He had never consideredhimself to be anything other than a healthyred-blooded American male. But now, as Denisetoyed with the lovely, yet undeniably feminine adorn-ments attached to his ears, he looked down at hissmooth nyloned ankles with their high heels peekingfrom beneath his pretty skirts.
Denise continued to smile silently down at hercharge realizing she had thrown his thoughts into astate of turmoil which dealt with his most basic valuesystem. She knew that her question gave him the op-portunity to enter more deeply into the world of femi-nine surrender by recanting his masculinity. It alsogave him a chance to rebel by denying the joy he hadexperienced at the hands of his beloved Ms Jacque-line.
�I�m so confused, Ms Denise. You and Ms Jacque-line have a way of making me feel weak and girlish. Ican�t deny I am beginning to feel very comfortable
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and even experiencing a great deal of joy as I submitto your wishes. And I realize the more I learn to obeyyou the better secretary I will become. But sometimesI feel I should rebel and refuse to continue surrender-ing myself to you. I try so hard to suppress these re-bellious feelings. I want very much to please Ms Jac-queline and make her happy.�
�That�s very nice, Shawn. And I think you do makeher happy. I like you as a girl and I want you to con-tinue to develop your obedient nature while you over-come your silly macho feelings. Now go freshen mydrink and then fix us some snacks to nibble as wewatch TV. You may fix yourself a glass of milk.�
Shawn felt so strange obeying his young class-mate. He had thought of her as a peer. He felt heshould at least be on an equal footing with her. Buthe remembered that Ms Jacqueline had placed her incharge. He quickly regained his feet, and with strongfeelings of humility he executed a charming curtsy tothe amused Denise before carrying out her instruc-tions.
�You�re doing very well in your new heels Shawn�,she observed, taking pleasure in his swaying stride.Following him to the bar, she stood next to him plac-ing her arm around his waist and resting her hand onhis hip through the material of his thin dress andpetticoat. Secretly he enjoyed the sensations as herhand lightly caressed him while Denise sensed hisgrowing excitement as she caused his skirts to lightlyrub against his panties, further reminding him of hisfeminine role.
�You have good taste in clothes Shawn. I reallyliked the dress you picked out for Ms Jacqueline towear for the professor. I�m certain she�ll make a greatimpression. Don�t you think they make a lovely cou-ple?�
How did this young woman know to ask suchpiercing questions? Didn�t she realize the strong feel-ings of affection he himself had for Ms Jacqueline?He wanted so badly to be in Professor Anderson�s
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shoes right now. He should be the one to take MsJacqueline in his arms and ravish her with hiskisses. He felt so weak once more as he felt Denise�shand on his hip.
�She seemed very taken with him,� she continuedwith a knowing smile towards Shawn as he foughtthe tears from rising.
She accepted the drink guiding him with her handto the kitchen.
�Yes, I think its good for Ms Jacqueline to havesome companionship with a man. Especially such astrong, handsome and intelligent man like the pro-fessor.�
Denise continued on the topic as Shawn busiedhimself with their snacks. As he worked at the coun-ter Denise approached him from behind. She encir-cled his waist with her hands letting them rest on histummy through his skirts and panties. The denim ofher blue jeans pressed against his bottom. �Oooo,you�re wearing a garter belt, Shawn. Isn�t that a bitold fashioned?�
�It was a gift from Ms Jacqueline.�
�Stockings too?�
�Yes.� He blushed. The tightness of the garter beltand stockings invaded his consciousness.
As her hands continued their exploration she wasshocked to discover his rigid member. �Oh myShawn, you�re so hard.�
Though finished with his chore, Shawn remainedfacing the counter submitting to her ministrations intrembling realization that she was fully aware of theeffect she was having on his feminized form. Remem-bering the times he had boldly flirted with her at theschool, she delighted in the roles being reversed. Nib-bling at his ear, she softly suggested that they gowatch some TV.
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�The men�s body building contest is on tonightShawn. We girls can watch all those gorgeous hunksstrut their stuff just for us!�
It didn�t really sound that appealing to him. How-ever he made no objection to her selection of viewingfor the evening.
Upon entering the living room she directed him toturn the TV to the proper channel and to seat himselfonce again submissively at her feet while the screenrevealed to Shawn such spectacular specimens ofmasculinity, as he had never seen before causinghim to realize how frail he was in comparison.
�Isn�t the one in the white satin briefs absolutelymale,� she enthused as Shawn watched in disbelieftrying to pull his eyes away from the all too obviousmale briefs while Denise idly toyed with Shawn�staunt nipples through his dress and brassiere notingwith amusement the aroused state of his lap as hishands tried to conceal this shame.
�Can you imagine what it looks like, I�ll bet he iscircumcised,� she giggled softly almost to herselfwhile sharing her fascination with her all too femi-nine companion allowing her fingers to continuetheir play with the erect nipples to sustain Shawn�shigh level of sexual excitement. �Wouldn�t you love tohave a date with him? I�ll bet he would love to playwith your little titties before he showed you what areal man is. Maybe the `Love Professor� is showingJacqueline what it is like to be with a man.�"
Shawn found himself wondering what it would belike to have one of these `supermen� doing to him thethings that Denise was doing, and he tried not tothink about her suggestions, or what Ms Jacquelinemight be doing. As the camera swung in on the man�swhite briefs to pan up his muscular chest poorShawn closed his eyes in near feminine fears...
The evening flowed by as he watched eachman flexhis body in near perfection upon the wide screen un-til Shawn�s thoughts were in total confusion of femi-
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nine desires and masculine response to each per-fectly formed male before him.
�Its getting late, Shawn. Go get ready for bed andthen come clean up these dishes,� Denise�s voice an-nounced.
Still in his excited state, Shawn was quick to obey,fleeing the orgy of masculine prowess.
Hoping to impress Denise he chose a lacy,see-through nightie with matching panties andsleeping bra that Ms Jacqueline had indicated werehis to wear. The gown, of pale green chiffon fell inwide folds to just above his knees. It accentuatedrather than covered his bra and panties.
Quickly checking the mirror, he decided to leavethe dangling earrings but opted to change the prettyyellow bow in his hair. He carefully replaced it with apale green satin bow which matched his sleeping ap-parel. The two inch high bedroom slippers were sodifferent from his high heels and he felt naked with-out the taunt nylons.
As he returned to the living room, Denise greetedhim with a low whistle.
�Shawn, you look completely edible! Come closerand model for me.�
Demurely, Shawn grasped the voluminous skirtsof his nightgown and did a slow pirouette for hisguardian.
�So very nice Shawn. Go fix me a nightcap beforeyou clean up the dishes.�
Feeling her eyes on his body Shawn hastened toobey. After giving the drink to Denise he quicklywashed up the few dishes and returned to the livingroom.
�Shawn, go fetch me the pretty ribbon you used onyour hair.�
Curiously, but without question, he did as di-rected.
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�We must add a final touch before you are readyfor bed. I think perhaps in your aroused conditionyou might opt to `takematters in hand�, as it were. Toreduce that temptation I�m going to tie your handswith this pretty ribbon. While I understand you couldeasily break free, it would be very difficult for you toreplace the bow exactly as I�ve tied it. You must real-ize Shawn, the bow is not a physical restraint somuch as a mental restraint. You must make every ef-fort to ensure the bow does not work itself loose dur-ing the night. For if it does you will be severely chas-tised, and perhaps even rejected by Ms Jacqueline.Do you understand?�
As the full impact of her words descended uponhim Shawn marveled at the ingenuity of this youngwoman. He ached for sexual release. But now, asDenise finished the large fluffy bow behind his back,all hope for relief had been effectively crushed. Turn-ing to his governess with a feeling of complete help-lessness he respectfully answered.
�Yes, Ma�am. I will do my best not to disappointyou and Ms Jacqueline.�
�That�s good my little Shawn.� She smiled whileknowingly reaching beneath his gown to adjust hispretty satin panties.
�Tonight you will sleep at the foot of my bed in theguest room. No telling how late Ms Jacqueline will beout with her man. And, of course, she might bringhim home. So, I don�t want you to be a bother for herwhen she gets home.�
Gently encircling his waist with her arm Deniseguided the prettily bound young man to her room. Af-ter spreading two blankets at the foot of her bed andtossing a pillow to the floor she helped Shawn to hisknees. Patiently she removed his slippers and placedthem on the floor next to his pillow.
�You may stay up for just a few more minutesShawn, and then I want you to have a good nightsrest,� she ordered, as she casually began gettingready for bed herself.
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Shawn watched with turgid excitement as Deniseremoved her sweat shirt, tennis shoes and bluejeans.
In her lacy white bra and panties, Denise retrieveda soft cotton nightshirt from her overnight bag. Shealso removed a small flask of perfume. With thenightshirt over her arm she removed the cap as sheapproached the kneeling young man. Smiling downat his helpless figure she rested one hand on hischeek as she generously applied the perfume.
�It is called, Sweet Love. When I smelled it on youin class I had to ask Ms Jacqueline all about you.�
Toying with his earring she gently hugged his headto her firm tummy through the white nylon of herpanties.
�Sleep well my sweet lovely Shawn. I hope you havenice dreams.�
Taking her nightshirt with her, she blew him a kissas she turned out the light.
Shawn knew that if he slept on his stomach hewould surely have an embarrassing accident bymorning. Laying on his back he could not get com-fortable because of the lump formed by his berib-boned wrists. Finally deciding to lay on his side hewas able to fall asleep.
His busy day and the sleepless night before al-lowed him to sleep very soundly.
Long after sunlight entered the bedroom he feltsomeone shaking his shoulders. Groggily hesquinted up to see his smiling classmate.
�Time to rise and shine lazybones! You�ve got abusy day ahead.� Denise grinned with satisfaction.
Ms Jacqueline entered the room and stood lookingdown at his still half asleep body. She was wearing abeautiful lavender baby doll nightie covered only by amatching see through hip length robe. From his posi-tion on the floor Shawn could clearly see the match-ing bikini panties she wore.
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�I�m glad to see you didn�t soil your pretty greenpanties, Shawn. And your pretty bow is still as MsDenise tied it.�
Flushed with embarrassment, Shawn looked downto see that his nightgown had ridden up to his waistduring the night and the front of his pretty lace pant-ies was on display for all to see. Feeling so helplesswith his hands still bound behind him, he did hisbest to clamor to his knees allowing the skirts of hisnightie to fall over the panties.
�You look so sweet and vulnerable, Shawn. Don�tyou think Ms Denise had an excellent idea to helpyou from abusing yourself during the night?�
He looked up at Denise. She was wearing a shortwhite pleated skirt and top. She looked so fresh andalive as she smiled down at him.
�Come along now Shawn,� urged Ms. Jacquelineas she brought him to his feet and began unfasteningthe pretty bow that bound his wrists. �Ms Denise hasto go now. I want you to thank her for taking suchgood care of you and tell her how much you look for-ward to having her come to baby sit you the nexttime.�
Shawn found himself faced with another humiliat-ing decision for he was happy to have his hands freebut he abhorred having to thank his classmate forbaby sitting with him.
�Thank you, Ms. Denise. I hope you can come tovisit again very soon.� He tried so hard to be convinc-ing.
�Not to visit, Shawn. To take care of you and tomake certain you don`t get yourself into trouble whileI�m out. I certainly hope you showed Ms Denise morerespect than that last night.�
�He was a perfect angel,� assured Denise, as sherested her hand on his cheek. �I look forward to tak-ing care of our little Shawn again real soon. Maybe wecan watch another muscle building championship,with all those real men in bikini briefs to drool over.�
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With a soft laugh and a kiss on his forehead Denisewas quickly out the door and on her way.
�Now Shawn, you may visit the bathroom if youmust and then I want you to bring us some coffee inmy room. Please prepare the service for two. Anddon�t forget your pretty slippers,� she reminded,sending him off to the bathroom with a loving pat onthe bottom.
Shawn was on cloud nine to think Ms Jacquelinewas going to share morning coffee with him. As he leftthe bathroom he noticed the white bra and panty setthat Denise had worn last night. He thought itstrange that she should forget to take her underwear.
Happily his thoughts turned to Ms Jacqueline. Itwas so good to have her back home that he wouldn�teven object if she were to share the experiences of herevening with the attractive young professor. Hehummed happily to himself as he quickly preparedthe coffee service. To make it extra special he in-cluded two pretty carnations in a small vase.
Foolishly he entered her bedroom without evenconsidering the need to knock.
For the second time in as many days he wasshocked beyond words. There snuggled in her bed,his beloved Ms Jacqueline was locked in the torridembrace of Prof. Anderson!
They continued their passionate kiss as if no oneelse was in the room while Shawn stood in dum-founded shame, knowing better than to flee despitethe skimpiness of his nightclothes, for what seemedan eternity until at last Ms Jacqueline acknowledgedhis presence.
�Oh, why thank you, Susan. Please set the coffeehere on the night stand and for heaven sakes, re-member your manners and say good morning to theprofessor, will you?�
Shawn desperately fought the tears rising to hiseyes as he did his best to submissively curtsy beforethe handsome man, bidding him a good morning, as
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Prof. Anderson half sat up on a pillow to survey `Su-san� with a ready masculine smile wondering whatthe girl really looked like under all the peignoir, gown,and underthings.
Despite Shawn�s trembling shame he could nothelp but notice the man�s strong hand gently restingon the lovely breast of his cherished mistress.
�Susan, before you fix breakfast, take Prof. Ander-son�s suit and give it a good pressing. And also shinehis shoes nicely. We�ll be ready to eat in an hour orso,� Ms Jacqueline noted with amused delight overShawn�s total embarrassment in being seen thus bya man. �And for heaven�s sake put on a dress,� sheordered placing her arms about her lover saying,�God knows she may think I want to share you by theway she runs about in her nightie. Girls are so wan-ton now days.� She kissed away his half invitation,�That will be quite enough, Susan.�
�Yes, Ma�am,� Shawn managed before he curtsiedand quickly turned to pick up the strewn clothingand shoes. He did not want the lovers to see the tearswhich had begun to stream down his cheeks.
On closing the bedroom door, Shawn could con-tain himself no longer. He burst into a bout of gutwrenching sobs. Somehow he made it to the bath-room where with gasping breath he sat on the edge ofthe tub.
`How could she do this to me,� he agonized. `Doesshe have no feelings? Doesn�t she know how muchshe means to me?�
He was locked in the bitterness of these thoughtsfor some time when he realized Ms Jacqueline had re-ferred to him as `Susan�.
Was she merely playing a terrible sadistic game?Why had she rubbed salt into the wounds of his hu-miliation by insisting that he iron this man�s clothesand shine his shoes? Was this another test in histraining?

Page - 32

FEMME IN TRAINING BY RACHEL VARGA



Through tear filled eyes he looked down at the suitand the shoes. Suddenly with strength he did notknow he possessed, he picked them up.
`This is thewish of mymost beloved Ms Jacqueline,�he admitted in surrender. With resolve, he huggedthe clothing tightly to his breasts feeling the rough-ness through the diaphanous material of his night-gown. `I will make Ms Jacqueline proud of her Susan,�he promised himself.
He felt so humbled as he carefully pressed the ex-pensive suit. After hanging it up, he reached for theshoes. He felt so weak as he applied the polish andbuffed them to a high gloss.
`My mistress will be so proud of me,� he thought,admiring the excellent job he had done. He noticed atear had fallen onto the toe of his finished work. As ifin a trance, he lowered his face to the shoe and gentlykissed it away.
Before fixing breakfast for Ms Jacqueline and herlover, Shawn thought it best to follow Ms Jacque-line�s orders and get some clothes on. Realizing hemust continue to be Susan as long as the professorwas in the house he decided to go all out to look hisvery best.
A current of excitement flowed through his body ashe donned the beautiful white set of lingerie that MsJacqueline had given him. He marveled at the won-derful feeling of the sheer nylon over his smooth hair-less skin. He quickly replaced the green bow in hishair with a white satin one which matched his linge-rie.
From the closet in his new room he selected apretty powder blue outfit. The white blouse was allruffles at the collar, cuffs, and bodice. The ruffleslooked so pretty billowing out from the stylish femi-nine jacket. The skirt was tight at the hips but flaredwidely at the hem. He turned before the mirror enjoy-ing the pretty lace of his petticoat as his skirt floatedaway from his nylon covered thighs.
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`My legs do look great in heels,� he thought to him-self.
As usual Shawn found himself lost in lovely femi-nine thoughts as he worked in the kitchen. It hadbeen nearly an hour since he had taken coffee to hisbeautiful mistress and her lover. He was workingagainst the clock to have everything ready in time.
He wanted to make Ms Jacqueline happy and herealized that to do so he must also please her man.What an odd situation he thought to himself, tyingthe attractive chiffon apron at his waist.
His thoughts drifted to the weight lifting exhibitionthat he watched on TV last night. He was so excitedas Denise introduced him to the sensitivity of his nip-ples, gently rubbing them as he watched the powerfulmen. Almost without realizing it his hand drifted tothat sensitive spot beneath the lapel of his powderblue jacket. He allowed his fingers to lightly caresshis breast through his blouse. As the crisp lace of hisbrassiere came into contact with his nipple, hisknees nearly buckled.
Prof. Anderson was fully dressed as Ms Jacquelineled him to the dining room. She had covered herselfwith a modest but attractive knee length robe.
�Breakfast is nearly ready,� Shawn greeted with acurtsy before he poured their coffee. He was tryinghard to be as pleasant as possible.
Ms Jacqueline could sense it. She smiled and com-plimented him on his pretty outfit as he served thefood.
�Thank you, Ma�am,� he answered with anothercurtsy. Thinking that Ms Jacqueline would appreci-ate being left alone with her man, he quickly left forthe kitchen.
Just like a good waitress he checked on their prog-ress every ten minutes or so asking if there was any-thing else he could get for them.
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Ms Jacqueline seemed pleased that he appeared toaccept his role so fully.
The professor commented on what a nice job �Su-san� had done with his clothing. �And especially theshoes�, he smiled.
Returning once more to the kitchen, Shawn over-heard Ms Jacqueline`s words.
�Yes, Susan is a many talented young lady. Per-haps one of these days I�ll loan her to you. I�ll bet abachelor�s home could really use a talented femininehand.�
Remembering the deep feelings of feminine sur-render which he felt while pressing this man�s cloth-ing, Shawn experienced an involuntary shiveringthrough his body.
`What is happening to me,� he thought. `Why dothese humiliating things have such an effect on me?�
As he leaned to wash the dishes he felt his hard-ened shaft press against the counter through hisskirts and panties. Silently he thanked his luckystars that his apron hid the unsightly bulge. Lost inhis thoughts, he was unaware of Ms Jacqueline�spresence until he felt her hand at the small of hisback.
�I must compliment you Shawn. You did quitenicely.�
As she lowered her hand to caress his bottomthrough his skirts, she moved her lips to where theytouched his ear. �Your such a pretty sissy Shawn.�
He was on the brink of climax as he felt her tonguein his ear. She continued caressing his bottom. Herhand through the skirt and the layers of nyloncaused his insides to melt.
Almost as suddenly as she began, she stopped,just at the edge leaving him totally frustrated.
�When you�re finished here, Susan, I want you tocome help me get dressed.�
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She smiled with knowing amused delight as shegaily swirled out of the kitchen.

Shawn wondered at why she had left him so frus-trated and he thought it rather odd that the professorhad left without saying good-bye to him. Last nighthe had seemed so friendly. However he did not pon-der long. He quickly finished up the dishes and wasoff to help his lovely governess.
He helped Ms Jacqueline remove her robe andlifted the pretty lavender nightie over her head. As al-ways he was awed by her statuesque beauty. Herbreasts were high and firm. Her waist, almost toonarrow, sloped gently to broad hips and strongthighs. Following her to the bath he wondered whyshe was not wearing the matching bikini panties hehad noticed earlier.
As Ms Jacqueline prepared her toothbrush he as-sumed the position behind her and gently lifted herbreasts.
Shawn was certain she could not escape noticinghis turgid member as her bottom wiggled naturallyagainst his skirts. However, she chose not to com-ment on his aroused condition as she finished rins-ing her mouth.
�While I`m in the shower Shawn, I want you tostrip the beds and throw the sheets in the washer.�
�Yes Ma�am,� he replied, helping her with thepretty pink shower cap.
After removing the pillow cases he pulled the cov-ers aside and gathered the sheets to be laundered.From beneath the bundle of linen fell Ms Jacqueline�spretty lavender panties. As he bent to pick them upShawn was surprised they were so wet. As he contin-ued his chores his thoughts drifted to the scene ear-lier that morning when he had brought coffee to hismistress and her lover. How happy and content sheseemed as she snuggled in the strong arms of thishandsome man. Pangs of jealousy tore at his heart.
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The washer was soon humming and Shawn re-turned to help Ms Jacqueline.
�I feel like wearing something light and femininetoday Shawn. Perhaps that pretty yellow cottondress.�
Shawn selected her lingerie accordingly and fromthe closet he retrieved the dress Ms Jacqueline hadrequested. He helped her into the lacy yellow pantiesand slipped the straps of the matching bra over hershoulders.
�Oh Shawn, I�m so happy! Prof. Anderson is such amarvelously virile man. You can�t imagine how won-derful it is just being close to him. I love to feel hisstrong manly arms around me.�
She declined the pantyhose Shawn had selectedand asked for her white sandals. As he placed themon her feet, he looked up over the hem of her fluffyyellow skirt to see the glow of happiness on her face.She looked down at him and placed her soft hand onhis cheek.
�You know Shawn, we really should find you a niceboyfriend. I would like you to experience the thrill ofsurrendering to a big strong man. I will keep my eyesopen. Who knows? Perhaps we can go on a doubledate next weekend!�
Secretly revolted by the idea, Shawn did not wantto destroy Ms Jacqueline�s reverie. Deep inside heknew that she thought of him as a girl and was sim-ply sharing her joy with another female.
`If only she realized my anguish,� he thought. `Ifonly she knew the cruelty of her tauntingwords?�
Her voice awoke him from his thoughts...
�Shawn, I noticed your erection this morning asyou were helping me in the bathroom. You`re reallynot doing too well with trying to control yourthoughts, are you?�
�It�s so hard Ms Jacqueline�, he frowned, stillkneeling at her feet. �I really do try. Its just that...
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well, its hard to explain. When I�m near you... and thethings you do to me, the way youmakeme feel, some-times I just can�t help it.�
�I don�t think it is only with me Shawn. Ms Denisegave me a full report. Including your fantasies aboutmuscle men. Which is most appropriate for a girl, buthardly maidenly in appearance.�
She smiled down at his troubled and blushingface.
�Although I am flattered that you find me sexuallyattractive, it doesn�t help your appearance, especiallyin a tight skirt. But more than that, it tells me you arenot accepting your role seriously. We talked beforeabout how you should grow to accept your masculineparts as nothing more than useless and distastefulappendages.�
�But, Ms Jacqueline... �
�No `buts�, Shawn. As your training progresses Iwant you to become accustomed to your femininerole as a dutiful secretary and as my housekeeper. Ideeply enjoy having you and training you, Shawn.And I must say you�ve been an excellent student sofar. However, you must learn to conform. Surely youmust be embarrassed by having your maleness de-stroy your otherwise pleasant appearance.�
Shawn had to admit his member did present a veryunfeminine appearance when he was aroused.
�And that seems to be most of the time since youbegan wearing skirts Shawn. You know tomorrowyou must return to live in the dorm and your classes.It�s a shame you are registered as a boy. You really domake a lovely girl. Being one of only three boys in theentire school, I want to see to it that you try to fit in.�
�I always try my best to make friends and obey therules just like the other girls Ms Jacqueline. I don�tknow what more I can do.�
�I think we can improve you in several areas,Shawn.
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�First of all I think that even though you are male,�she continued. `At least in some respects,� she musedwith a smile. �You need to gradually move towards amore feminine appearance at school. We can startyou out with slacks and a boyish blouse. As yourclassmates grow to accept your femininity we canadd some pretty jewelry and perhaps some lowheeled sandals.
�Since Ms Denise has practically the same classesas you, I have asked her to help coach you and cor-rect you when it becomes necessary. She will helpyou develop and practice obedience. That is why Ihave selected Ms Denise to supervise your trainingwhile you are living in our dorm.�
�But Ms Jacqueline, Denise is...�
�Miss Denise,� she quickly corrected.
�But she is my own age, and learning the sameskills I am. I want to obey you because you are olderand so knowledgeable and I respect and admire you.You�re such a wonderful, powerful person. But MsDenise (he corrected himself distastefully) is just astudent like myself. I don�t think I could obey hereven if I wanted!�
�Now, now my little Shawn. As you enter upon acareer as a secretary, you will be faced with many sit-uations which you will resent terribly. I appreciateyour resentment of having to obey your classmate.However, it will be an excellent experience for you. Ihave the utmost confidence that Ms Denise will al-ways have your best interests at heart. I want you totry your best, do you understand?�
�OhMs Jacqueline, I will resent it terribly. It will bevery difficult for me. I will try so hard for you.� Hehugged her pretty knees to his cheek.
�That�s very sweet Shawn. One other thing. Fromnow on, to help you with your little problem and toremind you that you are under feminine control, Iwant you to always wear a girdle. Now before you put
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the sheets in the dryer I want you to go to your roomand find one in your bureau drawer slip it on.�
�Yes Ma�am,� he blushed.
Automatically, he kissed the hem of her dress ashe rose to fetch the girdle. The gesture was not lost onthe smiling Ms Jacqueline.
`You are doing just fine little Shawn,� she thought toherself as she followed him to his room.
He chose a white high waisted, long leg style. Ithad pretty lace at the waist and legs with a whitesatin panel at the tummy.
Ms Jacqueline enjoyed his long struggle with thetight garment as he tried to hold his skirt and petti-coat up with his elbows. She was happy to notice, ashe modestly turned his back to her, that he tuckedhimself between his legs.
Finally the restricting garment was in place and hesweetly began straightening his skirts to hide theshameful girdle. He immediately noticed how muchnicer his skirts fit and looked.
�Come here Shawn, I want to see your pretty gir-dle.�
As he approached, she directed him to lift hisskirts. Smoothing her hand over the shiny satintummy panel and lower to his now quite femininemound.
�Very nice, Shawn,� she complimented him on hisappearance as she smiled with satisfaction, lettingher hand rest on the smooth mound. �You will fit inmuch better now. And I�m sure you feel much pret-tier, don�t you?�
Once again his knees felt so weak as he continuedto hold his skirts high for Ms. Jacqueline�s inspec-tion. She took her time, letting her hand smooth overthe feminine mound and between his thighs. Finallyshe allowed him to lower the lacy white half slip andthe skirt of his light blue suit.
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�Yes, Ma�am. It really does make my skirts hangmuch better,� he confessed from his chagrin.
�Now run along and finish the laundry. I want youto gather all of our lingerie and put it to soaking.Then come back here and we will pick out somethings for you to wear next week.�
Shawn noticed immediately how the girdle affectedhis hip movement. He now moved his legs from thewaist, prompting a delightful sway to his hips as thehem of his skirts danced wildly about his knees.
He emptied the clothes hamper and began sortingall the lovely undergarments. Those he received as agift were certainly among the prettiest. Suddenly heremembered Ms Denise�s underwear and went to thespare bedroom to get it. `Might as well do it all.�
Once the lingerie was soaking in warm water,Shawn returned to Ms Jacqueline�s room.
She was busy sorting through her closets.
He noticed the pile of clothing on her bed. Mostlyslacks, blouses and pantsuits.
�Ms Jacqueline, I hope you don�t mind but MsDenise inadvertently left her underwear in the guestroom. I put it in to soak with our things.�
�Of course not Shawn. Why should I mind. I thinkits very sweet of you to do Ms Denise�s laundry forher. I may have her bring all of her things over for youto wash. Also, it will give you an opportunity to thankher this evening when you return her things.�
After the memories of the previous evening and thediscussion earlier with Ms Jacqueline, Shawn wouldbe quite happy if he never saw his pretty classmateagain.
�Pardon me Ms Jacqueline, but don�t you mean`for her to thank me�?�
�Of course not silly. You wash her things as a signof respect and obedience. It is you who owe her
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thanks for accepting you as her charge and for help-ing me mold you into a better person.�
Shawn flushed with embarrassment and anger.Truly it was going to be very hard for him to acceptMs Denise�s domination. He swallowed his anger ashe remembered his promise to Ms Jacqueline.
�When you take her things to her tonight I wantyou thank her profusely for accepting you. Also Ithink it would be a nice gesture if you asked hernicely to clean her room for her. She�s really not avery good housekeeper, you know.�
Much to Shawn�s disdain, they continued to dis-cuss the role that Ms Denise would play in his devel-opment including the task of checking to be certainthat he always wore his new dainty lingerie under hismore masculine things. They also discussed theclothes he would wear during the following week. AtMs Jacqueline�s insistence an outfit was determinedfor each day of the week. She also selected for himtwo very attractive negligee sets with directions thathe would alternate wearing one of them each night hewas away.
As it was previously an all girls school, there wereno restrictions on room visitations except for thelights out at ten o�clock rule. Ms Jacqueline told himthat Ms Denise would be very careful each night toensure he was `properly� tucked into bed.
Shawn was steeped in humiliation as Ms. Jacque-line continued outlining his life at the hands of hisclassmate. Ms Jacqueline knew what she was doingby going into so much detail about their relationship.She wanted Shawn to submit completely to MsDenise and accept her as he did herself.
Later in the afternoon, as evening approached theysat on Ms Jacqueline�s freshly made bed folding thelingerie which Shawn had washed and dried. Shawnenjoyed this chore, especially with his beautiful MsJacqueline sitting beside him, helping him. Shereached into the pile and withdrew Ms Denise�sthings and held them out to him.
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�You fold these Shawn. But before you do I wantyou to kiss each one as a sign of your submission toMs Denise.�
He accepted the lacy panties and brassiere.They�re so pretty he thought. Looking up from thematching set of sparkling white lingerie his eyes metMs Jacqueline�s. Returning his gaze she smiled softlyand touched his cheek with her hand. Slowly, realiz-ing the finality of his actions, he lifted the bra to hislips. With his eyes locked to hers he softly kissed thebra.
�For you Ms Jacqueline� she heard him say as helifted the panties to his lips.
�Turn them over Shawn, I want you to kiss only thebottom.�
The symbolism was not lost on Shawn. His eyesstill drowning in the pool of her own, he did as di-rected. As his lips touched the soft nylon tearspoured from his eyes. He fell to his knees before thebeautiful woman and buried his face in her skirts.
�Yes, my little one, go ahead and cry.� She smiledsoftly as she stroked his pretty beribboned hair. Sheknew now that he was completely her possession.She would mold him to her liking. And he would begrateful.
Shawn cried his heart out. He cried for the love hecould never possess. He cried for the jealousy of themasculine professor. And his sobs shook his verysoul as he cried for submission to his classmate, MsDenise.
Jacqueline knew his thoughts as he wept bitterly.She comforted him with the soft cotton of her skirt.As the tears subsided she offered him a lacy pinkhandkerchief.
�Dry your eyes now Shawn. We must pack yourthings.�
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She was happy to notice that Shawn kissed theseat of the panties once more before folding themneatly with the pretty brassiere.
***

His hands were shaking as he approachedDenise�s room. He was thankful that the hall wasempty as he timidly knocked on her door.
�Well what a surprise! Its nice of you to stop byShawn. Please come in.�
Denise was bubbly as she led him into her room.
`What a mess,� Shawn thought as he lookedaround at the scattered clothing, books, stuffed ani-mals, etc. He had to agree with Ms Jacqueline,Denise was definitely not into keeping house!
She complimented him on the dark blue satinjump suit which Ms. Jacqueline had given him towear back to his dormitory knowing full well how hemust have feared being seen dressed in such a femi-nine outfit. She immediately noticed the smooth fit ofthe tight material at the juncture of his thighs. Therewas no hint of anything beneath the material excepta soft feminine mound. She wanted to ask if he waswearing a girdle. `Perhaps later.�
�And to what do I owe this unexpected pleasure?�she asked.
Shawn flushed with embarrassment. He was cer-tain she knew very well why he was here. `She�s play-ing a game.� As suddenly, he remembered his prom-ise to Ms. Jacqueline. He knew he must submit toany game Denise cared to play.
�Ms Jacqueline said you would kind of take me un-der your arm at school. To help me with my studiesand develop my talents.�
�Yes, I guess that�s true.�, she smiled at his diffi-cult speech.
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�Well I just wanted to thank you. And also to re-turn some things you left at her house.�
�Oh?�
Shawn held out the clear plastic bag. The lacywhite lingerie was plainly visible.
�Did you wash them yourself?�
Shawn felt his knees weaken. He knew the mo-ment of submission was at hand.
�Yes Ms Denise� he answered respectfully. He exe-cuted a curtsy as best he could wearing the jumpsuit.
�How sweet Shawn�, she beamed as she raised ahand to his ruby cheeks.
Noticing his difficulty with the curtsy she joyfullysuggested skirts would be more suitable for that sortof thing. Seeing his blushing shame in response toher teasing she placed her arm around his waist andled him to her dresser.
�They go in the second drawer�, she whispered intohis ear.
He opened the drawer and was about to insert thepanties and bra when he let out a gasp. It was asmuch of a mess as the rest of the room. Panties, bras,slips and petticoats all scattered together. As shewatched, he began sorting and folding the lingerie.Her hand caressed the soft satin at his waist as heworked.
�It will be nice to have a little chamber maidaround,� she commented half seriously. �I thinkyou�ll be spending quite a bit of time here Shawn.�
As her hand continued to explore his waist shehad to ask him.
�Shawn, are you wearing a ladies� girdle?�
�Yes Ma�am.� He blushed even more deeply as hecontinued to sort and fold her lovely underthings.
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Noticing his acute abashment she tried to comforthim. With her right hand still resting on his waist sheused her left to gently rub his tummy. The feeling ofhis satin jump suit over the satin panel of his girdlenearly made Shawn swoon as he watched his busyfingers. Beneath the tight girdle, folded between hislegs, his member throbbed with ecstasy.
�There�s no reason to be embarrassed Shawn. Ihave three girdles myself. Though I hardly ever wearthem anymore. But they are very handy if you findyourself on a date with an overly aggressive guy. Ithink your girdle does wonders for you, Shawn.You�re so flat and smooth. You�ll wear one from nowon for me, won�t you Shawn?�
Remembering Ms Jacqueline�s direction that hewould always wear a girdle, he wanted to say no. Hewould not wear them for Ms Denise, but for his love ofMs Jacqueline. It was a major distinction for him.However, recognizing the opportunity to further hissubmission to his classmate, he lowered his eyes andwhispered.
�Yes Ms Denise.�
She felt his knees buckle. She knew exactly whatshe was doing to him. She took great pleasure in forc-ing him to submit to her will.
�Now tell me, how would you like me to help you.�
Again, he was quite sure Ms Denise had her ownwell thought plans for his future. But she was forcinghim to ask for the treatment he so resented. He re-membered his earlier conversation with Ms Jacque-line.
�Ms Jacqueline suggested that I try to fit in morehere at the school. She thought perhaps that I shouldgradually progress from being an outsider, a boy at apractically all girl school, to becoming more like therest of the students. Also, Ms Jacqueline mentionedyou might tuck me in each night.�
�Why of course, Shawn. I think that is an excellentidea. Too bad you didn�t think of any of these things
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yourself. From now on I want you to start thinking foryourself. And Shawn, I want all of your thoughts tobe feminine in nature. Do you understand?�
�Yes Ma�am, I will try.�
�That�s my good boy. I really think it will help youto enjoy your training. And besides I�m looking for-ward to having a sweet girlfriend. Thank you for fold-ing all my things, Shawn. You did a very neat job.�
She moved her hand from his tummy to his rightbreast. His nipple felt like a hard little pebble throughthe shiny satin.
�Shawn, your not wearing a bra!�
�No Ma�am, Ms Jacqueline didn�t want me to ap-pear too girlish on the long walk home, as it was get-ting dark.�
�You can never appear to be too girlish. Nor do Iapprove of your going about without proper attire.However I don�t think a girl should be on the streetsalone after dark. You never can tell what might hap-pen. From now on if you think you have to go out atnight I want you to come get me. We�ll go together if Ithink it is really necessary. Do you understand?�
�Yes Ma�am�, he answered obediently, heavily re-senting her remark about she determining whetheror not his actions were necessary. But as her fingerstoyed with his nipple he felt so weak. He really had nochoice but to agree. She recognized his feminine needas he yielded to her stronger personality.
�You look so frail Shawn. Perhaps you should sitdown.� she suggested leading him to her sofa. Thistime she let him join her rather than making him sitat her feet. He was grateful as he looked into hertwinkling eyes.
�Thank you Ms Denise.�
As he sat he lightly groaned at the pain caused bythe tight girdle reminding him cruelly of his intenseerection.
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�I do hope you are all right� she asked with a grinknowing full well his problem. �Is your girdle bother-ing you Shawn?�
�Oh, it is a little tight�, he admitted, not wantingher to know what she obviously did.
Resting one hand on his satin covered thigh,Denise fondled his ear with her other hand.
�What happened to your pretty earrings Shawn?�
�I took them off just after I left Ms Jacqueline�s. Ididn�t want anyone to see me wearing them.�
�I don�t understand Shawn. I thought they werevery pretty. Didn�t you like them?�
Shawn blushed. He was sure she understood verywell. She was merely playing another mind game. Hedid not want to tell her the real reason. However, asher warm hand gently massaged his thigh throughthe cool satin he realized he had no choice.
�Oh Ms Denise, of course I thought they were verypretty and I loved wearing them for you and Ms. Jac-queline. But I�m a boy! I would be terribly humiliatedto be wearing such feminine, dangly earrings in pub-lic! Men just don�t wear such things.�
�Shawn, how you disappoint me. After your week-end with me and Ms Jacqueline and after all of yourpromises to `think feminine�. I really don�t know if youare capable of becoming a good secretary. Just waituntil I tell Ms Jacqueline that you�re ashamed of herpretty earrings.�
Shawn was immediately on his knees before hisfrowning classmate.
�Oh please! You wouldn�t! Ms Denise, I will do any-thing if only you don�t say anything to Ms Jacque-line.�
�Shawn, don�t be ridiculous. I�ve never had any se-crets from Ms Jacqueline. What makes you think Iwould start now?�
�Ms Denise, I�ll do anything�� he pleaded.
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�But my dear Shawn, you�ve already shown thatyour promises don�t mean anything. Why should Igive you another chance to break your word?�
�Please Ms Denise, just give me onemore chance!�
�Very well, Shawn. I will make you no promises butI will think about it for a while. In return, I want youto do something for yourself. Something that mightpartially absolve your lies and will help to prove yoursincerity.�
�Anything Ms Denise! I�m so sorry for breaking mypromise. Please let me prove to you that I am sin-cere.�
�Okay, Shawn. Tomorrow right after school, I wantyou to meet me at �La Feminique" beauty salon. Doyou know where that is?"
It was only two blocks from the school. Shawn hadpassed it several times and he knew many of the stu-dents were patrons.
�Yes Ma�am, I�ll be there.�, he promised. He was be-ginning to have reservations already. But, as helooked up into her sparkling eyes he knew he hadspoken the truth."
�all right Shawn. Now run into my bathroom andget my nail polish. I want the bottle labeled, RosePetal Pink.�
Relieved, he quickly did as she asked. Upon his re-turn Denise indicated for him to sit at her feet.
�Poor little Shawn, it seems that you spend somuch time on your knees. Perhaps we should buyyou some knee pads,� she joked, patting his softblond hair. �Seriously though, Shawn I do think it isawfully sweet of you to show such respect for women.Each day I want you to come up with a new way toshow your respect and admiration for all things femi-nine. While you are doing my nails I want you tohatch your first idea.�
Without objection he opened the polish. Takingher soft hand in his, he began his chore. This is kind
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of fun he thought to himself being very careful not toget polish on her cuticles.
Denise smiled down on him as she watched himbecome lost in his work and his thoughts. She wasdelighted when, after he finished her last finger, hebegan to remove her sandals. `He didn�t even have tobe told. How sweet!�
Once more he concentrated on his work. It seemedno sooner than he had started when he had finishedthe last toe and began to replace the bottle cap.
�Ms. Denise, I hope you won�t think me bold if I sayyou have lovely nails and such nice taste in color. Thepolish adds such a refined charm to your appear-ance.�
�Why thank you Shawn. What a nice thing to say.But please don�t put the polish away yet. You�re notquite finished. Have you come up with any ideasyet?�
Shawn was speechless. From her words, he wassure that Denise wanted him to suggest that he painthis own nails. However, knowing he must attendclasses tomorrow, he could not bring himself to doso.
�Shawn, Shawn. What am I going to do with you.You ask me to help you...�
Before she could finish he blurted out the embar-rassing request.
�Ms Denise! May I use your polish?�
She sat back as if taken by surprise.
�Why Shawn! Whatever would you do with it?�
He blushed deeply. Perhaps that is not what shehad in mind. However, he decided to continue.
�I... I just thought maybe... Well the polish looks sonice on you. I thought you might like me to...�
�Tell me what YOU want, Shawn. Not what I mightlike.�
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Finally, in complete surrender he broke. �Oh Ms.Denise, may I wear some of your polish on my ownnails?�
�How sweet Shawn! I think that would be lovely!But what about school tomorrow? You won�t mindthe other girls seeing your pretty nails?�
�Oh yes Ms. Denise. I will be terrified. But I justwanted to show you and Ms Jacqueline how much Iwant to fit in and become a good secretary.�
�Very well then, Shawn. You may use my polish.And by the way, I think that was a very nice idea.�She nodded her approval while stroking his hot redcheek knowing full well how difficult it was going tobe for him to face the amusement of the other girls inschool.
�You must hurry though. It�s nearly time for lightsout.�
Sitting at her feet, Shawn once more opened thebottle and began applying the polish to his own fin-gernails. As he finished Denise was happy to see himremove his penny loafers and knee-hi�s. Soon he hadfinished his toenails as well.
�Blow on them nicely Shawn. We must hurry to getyou into bed. Its nearly nine-thirty.�
Once the enamel hardened Shawn replaced hisstockings and shoes. Denise offered her hand, help-ing him to his feet. After he replaced the polish in herbathroom Denise took his hand leading him to hisroom three doors down on the opposite side of thehall.
�I�ll take your key Shawn. You won�t be needing itfor a while.�
Realizing that he was surrendering complete au-thority over himself and his possessions, Shawnslowly removed his room key from the tiny waistpocket of his jump suit.
�Thank you,� she stated inserting the key into thelock.
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She ushered him into his own room. Shawn wasovercome by an intense feeling of helplessness as hewatched her place his key in her brassiere since shehad no pockets in her short pleated skirt.
�Quickly Shawn. I want you ready for bed in fiveminutes.�
She noticed how neat and organized the room was.Walking about as if inspecting a newly acquiredproperty, she freely opened drawers and closet doorswhile Shawn busied himself with his clothing; thetight girdle was a real struggle.
�Its a good thing Ms Jacqueline lent you some lin-gerie, Shawn. Although I can see we�ve got some ex-tensive shopping to do to help make your room tolook like the other girls�.�
Shawn blushed as Denise continued by compli-mented him on his lacy blue panties while he triednot to think about what she was suggesting to do tohis room. He quickly chose the pale yellow sleep wearthat Ms Jacqueline had given him and Denise helpedhim fasten the sleeping bra. He modestly slipped theknee length gown over his head before removing theblue panties and donning the ruffled yellow ones thatmatched his gown.
�Do you have to use the bathroom Shawn?� sheasked, removing the pretty white silk scarf from herneck.
Slightly embarrassed, he said that he did.
�Quickly then Shawn. Its past time for bed.�
After he had finished, Denise asked him to placehis hands behind his back. Gently but firmly she tiedthem together with the beautiful silk scarf finishingthe knot in a fluffy bow. Placing her arm around hiswaist over the softness of his pretty yellow gown, sheguided him to his bed and folded back the covers.
�I want you to sleep well Shawn. We have a busyday tomorrow and it will begin very early.�
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She sat him on the bed and helped him to lay backon the pillow as he lifted his legs. Sitting on the bed athis side, she let her hand gently rest on his rightbreast. She spoke softly to him as her fingers toyedwith his nipple through the soft nylon of his gownand brassiere.
�As you fall asleep tonight, I want you to think ofthe wonderful day you�re going to have tomorrow andhow you will try to become as one with the othergirls.�
She continued to plant feminine thoughts in hismind as both hands now began to pull and twist hisfirm little nipples causing Shawn to become ex-tremely hard beneath the diaphanous folds of thepretty gown and his ruffled yellow panties. Unexpect-edly Denise leaned over and covered his mouth withher full soft lips forcing his own lips to yield her prob-ing tongue as she explored deeply. Denise lingeredfor several minutes, trusting her tongue deeply be-tween his lips.
Shawn felt so weak. He was a willing receptacle ofher aggression.
As suddenly as she had begun Denise ended theembrace. Her warm eyes smiling down at the breath-less boy. She smoothed his gown around his knees asshe lifted the covers to just beneath his chin. Restingher hand briefly on his hardness through the covers,she planted a soft kiss on his forehead.
�Sleep tight my pretty sissy.� She blew him an-other kiss as she closed the door behind her.
Shawn was so enraptured he didn�t hear the keyturn in the lock.

***
It was five thirty in the morning when Shawnslowly awakened to the feel of his nipples beinggently caressed. As he reached to cover his breasts he
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remembered his hands were secured beneath him.Slowly he opened his eyes.
There smiling down on him was his pretty class-mate, Denise. By her side there was a neat pile ofwhat appeared to be boy�s clothes.
�You�re so cute when you are sleeping Shawn. I re-ally didn�t want to wake you. But we must get ready.Our first class is at eight.�
She was still in her robe. It was light blue, brushedcotton. She looked so clean cut Shawn wondered howshe was able to keep her hair so nice after a nightssleep. As she continued to fondle his nipples Shawnremembered the torrid kiss of the night before feelingthat his lips were still pleasantly sore from her pas-sion.
�Good morning Ms Denise.�
�How is my sweet sissy this morning�, she smiled.�Do you like me to stroke your breasts?�
�Oh, Ms Denise. It makes me feel so weak inside.My tummy turns to jelly. I never realized until youtook care of me the other night just how sensitivethey were. Its as if you�ve created a need in me.Mmmm... if you only knew the feeling...�
How well she knew. With just a hint of cruelty shesuddenly squeezed them roughly causing Shawn towinced helplessly at the pain, but he did not attemptto resist. Denise smiled down at his contorted face.She basked with pleasure in the power she exercisedover her charge.
�Just a little something to remember me by as yougo through the day, Shawn. Now its time to get up.We�ll leave your scarf on for a little longer. I want toshape your eyebrows just a little and you don�t needto be fidgeting around with your hands.�
Helping him to his feet, she led him to the smalldesk where she had placed her overnight bag. From itshe withdrew some things that were foreign toShawn.
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�Now this is going to hurt just a little. Lets see ifyou can be a big boy and not complain.� She was sobubbly, carrying on a conversation as she worked itseemed to Shawn that she was enjoying his discom-fort.
�As we make certain changes in you appearance,Shawn, you�ll begin to notice these things in othergirls. For example your pretty Rose Petal Pink fingernails. And soon, being aware of your own finelyplucked eye brows. I think you will be surprised athow many girls you notice with penciled eyebrows.You will begin to appreciate the things a girl goesthrough to be attractive. Have you ever noticed eyebrows before?�
A very frightened Shawn had to admit that he hadnever really given them any thought as he now won-dered what the others might think about his newfound effeminacy, and as she held up the small mir-ror, he was astonished at the difference the pluckinghad made. He looked so much younger. `Oh, I don�teven look like a boy, now!�
�Oh, Ms. Denise, this is so permanent! How will Iever be able to show my face in public again?�
�Silly Shawn, I�m not finished yet. You�ll appreciatewhat a little make up can do. Especially for such apretty face as yours.�
�Don�t you think this is going a little too farthough?�
�Well, the girls will probably notice. But I doubt ifany of the men will perceive anything other than youappear to be a little bit effeminate. After all, that�swhy Ms Jacqueline and I have selected such boyishoutfits for you to wear this week.�
Releasing his hands, she told him to have a nicehot shower. She also suggested that he would feelmuch better if he gave his legs and underarms aquick once over with the razor.
After hesitating only a moment he began to carryout her wishes. As he did so, she began laying out his
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underthings from his dresser drawer where he hadpacked them the night before. Yellow nylon pantybriefs with a cute little buttercup embroidered abovethe left leg, a matching chemise, what looked like atraining bra, and pantyhose!
A broad smile crossed her face as she added hisdreaded panty girdle. From the pile of clothes thatshe had brought with her from her room she selecteda pair of denim slacks. They appeared to be bluejeans, except the zipper was in the back! The blousewas yellow cotton with a button down collar. It wouldhave been a man�s shirt if the buttons were on theother side.
Shawn emerged from the bathroom with the fluffywhite bath towel wrapped around him high enoughto cover his sensitive breasts.
Denise handed him the soft panties, complement-ing him on his attractive legs.
�Its really a shame you must wear pants, with legslike those you would look much better in skirts,� shesuggested with an amused smile as she thought,`But, they will come later.�
Once the panties were in place he tried to figureout the unfamiliar pantyhose.
�Sit down on the bed, Shawn, and gather one leg ata time until you reach the toe. Then begin pullingthem up smoothly over your legs.�
After the first leg, he found it a little easier. He wasamazed at how much easier it was to slip into the gir-dle.
�Don�t forget to tuck yourself back before you fas-ten the girdle,� she giggled with delight as she re-minded him. �You�ll need a smooth figure to look niceunder your slacks. I guess that�s one more advantageto wearing skirts.�
Nearly embarrassed to tears, but appreciating thetruth of her words he modestly turned his back be-fore obeying. Once again she mentioned his legs.
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�You have such lovely legs, Shawn. They certainlywere meant to be shown off. Won�t you be happywhen you�re able to wear skirts all the time?�
She smiled at his red cheeks as he picked up thetraining bra designed for a much younger girl. �Ithought that you should become use to wearing a brato cover those pretty little sensitive titties I love tosqueeze. I am certain that under your pretty chemisethey will hardly be noticed, all things considered.�
Poor Shawn wondered what she meant by `allthings considered�, but decided not to ask as hepicked up the denim pants.
�The zipper goes to the back by the way.�
�Oh, Ms. Denise. Everyone will know these aregirls� pants. What will I say when people point at meor ask why I�m wearing girls� things?�
�I don�t know that you need to say anything,Shawn. But if I were you I would thank them for thecompliment and just tell them how happy you arethat you can borrow such nice things from a friend. Ifyou try real hard, maybe no one will notice thatyou�re a boy. After all, I think that would help you tofit in much better.�
Their tummies and breasts pressed together asshe reached behind him to close the zipper. He felthimself growing inside the tight girdle.
�And now your blouse.�
She delighted in his fumblings with the `backward�buttons of his new blouse as she noted how the out-line of his lovely bra and chemise top showedthrough the fabric.
�Your nails are very becoming, Shawn. I think nailpolish is one of the most important ways a girl canexpress her femininity.� She waited until he finishedbuttoning his blouse before saying, �you can wearyour penny loafers today. I think flats would be moreappropriate with your pants. Besides, no one will beable to enjoy seeing your pretty legs anyway.�
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After repacking her overnight bag she handed it toShawn.
�Now you can help me get ready,� she suggestedleading him to the door.
Shawn was thankful she remembered to lock hisdoor as they left, replacing the key in the pocket ofher robe. It was then that he noticed that there wereno pockets in his jeans nor in his yellow cottonblouse. Noticing his discovery, Denise reassuredhim.
�Don�t worry Shawn, while you were in the showerI gathered everything you will need. When we�reready to go I�ll give you something to carry yourthings in.�
Resigned, he followed Denise to her room.
�While I�m in the shower I want you to straightenthings up. Start by making my bed. If you don�t knowwhere something goes just lay it on the bed until I re-turn,� she directed, casually removing her robe to re-veal her pretty blue baby dolls. Her firm breasts aswell as the furry `V� between her legs were clearly visi-ble through the thin material.
Shawn began his chores as he longingly watchedher trim, athletic form disappear into the bathroom.Soon the bed was made, soiled lingerie in the ham-per, and books put in order. He found himself hap-pily humming to himself as Denise emerged carryinga large green towel.
�It looks a lot better Shawn, thank you. Now pleasecome here and dry my back.�
Shawn was elated by the opportunity to be so nearher soft, moist skin. She smelled so nice and clean ashe rubbed the towel over her back.
�That feels nice Shawn. I like having a girlfriend tohelp me out, it�s like having your own ladies maid.Now fold the towel and hang it up nicely. Ms Jacque-line told me how you help her brush her teeth in themorning. Would you like to help me too?�

Page - 60

FEMME IN TRAINING BY RACHEL VARGA



Shawn throbbed within the tight girdle. He triednot to show his excitement.
�Yes Ma�am.�
�Then come along silly, we haven�t got all day.That�s it. Oh, your hands are so soft, Shawn, just likea girl�s.�
Her firm bottom rubbed vigorously against thesmooth flat surface of his jeans as she brushed herteeth. Shawn was fighting a climax as he held herbreasts gently in his hands. Soon she had finishedand was rinsing her mouth.
�Thank you Sweetie. That was very nice! Now runalong and pick out some underwear for me, will you?I think I�ll wear jeans and a top, then we can be twinsisters,� she suggested with a laugh.
Shawn chose a very pretty bra and panty set inmint green. He helped her into the panties and hadjust fastened her brassiere when she indicated herpreference for knee-hi�s over pantyhose. As she putthem on, Shawn selected an outfit for her. `Howsweet, he didn�t even have to be told.�
The blouse was styled almost identically to his ownbut it was light green instead of yellow. The slackswere denim, the same shade of blue as his own, buthe noticed they had pockets and the zipper was in thefront.
Denise quickly finished dressing. She had chosena very pretty set of dangling ear rings. Hoping to im-press her with his new found powers of observation,Shawn bashfully complimented her on them.
�Well thank you Shawn, what a darling thing tosay. You know, ear rings don�t hurt your ears at all ifthey are pierced. I think it�s a real shame that you aretoo embarrassed to wear ear rings in public. That re-minds me. Do you remember your promise to go withme to the beauty shop?�
Shawn remembered well. He had begged her for anopportunity to show his sincerity.
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�Yes,� he replied, apprehensively.
�Well, just so you can have something to thinkabout today, we�re going to have your ears pierced.Won�t you like that?�
He was shocked. He had to figure out some way toget out of his promise. There was no way he would al-low his ears to be pierced.
Denise smiled at his loss for words. She realizedfull well the thoughts that were going through hismind. Without another word she handed him a smallbrown leather bag and ushered him to the door not-ing with some amusement how his panty girdlemolded his narrow waist while lifting and gently cup-ping his pretty rear as it wiggled cutely in a near ro-tating fashion when he walked all too femininely be-fore her.
The day did not pass quickly for poor Shawn. Hetried to stay as close as possible to Denise, desper-ately needing her moral support. During the morninghe was able to evade the other male students. Butmany of the girls observed his new look and clothescomplementing him upon his pretty eyes and lovelynail polish. Surprisingly, only a few were sarcastic. Atany rate, Denise was absolutely correct about onething. Shawn noticed the eyebrows of every girl hesaw.
He also noticed that some of the girls reacted tohim as if he were another female. He began to feelcomfortable and even looked forward to becomingcloser to those girls who accepted him.
Denise encouraged this closeness. She insistedthat whenever he received a compliment he should inturn compliment the other person as well.
And so it began. Shawn was quickly becoming oneof the girls.
Things seemed to be going very well until the bellrang after the last class. Mike McCallister, one of theother two male students, had been eyeing the pretty
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Shawn all through typing class. As the bell rang hemade a beeline towards Shawn�s module.
�Shawn, I saw you earlier this afternoon at lunch.You look so different. I was wondering maybe if wecould talk?�
Poor Shawn blushed to the roots of his hair. Hedidn�t know what to say or do. He just sat therespeechless for a moment, his pretty eyes looking upinto the handsome face of this assertive youngman.
�Uh, okay Mike. What would you like to talkabout?�
�Come on. I�ll walk you to the dorm.�
Before he could object Mike grabbed Shawn�sbooks and pulled his chair back so that he could rise.
Denise, who sat in the back row, looked on withamusement. How sweet she thought, Shawn has hisfirst suitor. She decided to tag along and keep an eyeon her charge.
As he rose to follow the burly young man, Shawnfelt Mike�s eyes on the smooth juncture of his thighs.Does he think I�m a girl Shawn wondered. He wantedto grab his books back. It just didn�t seem right tohave another boy carrying them. And besides, with-out any pockets, Shawn was at a complete loss as towhat to do with his hands.
Mike solved part of the problem for him. He tookShawn�s left hand, leading him toward the door.Shawn could feel the strength of the young man�sgrip. His own hand felt so soft and weak in the otherboys grasp. He decided to follow, noticing as he leftthat his typing instructress, Miss Carstair smiled athim with an encouraging wink.
Shawn wished he could just disappear as Mike ledhim down the corridor and out into the bright after-noon sunlight. This was definitely not the way twoboys should be acting he thought. As they walked, hewas stunned that no one else seemed to notice any-thing unusual. Did he really look that much like a
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girl? He was sure that Mike knew he was a boy be-cause they had met several days ago. And Mike cer-tainly wasn�t the swishy type. As a matter of factShawn had noticed many of the girls absorbing thehandsome young man with hungry eyes.
Mike interrupted his thoughts.
�Thanks for letting me walk you home Shawn. Ijust wanted to get to know you a little better. I noticedyou look so different today. There�s something aboutyour face. Your eyes. I just can�t put my finger on it.But I really like the change!�
Shawn knew exactly what it was. Silently hecursed Denise as her memory reminded Shawn thathe was to return compliments received.
�Why thank you Mike,� he softly answered with ashy blush of embarrassment over being mistaken forbeing a girl. �It�s very nice of you to carry my books.You must be awfully strong.�
Not too far behind them, Denise happily observedthe couple walking along hand in hand. She noticedhow Shawn tried to be as feminine as possible so asnot to bring unwanted attention from onlookers. Sat-isfied that Shawn was all right in the hands of thehandsome young man, she decided to stop byHarvey�s drug store. Most of the girls went there afterschool to have a soda or a snack.
Perhaps twenty minutes later, after stopping by afashionable ladies clothing store she headed alonetowards her room in the dorm. The halls were all butdeserted as most of the girls were still in class or outsocializing.
`Thank Heavens!� she thought as she turned thecorner of her own corridor.
There, just outside Shawn�s door, Mike had hisarms about Shawn�s waist. Tummy to tummy Mikehad poor Shawn pressed against the wall. He waswhispering something in Shawn�s ear in a very inti-mate manner as Denise approached.
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Upon seeing Denise, Mike released the tremblingyoung Shawn. With some embarrassment he bidDenise a good afternoon while Denise could not helpbut notice the prominent bulge in Mike�s jeans. Andshe was happy to see the smooth feminine appear-ance that Shawn presented.
Mike made a hasty retreat, promising to seeShawn at lunch tomorrow. As he passed Denise shemotioned for him to stop. Shawn could not hear asshe leaned to whisper in Mike�s ear. Before leaving heshook his head, eagerly agreeing to whatever it wasthat Denise had said. With a last smile and wave toShawn, he was on his way.
�It looks like you�ve made quite a little conquestShawn.� She grinned over his blushing response.
Shawn was overcome by embarrassment as he re-alized he had allowed himself to succumb to the min-istrations of the aggressive young man.
Denise knew the feelings he was experiencing.�Don�t be embarrassed Shawn. I�m happy to see youare getting along well with the boys as well as thegirls. I think it is very important to maintain ahealthy relationship with members of both sexes.And besides, it certainly looked like you were enjoy-ing your self!� she teased. �Come now, we have an ap-pointment. Or perhaps you forgot about it in your ex-citement?� Removing Shawn�s key from the pocket ofher jeans, she unlocked his door and held it open forhim.
�I want you to wear something pretty to have yourears pierced Shawn. You�re going to experience com-plete femininity as you feel your ear lobes being per-manently marked. And I want you to realize you aredoing it because it is my wish. Do you understand?�
Shawn felt so weak as her words caused him tothrob painfully within the tight girdle. �Yes MsDenise.� He curtsied as if he were wearing skirts.
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Denise smiled knowingly at his meek acceptance.�You may wear the jeans you have on, but I think amore feminine blouse is in order.�
From her packages she removed a beautiful satinblouse, a brassiere, and a chemise. All were a lovelyshade of lavender. The blouse, which buttoned all theway up the back, had see through lace at the shoul-ders. Just above the breasts, the lace turned intosleek shiny satin which flowed to the pretty elasti-cized waist.
�It�s so feminine Ms Denise! How can I wear that inbroad daylight?�
As she began unbuttoning his yellow blouse andremoved the chemise and training bra her cool fin-gers gently tweaked his hard little nipples. �Withpride Shawn. Knowing that you are submitting to mywishes.�
His knees felt weak as she slipped the straps of thelacy bra over his soft shoulders and fastened it byreaching around from the front, her firm breastscrushing the gently padded lace cups against hischest. She held the chemise for him to slip his armsinto. Finally the magical blouse. Shawn reveled inpleasure as the soft tunnel of satin enveloped his up-per torso. Denise quickly buttoned him up the backand selected a matching satin hair ribbon from hershoulder bag.
�On your knees, Shawn,� she smiled as her softhand applied a gentle downward pressure on hisshoulder. She brushed his hair until it was glisteningwith highlights and then tied the ribbon finishing in alarge fluffy bow. If only I could be so pretty shethought to herself. While he was still on his knees shesnapped a pretty string of pink pearls around hisneck and applied matching lipstick to his soft lips.After spraying him with a liberal dose of perfume sheoffered her hand to help the pretty boy to his feet.�Your nails still look very nice Shawn. Did Mike likethem?�
�Yes Ma�am.�
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�Well, silly? What did he say about them?�
Shawn was nearly embarrassed to tears as hespoke. �He said my hands were very soft, and thatthey looked so pretty and feminine with the nail pol-ish. He asked me to wear it again tomorrow.�
�How sweet Shawn! Did you tell him of course youwould wear it just for him?�
�No, Ma�am,� he answered uncertainly beginningto realize that she had transformed him to look justlike any other girl in the school!
�I can see you�ve got a few things to learn about be-ing with boys, Shawn. But don�t worry, I�m going toteach you well. And you�re going to get a lot of prac-tice!�
Depositing the lipstick and perfume into a smallpink plastic purse she gave it to him and suggestedhe change into heels for the short walk to the beautyshop.
�You really need to become more accustomed toyour high heels, Shawn, and besides you�ll feel somuch more feminine in heels now that you are wear-ing a dressier blouse and proper make-up for a younglady on her way to the beauty shop.�
Shawn couldn�t resist a quick peek in the mirrorbefore they left. His hair was very becoming with ashoulder length pageboy flip. The ribbon, which ex-actly matched his blouse, was a perfectly femininetouch. Pink pearls at his neck matched his nails aswell as his lips. The straps of his lavender brassiereand chemise were clearly visible through the lace athis shoulders. The shiny satin of the blouse flowedsmoothly to his waist, it�s luster broken only by thesmall mounds of his breasts. His jeans were fairlytight but the punishing girdle insured smooth girlishlines.
Turning slightly, he admired the way his girdle andheels forced his bottom into even more prominentdisplay. He had to admit there was certainly nothingboyish about the stunning reflection in the mirror.
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Maybe no one would recognize him? Rememberingthe purpose of his appointment, Shawn tilted hishead to one side and with prettily enameled fingersfondled the soft ear lobe.
Denise, realizing his thoughts, smiled at the typi-cally feminine gesture.
�We must go now Shawn, or we�ll be late for yourappointment.�
As they walked hand in hand, they discussed theevents of the day. In order to intensify his fears of dis-covery and feminine acceptance of his fate Deniseasked probing questions about Shawn�s feelingswhen Mike walked him home. How did he feel havingthe handsome young man carry his books and holdhis hand? What did Mike whisper into his ear as heheld him so intimately? Did Shawn enjoy the em-brace? She even mentioned Mike�s obvious arousaland asked Shawn how he felt about that.
Shawn noticed that the sharp tapping of his heelson the sidewalk caused many male heads to turn tosee the all too feminine girl walk by with pretty sway-ing hips and a provocatively rotating rear! It was diffi-cult for him to follow Denise�s line of questioning ashe was aware of the attention he was drawing to him-self. Trying to walk more sedately, he did his best torespond to her shameful questions, but he was com-pletely overcome by the feminine web which Denisehad spun around him.

His first visit to the beauty shop was an experienceShawn would remember for a very long time.
Denise had cautioned him to act as feminine as hecould lest he be recognized as a male. In the shopDenise did all of the talking, instructing the techni-cian on every detail of the operation. Shawn, reclin-ing in the operating chair, became fidgety as hewatched the beautician work. Once all the items nec-essary for the piercing had been assembled Deniserequested to be left alone in the private cubicle with
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her friend. The operator, sensing Shawn�s extremenervousness, nodded in agreement.
Denise smiled down into Shawn�s frightened face.She raised her denim covered thigh and placed herknee between Shawn�s legs, applying firm pressureto the smooth vee of his jeans. Slipping her hand be-neath his blouse and underthings, she began to fon-dle his nipples as she spoke softly.
�I�m glad you�re nervous Shawn. I only wish MsJacqueline could be here to witness your piercing.She�s going to be so happy to see how well you�re pro-gressing. And Shawn, as you are being pierced I wantyou to think about Mike. Pierced ears just drive theguys crazy.� She leaned over, putting most of herweight on her knee. Their lips met. As Denise forcedher tongue between Shawn�s soft pink lips she cru-elly squeezed his sensitive nipples. The pain at hisbreasts and crotch caused Shawn to wince as Denisetook her time penetrating his mouth with her strongtongue.
He tasted her lipstick mingled with his own. Hesmelled her perfume or was it his? He lost track oftime and space. He knew only that his body was be-ing masterfully used. He found joy in surrender.
After several moments Denise ended the embracebut left her knee in place as she straightened hispretty blouse and lingerie. Shawn was putty. He didnot even hear Denise call the beautician back intothe room.
The attendant was amazed at the calm figure wholay before her. Without further ado she deftly pickedup cork and needle. Shawn felt the cold steel. Butone could not tell it by looking at him. His eyes werelost in Denise�s smiling face. As if in a trance, he did-n�t see the small box which Denise handed to thetechnician.
�Oooo, they�re so pretty!� exclaimed the beauti-cian.
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The earrings were long and dangly. A delicate goldchain from the post held a small golden cage. Insidethe cage was a pretty pink pearl which matched thepearls around Shawn�s neck. The symbolism of thecaged pearl did not escape the entranced young man.Softly, he spoke his first words since entering the sa-lon. �Thank you Ms Denise.�
The attendant was somewhat puzzled by the obvi-ous tone of respect in Shawn�s voice. After all, theyappeared to be classmates of equal stature. Observ-ing Shawn�s devoted gaze, she sensed an underlyingcurrent in the seemingly innocent relationship. `Nodoubt they are lesbians.�
After paying the bill along with a generous tip,Denise helped Shawn to his feet. The sun had alreadyset as hand in hand they left the shop. �You did verywell Shawn. I�m proud of you. As a special treat we�llstop by Harvey�s on the way back and have an icecream soda.�
Shawn was aware only of the tapping of his heelsand the sway of the pretty earrings against his neck.He followed Denise, now willing to accept any deci-sion she might make on his behalf. He realized, nowthat she had had him permanently marked, he washer possession as much as Ms Jacqueline�s. He knewhe would obey her in the future without question.Denise, knowing his thoughts, smiled disarmingly atthe pretty boy.
�Your earrings are very becoming Shawn. Tell me,do you like them?�
Shawn�s knees felt so weak. They nearly buckledas he tried to convey his feelings. �Oh, Ms Denise.They make me feel so...� He did not have the words.But they were not necessary. Denise understood per-fectly.
�I�m happy for you Shawn.�
They continued their walk in silence, each know-ing that their relationship had been bonded as per-
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manently as the as the piercings in Shawn�s softears.
On entering the drugstore, they headed for anempty booth at the rear of the fountain area. Deniseordered for both of them and paid the check.
Shawn, still in a semi hypnotic state did not noticeas Denise smiled invitingly at the two young men sit-ting at the counter.
Mike McCallister was the first to approach their ta-ble. �Mind if we join you?�, he smiled. His voice shat-tered Shawn�s reverie. Mike had already slid into thebooth next to him before Denise answered.
�This is my friend Dan Willoughby,� Mike intro-duced, �he�s going to school over at VoTech. Danmeet Denise and Shawn.�
�Glad to meet you,� Denise greeted with analluringly feminine smile.
Poor Shawn was completely lost. He just did notknow what to do or say. Obviously Dan had takenhim for a girl, although he was sure Mike knew thathe was a boy. He remembered earlier that afternoon.Mike had definitely not treated him as another guy.Mike�s strong hand on his thighmade up his mind forhim. He secretly vowed to follow Denise�s lead and tryto act as feminine as possible. `It shouldn�t be to hardthe way Mike is coming on to me,� he thought wor-riedly to himself.
Mike interpreted Shawn�s silence as acceptance.Sliding even closer to him he allowed his caresses tobecome bolder.
Shawn felt terribly uncomfortable at having an-other man�s hand fondle him so intimately. Yet hedidn�t know how to stop it without making a scene.
Denise enjoyed watching the pretty boy squirmself consciously under the attentions of the aggres-sive young man. �You know, I really meant to tell youearlier this afternoon. I think you two make a lovelycouple!� She smiled at Mike.
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�Thank you Denise. Shawn certainly is the pretti-est little thing I�ve seen in a long time,� Mike said ashe looked directly into Shawn�s eyes.
Shawn could not help noticing Mike�s masculinefeatures. Those lips. He had noticed this afternoonthat they were so much firmer than a girls. The slightbeard and short clean hair. As Shawn looked into hiseyes he saw a hunger, a strong desire. He was afraidof this handsome young man. But at the same time,he was becoming curiously excited thinking aboutthe muscle men in their tight briefs the night before.Almost with feminine interest Shawn glanced downat Mike�s lap in wonder while suppressing a little gig-gle as Mike�s hand, now at the juncture of Shawn�sthighs, was not helping the situation.
Denise perceived what was happening. Politely,she asked Dan to walk her back to the dormitory.However, before they left she asked Shawn to be sureand stop by her room. This was more for Mike�s bene-fit than Shawn�s. Shawn knew that Denise still hadhis key.
Shawn was even more frightened now that Denisehad left them alone and nervously after a very shorttime Shawn asked Mike to walk him home also.
He was only to happy to oblige. As they left Mikeput his arm around Shawn�s waist and pulled himclose.
`Oh Denise, how could you do this to me,� hethought to himself. `Here I am, alone with a man on adark night. What will I do if he becomes more aggres-sive?�
Shawn knew he was no physical match for thisburly young man who held him so closely. He wantedto run as fast as he could but the tapping of his highheels made that idea ludicrous. It seemed he had nochoice but to make the best of a very awkward situa-tion.
�Your perfume is driving me crazy,� Mike mur-mured. �It�s such a nice evening and I�m glad we get
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to be alone for a little while. You are such a beautifulgirl, Shawn. I want to wrap my arms around you andnever let go!�
�But, Mike...�, Shawn tried to interject. Before hecould speak however, Mike stopped, turning to facehim. Shawn felt his strong arms encircle his waist.They looked deeply into each others eyes. Maybe itwas the warmth of the Indian summer evening?Maybe it was the soft moonlight? Shawn wanted toresist. But as Mike�s strong arms crushed him tightlyto his hard chest, their lips grew close. Shawn�stummy melted as he felt the young man�s mouth onhis own. Perhaps Shawn could have broken the em-brace. Perhaps not. As their bodies fused together hisarms betrayed his needs by slowly wrapping them-selves around the young man�s muscular neck. Hewas aware of the crisp lace of his brassiere crushinghis nipples beneath the pretty satin blouse. He wasaware of Mike�s hands. One at the closure of his bra,holding him close. The other gently fondling the softcurves of his bottom. He was aware of the excitement,the need building inside. And at his tummy he wasaware of Mike�s turgid need also.
Mike held the embrace for several moments feelingShawn melt in his arms. Shawn was painfully awareof his tight girdle as Mike whispered soft words in hisear. Mike�s lips toyed with his new earring, pressing itto his neck. Mike ended the embrace leaving Shawncompletely breathless. However as they continuedtheir stroll in silence, Mike�s hand remained on thegentle swell of Shawn�s soft bottom.
Shawn was enthralled. For the remainder of theirwalk he noticed little of his surroundings. He felt onlyMike�s hand holding him so intimately and the hard-ness of Mike�s chest as he nuzzled closely to thisstrong man. Before he wanted it to happen they wereat Denise�s door. Shawn leaned against the wall asMike pressed into him.
Mike realized he had mastered this feminine crea-ture and he knew that Shawn would now yearn forthe next time. Feeling happy but a bit cocky at his
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new power over the pretty boy, Mike boldly allowedhis throbbing manhood to press against Shawn�s softtummy. Without words they looked deeply into eachother�s eyes. Both were aware of Mike�s hardness.Both new that Shawn would eagerly submit to futureadvances from the handsome young man. Shawn�ssoft pink lips longed to once again be crushed by thisforceful man.
Shawn was disappointed as Denise opened herdoor, peeking into the hall. She was already wearinga pretty yellow nightgown.
�I was afraid you were lost,� she laughed with ahappy grin actually knowing better. She was happythough to see they were obviously getting along sowell. �You had better say good night Shawn. We haveto get an early start.�
Slightly embarrassed by her presence, Mike gentlykissed Shawn on the forehead.
�I�ll see you tomorrow at lunch,� he whispered as apromise that thrilled Shawn.
As Mike left, Denise escorted her charge into herroom.
�I think you�ll be spending the night with meShawn. That way you�ll be handy when I need you inthe morning. Please get ready for bed now. You knowwhere the nighties are.�
Shawn was only too happy to get out of the terriblegirdle while Denise smiled as she watched him shedthe dreaded garment and Shawn became thoughtfulas he changed into a pretty pink baby doll withmatching panties.
�Ms Denise?�
�Yes, my sweet one.�
�Doesn�t Mike realize that I am a boy?�
�I�m sure he does Shawn. He has known you sinceyou first came to this school. But if you�re in doubt,why don�t you ask him?�
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�Well, I was about to ask him tonight but I didn�treally get a chance. And then something happenedthat would have made it a very embarrassing ques-tion.�
�Tell me more Shawn.�
Turning beet red, Shawn looked at his prettyclassmate.
�He kissed me.�
�Is that all?�
�Well, Ms Denise, it wasn�t like that. I mean he re-ally kissed me!�
�Did you like it?�
�Not at first. I was afraid. Then as he became moreaggressive I felt so weak and submitted as thingshappened. Almost before I knew what was happeningI started to really get into it. Oh! Ms Denise, I�ve neverexperienced anything like it before. He was so strong.I felt so weak and soft. So helpless. I only could meltin his arms!�
�I think I understand Shawn. You experiencedsomething that most girls experience at one time oranother. I�m very happy for you! Don�t you enjoy be-ing an attractive young lady?�
Shawn hadn�t really thought of it that way before.But he knew he would never be the same after thisnight. And Denise had made it all happen. Throwinghimself at her pretty bare feet, he thanked her pro-fusely.
�Shawn, Shawn. How sweet you are! Enough ofthat now. Bring me a pretty pink ribbon from the bu-reau. We must complete your sleep wear.�
After tying his hands in a pretty bow, Denisehelped him into her double bed.
�On your side now�, she smiled, turning out thelight and climbing into bed behind him.
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She pressed her breasts into his back through thenylon of their nighties. Shawn found that with hishands tied behind him, his fingers were trapped atthe juncture of Denise�s thighs. Lifting her gown,Denise reached down and guided them against thecrotch of her panties.
�Yes, Shawn. That�s very nice.�
Once his fingers were busy Denise relaxed and lether hand drift into the low cut bodice of Shawn�snightie Late into the night she massaged his breastsand nipples as his fingers delivered her to many sat-isfying peaks.

***
After Monday night, the week literally flew by forShawn. He spent the remaining nights with MsDenise, his own room becoming only a place tochange clothes and redecorate for her amusementwith lovely lace curtains, shimmering satin for thedrapes and bedspread, while pretty little dolls andstuffed animals filled in here and there with schoolbooks and his newly acquired romance novels.
Each day he had worn a different outfit as directedby Ms Denise. Each ensemble was slightly more femi-nine than the next. Shawn was beginning to acceptand even enjoy his new feminine world. He especiallyenjoyed the closeness that had developed betweenhimself and Ms Denise.
Mike had become more assertive, insisting that hebe allowed to carry Shawn�s books home every night.
Shawn enjoyed the masculine attention but some-how it just didn�t seem right to the pretty boy. How-ever he was quickly approaching the point where hecould not resist the advances of this handsomeyoung man.
Denise noticed that Mike was having a growing af-fect on Shawn. She encouraged the relationship andmade helpful feminine suggestions to Shawn. Shawn
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in turn shared all of his inner feelings with Denise. Inaddition to being his guardian and master, she hadalso become a big sister to Shawn.
At school Shawn found that he was beginning tobe accepted as one of the girls. Everyone seemed tolike the recent changes in his appearance and hispersonality. The girls loved to give him little tips,helping him to enter deeper and deeper into theirworld.
Friday morning found Shawn ready for school in avery pale pink pant suit of soft glistening nylon.Through the thin nylon one could easily see thesumptuous lace of his pretty pink brassiere and theoutline of the restrictive girdle which Denise insistedthat he wear. The suit matched his nails and lips aswell as the pretty dangling earrings that Denise hadgiven him. He no longer feared rejection and humilia-tion for being feminine. On the contrary he foundwarmth and acceptance from everyone he met. Espe-cially the guys. Denise had been right about piercedears. They drove the men wild!
With Denise�s nightly massages, Shawn�s breastswere becoming very sensitive. It seemed he was al-ways thinking of them. Also, because of the tight gir-dle, to which he was slowly becoming accustomed, hefound himself thinking considerably less about thelower portion of his anatomy. As a matter of fact hismale appendages were becoming more of a liability.They were very uncomfortable in the tight girdle - es-pecially when he found himself submitting toDenise`s advances and more recently to the mascu-line attentions of the handsome Mike McCallister.
As was becoming the norm, Mike had walkedShawn back to the dorm after classes. Both of theboys were amazed when Denise invited them into herroom. To Shawn�s acute embarrassment she pro-ceeded to demonstrate her complete control over thepretty boy.
�Shawn, fix your boyfriend a cool drink and makehim comfortable while I change� she smiled.
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Mike was shocked when with a slight curtsyShawn responded, �Yes, Ma�am�.
�Just a cola, please,� Mike said as he patted theseat next to him. �Then come sit by me on the couch.�
Shawn quickly retrieved the soda from Denise�ssmall refrigerator. Handing the drink to Mike, he saton the spot indicated. It felt kind of funny to be sit-ting, virtually alone with this young man. Mike boldlyrested his hand on Shawn�s thigh. It felt so strong asit gently caressed the sensitive skin through the thinpink nylon of his pants suit and his sheer pantyhose.Flustered, the pretty boy wondered what was takinghis roommate so long.
�I love your perfume,� Mike whispered as he beganto nibble Shawn�s ear just below the pretty danglingearring. Mike�s other hand encircled his shoulders,drawing him closer. Shawn began to protest.
�Mike, please don�t,� he whispered softly. �It...it�sjust not right. I�m not a...�
Before he could finish, Mike�s firm lips covered hisown. Mike�s hand moved slowly, now caressingShawn�s tummy.
The soft nylon of the pretty pink pants suit rub-bing over the smooth satin panel of his girdle madehim feel so feminine. Shawn was losing control asMike�s strong hand slowly moved to cover his smallbreast. Shawn felt so weak. Slowly he parted his lips,submissively accepting Mike�s firm tongue. Shawnwas barely conscious of the slow, hungry moan thatvibrated through his throat. Mike�s closeness, hisstrong impulsive hands, and his firm masculine lipswere too much for poor Shawn. He found himself re-turning the embrace with excitement he had notknown before. Shawn�s hands went to the youngman�s muscular biceps and further until his armsclung with passion around his trunk like neck.Shawn felt himself melting into the torrid embrace.He felt his entire person was impaled on Mike�s sear-ing tongue. He surrendered completely.
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Mike enjoyed his new found power over this prettycreature. He took his time savoring the soft paintedlips, exploring and exciting his feminine possession.He knew he was in control and that poor Shawn wasmerely putty in his very capable hands.
How strange thought Shawn. Here I am a youngman, perfumed, powdered and pantied at the wishesof two strong and determined ladies. Oh why do Isubmit to them? And I�m being used by this behe-moth. This powerful male animal. As a female! Andas Mike�s tongue probed his ear he wondered why, ohwhy, he found it all so terribly exciting!
Shawn did not know how long they had been pet-ting. But he wanted it to go on forever! Perhaps a halfhour had passed before he became aware that Denisehad returned.
She was sitting on the bed in a pretty white satinplay suit. She was smiling at the enraptured couple.�I�m very happy to see that you two are getting alongso well.�
Shawn turned beet red as he broke the embrace.Mike didn�t seem to mind her presence. His hand re-mained at Shawn�s breast, gently toying with thehard little nipple through his blouse and the crisplace of his pretty pink brassiere.
�Shawn, we�re going to the movies this evening. I�velaid out your things in the bathroom. Now run alongand change while Mike and I plan our outing. Oh,and by the way, you don�t need to wear your girdle to-night,� added Denise as Shawn observed the broadsmile on Mike�s lips.
Shawn knew that he was still completely under thecontrol of his pretty young classmate. However hewas so overcome by Mike�s attention, he could notmove as the strong hand continued to rest on hisbreast gently manipulating his hard little nipple. Fi-nally, to Shawn�s regret, Mike released him. Hequickly disappeared into the bathroom as Denisehad directed.
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He knew that Mike and Denise were talking abouthim but he didn�t care. He was in a languid state ofsexual bliss as he slowly began removing the prettypants suit. It was such a relief to be free of the hatedgirdle. Removing the pink lace briefs, he noticed thecrotch was very damp. As he removed the pink che-mise and matching bra, he was shocked at the outfitDenise had chosen for him.
The under things were the prettiest he had everseen. I n very pale mint green, the nylon panties hadseveral rows of soft ruffles sewn on the bottom. Thematching bra was a sweet confection of lace. The slipwas a perfect match. Also of soft shimmery nylon, itwas dripping with lace at the bodice and at the hem.Shawn realized that he would have to wear the sheermint colored pantyhose underneath the thickly ruf-fled panties. He self consciously tucked himself backbetween his legs before pulling them up to insure asmooth panty line. The soft panties felt delicious ashe slid them up his smooth nyloned legs. He slippedhis delicate arms into the straps of the pretty bra andreached behind to fasten the clasps. It�s tightnessgave him a secure feeling. After donning the slip hewas concerned that the hem barely reached the top ofhis thighs in a micro mini length.
The matching skirt and blouse were of shiny satin,just a slightly darker shade of green than his lingerie.The blouse was long sleeved and buttoned up theback. The front was smooth and sleek, sure to high-light the small mounds of his chest. The blouse waistcomplimented the flowing style of the full circle skirt.
He stepped into the skirt and tucked in the prettylace of the petticoat. The skirt was only ten incheslong! It barely covered the lace of his slip and the ruf-fles of his pretty panties. Looking in the mirror he feltso exposed as his soft thighs were completely dis-played. Their smooth curves enhanced by the sheermint colored pantyhose.
The pretty green shoes had very high heels. Heslipped into them noticing the lovely curves they
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forced upon his calves and thighs. The heels musthave been four and a half inches high.
In his hair he tied a satin ribbon which exactlymatched the skirt and blouse. He finished it in a bigflouncy bow that fell nearly to his ears. Quickly hefreshened his lipstick and perfume. He sprayed anextra bit of perfume behind each knee. His lipsformed a mischievous smile as he thought how Mikewould react to the perfume, while he tried not tothink what Mike would want to do when he sawShawn�s pretty new look..
Shawn entered the living room to the sound of lowwolf whistles.
�Shawn, You look absolutely beautiful.� criedDenise. �Come here and let me look at you.�
As he did so Denise directed him to do a little pir-ouette. The hem of his full circle skirt floated up tohis waist as he made the turn. Mike�s eyes nearlypopped as he observed the pretty ruffled panties.
�Go showMike what a pretty date he has tonight!�
Walking towards the couch, Shawn felt so weakand feminine. Oddly, he enjoyed the hungry look inMike�s eyes. At Mike�s gesture he did another pirou-ette. More slowly this time, displaying pretty pink fin-gernails as he tried to hold his skirt down. His handsremained on the sleek satin of the skirt as Mikereached to caress his smooth nyloned thigh.
Shawn didn�t know how to react when suddenlyMike pulled him onto his lap. Immediately he feltMike�s turgid member threatening through the ruf-fles of his panties and the thin pantyhose.
Mike kissed him hard, crushing his soft lips caus-ing Shawn to no longer trying to resist or protest. Hefelt himself grow firm in the silky confines of his pant-ies. Unconsciously he wiggled his soft bottom caus-ing Mike to redouble his attentions.
�Okay, you two! There�ll be enough time for thatlater! Dan is supposed to pick us up in ten minutes
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and I think you need to get yourselves together.Shawn, go freshen your lipstick again and get yoursmall white purse.�
Strange, thought Shawn, how Denise alwaysseemed to be in charge. As she had planned, Mikefound it nearly impossible to keep his hands off theshiny satin of Shawn�s pretty outfit. Reluctantly thecouple broke their embrace.

***
Dan had a very nice car. It was a new Camaro. Thestereo was great.
Shawn was started as his seat and thighs met thecool leather seat. His sheer nylon pantyhose offeredlittle protection. He felt so vulnerable as Mike slidclose to him in the small back seat. Denise sat upfront in the comfortable bucket seat. Dan of coursewas driving.
Shawn felt butterflies in his tummy.
`I�m actually going on a date. With a man! It feels soodd sharing this tiny back seat with a handsomeyoung man.� He tried futilely to tug his short satinskirt down. It was so full, it kept riding up to just be-low the lacy hem of his pretty mint green panties andmatching petticoat.
Mike was enjoying every minute of Shawn�s dis-comfort. Trying to soothe the pretty boy, he placed astrong arm around Shawn�s shoulders, drawing himclose. His other hand rested gently on a very prettynyloned thigh. He softly whispered.
�Just relax, Shawn. You look terrific. We�re goingto have a great time!�
Shawn had his doubts. As he felt Mike�s handsgently caress him through the sleek nylon and satin,he was having a macho attack.
`What am I doing here? I�m a boy! Why is this guypawingme all over like Iwassome kind of stuffed toy?�
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With what appeared to be a pang of feminine mod-esty, he observed his own soft white hand removeMike�s strong warm palm from the silky nylon of hisown creamy smooth thigh. �Please, Mike. Let�s justtalk for a while. I�m just not sure that what we�re do-ing is right.�
�Shawn, of course it is. You can�t tell me you didn�tfeel anything a while ago when we were in Denise�sroom. You liked what we were doing, didn�t you? Youliked the way I took you in my arms... the way I heldyou, and kissed you.�
�Oh Mike, you know I do. You make me feel so... �poor Shawn confessed in feminine shame.
But once again he did not have the words to de-scribe his feelings. And once again he began to feellittle butterflies in his tummy as he rememberedMike�s bold caresses.
Mike gently raised the pretty boy�s chin, lookingdeeply into his eyes. He knew Shawn was powerlessto resist his advances while Shawn knew it too as hefelt a strong hand return to his soft nyloned thigh.
�Oh, Mike!� squealed Shawn, but his lips werequickly silenced for Mike would have his way.
Denise, chatting away in the front seat had over-heard the little conversation. Her lips formed a satis-fied smile as she heard Shawn surrender. `Your doingjust fine my little Shawn,� she thought to herself, `Re-lax and let him mold your feminine will into soft eagersubmission.�
Shawn melted into the rugged embrace. Mike�sarms surrounded him. He loved the way Mike�s fin-gers toyed with the rear fastening of his brassierethrough the shimmery satin of his blouse. His softpainted lips parted hungrily, yielding to Mike�s firmwarm tongue. Shawn felt so weak and feminine as hewelcomed the intimate invasion. After several min-utes the firm masculine lips moved to his ear lobes,toying with the pretty dangling ear rings. Mike�s
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warm breath in his ear made his tummy melt. Hesnuggled softly into the strong arms.
At some point in the evening Mike�s hand hadfound it�s way beneath Shawn�s pretty satin blouse.Shawn shivered as he felt the rough masculine handgently caress the soft white skin of his tummy. Up-ward it moved, towards the small boyish breasts. Fora moment Mike�s fingers rested gently on the crisplace of the pretty bra. Shawn sucked in the cool nightair, holding his breath in anticipation. Ever so slowlyMike�s fingers began to tease the sensitive little nip-ple. A subdued moan escaped Shawn�s lips as he wasbeing led to the heights of ecstasy. He found such su-preme joy in surrendering to the heated desire of thisstrong aggressive man poor Shawn did not even real-ize when the foursome had arrived at the drive in. Nordid he see much of the movie.
Thankfully, Denise had instructed the aggressiveMike not to remove any of Shawn�s clothing. So thecouple could not go �all the way�. But by the timethey returned to the dorm Shawn knew he wouldnever return to being a boy.
They parked in front of the dorm for a long while.Neither Mike nor Shawn could part without just �onemore� good night kiss. Finally, Denise took the initia-tive.
�I can see you two would be happy to neck untilsunrise� she smiled. �But unfortunately Shawn and Ihave a big day ahead. Say good night Shawn, dear-est. We girls must go now.�
With great reluctance, the lovers separated.Shawn was breathless. He was thankful that theearly morning darkness hid the ruby flush of hischeeks.
As Denise helped him from the car, his wrinkledskirt fell from his waist, where it had been gatheredmost of the evening. Good nights were said andDenise led the trembling boy back to their room. Shesmiled to herself as she observed her charge.
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Just inside the door Shawn had stopped. Heturned and looked with longing as the sleek Camarodisappeared into the darkness.
�Come Shawn� she directed, taking the prettyboy�s hand. �We must get some sleep. I must haveyou at Ms Jacqueline�s by Nine.�

***
Shawn�s eyelids fluttered to consciousness asgolden sunlight penetrated the room. His first visionwas that of his lovely roommate happily humming toherself as she packed some of Shawn�s things into asmall overnight bag. She looked so fresh and alive.The curves of her athletic form were displayed to per-fection in the tight blue jeans. She wore a westernstyle shirt. The top two buttons were left open, show-ing just a hint of her firm well tanned breasts. As sheturned to where he lay on the bed, Shawn was daz-zled by her sparkling smile.
�Well good morning lazybones! Welcome to theworld of the living. I was just about to wake you.�
Shawn, mumbling something unintelligible, triedunsuccessfully to sit upright on the bed. As usual,his hands had been tied behind him for the night andremained so. The satin ribbon of lemon yellow was aperfect match to his lacy knee length nightgown. No-ticing his difficulty, Denise moved to his side.
�Just a minute silly, let me help you.�
His nightgown had once again worked its way tohis waist and he felt her eyes on the vee of his yellowsatin panties. Denise seemed so strong as she effort-lessly lifted him to a sitting position on the edge of thebed. Poor Shawn blushed as she continued to gaze athis smooth white thighs and pretty yellow panties.He offered his bound wrists to Denise, hoping to bereleased.
�Not just yet Sweetie, I want to play with my littlesissy boy for a few minutes.�
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Shawn experienced a familiar feeling of helpless-ness as, with a broad smile, Denise sat on the bednext to him and playfully inserted her hand into thelow-cut bodice of his nightie One arm encircled hisshoulders as her hand began to tease the pink tip ofhis right breast. He could not suppress a sigh of plea-sure as she gently pulled and twisted his sensitivenipple.
�My breasts have become so sensitive�, he whis-pered to the aggressive young woman.
�Yes. I know,� she whispered back. �And I just loveto play with them. Just think, Shawn, how it wouldfeel to have nice large round breasts. So firm andbouncy. They would feel so nice in your pretty bras-siere, jiggling against the crisp lace as you traipsealong in your sexy high heels.�
She continued to manipulate his breasts as surelyas her words manipulated his thoughts.
�And think how much nicer your pretty clotheswould fit,� she whispered. �You�d drive the guys wild.Especially Mike. I heard he�s a chest man all theway.�
�Mmmm, Oh Ms. Denise, what are you doing tommmmm...�
`Oh why do I lose my voice at times like this?� All hecould do wasmew softly under her dizzying embrace.
After several minutes she stopped. Smilingbroadly at the shivering boy, she released his hands.Still holding the yellow ribbon she twirled gaily aboutletting the ribbon wrap around behind her.
Shawn sat in silence. His sensitive breasts achingfor the return of her caresses. As she turned, herknowing smile did not escape Shawn�s notice.
�Hurry now and get dressed Sweetie,� she chided.�We must be at Ms Jacqueline�s in 30 minutes. And Iwant you looking your prettiest. She�s just going tolove your pierced ears.�
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Shawn, happy to have the use of his hands,headed for the bathroom. As he began to close thedoor, Denise stopped him.
�No, sugar. Leave the door open. I want to talk toyou while you dress. Besides, I�m sure you don�tmind since it�s just us girls,� she teased with a wink.
He did mind. But he didn�t verbally object. Heknew by now not to argue with his dominating youngclassmate.
�Oh, and by the way Shawn, from now on you�ll sitto go potty, do you understand?� She giggled over theidea knowing that she was denying him one moremasculine freedom.
He hesitated only a moment before the customary,�Yes Ma�am.�
She watched with glee as he lifted the hem of thenightie to his waist, lowered the pretty matchingpanties, and sat on the toilet.
�That�s good, Shawn. The sooner you get into thehabit of sitting down, the sooner we�ll be assured thatyou won�t make any embarrassing mistakes in pub-lic. And you�ll have to admit, it is much more lady-like,� she added noticing a soft touch to his crim-soned cheek. She looked so strong standing beforehim in her tight blue jeans and cowboy shirt. He feltthe stiff denim on his cheek as she held his headgently to her tummy.
Helping him out of the nightie, she insisted a nicewarm shower would refresh him.
�Especially after the late hours you�ve been keep-ing.�
Memories flooded back to him as he stepped dain-tily into the steamy spray.
�I think you�ve made quite an impression on Mike,�Denise said, trying to talk over the noisy water. �Justwait until we tell Ms Jacqueline about your new boy-friend. She�s going to be so happy for you!�
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Shawn felt much better after the warm showerwhile Denise dried him with a huge fluffy towel as shedescribed his outfit for the day.
�You�re going to be a pretty cowgirl today, Shawn.We�re going to put you into oodles of pretty petticoatsso that your skirts will flare nicely. Now slip into yournylons and I�ll lay out your things.�
Handing him the nylons and garter belt, she gavehim a firm pat on his soft white bottom. Realizing itwas useless to object, Shawn proceeded to do as di-rected. As he smoothed the sheer nylons up his softhairless legs he could not help but become hard. Hefelt so feminine turning to fasten the garters. `Sostrange. Why do I find these things so exciting?�
Denise interrupted his thoughts.
�Here�s your first petticoat, Shawn. It actually is ahalf slip. It�s made of pretty powder blue satin. You�llnotice it is very slim with a taper sharply inward fromthe hips along the legs to the knees. That is why theycall it pencil styled. It�s usually worn under similartight skirts and when wearing it a woman is forced totake small mincing steps and her pretty derriere is anabsolute delight for male eyes as she wiggles by. Thatwill help you feel much more feminine, don�t youthink?�
�Oh, Ms Denise..,� he began to protest as he ob-served the restrictive but beautiful half slip. But be-fore he could finish Denise was already working theshimmering garment up his nyloned thighs. Thetight double layered slipper satin felt so cool on hisnaked bottom. Looking down, Shawn was terriblyconcerned that the hem of the slip was so tight it ef-fectively bound his legs together at the knees!
�But Ms. Denise, what about my pant...�
Once again he could not finish as her cool handslipped beneath the waistband of his slip, taking afirm grip on his turgid member. She pushed it downrather roughly so that the tip was held pointingdownward by the tight, unyielding slippery smooth
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inner satin of the slip as she firmly zipped it closealong the left hip line to his waist.
�How sweet, Shawn. I�m pleased that you�re con-cerned with your modesty. But you won�t need pant-ies with this outfit. Or your girdle,� she added with adisarming smile. �Your petticoats will be more thansufficient to maintain your feminine form. Besides, Iwant you to feel just a little bit vulnerable today.�
After he slipped into the matching brassiere andchemise Denise presented him with three multi-lay-ered petticoats. They were of stiff nylon and taffeta.His satin underslip was so tight that he had to sit onthe bed and lift both of his feet as, one by one, Deniseslipped the pretty petticoats over his slim nylonedankles. Standing once again, he allowed her to pullthe waistbands up to his waist. He was astounded.they weighed practically nothing, yet they floated outfrom his waist almost parallel to the floor. Lookingdown, there was no way he could see his feet.
�So pretty, Shawn. You look like a darling ballerinain her tutu!� exclaimed his delighted roommate. �Nowinto your pretty high heels and then we�ll slip on yourdress.�
He felt so tipsy as he tried to steady himself in thefour inch heels. They also were of shiny blue satin. Itfelt so strange looking down to see nothing but lacytaffeta petticoats floating all about his waist.
The dress nearly took his breath away. He hadnever seen anything so feminine. After unbuttoningthe back, Denise slipped it over his head and beganadjusting the voluminous skirts over his flaring petti-coats.
The bodice was soft sheer chiffon with lace drip-ping from the collar, cuffs, and down the front. Thematerial was so thin that the pretty blue lace of hischemise and bra were clearly visible. The flowingwhite skirt flaunted oodles of lace which matched thetop of the dress. All around the hem were little pow-der blue satin bows which matched his underslipand high heels. As Denise proudly kissed him on his
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forehead he felt like a fragile doll. An item on display,to be admired and fondled.
Denise, looking into his eyes, realized the feelingshe was experiencing.
�Why if you ain�t somethin�, Missy,� she teased in adeep throated western drawl. �You�d jes� be enough tostraighten out any ol� Texas cowpoke!�
Shawn lowered his eyelids in a feminine blush ashe smiled at his beaming roommate. It was not untilshe led him towards the vanity that he realized howseverely his stride was limited by the skin tight satinunderslip and the matching four inch heels.
Denise roared with laughter as he sat down at thevanity.
He had smoothed his skirts under him quite natu-rally as he had been taught. But the skirts and petti-coats were so full that they came up under his chintotally exposing his tight half slip from the waistdown!
�Oh Shawn! You look so silly!� she bellowed. �Here,stand up and I�ll show you how to manage yourskirts. When you sit down in this type of dress youmust spread your skirts out so they form a circlearound you.�
He did as directed, feeling quite vulnerable. He feltthe cool satin of the tight slip press against his softnude bottom as he sat.
�Much better!� exclaimed Denise, �Now you looklike a delicate flower with your pretty skirts flowingaround you.�
She stood behind him, hands resting on his shoul-ders as he deftly applied his make-up. In a momentShawn stood up to look at himself in the door mirrorto see that he indeed looked like a pretty powder blueand white lace ruffled square dance dolly in her lovelyfloating petticoats, only instead of dainty rumba ruf-fled pettipants she wore a lovely blue satin half slipthat looked a bit like the bulbous base of a beautiful
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flower (called ironically enough its receptacle) withthe floating petticoats serving as the flower�s petals.
Shawn wondered about the tight half slip reflectedin the mirror while an amused Denise looked on. Itwas clear that the floating petticoats were designed toreveal the slip as if it were in fact a lovely under skirt.Then he remembered Denise�s words about how apencil skirt made a woman in heels mince (`What aword,� he thought with shame.) about with a prettywiggling rear. `Oh, how awful!�
�We must go, dearest,� Ms Denise insisted break-ing into his fears as she took him by the hand andgave him a little powder blue satin clutch. In practi-cally no time they were on their way.
Shawn felt so helpless trying to keep up withDenise. In his skirts and heels he was forced to taketwo mincing steps for each of her strides. His volumi-nous skirts and petticoats swirled madly about tobounce up and down like a dancer�s tutu revealingeverything from poor Shawn�s waist down despite hisefforts to hold at least the front of the skirts downwith his free hand with feminine modesty while hisother hand held on to his little powder blue satinclutch, much to the delight of his pretty classmate.
�You look so sweet and feminine, Shawn. I justwant to take you in my arms and squeeze you topieces!� she laughed with a grin as she took his freehand to give it a tight squeeze just as the morningwinds all but lifted his skirts high above his waist!

***
Ms Jacqueline was amazed at how much Shawnhad changed in only one week. She literally bubbledover with compliments on his appearance. She alsopraised Denise lavishly for her role in the transfor-mation. Shawn, blushingly accepted the torrent ofpraise and reveled in the excitement. The happy triohad so much to talk about. They were soon settled in

Page - 91

RELUCTANT PRESS



the comfortable living room, chatting away like mag-pies.
Shawn had floated gracefully to the floor at MsJacque-line�s feet. His billowing skirts were spread ina pretty circle all around him. He rested his handsdemurely in his lap as he listened to the chatter ofthese two marvelous women. Ms Jacqueline uncon-sciously toyed with his pretty hair ribbon as shetalked.
�I just can�t believe the changes in our littleShawn� she exclaimed. �Why it�s as if she has blos-somed overnight!�
Shawn blushed in silence at Ms Jacqueline�s useof the feminine pronoun.
�Yes,� Denise beamed proudly, �and wait til shetells you about her new boyfriend. He�s a real Hunk!Right Shawn?�
Shawn�s cheeks reddened even more as he shylylowered his eyes. It seemed only natural for Denise tocontinue referring to him in the feminine gender. Hishands reached nervously to finger one of the tinysatin bows at the hem of his pretty dress.
Ms Jacqueline placed her hand under his chin andlifted it to where he was forced to look into her lovelysmiling face.
�How sweet, Shawn. I�m so happy for you. I want tohear all about it! How did you meet him? What�s hisname? Is he cute?�
Shawn felt so funny thinking if he should dare de-scribe another guy as being cute. That�s the sort ofthing a girl would say. And yet he began to feel asthough he were one of the girls, despite the turgidpresence beneath his tight satin petticoat. Unable toavoid Ms. Jacqueline�s questioning eyes, his mindrushed to find a response.
�Oh, Ms Jacqueline, he�s ummm... he�s rather nicelooking. And very strong. His name is Mike. We met
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one day after school when he insisted on carrying mybooks for me.�
�How sweet Shawn! Do you really like him?�
Ms Jacqueline knew the impact her questionswere having on the pretty boy. She wanted him toovercome his embarrassment and accept the femi-nine feelings of joy at having a boyfriend. Shawn un-derstood her motives. He realized this was yet an-other step along the path she had chosen for him.
�Well,� he hesitated, �it�s just that, er... I�m just notsure that it�s the right thing for me...�
Ms Jacqueline sensed his feelings. With a playfultug at his dangling earring she interrupted.
�Shawn, you make such a very pretty girl. You�vereally come a long way in the past fewmonths. I thinkmaybe it�s time for you to get some actual work expe-rience. Would you like that?�
Shawn felt so strange. Still searching for words toexplain his feelings about Mike, he was confused thatMs Jacqueline had so abruptly changed the topic ofconversation.
Before he could answer, she continued.
�I have a nice surprise for you this afternoon, mylittle Shawn. I think your going to really like it! Runalong now and fix us a cool pitcher of iced tea. MsDenise and I have a few things to discuss.�
Shawn had much difficulty rising to his feet. Thetight petticoat combined with his high heels almostcaused him to fall flat on his face. Both of the ladiessmiled at his feminine awkwardness. Shawn felttheir eyes on him as he quickly headed for thekitchen, his voluminous skirts swirling about histhighs and hips.
Consciously, he let his hips sway just a tad morethan was really necessary.
How feminine he felt as he entered the kitchen. Heautomatically reached for the pretty apron. He
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slipped it over his head and reached behind him to tiethe lacy streamers into a fluffy bow. How pretty hethought to himself as he spread the hem delicatelyover the flouncy skirts of his dress.
He loved the feminine feelings he was experiencingas busied himself with the tasks at hand.

�...and I�m afraid our sweet little Shawn has devel-oped quite a crush on her handsome Mike. Youshould have seen the disappointed look in her eyeswhen finally I insisted that the two of them separatelast night.�
Shawn overheard their laughing conversation ashe reentered the living room with serving tray inhand.
�I was just telling Ms Jacqueline about your datewith Mike, Shawn. You looked so sweet in your littlesatin skirt and blouse. And it seemed that poor Mikejust couldn�t keep his hands off of you!�
Memories flooded back to him as he carefullyserved the cool drinks. He was thankful for themake-up as he felt a warm glow rise to his face.
�Oh Shawn! I�m happy to see you rememberedyour apron. Come here and let me have a closer lookat you.� beamed Ms Jacqueline. Setting aside herglass, she used both hands to fluff out his volumi-nous skirts. In a trice she had lifted the many petti-coats and was smoothing the sleek satin of his re-strictive under slip.
�And so I see why you take such tiny steps!� de-clared Ms Jacqueline. �What a good idea, Denise. Sheappears so fluffy and feminine on the surface, yet sheis still constantly reminded of her femininity throughsubmitting to the control of her lovely petticoat.�
Showing mock surprise as she gently stroked thevertical ridge between his tightly bound thighs, sheasked Denise what happened to her panty girdle.
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�Oh, I have one right here in her overnight bag, MsJacqueline. I just thought Shawn should experiencethe vulnerable feeling of being without it for a fewhours. I think she�s actually grown quite fond of itlately. And I know she appreciates a good strong gir-dle under the thin slacks and pant suits she�s beenwearing this week. Especially going on a date!� Shesmiled, mischievously.
Ms Jacqueline spoke casually as one by one she al-lowed Shawn�s pretty petticoats to fall softly over therestrictive satin underslip.
�Shawn, I understand you are excelling in all ofyour classes. That makes me very proud of you. Yoursister, Janet called me last week. It seems her per-sonal secretary is simply overloaded with work. I toldher how well you were doing and suggested that per-haps it was time for you to get a little real work expe-rience.�
Shawn, unsure of himself, did not know how to re-act. He gracefully floated to his position at Ms Jac-queline�s feet as she continued.
�Well needless to say, Janet was very excited aboutthe idea and decided to fly out this weekend. She�ll bearriving on the evening flight. If all goes well you willbe returning with her to California for a while. You�llstart as an assistant to her personal secretary, Shir-ley. I�ve already made arrangements with all of yourinstructors. They have agreed to give you work expe-rience credit depending on your performance.�
Shawn was shocked!
�But Ms. Jacqueline... what about you.. a.. and MsDenise. This is all so sudden! She can�t see me likethis!� he cried, spreading his arms over his volumi-nous skirts.
�Well, Shawn, I did tell her to expect a few changesin your dress and personality. However, I guess yourright, Janet would find it very difficult to believe thatyou are the scraggly little boy she sent away to secre-tarial school. Perhaps we can do something with your
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appearance before she arrives,� Ms Jacqueline ob-served, smiled warmly down upon his terrified faceas she checked her watch. Just then the door bellrang. �My he is punctual, Denise. Would you showour guest in, dearest Shawn.�
Shawn managed to arise with easier grace thistime before he minced to the doorway to open it re-vealing Mike�s happy rugged face.
�Hi, I see you are ready for the afternoon barndance,� he announced showing off his cowboy outfitas his eyes studied his stunned date�s pretty squaredance costume. �Wow!�
�She�s all yours, Mike,� Ms Jacqueline laughedhanding poor Shawn his little powder blue satinclutch as Ms Denise helped to remove the fluffyapron and half pushed the couple out of the door.�Have a nice time kids. And be sure that you have herback home by supper time, remember she is flyingback to California tomorrow morning.�
Poor helpless Shawn wanted to run away, butMike�s strong hand held unto Shawn�s little handwith masculine possessiveness escorting his date tohis car where he actually helped to adjust the frontseat belt about her lovely form and Shawn�s poorheart began to beat wildly in fears as her hands ar-ranged her voluminous petticoats about her tight un-derskirt for protection knowing now why Ms Denishad required it!
Then poor Shawn also realized that if she was tosquare dance, she would need to fold the all too tightsheathe skirt to well above her knees to allow her legsthe freedom of movement that the whirling vigorousdances required. And she had no panties on, or theprotective girdle. No wonder, they teased her aboutnot wearing the girdle!
She would have to be very careful. Then shethought of Mike�s groping hands!
Shawn not only felt as vulnerable as a girl, shewas!
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Ms Denise opened the front door to see lovelyShawn enwrapped in Mike�s powerful arms for a goodnight kiss. With amused interest she noted thatShawn�s tight little skirt was now carelessly at midthigh causing her to think of the classic ending linefrom Some Like It Hot when `Jerry� (Jack Lemon) pro-tests that he can�t marry `Osgood� (Joe E. Brown) be-cause, �I�m a man!� �Well�-Nobody�s perfect,�Osgood obliviously replied in matter of fact tones.
Apparently Mike held the same sentiments asOsgood!
�Good evening, children,� Ms Jacqueline observedcausing the embarrassed couple to part while Mikeadjusted his tie and poor Shawn blushed and ner-vously straightened the tight satin under slip whilelooking all too guiltily at the two amused women. �Isee that you have brought her home all safe andsound, Mike. It is so nice to know that there still areyoung gentlemen. Perhaps when she returns toschool you may date Shawn again. But, for now, wedo expect her sister to arrive from California andShawn must change to meet her.�
�Yes, ma�am,� he managed to say as he quickly leftShawn and returned to his car to drive away...
�What a pity,� Ms Jacqueline almost sighed as shelooked lovingly down to the feminine creature beforeher knowing how unhappy poor Shawnmust be to beparted from young love so quickly. �Very well then,dearest, you must change so that we can meet yoursister at the airport. Come along with me.�
�You too, Ms Denise,� she directed.
In Ms Jacqueline�s large bedroom, Shawn tried notto show his disappointment as the two women beganto remove the beautiful dress.
He felt Ms Denise�s cool hands on his bottom asshe reached beneath his voluminous skirts to unzipthe restrictive satin under slip.
Ms. Jacqueline directed him to raise his arms asshe reached behind him to unfasten the many but-
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tons down the back of the dress. As she did so, herfirm breasts pressed softly into his own. Her breastsplayed a beautiful tune on his very sensitive nipples.
Shawn let a soft moan escape his lips as beneathhis skirts he felt Ms Denise taking liberties with hisperson as Mike had earlier!
After more time than was really necessary Ms Jac-queline stepped back from the trembling young man,taking the top portion of the dress from his shoul-ders.
�Such pretty lingerie!� she complimented.
Stepping out of his skirts, Shawn suddenly feltcompletely naked even though he was still wearingheels, nylons, and the lacy bra and chemise.
Both of the ladies suppressed a feminine giggle ashis turgid member bounced into view, framed aboveand below by his lingerie and nylons.
Shawn tried to cover himself but Denise, stillstanding behind him, took both his hands in hers. Hefelt the rough blue denim of her jeans as her firmtummy pressed against his bare bottom.
Ms Jacqueline gently lifted his chin, bringing hiseyes to meet her own. With a deliberate slowness shelowered her lips to his. Her lips were soft and moist.`So unlike Mike�s strong possessiveness.� But herwarm searching tongue was no less insistent as itpenetrated his own soft lips.
Denise slowly undulated her tummy, forcing histurgid member deep into the soft folds of Ms Jacque-line�s voluminous skirts.
He felt so weak and helpless sandwiched betweenthe two beautiful women. They both fully dressedwhile he was virtually naked. Their little sex object...
Ms Jacqueline let her hands roam freely.
Shawn heard Ms Denise moan softly in his ear ashe felt Ms Jacqueline�s hand squeeze between the veeof her jeans and his own nude bottom. The back of
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her hand gave Ms Denise pleasure as her fingersteased his sensitive rear opening. The embrace lin-gered for several minutes as Ms Jacqueline�s tonguecontinued to explore his mouth in a long wet kiss. MsDenise, after placing Shawn�s arms around Ms Jac-queline�s neck in a feminine embrace, allowed herown hands to squeeze between the two sets of tenderbreasts. Her fingers manipulated Shawn�s nippleswhile the backs of her hands massaged Ms Jacque-line�s large soft breasts. Shawn felt Ms. Jacqueline�sthighs close over his firm member through the softfolds of her skirts. At the back of his throat he felt thevibrations of Ms Jacqueline�s low soft moan.
From behind, Denise explored his ear with herwarm moist tongue. Her white teeth nibbled just be-low his long dangling ear ring. Shawn melted as MsJacqueline�s fingers, first one, and then two pene-trated his bottom causing Shawn to rememberMike�s more vigorous thrusts!
Denise, feeling his knees give way, whispered intohis ear. �Shawn, I�m so glad you�re such a pretty,happy Sissy. Just think how delighted your sisterwill be when she learns how well we have trainedyou.�
As she spoke, her pelvic motion slowly but firmlydrove Ms Jacqueline�s fingers to the hilt, and thelovely one submitted as Shawn had to Mike�s needs...
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