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6: Girl Ganged

I knelt there on the street still taking in the enormity of my situation.

I was under a street light near a stop sign in a neighborhood that was close to being a demilitarized zone. I was wearing female workout clothes, but there was no way that anyone would think that I was really a woman. I wasn't wearing any padding in my sports bra. My makeup had been washed off in a back alley by a stream of hooker piss. The swim cap that had been hiding my male haircut had been ripped off. It was now in Emily's car being driven away, leaving me helpless. Exposed.

And alone.

I could taste latex, dirt, and the the remnants of the whore's pussy juice in my mouth. Gretchen had been sure to stuff a used condom she found on the alley floor into my mouth. She told me it was from one of her customers from earlier in the night, but I only had her word for it.

I was wearing two identical condoms as earrings. I could feel them flop and dangle against my neck. There was such a small thin layer of latex between me and the spunk of three complete strangers.

Just a slight bit of pressure and I would be exposed to slime that even a street walker like Gretchen wouldn't have in or on her.

Emily's car drove off. It turned the corner and left my line of sight completely. I started to go after it, but I was still on my knees and it was stupid anyway. Emily hadn't unlocked the door for me before she drove off; it wasn't like she was going to have a change of heart just because I did a little jogging.

I rose to my feet, using the stop sign for support. My face was dry and sticky from where Gretchen pissed into my mouth. The top of my leotard was wet and clammy. The only good thing about this outfit was that it came with comfortable shoes. The thought that I might be stuck in this hell hole hobbling around on spike heels was one of the few things that I could think of that would make this situation even worse.

I looked around. I was in the center of an island of light in the darkness. I could see several more islands as my eyes wandered up and down the street. This place was better lit than I thought it would be. Maybe this wasn't such a bad neighborhood after all.

I was alone. At least as far as I could see. I tried to convince myself that it was a good thing. At least there weren't any other hookers or johns out there. I didn't want anyone seeing me, but it would be somehow worse if it was one of them. Being lower than someone that low.

Dressed like I was, would they think I was another whore walking the streets for money? Or just some crazy crossdresser out for a good time. Or both.

What if a cop showed up?

I didn't want to be taken to jail. Just the thought of being put in a cage full of angry, mostly drunk, men, made me shiver in my tights. I'd come too damn close to being raped already this evening and I didn't want to find out what I'd missed out on.

It was starting to get cold. I wrapped my arms around my chest and placed my hands under my armpits. That helped, but it didn't do anything for my legs. I was used to pants. The feel of the wind on my barely covered legs was strange.

I crouched down, drawing my legs closer to my core. It probably looked stupid, but it was the only way that I could think of to warm myself up a little and still be where Emily told me to be when she came back. She'd made it very clear that if I wandered off I'd be left to my own devices.

And seeing where those had lead me up to this point made reluctant to leave the light.

The first car drove by about five minutes later. A white middle aged man with a comb over drove by me very slowly. I could see his eyes scrutinizing me. Sizing me up. He made the same excruciatingly slow drive by again a few minutes later before stopping in front of me and rolling his window down.

“How much?” He asked.

“Aa'm noht selling.” I said, hoping that he understood me with the condom in my mouth.

“Faggot!” He yelled at me and drove off.

I'd just been solicited. Someone drove by me and decided that I was a hooker. A boy hooker since there was no way that anyone could actually mistake me for a girl.

The driver of the second car was younger. Better looking. Not that that mattered to me. He got angrier when I turned him down and threw a mostly full can of beer at me. I tried to duck out of the way, but I ended up getting doused with beer.

At least he didn't get out of his car and try to beat me up. At least the beer helped cover up the stench of Gretchen's piss.

The third car stopped without needing to drive by a second time. Unlike the others, this one had three people inside. They were all young women and they were all getting out of the car.

I stood up. I was at a big enough disadvantage as it was; I didn't need to face this women on my knees.

“Looky, looky what we have here, girls.” A dirty blonde with long hair and butch fashion sense said as she walked around me.

“What is it?” The black girl asked.

“Scared.” Said the brunette. “He is scared shitless.”

I was.

“Whatever he is, his manners suck.” The blonde said. “Hasn't even introduced himself yet.”

“That's the cue for you to introduce yourself, tampon breath.” The brunette said.

“Hewwo.” The condom was making it impossible to speak clearly. Ah'm Awwie.”

“Hewwo yourself, Awwie.” The black girl said.

“My friends and I were just driving by and we saw you here. And I thought. Shit. Anyone with the balls to go out looking like that deserves a good time.” Said the blonde. “We're the good time, sugar tits.”

“Looks like he's already got a head start.” Said the brunette, leaning down and smelling the beer that the last john had thrown on me.

She was taller than me. They were all taller than me.

“Just you wait until we get you back to our place.” Said the black girl.

“That's an idea.” Said the blonde. “How'd you like to party with us tonight, Awwie?”

“Ahh cahn't.” I said.

The three women were now pacing around me in different directions and at different speeds. I felt like a castaway surrounded by sharks while his lifeboat was taking on water.

“Why not, pencil dick?” The brunette asked from behind me.

“Ah hab to sthay here or mhy ride whon't d'see me.”

“Oh well, I guess we can't expect him to miss his ride.” The black girl said. “Or maybe he just doesn't like girls. That leotard is tight and I'm not seeing any bulge of appreciation at the sight of three hot ladies.”

“If I didn't know any better I'd say he traded in his cock for a camel toe.” The brunette said. “Either way I bet he could get plenty of rides in that get up.”

She slapped my ass. Hard. I jumped forward and let out a small yelp. The three girls laughed at my reaction to the seemingly light hit. They didn't know about the whipping I'd received or the spanking that followed it an hour later. My ass had been so abused that just sitting on the upholstered seat of Emily's car had been enough to rub my poor butt raw.

The three women didn't know anything about any of that. They only saw a sissy in a leotard jump when her butt got slapped.

“JESUS FUCKIN' CHRIST!” The black girl exclaimed. “Look at his earrings!”

I felt the brunette reach around from behind and fondle the condoms dangling from my ears.

“I can see why he doesn't want to party with us, girls.” The brunette said. “We lack the equipment that he looks for in a date.”

“It looks like he's missing a couple things himself.” The blonde said.

I thought she was talking about my smooth crotch. I wondered if they could tell I was wearing Cecilia's pussy pants. Then the blondes hands reached up to my chest and grabbed my nipples through the beer soaked top and sports bra.

“I bet the boys would stop and play with you if you had a little more tit to get their attention.” The blonde said, twisting my nipples until I winched.

I had to be careful and not bite down on the condom I had in my mouth.

“Maybe we could help him with that.” The black girl said. “Be his plastic surgeons.”

“And Good Samaritans.”

“We'd be the Good Plastic Samaritans.” The brunette said. “Giving tits to the pathetic.”

“I don't think we have anything that could pass as boobs.” The blonde said. “Not with us. Maybe back at my place.”

“You don't even have anything to fill your bra, in your bra.” The brunette said to the blonde.

“Fuck you.”

“We could take a dump in his bra.” The black girl said. “If we gave two shits.”

“He looks like the sort of bitch who thinks with her tits.” The brunette said. “And he looks like he has shit for brains. But I think we have something else that will be perfect.”

“What?” asked the blonde.

“In the trunk.”

“How are you going to make that work?” The black girl asked. “It'll get all over the place.”

“I'm taking a good hard look at Awwie here.” The brunette said. “He doesn't have any problem getting messy.”

All three girls seemed to like that idea. I tried to back away from them while the blonde went to the trunk to get whatever it was that they were going to fill my bra cups with, but the brunette remained behind me and kept me from moving. She wasn't that much taller than me, but I felt like she was a giantess towering above me.

The blonde girl and her black friend walked up to me carrying a large paper bag. They plopped it down in front of me.

“On your knees, bitch.” The brunette said, pushing me down to the ground.

“I bet you hear that a lot, looking like that, sweetheart.” The blonde said.

“Time to get busted.” The black girl said.

She reached into the paper bag and pulled out a large tupperware container. She popped it open, dipped her hand inside, and pulled out a handful of cooked spaghetti. The blonde pulled my leotard and sports bra forward while the other girl stuffed the cold pasta into my cups.

I looked down as my bust grew and grew as more and more of the damp pasta was pushed down my front. She stuffed my cups full and kept on stuffing until it became impossible for the bra to contain any more. I hadn't gotten a look at my cup size. I was guessing it was a “B,” but it was now pushed out to a “C.”

“Those are some pretty titties, girl.” The blonde said.

“I don't know.” The black girl said. “He's still missing something if you ask me.”

“I totally agree.” The brunette said.

“How about this.” The blonde said.

The blonde picked up another container and took out a meatball. She held it up between two fingers. The brunette reached over my head. I caught a glimpse of a switchblade flick open just before the brunette cut it evenly in two.

“Every titty needs a big fat nipple.” The blonde said, popping each half down the front of my shirt. She spent a few seconds adjusting them. Making them line up with where the nipples would be if they were real breasts.

“I like 'em.”

“More important, the boys are just going to shoot their loads all over them.”

“If little miss physical fitness here's lucky they will.”

“It doesn't look like she's packing much down below.” The blonde said. “The kind of guy who wants a girl like him might like a little something down there.”

“You mean to bounce up and down when they're fucking his candy ass?” The black girl asked.

“Exactly.”

“Well I think we have something to help with that too.”

The blonde grabbed a couple more meatballs and rummaged around through the bag until she found what she was looking for.

An Italian sausage.

The black girl pulled the crotch of the leotard to the side and somehow maneuvered the tights down and out of the way.

“Shit!” She exclaimed. “He ain't got no dick either.”

“What?”

“No balls either. Just this smooth piece of metal running between his legs and up around his ...” The black girl was reaching around my crotch. She'd gotten to my bare ass and found something that I'd hoped she wouldn't.

“He's wearin' a fucking tampon!”

“That is twisted.” Said the blonde.

“And so sad.” Added the brunette. “All dressed up for Friday night and he's on the rag.”

“Better give him a dick fast. He might just end up pregnant.”

The black girl carefully placed the sausage and meatballs on my crotch. Arranging them into a rough approximation of a real cock and balls. As real as I was going to have for maybe a very long time. When she was done she let the tights go and let the tight leotard snap back into position.

The two girls in front of me backed away to get a better look at their creation. They took out their phones and began to document this next stage in my humiliation.

“Stand up, tampon boy.” The brunette ordered.

I rose to my feet. I could feel the alien weight in the front of my leotard bounce as I stood up. I had tits. Obviously fake ones, but that fit; I was an obviously fake woman.

The black girl walked over to me, flipped her phone around, and showed me the pictures she'd taken of my shame.

I hated what I saw.

There are men who look great dressed up as women. They can be very convincing. Beautiful. They can walk though Grand Central Station and have thousands of people look at them and think that they really do have a vagina and breasts under their skirts and blouses.

I didn't look like that. I looked more like some schmuck who was pledging a frat that really didn't want them to get in. There was nothing about my feminine appearance that was passable. Everything about the way I was dressed was a mockery of womanhood. A slam on my own dwindling masculinity.

But there was something that I saw in those images that chilled me. I saw the possibility that I could pass if I tried. Or was forced to. My features weren't as manly as I'd always imagined. A little makeup, something to cover my Adam's apple, a little longer hair, and I could be one of those men who look more female than real females.

But for right now I was horribly in-between. From my unisex yet feminine sneakers, to my hairless tights encased legs, to the leotard that barely contained my spaghetti tits. My sausage cock and meatball testicles molded themselves obscenely to my flattened crotch. A mock masculinity matched by my equally fake and obscene meatball nipples. And the last bits of my makeup that hadn't quite washed off when Gretchen pissed on me.

“There's something missing.” Said the brunette. “I just can't put my finger on it.”

“We don't have no wig.” Said the blonde.

“And we'd need to wash his face if we were going to put makeup on him.” Said the black girl. “I know I don't want any of my stuff touching that pissy face of his.”

“No. I'm thinking of something else.” Said the brunette. She snapped her fingers in a move so smooth it had to be rehearsed. “That's it. We need to let people know she's riding the cotton pony. Can't have some poor dude drive by and think he's gonna get some sweet boy pussy only to find out that Awwie here is on the rag.”

“So what are you thinkin' of doing? Putting up a sign?”

“No.” Said the brunette. “Just the natural conclusion of what we've already started.”

She instructed the black girl to pull back the leotard and tights again while she grabbed something else from her bag. I had a feeling that I knew what was coming. She took out a container and stepped over to where I was standing. She popped the lid on the container and I saw what was inside.

Marinara sauce.

She looked me in the eye as she brought the container of red sauce between my legs and poured the entire contents over my crotch and down my legs. The girls laughed at me as the black girl adjusted my tights and leotard back over the red mess.

The effect was unmistakable. It looked like I had pissed blood. Thick lines of it ran from the crotch of my leotard, down the yellow tights that I wore, and puddled around my feminine sneakers.

I started to cry. I don't remember falling to my knees, but by the time I started to get control of my emotions again I was kneeling in the street while the three laughing women loomed over me.

I looked up to see Emily and Gretchen step through the line of my abusers.

“Isn't this just cute.” Emily said.

She looked so gorgeous, so refined in her maroon dress. I thought about how this night should have ended. With us having a good meal at an expensive restaurant. Me taking her back to my place and getting her out of that dress. Peeling her out of the new lingerie that she was no doubt wearing under her frock. Then pumping my cock into every orifice of her body until we both collapsed.

Instead I was kneeling in the street. Just a defeated sissy in the power of real women.

“Thank for doing this for me.” Gretchen said to my tormentors. “I hope he wasn't any trouble.”

“This pussy?” The brunette said.

They knew Gretchen? She'd gotten them to do this to me? I didn't know whether to be pissed or happy. Things were happening too fast for my confused brain to keep up with anymore.

“We'll take him from here.” Emily said, taking charge of the situation. Like I couldn't. “Thanks again.”

The three women got in their car and drove off leaving me alone with my girlfriend and the street walker she'd used to force the truth out of me. I turned my face to the ground. I couldn't look at her. She'd already seen me beaten and humbled. First at the gym. Then by Gretchen. Now she was seeing me like this. Even more of a feminine caricature. I could only imagine what she thought of me.

“Show me your condoms.” Emily said.

Her voice was hard and angry. Even after all that had been done to me she still hated me so much. I lifted my face towards hers and opened my mouth. The condom that Gretchen had placed there was clearly visible. As were the two that dangled from my ears like cheap jewelry. Emily had made it clear that they were my ticket back in her car.

“Follow me.” Emily ordered.

I started to get to my feet, but she stopped me.

“NO!” Emily barked at me. “Crawl!”

I crawled after them. My eyes staring forward at their asses swaying in synch. Emily's in her designer dress. Gretchen in her cheap thong. I watched as they made their way to the SUV. I expected them to bring me to the passenger door. Emily had made it clear that I wasn't going to be driving any time soon. But was surprised when they went straight to the back and opened up the rear door.

Emily took out blankets and laid them out over the floor and around the side of the back of the rear seat. She was preparing it for me. Treating me like a dog. Forcing me to ride like an animal in a car that I'd helped pay for.

“Up you go, bitch.” Emily said, patting the blanket.

I hesitated.

“Fine. You don't want to come with us. We can leave you here. I'm sure you'll find plenty of really good friends to screw over.”
Emily slammed the door down and started walking around to the driver's side.

“No!” I called after her, crawling to keep her in sight. “I'm sorry. I'll ride in the back. I'll do anything you ask me to.”

“I don't know, Em.” Gretchen said. “I don't think he really means it. I'd make him beg if I were you.”

“He does have a bit of a sincerity deficit going on.” Emily said. “Allie. You said you'd do anything I asked you?”

“Yes. Anything.” I was so desperate.

“I want you to beg Gretchen to lick her ass.”

The words hung their like a death sentence. Emily was almost my fiancee. How could she make me do something like that. Where would she even have gotten the idea for something that degrading and revolting. I hated licking pussy. The thought of putting my tongue on some strange woman's ass. A street whore's ass. Was absolutely disgusting.

“I told you he wasn't serious.” Gretchen said after a few seconds of silence.

Emily turned back to the car and was starting to get in.

I threw myself at Gretchen's feet.

“Please, please, please, Gretchen. May I please kiss your ass?” I begged, hating myself for what I was doing. And what I was about to do.

“Pretty please with sugar on it?” Gretchen asked.

“Pretty please with sugar on it.”

“And why do you want to lick my ass, Allie?”

Because it was the only way that Emily was going to let me into her car and bring me home, you stupid cow. But I was pretty sure that Gretchen wouldn't accept that answer.

“You have the most beautiful ass I have ever seen.” I said. The look on Gretchen's face told me that I'd need to really sell it. “I need to kiss it, Miss Gretchen. I need to bury my face in your perfect ass and put my tongue deep inside you. I am so low that that is the highest thing that I could possibly hope for in this world. To be your little ass kisser.”

The two women looked down at me for several seconds before either one of them spoke.

“I grant you permission.” Gretchen finally said in a mock royal voice.

She turned away from me. My face was level with her shapely ass. She pulled the thong away, giving me free access to her entire ass.

“Here in the street?” I asked.

“I'm not about to let you tongue another woman's ass in my car, Allie.” Emily said, smacking me in the back of my head.

Could I go through with this? This would be disgusting if this was someone I knew and could be trusted to be clean. For all I knew Gretchen was swimming with diseases. The very thought of putting my mouth there was nauseating. I woke up this morning expecting a blow job from my subordinate and a night of fucking from my girlfriend.

How did I end up here?

Gretchen's ass loomed in front of me. Larger than my face. In my face. I slowly leaned forward trying to psych myself into doing this. My lips brushed her cheek. I didn't know what to do so I planted a small kiss on her buttock. I knew she wanted more, but maybe she'd be ok with me starting there.

I kissed the same spot again. Gretchen pushed my head closer to her crack. I closed my eyes and tried not to think about where I was about to place my mouth. I felt my mouth land on her crack. I felt her cheeks part. She must have been using her hands to pull them apart, giving me better access.

The smell wasn't as bad as I'd expected. It was an odd fetid funk. Sweaty. Body odory. Certainly not pleasant, but I'd smelled worse. Not that I'd kissed worse.

“A kiss on the crack is nice, but I want to feel tongue up my bung, bitch boy.” Gretchen boomed from on high.

I snaked my tongue forward into her tight hole. The taste was … every bit as bad as I'd expected the smell to be.

“I'd say that you were going where no man has gone before, but I'd be lying.” Gretchen said. “I've had three johns put their cocks exactly where your tongue is now.”

“Your mother would be so proud.” Emily said. “Look at me.”

I pulled my face out of Gretchen's ass and looked up at my girlfriend. She was pointing her phone at me. I'm sure she had a great angle of my tongue sliding out of Gretchen's asshole and my cheek now resting on her round butt.

“I don't know which tagline I like better.” Emily said. “'Dancing cheek to cheek,' or 'two huge asses.' What do you think, Gretchen?”

“Why not both.” Gretchen pulled her thong back into place.

“Thank the nice lady for letting you lick her ass, sissy.” Emily ordered.

“Thank you for letting me lick your ass.” I said.

I knew that Emily was recording every second of this new humiliation, but I was beyond caring. At least for tonight. Right now I just needed to go home and not have to deal with anymore domineering women and the feminine humiliations that they were heaping on me.

Emily opened the rear door of the car and I crawled into it like a dog, grateful that I was now shielded from the rest of the world. I curled up into a ball and stared up through the rear window. I heard Emily get in and the passenger door open and slam shut.

Was Gretchen coming with us? That didn't make any sense. She only got in the car to tell Emily about what I'd confessed to her. This whole sordid business of blackmail turned back on me. There was no other reason for her to be here.

The car started and I saw the street lamps start to roll by through the rear window. I heard the two women begin to speak to one another. It confirmed the fact that Gretchen was with us, but they were speaking too quietly for me to make out what they were saying. I could still hear the anger in Emily's tone though.

She knew everything now. The whole business with Cecilia. I'd been forcing her to fuck and suck almost as long as Emily and I had been dating. There were times when I'd fucked Emily in the evening with a dick that I hadn't washed clean from Cecilia in the afternoon.

She was pissed about being stood up and lied to, but that would have blown over. My cheating was going to cost me dearly.

Emily drove on and on. I thought I recognized some of the landmarks as we got closer to my house, but it was impossible to say for sure looking up out a window of a moving car at night.

Finally, the car stopped.

I sat up in the back and looked out. It was my drive way. My house. I might not have my keys, but that didn't matter. Emily could let me in. I'd get out of this ridiculous outfit. Throw out the Italian dinner on my chest and crotch. Get cleaned up. Report the theft of my car and other things dressed in jeans and a t-shirt instead of tights and a leotard.

Emily and Gretchen got out of the car and walked around the side. But instead of coming around the back to let me out, they walked up to the door to my house. I pulled at the door, but it must have been child locked. I couldn't open it. And the seat in back was too high for me to climb over. I was trapped there just like I was a real dog.

I watched in numb horror as Emily tried the key in the door. Satisfied that it worked she handed the key to Gretchen, gave her a hug, and strolled back to the SUV. I saw Gretchen walk into my house and close the door. Lights came on inside, but I couldn't see what the street walker was doing inside my house.

“What the fuck is going on?” I hissed at Emily as soon as she opened the door. “You're letting a whore have the key to my house?”

“I've spoken to Cecilia, Alan.” Emily's voice was cold. “And Kiara. And Joan. I've seen the video of you on your knees giving head to the cleaning girl. I've seen the pictures of you bent over your own desk getting whipped by your own belt. I've heard about ALL the things you did to poor Cecilia. As far as I'm concerned Gretchen is a saint in comparison to you.”

This was worse than I thought.

“I can explain.” I started, trying to come up with some spin that made this look better than it actually was.

“Don't. I've heard five women tell me their versions of what happened tonight. I sure as hell believe them over your cheating ass.” Emily said. “Let's face it, Allie; you're not as smart as you think you are. Did you even know that Cecilia, and the two women on the night shift planned this evening? Or did you think that they just a coincidence? We've all shared the pictures and videos of you slutting it up. We're building up quite a little library. Kiara loved the image of you pulling your tongue out of Gretchen's ass, by the way. She texted me five minutes ago.”

Emily began to drive off.

“I know I've screwed up, but you can't just put me out on the street.” I begged. “I'm still your boyfriend.”

“Who said anything about putting you out on the street you tithead. I'm bringing you back to my place. You'll stay with me where I can keep an eye on you. Gretchen's going to be staying at your place in the mean time. Her place is shit and you won't be using your house for a while.”

“She's a street whore.” I said. “What if she's a crack addict? What if she steals all my stuff? Or turns my place into a brothel?”

“I don't care.”

“What about my stuff? My clothes. I can't wear this leotard to the office. And I don't have a phone or wallet. And my car's been stolen.”

“I'll take care of everything.” Emily said. “Now shut up and let me drive.”

Normally I'd have kept on arguing, but there was something in Emily's voice that told me to back down. She had grown some backbone and I had lost my balls. We both knew who held all the cards and it sure as hell wasn't the man trapped in the back of this car like a dumb animal.

We drove for another half hour until we made it to Emily's house.

I heard her get out and the door slam shut. I looked up to see her walk past the back door that I was trapped behind and go inside. I debated about yelling for her, but didn't want to risk being discovered by her neighbors. I just sat there helplessly in a pile of filth.

I spat the condom out and wiped the inside of my mouth clean with the blanket. I carefully untied the condoms around my ears being sure to not spill any of their contents onto my body. I debated about taking the food out of my clothes, but didn't want to get Emily mad at me for messing up her car.

I waited half and hour before she made it back outside.

She'd changed into a pair of jeans and a cut off t-shirt. She looked good, but I knew it hadn't taken her that long just to change clothes. I wondered what she'd set up inside for me.

She opened the door and snapped her fingers at me like I was a dog she was ordering to get out. I stumbled out of the car and hustled to the front door. The outside light was on, but I thought that I could get in before anyone saw me dressed like this. I reached for the knob and turned.

It was locked!

I started to panic. It was late, but not that late for a Friday night. Emily didn't live in a very busy part of town, but there were people who'd pass by any minute. Either on foot or driving past. And they'd see me in my camp femme outfit.

Emily just casually strolled to the door, taking her own sweet time. Of course she could. She didn't look like a freak. She walked up to the door and stopped.

“Do you want in, little girl?” She asked.

“Yes! Please!”

“My home, my rules. Understand?”

“Yes.”

Emily put the key in the door and let me in.

I ran through the door before it had completely opened. Emily closed the door behind us and grinned at me in a way that left me uncomfortable.

“Come with me.” She ordered.

I followed her to the bathroom. She pointed to the floor and I instinctively obeyed the silent order to kneel. I looked up at her as she wet down a face cloth and ran it over my face.

It felt so good. The dried beer and piss came off after a few wipes. Then she used some cream to take off the last vestiges of my ruined makeup.

“Are you hungry?” Emily asked, but there was no kindness in her voice.

I nodded yes. It had been over 12 hours since I last had anything to eat.

Emily grabbed a bar of soap and held it in front of my face. I stared at it dumbly.

“Put it in your mouth.” Emily ordered. “After what you've had in it today, you're getting a good old fashioned mouth soaping.”

I opened my mouth. Emily shoved the soap inside. Maybe she was right. I'd gone down on Kiara, had that man at the gym stuff his cock in my mouth, and tongue fucked Gretchen's ass. And the used condom that Gretchen had picked up off the ground and stuffed in my mouth. My mouth couldn't be that clean. But surely she had some mouthwash.

That rationalization didn't make the soap taste any better or take away the humiliation of being treated like a naughty eight year old. I was an important person. A man of respect and authority. But I was very quickly losing all of that; being turned into some sort of simpering submissive who knelt at his girlfriend's feet and was treated as something less than adult. Sometimes even less than human.

“Don't worry. I'm not going to make you eat the soap.” Emily said. “That wouldn't be a very nice dinner. Though it is about what you deserve. Once we've cleaned that filthy mouth of yours I'm going to give you a chance to earn your supper.”

I gave her a look at that last part.

“You don't have anything, Allie.” Emily said, speaking down to me literally and figuratively. “No money. No phone. No keys. No car. If you were loyal I'd treat you like my boyfriend, but you weren't. You were a slimy pig who used people. Now it's your turn to be used.

“Since you can't pay for anything, I'm going to expect you to work for your food, whatever clothing I provide you, and the roof over your head. I saw how enthusiastically you went down on that cleaning girl. I don't think you'll have any problem eating me out. After I'm satisfied you can have your dinner.”

This nightmare wasn't over.

Emily set a twenty minute timer with her phone and stood there staring at me as I sucked on the bar of soap. The taste was horrible. It collected in my spit and pooled at the back of my mouth. I tried not to suck it down, but a steady stream of it slid down my throat until the timer went off and Emily took the soap from my mouth.

She didn't let me spit the soap taste out of my mouth.

“Time to go to town, whore.” Emily said, sticking her hips forward.

I waited for her to undo her jeans, but she just stood there with her fists akimbo on her hips. She was going to make me undo them myself.

I felt humiliated reaching out and unbuttoning and unzipping her pants. They may have been woman's jeans, but they were more masculine than the tights and leotard I was wearing. I was kneeling on the floor of a bathroom undoing the pants of someone I was about to perform oral sex on. I could feel the weight of my huge tits pulling the front of my leotard down. I was playing the woman with my own girlfriend.

My mind thought back to all of the times I had her on her knees, working my pants down, about to pop my cock into her mouth. All the times that I'd used her mouth. It was something that I had never reciprocated. Kiara had been the only woman I'd gone down on since college. I hated it then; I hated it now.

I pulled the zipper down and worked her pants and panties down far enough to give me access to her steamy cunt. She was shaved at least. The taste and the feel of pussy against my mouth was bad enough. Having to deal with pubic hair just made it worse.

I put my mouth on Emily's lower lips and tentatively began to lick. She was already flowing. She reached down and put her hands on the back of my head, gripping my hair and pushing my face deeper and deeper into her.

“I didn't think you liked this sort of thing, Allie.” Emily said, grinding my face into her wetness. “But I suppose now that you're a woman you're going to need to get used to being a lesbian. Either that or learn to suck cock.”

Emily leaned back against the sink and spread her legs. My head went all the way between her legs. I could feel my head being pressed between her powerful thighs.

“It's not so bad once you get used to it. But I guess you've had some experience with that already. Back at the gym. With that man. You know if you're looking for some big strong man to spank you and stick his cock in you, Gloria told me she had a brother who would just love a little sub bitch like you.”

Her juices were running down my chin. I hated the taste, the smell, the pulsing heat of her flesh grinding against me.

“You don't seem to like this too much, do you? Maybe I should grow out my bush like that Indian cleaning girl you whored yourself out to. Or maybe you just don't like pussy. Only what goes inside it.”

Her words were cutting me, but I could still feel my cock begin to react under the pussy pants. It couldn't get hard, but trying to erect itself inside the tight confines of the chastity device was impossible to ignore.

Emily held my face directly against her and wouldn't let me up for air until I'd licked her to completion. She wasn't like Kiara. The cleaning girl had used my face, grinding herself off on me like Emily had started to do. I was there mostly for the ride. Emily wasn't going to let me get away with being that passive with her. She was going to make me get her off or have me die trying.

After several minutes of this I felt her body begin to quake under me. I kept on licking as she shuddered into a powerful orgasm. Her thighs clenched tighter against the sides of my head and I thought she was going to pop my head like a balloon by the time she finished the ride.

She came down slowly and pushed me backwards onto the floor. She looked down at me with a look of triumph and power that I'd never seen there before. A look that I had given more times than I could count. It felt very demeaning to be on the receiving end of it.

“I'll get your dinner.” Emily said after pulling up her pants. She was pulling up her zipper as she brushed past me. “Take off the leotard and toss it in the tub. Leave the rest on.”

This day was nearly over. I'd get cleaned up. Eat something. I'd get a good night's sleep and maybe Emily would cool down by morning. I knelt there on the bathroom floor in nothing but the tights, women's sneakers, and my sports bra. At least I'd be out of them soon enough.

Emily walked back into the bathroom. She dropped an empty dog food bowl down on the floor in front of me. I looked up at her, confused. She leaned forward and pushed me forward over the empty bowl. I tried to fight back, but it was impossible. She was just too strong.

Or I was too weak.

She unhooked the sports bra and my spaghetti tits fell out. Mostly into the bowl, but not all of it. I saw one of the meatball nipples staring back at me in the bowl.

Emily tossed the bra into the tub where it joined the piss and beer soaked leotard. She pulled me back up by the hair and reached down the front of my tights. She fished out the sausage and meatball mock genitalia and dropped them on top of the lukewarm pasta.

“That's your dinner.” Emily said, letting go of my hair. “You earned it.”


7: Beauty Shop

I knelt there on the floor of my girlfriend's bathroom, dazed and wearing next to nothing. Just a pair of stained tights and women's running shoes. And my pussy pants. Like I could forget the chastity device that had taken away my cock and balls and replaced them with a feminine smoothness.

I stared down into a dog bowl filled with pasta. Up until a few seconds ago it had been stuffing my sports bra. On top of the spaghetti sat some meatballs and a long piece of Italian sausage. Emily had fished them out of my tights and tossed them into the bowl. A girl gang had shoved them down there to give me a mock masculine bulge. Then poured pasta sauce all over it all so I could find out what it felt like to have a period.

It was my dinner.

I looked up at Emily, but she had turned away from me and was busy in the sink. She was pissed at me. I doubted that there was any chance that I'd get anything else to eat tonight.

I was starving.

I reached down into the bowl and pulled a handful of the warmish spaghetti up to my face. I was too tired to fight; too weak to care any more.

I heard something streak through the air and felt a sharp pain on my already abused ass. I looked up and saw Emily standing there over me with a flyswatter in her hand. She didn't look pleased.

“You're a pig, Allie.” She said. “Pigs don't eat with there hands.”

I didn't know if it was worse when she called me by my real name or the girly version that Cecilia had come up with.

I closed my eyes and obediently lowered my face into the dog bowl. It was humiliating being demoted from Emily's lover and boyfriend to some freak she was punishing. I opened my mouth wide and pulled in one of the meatballs that had been one of my mock testicles. It still had a little of the marinara sauce from my pasta period. Some of my body heat still lingered on it. I chewed it carefully, but quickly. The taste wasn't pleasant after being on my crotch for over an hour. I swear I could taste my sweat and body odor on it.

I thought about how this night was supposed to go. It was our anniversary. I had reservations at this Brazilian steak house downtown. Upscale, but intimate. I imagined the taste of the steak as I forced down the food that I had worn into Emily's house.

I heard Emily at the sink above me. I glanced up every once in awhile between bites of the terrible food. Saw her taking off her makeup. Brushing her teeth. All of the mundane things that I'd seen her do a dozen times before. Only this time she wasn't being flirty. She wasn't trying to keep my attention as she got ready for bed. I was no longer in my usual dominant role. I doubted that Emily would ever see me that way again after what the small part of this degrading night that she had been a witness to.

Or a participant.

Her t-shirt hit the floor and I looked up again. She still wasn't facing me. She was busy looking into the mirror. Staring at I don't know what. I could see her standing there above me in her bra and jeans. Her foot was tapping to some beat that I couldn't hear.

She pulled down her jeans and underwear at the same time. She bent down to pull off her socks giving me a glimpse of her pussy from behind. My face had been buried in her crotch just a few minutes ago, but the sight was still enough to make me throb against the hard restraint of my chastity.

I continued to eat, but kept my eyes pointed upwards even thought I know I should have looked away. I didn't need to be aroused right now. I couldn't think when I was horny. And I needed to be clear headed to steer my way through this situation.

And there was the pain.

There was only so much space in the confines of my chastity for my cock to grow before it became uncomfortably painful. Watching Emily naked ass bounce just above my head as she brushed her hair was agony.

After a few minutes I had finished the pasta and she had taken off her bra and added it to the pile of clothes beside me. I could smell her perfume rising from the discarded articles. A strong vanilla scent, with lilac undertones. And beneath that the smell of her arousal. The same smell that my face had been drenched with. The same taste that had followed every bite of warm pasta that I had eaten.

Emily bent down and reached for something under the sink. Seeing her ass press outwards as she bent at the waist only added to my misery. She fumbled around under the sink until she pulled out a trash bag and tossed it at me.

“Strip!” Emily ordered. “Everything. And put it in the bag. The stuff in the tub to. All of it.”

I took off the running shoes and tossed them into the bag. The stained tights quickly followed. I grabbed the piss and beer soaked leotard from the tub and tossed them in as well. Emily picked up the bag and tied it shut.

“Get in the shower.” Emily said.

I got in and knelt there on the floor of the tub. Emily hadn't said anything about staying on my knees, but I stayed down anyway. It felt more natural under the circumstances.

God, I really was dickless.

Emily turned the shower on and ran the spray hose over me. Freezing water ran over my hairless body as my now much stronger girlfriend pushed and pulled my kneeling body into whatever position she needed to in order to clean me.

“Get out.” Emily said after I'd been under the frigid water for several minutes.

I crawled out and looked at her expectantly. Here I was, an executive at one of the most influential companies in the United States, and I was waiting for my girlfriend to tell me what to do after getting out of the shower.

“Sit!” Emily barked at me and pointed at a spot by the sink.

I crawled over there and sat down with my back to the cabinet. I put my arms around my shoulders and pressed my legs together for warmth. My teeth were chattering from the cold shower. And for the first time since I woke up wearing the pussy pants, my cock and balls were completely numb.

Emily adjusted the temperature of the water until steam began to rise up from the tub. She stepped inside. She made no attempt to cover herself or protect her modesty in any way. She didn't need to. It's not like there was anything I could do to her. Thanks to Cecilia's drugs and my weightlifting accident at the gym I was physically weaker than Emily. And thanks to the pussy pants, I couldn't even jerk off to the sight of my sexy trophy girlfriend soaping her perfect breasts in the shower.

The numbness quickly left my cock and was replaced by an agonizing semi-arousal.

Emily ran her soapy hands up and down every inch of her body. Making sure that I had a bird's eye view of everything that she did. Making sure that I was well aware of what I could have been enjoying had this night only gone the way that it was supposed to. Had I been able to stick my cock between her legs instead of my face.

I wanted to turn my eyes away before the pain became any worse, but I couldn't bring myself to do that. I felt like a small animal mesmerized by a snake. I knew that I was doomed, but there was a part of me that was at peace with that idea.

After teasing me for several more minutes, Emily stepped out of her steamy shower and pulled a robe on over her nakedness. I wasn't offered a towel or a robe. I hadn't expected one anyway. Emily had made it clear that in her household I currently ranked somewhere between a pig and a street whore. And by the sound of things she liked the whore better than me.

“Stand up!” Emily ordered and I obeyed.

Just like a bitch. Just like a sissy. Just like the slave that Cecilia and all those other women were trying to make me into.

Emily was only a little taller than me, but she towered over me. I stood there shivering and naked before her with my body completely hairless and my crotch as smooth as a Ken doll. Would she ever be able to think of me as a man again?

“I was thinking about making you sleep in the garage on an old dog blanket.” Emily said. “But I decided that I needed to keep a better eye on you. You're not exactly the most trustworthy individual now, are you?

“Every time you get out of my sight you just end up in all sorts of trouble. Fucking your subordinates. Playing with other men's cocks in the men's locker room. Getting your ass handed to you by everybody that you meet. I don't even want to think of what sorts of trouble you could get yourself into if I left you unattended overnight. Maybe I'd open the garage to see you trying to deep throat the exhaust on my Porsche.

“No. It's just better that you sleep with me. It'll be fun. Just two girls getting some shuteye after a very long and very embarrassing day. I'll even give you something to sleep in. I picked it out special just for you.”

Emily picked up something on the back hook on the bathroom door. It took me a moment to recognize it as a men's dress shirt. Was she really going to let me dress as a man again? After the way she'd taken the news of my cheating on her I was worried that I'd wouldn't see another stitch of men's clothing until I had to go back to work Monday morning.

Emily folded the shirt over my arm and smiled at me. It wasn't the sort of smile that made me feel all that comfortable, but I took the shirt. There was something not right about the shirt. I could feel that the second it touched my bare arm. I decided that it must be my lack of body hair. I wasn't used to feeling things against my truly bare skin. Hopefully it would start growing back soon.

I unfolded the shirt. That's when I realized what was wrong.

This wasn't my shirt.

It was a man's dress shirt. A fairly expensive one at that. But there was no way that this shirt was mine. The color was all wrong. I'd never owned a sky blue dress shirt like that. Not with white cuffs and collar. And the size. The man who bought this would have towered over me. I was a small man, but the person who wore this had to be about six and a half feet tall and weighed a solid 200 pounds.

“Put it on, Allie.” Emily said.

She didn't say whose shirt this was. She couldn't have gone out and bought one special to humiliate me. She didn't have enough time. And I'd have seen her carrying the bag into the house. I put the shirt up to my face. I could smell another man's aftershave lingering. Did Emily have another boyfriend? Did he leave this here after the last time they'd slept together?

“Emily?” I looked at her, pleading with my eyes not to make me do this.

“Put it on!”

I caved at her command. I pulled the shirt onto my hairless naked body. My hands didn't reach the end of the sleeves. The shirt tails came down past my knees. Emily made me look at myself in the full length mirror on the bathroom closet door.

I looked so small standing next to my larger lover. The shirt fell over my body, looking more like a dress. And a very loose dress at that. Than anything else. I may have been wearing a man's shirt, but I looked more like a girlfriend wearing her man's clothes than someone who actually belonged in them.

Emily took my hand and pulled me to her bedroom. She guided me into the bed and pulled the covers over both of us. She turned me around so that I was facing away from her. Then she spooned herself up to me. Somewhere along the line she had lost the robe.

I was the little spoon. I could feel her breasts pushing into my back. The heat of her crotch against my ass. This wasn't a position I had ever found myself in. It wasn't a position a man should ever find himself in.

I felt humiliated. Weak. Small. Girly. Sissified.

She draped her arm around me and went to sleep.

-----

It was impossible to sleep.

I lay there in the darkness listening to Emily softly snore behind me. Every time I closed my eyes the humiliations of the past twelve hours flashed before my mind's eye. The beatings. The spanking. The verbal abuse. Sexually servicing Emily. Kiara. That strange man at the gym. Would I be able to forget about all this? How much therapy would I have to have before I felt normal again?

I needed a plan. I needed to figure a way out of this before things got even worse.

The first thing I'd need to do was get to Emily's smart phone or laptop. I needed to get in contact with the man who sold me the blackmail material on Cecilia in the first place. He shouldn't have any other copies of the files I got from him, but he might be able to tell me where he got them in the first place. If I could get an unmodified version of the files then I could get out from under Cecilia's thumb.

All I had to do was stand up and get out of here without waking Emily. Make my way quietly to her home office and boot up her lap top.

That was easier said than done.

Emily lay behind me with her arm around me and she was holding me firmly in her strong grip. I tried to gently push my way out of her sleepy embrace, but I couldn't. Ever since I woke up from Cecilia's drugged coffee I was so damned weak. I don't know how much of that weakness was caused by a lingering side effect of the knock out drops. Or the three sissy pills I was forced to swallow. Or the humiliating weight lifting accident at the gym.

Whatever the cause I was too weak to pull myself out of Emily's grip.

-----

My bladder felt like it was about to explode. I hadn't been to the bathroom since before my drugged coffee arrived and my back teeth were floating. I tried once more to get up without waking Emily, but it was just as useless as before.

I must have gotten some sleep. Light was starting to spill through the window. But I didn't feel rested at all.

“emily.” I whispered.

Why was I whispering? I was trying to wake her up. I needed her to let me up so I didn't piss the bed.

“Emily.” I said, just a little louder this time. Why was I being so timid?

“what?” Emily asked, sleepily.

“I gotta piss.” 
God I felt like a little girl.

“So? You know where the bathroom is.” Emily said.

“Emily, I … I can't get up when you hold me like that.” Even saying it was embarrassing.

“Ahhhh. Is little Alan so weak and girly now that his big bad girlfriend can keep him from going potty?”

I could hear the mockery in her waking voice.

“Please. Please, Emily. Just let me get up. I really need to pee.”

I could feel my bladder going into meltdown. I started moving my legs back and forth trying to keep myself from pissing the bed.

“Is little Alan doing his pee pee dance?”

“Emily!” I begged.

“Tell me you need to go pee pee potty.”

“Emily, … I need to go pee pee potty.”

“Do you need me to help you, little sissy?” Emily asked.

“NO!”

“No need to raise your voice, sissy. Emily will let you go potty.”

Emily lifted her arm off of me. The second she did I was out of the bed and on my feet. I heard Emily laughing her ass off at the sight of me running to the bathroom, but I was too focused on holding it in to care what she thought.

I made it to the bathroom and almost ripped the toilet seat up. I had to fumble with the oversized shirt I was wearing. First getting my hands free from the too long sleeves, then pulling the long shirt tails up. The gesture reminded me of a woman hiking up her skirt. I hoped it would be the last time I'd have to make it, but I doubted it.

I was about to burst when I reached down to grab my cock and aim it into the bowl.

FUCK!
I hadn't been awake enough to remember my pussy pants. My hand reached down and only found a flat, feminine crotch. Unfortunately for me my bladder couldn't wait for me to flip my shirt up in the back and sit down to pee. My bladder took my hand to the crotch as a signal to let go. And it did.

The piss ran down my legs and puddled under my bare feet. I'd never experienced anything like that before in my life. Even when I pissed without holding my dick the stream never went down my leg. It always went away from my body.

“It looks like somebody needs to be potty trained.” Emily said, “Maybe next time you should say yes when I offer you some help.”

I felt my face burn bright red at being caught like this. With my shirt pulled up and my fake pussy dribbling piss down my leg and onto the floor. Emily had her phone out and was recording everything.

“I like how you're holding your shirt up like that. It's so dainty. Like you're holding up your little dress so you don't get pee pee all over it. Why don't you give me a curtsy and apologize for having an accident on my floor.”

She was serious.

I grabbed the hem of my shirt. Well the shirt I was wearing. And attempted a curtsy. I don't think I did a very good job of it, but Emily seemed pleased.

“I'm sorry I had an accident on your floor.” I said. I couldn't look her in the face.

“That's ok, sweetie.” Emily said. “You're not used to being a girl yet. I bet no one's even shown you how to pee sitting down yet. Or have you been doing that even before Cecilia took your dick away from you?”

“No. I've never sat down to pee in my life.”

“Well, I'm pretty sure you're never going to pee standing up again. Not unless you want to piss on those cute little toesies of yours. Now get the mop and clean this mess up. And do a good job. I don't want to be smelling your sissy piss for the next week. And for God's sake, wipe yourself.”

I cleaned myself and the floor up as best I could. At least none of it had gotten onto my clothes. The fact that I was only wearing a shirt helped.

By the time I was done dealing with that Emily had gotten dressed in a pair of black slacks and a peach blouse. I could just make out her bra through the material of her top. It wasn't an especially sexual image, but I could feel myself becoming uncomfortably aroused within my chastity.

Jesus Christ. If a hint of bra was getting me excited after only a day in chastity, how desperate would I be after my first week?

“Do you know why I chose this outfit, Allie?” Emily asked, doing a little twirl.

“No.”

“Because it shows that I wear the pants in this relationship. Not you. You had your chance in the driver's seat and you royally fucked things up, didn't you?”

“It's not like that, Emily.” I tried to explain to her. “I know it looks bad, but there's ...”

“We're going out.” Emily interrupted me. “Let's get you dressed.”

She walked back to the bedroom and I followed her.

“First things first.” Emily said. “Lift up your shirt and let me make sure you cleaned yourself real good. Your feminine hygiene is very important. We can't have you getting a yeast infection.”

I did as instructed.

“Is that a fresh tampon?” Emily asked.

Shit! It had been in there so long that I'd just gotten used to the discomfort.

“No.” I said, looking down.

“So that's the same tampon you've had in you since last night?”

“yes.” I said in a small voice.

“You really aren't good at being a grown up are you, Allie.” Emily said. “What kind of grown woman leaves her tampon in that long?”

I couldn't answer her.

“I think maybe we need to start at square one with your feminine development. Don't worry, Allie I won't do anything that Cecilia doesn't want done. She's got a very … interesting plan for you. I fully plan on sending you to the office Monday morning wearing boy's clothes. At least on the outside. You might even be able to pass as male, but I wouldn't take any bets on that. You weren't much of male even when you had your dick.

“Let's go back to the bathroom and get you sorted out, young lady.”

I walked back to the bathroom.

“Hike up your skirt and sit on the toilet like a good girl.” Emily said.

I obeyed.

“Now reach between your legs and feel for that little string. Got it? Good. Now pull until it comes out. Don't let it fall into the toilet. Just hold it by the string.”

I couldn't believe that I was doing this. I gingerly held the string dangling the used tampon over the water in the toilet. Everything about this was just wrong. From me reaching between my legs to the empty feeling in my ass.

“Get some toilet paper with your other hand. You're going to want to wrap it up before you toss it in the trash.”

I did as she instructed. I couldn't look at the damned thing as I placed it into the thin paper and tossed it into the trash.

“Do you need to replace your tampon?” Emily asked.

“No.”

“So your period is over?” Emily's voice was false and mocking.

“No.”

“Then you'd better put another tampon in, sissy. It's bad enough you peed all over the floor we can't have you bleeding all over your nice clothes.”

“I don't need a tampon, Emily. I just need to get dressed. In normal clothes. Men's clothes.”

“You already are wearing men's clothes, Allie. You look really cute in that shirt. I bet any real man would take one look at you and bend you over and stick his thing deep inside you.”

“Shut up!” I yelled at her. I was trying to sound authoritative, but I ended up sounding shrill and hysteric.

“As for your period. Either you're on it or your not. Tell me your period is over and you can get off the potty and get dressed. Otherwise I'll take you over my knee, spank you like that nasty scary man did last night, and stuff a fresh tampon into that little sissy hole of yours. Now what will it be?”

“no … don't. I'm … my period is over. You don't have to put another tampon in me.”

I felt so defeated saying those humiliating words, but the alternative was too much for me to contemplate.

“Until next month, sissy.”

Emily took me by the hand and led me back to the bedroom like a little girl.

“Put these on.” Emily said.

She tossed something at me. I grabbed it out of the air before I had a chance to get a good look at them. They were a pair of her panties. Pale pink.

“I wore them a couple weeks ago.” Emily said. “They've been getting pretty rank at the bottom of my laundry basket waiting to be worn by you.”

I slipped them up my legs and over my hips. They were too big for me. Emily's hips were much wider than mine. A woman's hips. Not my slender boy hips. Emily saw the trouble I was having and made me hold my shirt up with one hand and my panties up with the other.

Emily grabbed something from her vanity and knelt down in front of me. For a moment my mind flashed back to all the times she had been in this position about to pull my pants down and slip my hard cock into her hot and willing mouth. Whatever she was doing, it wasn't going to end with me squirting

down Emily's throat.

I looked down and saw her attaching safety pins to my panties. She needed half a dozen pins to keep the panties up. She batted my hands away away letting the too long shirt fall back down around my knees.

She handed me a pair of ballet slippers and stared at me. Her intention was obvious. I put them on.

-----

“I'm not going in there!”

I sat in the back seat of Emily's car making another futile attempt to preserve whatever was left of my dignity. I was still wearing another, much larger, man's shirt, the pinned up panties, and the ballet slippers. I'd protested going out of the house like that in broad daylight, but had been dragged kicking and screaming to her SUV.

At least she'd put me in the back seat and not in the rear like she had last night. The child locks had been engaged. I couldn't get out until we arrived wherever Emily was taking me.

That turned out to be the beauty parlor.

Emily didn't say anything at my protest. She got out of the car and stiffly walked around the side until she was standing at my door. She opened it with one quick motion and reached in. She grabbed me by the ear and squeezed until I let out an exclamation of pain. She then pulled me forward out of the car.

I took a swing at her. I put everything that I had into it, but it just bounced off her shoulder. I'm not even sure that she felt it. I felt pathetic. A girl could hit harder than I could.

Instead of letting me go she pulled me by the ear all the way across the crowded parking lot to the front entrance to the beauty salon. I figured that she'd have to let go of me to get inside, but a middle aged woman by the door saw what was going on and opened the door for my girlfriend turned assailant.

She led me by the ear through the busy waiting area to the front desk. Over a dozen women watched in stunned silence as I was dragged like a brat in front of them. I heard some snickers as the initial shock wore off.

“Hello,” Emily said to the receptionist. “This is Allie Green. He has an appointment.”

The receptionist looked stunned. She couldn't take her eyes away from me to check her computer for the appointment. After several seconds of this Emily cleared her throat. That motivated the young woman to do her job.

“Yes … yes I have you down for Tonya. She'll be available in a few minutes if you don't mind taking a seat.”

“Thanks.” Emily said and dragged me to the chairs by the door.

She maneuvered me over a chair and forced me to sit. She let go of my ear and took a seat opposite me. Flipped open a magazine and acted like dragging her half crossdressed boyfriend around by the ear was the most normal thing in the world.

All of the other women just stared at me. They didn't even have the decency to look embarrassed by their directness. I don't suppose they had much to be embarrassed about. They were where they wanted to be, doing what they wanted to do, dressed the way they wanted to dress. None of those things applied to me.

After several long minutes I heard a tall bleach blonde woman in black call my name. My feminized name anyway. Emily took me by the hand like I was five years old and walked me over to the stylist's chair. Several women openly laughed at that.

“So what are we doing for you today?” Tonya asked, but she didn't seem too confident about who'd be answering. She was looking back and forth between me and the person obviously in charge.

“Allie here has been a naughty puppy. He was my boyfriend, but he cheated on me. With a coworker. Who he was blackmailing into fucking him. We're going to make his life a living Hell, Tonya and we could really use your help.”

“uh … what were you thinking of?”

“You sit right there while the grownups talk, Allie.” Emily said, pulling Tonya away.

I just looked down trying not to bring any more attention to myself than I already had. After a couple minutes the two women returned and Tonya began to cut my hair.

I had no idea what she was doing. She didn't bother asking for my opinion.

“Did you really do all those terrible things, Allie?” Tonya asked me, her scissors working furiously.

“yes.” I admitted.

There was no point lying. Emily was right there. She had demonstrated that she was more than willing to do whatever it took to put me in my place. At least what she thought was my place. And based on the way things had gone so far that place wasn't very high on anyone's totem pole.

“So you deserve what's happening to you?”

“I guess.”

“You sound like a little kid, Allie.” Tonya said. “A little girl who isn't sorry for all the bad things that she's done. Just sorry that she got caught.”

I didn't know what to say to that so I just shut up and let Tonya go about this next stage of my seemingly inevitable humiliation.

Tonya walked around the chair and stood in front of me.

“Emily tells me they took your dick away. Locked it up inside something that begins with a “p.” Can you tell me what that something is, Allie?”

“ … ”

“What's the matter, sissy. Cat got your cock?”

“Answer the nice lady, Allie.” Emily ordered from nearby.

I heard the shop go quiet. There's a certain amount of background noise that exists in every beauty shop. Half a dozen conversations. The ringing of phones. The sound of the radio blaring generic pop hits. But there was none of that now. As if the entire place were poised to hear the sissy tell them what had happened to his penis.

“ … it's … it's m-my … pussy pants. My dick is locked away inside my pussy pants.”

I turned my head to the ground and closed my eyes. I could already feel hot tears begin to form behind the closed lids. Why was I being so emotional? Why was I so weak?

I heard the women in the shop laugh at my confession, but I couldn't see them. It was easier as long as I kept my eyes closed. As long as I didn't have to see their mocking faces. I could almost pretend that their laughter was directed as some other pathetic loser and not me.

Tonya must have finished whatever it was she was doing to my hair, because it wasn't long before she took off the plastic cap I had on and led me to the nail station. She didn't even bother showing me what my new hair cut looked like.

Tonya sat me down at the nail station. Emily ordered me to give her my hands.

“What color do you want?” Tonya asked.

“I don't think Allie's ready for really grown up nails just yet.” Emily said. “She doesn't even have enough tit to fill out a bra. Yet. Do you have anything you'd put on a little girl? Something that you'd use on a kid who was waiting for her mom to get done. Something so juvenile that no one could mistake her for a woman. Allie's got this thing for not wanting to be mistaken for a woman and I thought I'd show some mercy. Just let her look like a little girl.”

“I have some sparkly silver polish I use on my niece. It's something I'd never dare put on a real woman. She'd look ridiculous.”

“Go for it.” Emily said. “You can't make Allie look any more ridiculous than she already does.”

I watched as Tonya quickly painted my nails a silver color. I don't know if there was real glitter mixed in with the polish, but it sure looked like it did. Tonya left the first coat to dry while Tonya and Emily talked.

“I love Allie's outfit.” Tonya said. “She looks so girly wearing a real man's shirt like that.”

“I had it lying around from my last boyfriend.” Emily said. “Now he was a real man. Tall. Handsome. Muscular. And he'd never cheat on me. And if he did he wouldn't have to blackmail someone into getting dicked. Not like little Allie here.”

“You getting back together with this guy now that you've found out about Allie here?” Tonya asked.

“I hadn't thought about it, but it's not a bad idea. It's not like Allie is going to be slipping me her salami any time soon. And even if she could it would feel like I was screwing some femme lesbian with a strap on. And I'm straight.”

They kept on talking like that as Tonya applied a second and third coat. They made no attempt to keep their volume down. The whole beauty shop got an earful of what they had to say about me and Emily's future sex life.

Eventually my nails were dry enough to move on to the makeup station. They looked every bit as childish and feminine as Tonya said they would be. These definitely weren't a man's finger nails, but they weren't a woman's either. They marked me as what Cecilia, Emily, and all the other women in my life wanted me to be.

A sissy.

I sat in the chair as Tonya quickly applied the makeup. I'm not too familiar with women's cosmetics, but even I knew that I wasn't getting anywhere near the full treatment. At least not as much as I thought I would need to pass as female. Just an application of gloss to my lips and some sort of powder to my cheeks.

“That is perfect.” Emily said. “Do you have a full length mirror? I want her to get the full effect.”

Tonya led me to the front of the shop. I could feel the weight of the stares of twenty women as their eyes followed my every swishing move. We turned a corner and I found myself facing a scared and confused looking little girl dressed in a men's shirt that hung on her like a very loose dress. Her hair was cut into bangs and given a slight bob. She wore silver nail polish and a light coating of makeup that made her look almost like a babydoll in appearance.

It took me several seconds to realize that I was looking at myself.

Where had I gone? Just a day ago I was at the top of my game. A mover and a shaker in the world of high finance. An alpha male in a world full of betas and less than betas. The sort of man who had his choice of women. A man with a future.

All of that was gone. I had no money. No phone. No access to the life I'd lost unless Emily decided I could go back. And even if I did, there was a street whore living in the house my hard work and industry had purchased. This wasn't the life I wanted and I saw no way out of it.

I stood there numbly taking in my feminized and girlish appearance while Emily paid the bill and chatted with Tonya. The next thing I knew I felt Emily take me by the hand and lead me back to her car like I was the small girl child I appeared to be. She put me in the back seat and buckled me in.

I don't know how long we drove. I was too stunned to pay attention to time or the movements of the world outside my current prison. After a while Emily pulled over into a small parking lot in front of a quaint looking store I'd never seen before.

The sign read Miranda's Verandah.

It wasn't hard to figure out what sort of store this was. There were mannequins in the window displaying various types of women's and girl's clothes and lingerie. It seemed like a higher end ladies' boutique. Just the sort of place I'd never be caught dead in.

Emily pulled the door open and reached around my waist to release the seatbelt.

“Are you going to give me any trouble going in there or are you going to be a good girl, Allie?”

“Please don't, Emily.” I begged her.

“If you're real quiet and play at being a shy little flower maybe none of the women in there will pay too much attention to you.” Emily said. “But if you make a fuss I'll make sure that everyone in that whole place not only knows that you've got a cock locked away down there, I'll make sure they know your full name and where you work. Are you ready for that?”

“No.”

“Are you going to be a good girl for me?” Emily asked.

“Yes.”

“Then tell me.” Emily said, putting her hand on my chin and lifting my face up to look into hers.

“I'll be a good girl, Emily.” I said, defeated.

“Was that so hard, sissy?”

Emily stood back and let me get out of the car. I smoothed my shirt down, trying to cover up as much of my legs as possible. I heard the sound of the car door locking. I had no escape. Not even the illusion of one.

There weren't too many women in the shop when we walked in. A few looked up as the door opened, but they didn't seem to pay me much attention. Except for one woman who made her way towards us.

I think my jaw dropped at the sight of her. She was easily the tallest woman I had ever met. Possibly the tallest person I'd ever met man or woman although part of that had to do with the huge heels she was wearing. She wore a slinky black satin dress that hugged her curves and ended just a few inches above her ankles. She wore her rich black hair in a long bob. Her makeup was perfect.

And her breasts were the largest I'd ever seen. Each one must have been larger than my whole head. They jutted out from her body like they were satellites of her heavenly figure.

“I'm Linda, how may I help you?” She asked.

“Hi, Linda. I'm Emily. I called earlier about little Allie here.”

“Yes.” Linda's face lit up. “Your ex-boyfriend. The one who cheated on you. The one I'm going to be fitting for his very first training bra.”


8: My First Training Bra

“Now we can do this the easy way or the hard way.” Linda said, mostly to Emily, but a little to me. “The easy way. The way where Allie is a good little girl and does everything that I tell her. Is something we can do out back. There's a room we use for special clients and special fittings. It's very private. No one would have to see her get undressed. No one would have to see the little shortcomings she keeps in her panties or watch as I fit her for her little girl undies.

“The hard way. The way where Allie is a naughty little brat who disobeys and questions her superiors. That we do out here. In the store. Where all these nice ladies and their well behaved little girls can get a good hard look at what happens when you're bad. They'll get to see Allie paraded around the store in nothing but her pussy pants and a spanked bottom. They'll see her model each and every piece of girly clothing that I give her. And she will thank me for the privilege.”

“Why don't we start with the easy way.” Emily said. “If she starts acting up we can always get hard.”

“Well, we can get hard.” Linda said with a smile. “That's not really an option for this sissy.”

The two women laughed at the joke and at me.

Emily held my hand as we followed the voluptuous saleswoman to the back room. I was about to be fit for a training bra. My first training bra they said. Like I'd be wearing a series of them before graduating to a real one. Then another and another for the rest of my life if Cecilia had anything to say about it. The thought was depressing, but at least this part of my humiliation would happen away from the public eye.

Not that I was thinking too much about my sissy future at that moment. Not with Linda walking in front of us in that long slinky dress. The woman had to be close to seven feet tall in those heels she wore and she had the figure of a goddess. Her swaying hips and ass were almost literally at my eye level as she sashayed her way to the back of the shop. I could feel my trapped cock strain against the confines of its chastity. Just looking at this woman was hurting me, but I couldn't turn away.

We arrived at the door and stopped. Emily put her hands on my shoulders and looked down at me. She wasn't the giantess that Linda was, but the child like outfit and makeup I was wearing made me feel even smaller than I normally did.

“Alright, baby. Mommy needs to go do her grown up shopping while Aunty Linda helps you get fit for your very first bra. She's also gonna help you find some pretty panties and tights and all sorts of things a little girly girl like you is going to need. Do you promise to be a good girl while Mommy's gone?”

“But … ”

“I don't want to hear any lip out of you, little girl.” Emily said wagging her finger in my face. “I don't have to be nice and let you stay at my house. Would you rather be out in the street. I'm sure Gretchen would just love for you to take over her job. Maybe she can do your job while you're on your knees doing hers.”

“I'll be good. I'll be good. Honest.”

My obedience and my answer were almost automatic at this point. Even that small attempt at rebellion was so easily put down. I'd been too badly humiliated already today to raise anything more than a small fuss. I didn't know where she'd gotten “Mommy” and “Aunty” from, but it fit with the way she'd been infantilizing and dehumanizing me so far.

“They grow up so fast, don't they?” Linda. Aunty Linda said, opening the door for me.

“Don't I know it.” Emily answered. “I caught little Allie here with a tampon up her little puss puss pretending to be a grown up girl.”

“She must have figured out that's what us girls do.” Linda said. “Is that right, Allie? Did you do it because you wanted to be a big girl? Like your Mommy?”

Linda actually had to bend over to look me in the eyes. I caught fleeting glimpses of her massive cleavage as she did so. I had to look at the floor to keep my cock from causing me even more pain.

“... uh … yes … Aunty Linda.” I managed to get out.

“Such a polite little lady. And so pretty too.” Linda ran the backs of her long finger nails across my cheek. “Now scoot along inside. Your Mommy and I are going to have a little chat. I'll be right in.”

Linda gave me a swat on the butt and sent me into the back room. The door shut firmly behind me leaving me alone with some dress dummies and my reflection in the triple mirror lined up against the wall. The room was cut off from the rest of the shop, but open to whoever was inside. There wasn't a changing room that I could hide in within the larger room. Linda was going to see more of me than I wanted her to.

If I had met Linda a couple days ago I would have been on her like white on rice. Anything it took to get me to bed with her. To fuck her pussy, ass, and tits then send her home used and abused.

Now I was totally cowed by her. Treated like a little girl and a freak by a woman who I could probably buy and sell three times over.

If I could ever get access to my money again.

I could hear the two women talking and laughing just outside the door, but I couldn't make out any details of exactly what they were saying. I'm sure that they were running down a litany of the humiliations I had endured and planning on the ones to come. I just stood in the middle of this female space waiting for it all to be over.

Finally, the door opened and Linda walked in. Her breasts proceeded her by at least a foot. I was trying not to stare, but it wasn't possible. It would take a much better man than I to avoid staring into those ripe watermelons.

“Well, well, well. So you're here for your first training brassiere. That's a very special day in a young girl's life.”

I looked down at my feet, too embarrassed to look her in the face.

“No need to be shy, Allie.” Linda said, getting down on her knees to be face to face with me.

She put her finger under my chin and lifted my face up to look her in the eye. There I was standing as tall and straight as I could with her on her knees and she still looked down a little when looking at me.

“Let's see what we have to work with.” Linda said. “No need to be shy, little Allie; we're all girls here.”

She started to unbutton the giant men's shirt that I had been wearing like a dress. She took her time letting the shirt fall apart slowly until she just slid it off my shoulders and let it puddle on the floor at my feet. She picked it up and tossed it over one of the dress dummies on the other side of the room.

“It looks like those panties don't fit you too well, do they, sweetie? It's ok. I know how it is to want to wear the big girl undies like your Mommy wears. I hope you weren't trying to get some boy's attention with these. You're a little too young to be showing strange boys your pretty little panties. It was nice of your Mommy to let you borrow these, but I think we need to find you something that's going to fit a little bit better.”

Linda carefully removed the safety pins holding up the bright pink panties that Emily had forced me to wear. I hated the thought of wearing them. The very idea that I'd wanted to put these on so badly that Emily was doing me a favor turned my stomach a little.

Linda removed the final pin and the panties landed at my feet. Linda started to pick them up forcing me to balance by putting my hand on her strong shoulder.

The panties were tossed onto the shirt.

Linda finished undressing me by pulling off the ballet shoes that Emily had made me wear. It didn't take long and I found myself standing there naked. Hairless. Dickless. Shivering in the cool air with my hands clenched over my feminized privates.

“Hands to the side, Allie.” Linda slapped my hands down. “You don't have anything I haven't seen before, little girl.”

She took a long look at my naked body before she reached out and kneaded my flat chest for several seconds before moving down to the blank space between my legs.

“I bet you're the only girl left in your class who hasn't started to bloom. No pubes and not even a hint of boobs. That's ok. Your Mommy tells me that your friend Cecilia is going to be giving you something everyday that will help with that. In the meantime we'll get you fit with some pretty clothes that work with the body you have. We'll worry about the clothes you will grow into when you mature a little bit.”

Linda took out her measuring tape and took a series of measurements of my body. I think she had more readings of me than I got the last time I had an MRI taken.

“Now wait right here and I'll be back in a little bit with some pretty clothes for you to try on.”

I stood there fidgeting from one foot to the next like the little girl they were transforming me into. I thought Cecilia said she was going to do this slowly. I thought this was going to be my last full weekend of near total masculinity. How was it that I was spending it being treated like not only a female, but a female child? I needed to at least try to get some control back. As soon as Linda came back I was going to give her a piece of my mind and put my foot down.

My resolve ended the second she walked through the door carrying a pile of various sized pink boxes. Whatever courage I'd had had been beaten out of me by a series of strict teachers last night and this morning.

“I see the way you look at my breasts, Allie.” Linda said.

“... uh … I, um.”

“It's ok, sweetie. It's ok.” Linda soothed. “It's only natural you should do that. You're about to put on your first training bra. Its your first step in a cycle of womanhood that you'll be following for the rest of your life. It's perfectly natural that you'd be thinking about boobs. Wondering if yours are ever going to be as big as mine. And they are really big breasts aren't they, Allie.”

“Yes.” I said. My voice sounded more like a little girl's than I wanted it to.

“Today you're the chairman of the Itty Bitty Titty Committee, but tomorrow you're going to really fill out that over the shoulder boulder holder of your dreams.”

“No. I don't want any of that Linda.” I begged. “I don't want big boobs. I don't want to wear a bra.

I just want to go back to the way things were before.”

“I know growing up can be pretty scary sometimes, Allie, but it's something we all have to do. And whether you like it or not you're going to be blossoming into a very pretty girl pretty soon. With her own breasts and everything. Before you know it you'll be beating the boys off. And I don't mean with a stick.”

Linda leaned in close and whispered in my ear.

“Would you like to see them?” She asked. “They're really impressive.”

“Your breasts?”

“What do you think I mean, Allie?”

She couldn't be serious, could she? She was actually offering me a chance to see her amazing breasts.

“yes.” I said in a small voice.

“Say 'please.'”

“Please.”

“Say 'pretty please with sugar on it.'”

“Pretty please with sugar on it.”

“Alright.”

Linda pulled back from me far enough to let me get a look at her cleavage, but not her face. I could feel her warm breath on the side of my neck, but all I could see was her massive breast being slowly exposed as she slowly unbuttoned the front of her dress.. She pulled her bra encased breast out of the top of her dress and left it out.

“You can touch my bra if you'd like.” Linda said, her breath hot on the skin of my neck.

I reached my hand out tentatively and felt the smooth black silk of the bra. I could feel the warmth radiating off her breast. It had only been a couple days since the last time I'd gotten laid, but I felt like a virgin copping his first feel.

My cock was vibrating inside my pussy pants desperate to get out, but with no hope of release. In any sense of the word. I was stupid to have agreed to do this. Having this much contact with a woman. Especially a woman like Linda. Was only going to torment me. Remind me of what I couldn't have and leave me hopelessly frustrated.

“Do you like my bra, Allie? It's silk. It feels absolutely wicked against my skin. My breasts. My nipples. Most of the time when I wear something like this I can't get any work done. My mind just focuses on how sinfully hard my nipples feel being massaged by the sheer material. My little nips get all hard and erect.

“Do your nipples get hard, Allie? I know that other parts of you can't anymore. Is losing your cock like going blind? Do your other senses get better to compensate? Will you nipples ever get so sensitive they can make you cum?”

Linda reached down to my chest and massaged my flat boyish breasts. She squeezed my nipples between her fingers and gently pinched them between her long fingernails.

“You can slide your hand inside.” Linda whispered. “If you'd like.”

I shouldn't do it. I should just go back to whatever humiliating little girl games that Emily had planned for me and forget about the contents of this woman's bra. I was going to be tortured enough until I figured a way out of this female prison. I didn't need to go looking for more trouble.

If I was smart I wouldn't have done it, but I wasn't that smart.

I slid my hand down the front of her bra flipping my hand around so that my palm was touching the breast. Her tits were soft and full. Easily as big as my head and probably more intelligent. I moved my fingers downward until I found the hard nipple peeking out from the mountain of flesh. I cupped the nipple in the palm of my hand. It felt better than I could have imagined. I was in Heaven and Hell at the same time. Heaven was Linda's tit; Hell was the pain pulsing from my trapped cock.

Linda moved my other hand to my own nipple and made me fondle myself the way I was massaging her.

“Convince me you want your own breasts and I'll show you mine.” Linda whispered. “Tell me how much my little girl wants her own full set of luscious tits and you get to see what you're feeling now.”

Linda pulled away from me. My hand slipped out of her bra as she sat back. Linda's lower legs were laying flat on the ground as she knelt over me. She sat back until her butt was resting on the heels of her legs. She pulled her arms out of the sleeves of the dress and slid the top half of the dress down until she was exposed from the waist up.

Except for her black silk bra.

“You do like my breast, don't you, Allie?” Linda said, running her fingers from the top of the straps all the way down to the bottom of the cups. “All you have to do to see these amazing boobs is just be honest. With me. With yourself. Tell everyone just how much you'd like to have your own jugs to feel and fondle. It's ok. You can admit it to me. We're all girls here.”

I watched as she massaged and prodded her huge breasts through the black silk. She was putting on a show for me, pushing them forward. Cupping them in her hands. As much of them as she could fit at least. Bending forward to give me a view of her cleavage. Turning to the side so I could see the silhouette of her erect nipples.

“They're an F cup, Allie. Can you even conceive of how big they are? I know the girls with the small tatas like to say that more than a mouthful's a waste, but that just sounds like sour grapes to me, don't you think?

“Not that your tits have to be this big. Maybe the boob fairy won't be as generous to you as she was to me. Maybe you'll end up with only a B cup. Maybe even only an A. I'd feel so sad for you if you did. Women do that. Feel sorry for other women with tiny tits.

“But you don't want tiny titties do you, Allie? No. My girl wants a pair she can be proud of. Anything less than a C is embarrassing. Tell me you want your own tits. Tell me you want to feel them bouncing around on your chest. Tell me all that and I'll let you have a look. A real up close and personal look.”

Linda took her bra covered breasts in her hands and pulled them up almost to her chin before letting them go. I watched them bounce almost hypnotically.

My cock had been straining against my pussy pants keeping me in a constant state of pain since I first laid eyes on this woman. It was growing worse with each movement that she made. I needed to take a break from this and try to think of tax returns and baseball scores. Anything to make the pain in my trapped cock go away.

“I … I really want … my own titties, Aunty Linda.” I drooled as the words came out of my mouth. I felt more like a panting dog than a human being.

“Do you want to wear a nice bra to hold them in?” Linda asked, pulling the straps of her own bra forward exposing more of her flesh. “A nice big bra like the one Aunty Linda is wearing? A nice. Big. Soft. Girly. Bra.”

“Yessssss.”

Linda reached around her back and unsnapped the bra. She held her other arm out over the front of her chest and caught the bra before it could fall straight off. She pulled the bra away with one hand while cradling her huge breasts against her arm. She tossed the bra at me. It landed at my feet.

“Pick it up.” Linda ordered. I did. “Now rub the cups against your nipples. Imagine what it feels like to wear something like that. To feel the weight of your tragic tits sticking out from your chest.”

I rubbed the soft silk against my chest.

“Are your nipples getting hard, girl?” Linda put her hands on her breasts and cradled them in the palms of her hands forming them into a makeshift bra. “Mine sure are.”

Linda teased me for another minute before taking her hands away and letting her breasts hang free.

For breasts that large they were remarkably firm.

“Like what you see, Allie?”

I could only nod my head dumbly at her.

“Time to make you pretty.” Linda said. “Don't worry, I won't put the girls away just yet. It's too much fun watching you drool over what you can't have.”

Linda stood up, but didn't pull her dress back up. She took a few steps forward until I was standing under her huge breasts.

“Eyes front, soldier!” Linda ordered, tapping me on the shoulder.

I tore my eyes off the breasts hovering over my head and looked straight ahead. The next thing I knew I felt her breast come down and hit me on the top of my head. I heard her giggle as she bounced her boob over and over on me.

“OK, enough fun. Time to get you dressed, girly girl. Pull these up.”

I felt her put a small piece of cloth into my hands. I looked down and saw cartoon faces staring back at me from a yellow background.

“What are these?” I asked.

“Those, my pretty little sissy, are your My Little Pony Friendship Is Magic panties. Every little girl your age just LOVES My Little Pony and you don't want to stand out from the other little girls now do you? Cause I can make you stand out. Out front.”

“No. I'm sorry. I just didn't recognize them.” I said, quickly working them up my legs and over my thin boy hips.

“Tell me that you love your My Little Pony panties.”

“I love my My Little Pony panties, Aunty. Thank you for getting them for me. Thank you so much.”

I thought I was going to be sick, but it was better to go through this humiliation with only Linda witnessing. The thought of going through this same ordeal in front of a crowd of strange women was more than I could stand.

“Aren't you just adorable in your first ever pair of big girl panties. No more pull ups for this little girl. Unless she pees on the floor again.”

“Emily … Mommy told you about that?” I asked, I don't know why I found that any more embarrassing than any of the other things Emily had told her about, but it sure did seem worse. Like I really was this sub-juvenile creature they were trying to mold me into.

“It's ok, sweetie. You're getting to be a big girl, but sometimes even the biggest girl has a little bit of a … regression when she's about to enter a new stage of her life. It's natural.”

Linda pulled me close to her and pressed my face into her torso with her breasts resting on top of my head. I know she meant it to be a cruel and demeaning act. A faked comfort act that underscored my lack of height and rubbed her body literally in my face when I couldn't do anything about it. But I actually did feel some comfort. I actually wrapped my hands around her and gave her a hug back.

Linda pushed me back to arm's length and let go. My eyes zeroed in on her breasts and I had to fight back the urge to reach out and grab them despite the pain radiating from my punished cock. She reached into another box and took out the item that I'd been both waiting for and dreading since I was brought back here.

My training bra.

It was yellow to match my panties, but it didn't have any cartoon characters on it. Just a pink flower in the place where the two cups met and some pink along the edges.

I reached my hands out to take the bra. I didn't want to, but I knew I had to put it on sooner or later and I wanted to get this over with as soon as possible. Linda just swatted my hand away and walked behind me.

“Arms up, little girl.” Linda ordered and I obeyed.

Unlike a real bra this was more like a bikini top. All one piece that just slid down the arms. Linda pushed the bra down my arms and over my chest. I'd worn a bra last night when disguising myself to get out of the gym, but that seemed different. I'd never had the sense that it was a piece of MY clothing. Just something that I'd found and used, but had belonged to some real woman.

This was different. No one else had ever worn this bra or the little girl panties that I had covering my butt. They were mine. I didn't have the excuse that they were something I had to put on to get out of a temporary situation. I had to wear these because they were what I was going to wear from now on. I could only pray that Cecilia and Emily hadn't lied to me about being given some male clothes to wear over them when I had to return to work on Monday.

“Don't you look just darling.” Linda said, stepping back to admire her choice. “But stop fussing with your brassiere. It's not like you can adjust the straps, honey. This is a training bra. Straps come later, when you're all grown up and filled out.”

I felt foolish standing there in my training bra and cartoon panties. I wanted to turn my head away from Linda and the ear-to-ear smirk she was wearing, but my obsession with her breasts kept me from looking away in shame. As long as those luscious tits were exposed Linda was going to get a good look at my blushing face.

Linda walked picked up the final package and walked over to a chair. She smoothed her skirt out with her hand and sat down. The action would have come off as ladylike and demure if her dress wasn't pulled down to her waist.

“Come over here and sit on Aunty's lap like a good girl.” Linda said, gently patting her lap with her free hand.

I walked barefoot over to the chair. I wasn't so sure about getting on Linda's lap. I'd barely met the woman and she'd already done so much to me. Exposing both of our bodies yet somehow never being vulnerable.

Linda sensed my doubt. Or maybe she just got tired of me standing there in front of her staring at her exposed breasts while debating about what to do. I was too focused on the breasts and my doubts to see Linda's arms come up beside me and pick me up under the armpits. I think I let out a squeal when she lifted me off the ground and plopped me down on her lap. I knew I was small for a man and Linda was huge for a woman, but I hadn't expected that she'd be able to do anything like that.

To be manhandled like that. Like an inconvenient child. Was a deep blow. I'd been through a lot and done too many things that I was ashamed of, but I had still maintained a sense that it wasn't really me who was doing these things, but the creature that Cecilia was trying to turn me into. Being picked up like a doll and hoisted onto this saleswoman's lap was something that wouldn't have happened without Cecilia putting me in this position, but it still didn't change the fact that I was dainty enough to be treated like that.

“Now we're going to put your tights on, Allie.” Linda said. “I know you haven't had much experience with them so I'm going to help you. OK?”

“ok.” I said in a soft voice, nodding my head slightly to signal my acceptance.

Linda worked the tights up one leg and then the other then planted me back on my feet and pulled the tights the rest of the way up. They were white. Just sheer enough that you could make out the faces of the cartoon horses on my panties, but opaque enough that you couldn't tell that my legs were hairless.

There was a knock on the door.

I think I jumped a foot at the unexpected sound. I was genuinely frightened of whoever knocked on that door seeing me right now dressed like some pansy. In just a day I'd been transformed from an alpha male type A personality businessman into a timid and shy little sissy princess.

God, I hated myself.

The door came open part way. Enough for a woman to poke her head inside and look around. I actually stood behind Linda. I literally hid behind a woman's skirt to protect myself from this invasion of my privacy. Linda, for her part, made no move to pull the top of her dress back up. As if going topless at work while fitting a little girl for underwear was the most normal thing to do in the world.

“I'm sorry, Linda.” The strange woman said from the doorway. “We're swamped out there. I'm going to need you out here ASAP.”

“Allie can wait.” Linda said. “I'll be right there.”

“Thanks.” The other saleswoman said before pulling her head back out of the room and shutting the door.

“Aunty Linda has to go back to work.” Linda said, looking down at me as she pulled her bra back on and pulled up her top. “I'll get back here as soon as I can with some pretty dresses to try on. Now you be a good little girl and wait patiently for your Aunty Linda.”

Linda picked up the men's shirt I'd worn into the shop and walked briskly out the door.

I started to panic. I was going to be stuck back here for who knew how long wearing nothing but my girly undies. Linda had taken the only thing I could see that I could use to give myself at least the illusion of modesty.

I quickly searched the room for anything else that might be used to clothe me and found nothing.

I took a seat on the chair that Linda had just sat in. It was the only piece of furniture in the room. I put my hands on my tight's covered knees and tried to keep myself focused on staying calm and getting through this. It would only be for a little while I told myself.

I still believed that when Linda had been gone for half an hour. When she hadn't returned after an hour I began to wonder if she had forgotten about me.

I started to pace back and forth across the floor of the small room that I was trapped inside. I felt cold wearing just my undies and the movement helped keep me from shivering.

After the second hour on my own I really needed to pee.

My grandfather used to have a saying. He'd say “I gotta piss so bad my back teeth are starting to float.” That's where I was twenty minutes before I decided to risk opening the door and trying to get Linda's attention.

I was doing a little pee pee dance, trying to hold it all in, as I pulled the door open a couple inches and looked down the hall and into the shop. I could see several women chatting while looking through racks and racks of clothing, but no sign of Linda. Had she gone home? Was I stuck here until Emily decided to pick me up? Assuming she ever came back.

I could see the Ladies Room just down the hall. The door was open. I could just scamper down the hall and take care of my business. That would mean leaving the privacy of the back room, but I was about to piss my panties. After the humiliating accident I'd had this morning I'd never live it down if I'd wet myself in public. I told myself that they wouldn't see a grown man walking around in this ridiculous getup; they'd see a very nervous young girl leave a fitting room half dressed, use the Ladies toilet, and hop back. A little undignified maybe, but nothing that would cause too much of a scene.

I was just about to step out of the back room when I saw Jenny standing there looking over a row of blouses.

Jenny Clay. My secretary. It was one thing to risk going out there in front of a group of strange women, but a totally different story to go out in front of someone I knew. Tonya had done a good job on my makeup. Maybe good enough to fool a stranger into thinking I was a girl, but Jenny knew my face too well. There was too great a chance that she'd see through everything.

Was it just a coincidence that Jenny had been shopping here or had she been brought into this scheme by the other women in my life who'd decided that I needed to learn a feminized lesson?

I had no idea.

I shut the door and frantically looked around for something, anything, that I could piss into. It didn't have to be dignified, it just had to be able to contain my flow and not make a mess.

After five minutes the only thing I could find was an empty wine bottle that had been used as decoration. That might have worked if I could still aim with my dick, but with it trapped behind my pussy pants there was no way I was going to be able to pee in it and not make a huge puddle on the floor.

I checked the door again.

Still no sign of Linda. I really did think that she had gone home. But I also didn't see Jenny anywhere. I saw a sea of strange women's faces, but none of them were hers.

This was my chance. I'd make a break for the Ladies before my high school English teacher decided to drop in, pee, and get back here and wait for Linda or Emily to get me the hell out of this place.

I couldn't wait any longer. I felt the pressure building inside of me like a dam about ready to burst. I swung the door open and power walked my way to the bathroom. I'd have run, but I needed to keep my legs close together to keep from having an accident.

At least the door was open. From my experience as a man observing women's rooms it seemed like there was always a line stretching on for miles.

I got a couple odd looks, but the women who did quickly turned away. They must have just been thinking how immodest it was for a young girl to walk around in public dressed like I was. I'm pretty sure that if any of them thought I was a man there would have been a much greater reaction.

I kept my eyes peeled for any sign of Jenny, Linda, or anyone else I might have known. For now there was nothing. I was just a few feet from the open door. I was going to make it. This was going to work. Just a few more feet and I'd get the relief I so desperately needed.

I actually put my hand on my flat groin to help me control myself over the final steps. I got some knowing looks from the real women who were still paying me any attention.

I stepped into the Ladies Room and almost ran into a woman walking out, drying her hands on a paper towel. I stopped dead in my tracks.

It was Jenny.

“I'm sorry, Miss.” Jenny said, before a strange look crossed over her face.

She was staring intently into my eyes, scanning my face with a growing sense of recognition. I'd forgotten entirely about my bladder and began to back pedal my way back to the open hall way and the privacy of the back room.

“MR GREEN!”

Every woman in the shop turned at Jenny's sudden outburst. I soon had every eye on me as I stood there in my yellow training bra, My Little Pony panties, and white tights. I put my hands over my chest and tried to make a run back to the back room, but Linda had somehow gotten between me and the door. I stood there trapped between my confused secretary and the amazonian saleswoman.

That's when I felt it.

My bladder couldn't take any more. I felt it just let go in a powerful burst that started at my crotch and turned into a river along my thigh covered legs that formed a huge puddle at my feet. The crowded shop was so silent that I could hear the stray drops of pee fall from my soggy panties and drip into the puddle I was standing in.


9: Clothes Make The Sissy

I stood there in the hallway in front of the Ladies Room standing in a puddle of my own piss caught between my very confused secretary and the woman who had helped dress me in the childish lingerie I was currently wearing.

“I think you scared poor Allie.” Linda said to my secretary Jenny. “She's a very meek little girl and I think you gave her a start.”

“This is my boss, Alan Green.” Jenny said. “What's he doing dressed like that and …”

Jenny just made a gesture that encompassed the entirety of the potty accident that I'd just had.

“I'd love to stop and chat with you miss, but little Allie here needs to be cleaned up right away, but if you know Allie I'm sure his Mommy won't have any problem with you giving me a hand. We can talk while we clean. Now lets get you out of those wet things, little girl.”

The last was said to me. The other saleswoman handed Linda a huge towel that she used to wrap around my entire body before she lifted me up and carried me to the back room where I'd been trapped for the past few hours. I felt weak and helpless in Linda's strong arms. She didn't even seem to be straining too much to carry me.

Jenny followed behind confused by what she was seeing. I'd been a lot of things to Jenny over the three years that she'd worked for me, but she'd never seen me like this.

Linda laid out on the floor of the backroom and spread the towel I was wrapped in out under me like a beach blanket. Jenny just stared in silence as the large and voluptuous saleswoman cleanly stripped the tights and panties off my lower half. My training bra remained dry so it was allowed to stay.

“Oh my God! What happened to his penis?!” Jenny blurted out as soon as the panties came off.

“Allie here was very naughty and had his little boy pee pee taken away from him. Her. It's kind of hard keeping track of the little sissy's pronouns. Let me call Emily to tell her what happened. Then she can explain it to you.”

Jenny walked closer to where I lay on the blanket. I was on my back with my knees pulled apart after Linda had pulled my pants down. My panties anyway. My pussy pants. The chastity device that locked my cock up in a feminized prison wasn't going to come off anywhere near that easily. I felt like a baby getting their diaper changed. And probably looked it to.

I tried to close my legs. It was bad enough that Jenny had seen me like this, I didn't need her staring at my flat crotch. But as soon as I tried to close my legs she tapped them apart with the toe of her high heeled shoe.

“Don't close your legs.” Jenny said. “I want to see.”

Two days ago I'd never have imagined that I'd be in this position. And I would never have believed that Jenny was capable of giving me an order. Even in my current state.

I let my knees fall apart. I wouldn't say that I spread my legs for Jenny, but it was pretty close.

“Hi, Em. Linda here.” I heard Linda on the phone talking to Emily. “Little Allie had another accident. This time she couldn't make it to the little girl's room in time and she peed all over the floor. … Yes. … Just her favorite pair of My Little Pony panties and some tights. … OK … And there's someone here who says she know Allie. She's seen everything and has all the questions you'd expect. I thought it best if she spoke to you. … OK. Here she is.”

Linda put Jenny on the phone. I lay there on my back looking up at my secretary and listened to her half of the conversation. At one point she just glared at me and stepped on my crotch. Whatever Emily was telling her was making her angrier and angrier by the second. She ground her foot down against my body like she was stamping out a cigarette.

Finally Jenny handed the phone back to Linda who left the room to finish the call.

“Jenny. You have to help me.” I begged. “There's been a huge misunderstanding and they are putting me through hell. They've drugged me. Put me on hormones. Whipped me. Spanked me. Locked me away. A man almost raped me in the locker room. And there's a street whore living in my house right now. I don't know what Emily told you I did, but it can't have been bad enough to justify all of this, can it?”

“I turned a blind eye for you.” Jenny said. “I thought you and Ms. Bradley were just having an office fling. I felt bad for your girlfriend, but I've seen Mad Men. I know this kinda stuff happens. If I had ANY idea that you were raping her I would have done this sooner.”

Jenny pulled back her foot and gave me a hard kick to the crotch. I cried out in agony as waves of searing pain started shooting through my midsection.

“I never raped ...” I finally managed to start to get out before being silenced by a second, more powerful kick.

“You blackmailed her into fucking you.” Jenny said. “You made her fuck and suck you when she didn't want to. That's rape asshole.”

She gave me a third kick that left me in a fetal position and walked away from me. I looked up at her through my tear filled eyes and saw her pacing back and forth with her fists clenching and unclenching. She was furious.

And I was the source of her anger.

Linda made it back into the room before Jenny could take another stab at me. She looked at Jenny in her highly agitated state then at me in my torment and gave me a look that told me that she knew I'd deserved everything that had happened to me. Not only from Jenny, but from all the women who'd banished me to this female hell.

“Emily's going to drop the things off pretty soon.” Linda said. “I need to go back out on the sales floor until we close. Do you mind watching over Allie until then? I hate to ask, but I tried to leave her alone before and just proved how much she needs a woman around to keep her out of trouble.”

“I'd love to.” Jenny said much too excitedly for my liking.

Linda left the room. I started to sit up.

“NO!” Jenny barked at me. She lifted her foot like she was going to stomp down on me. “You are going to just lay there and think about what you've done.”

Jenny made a visible effort to calm herself down before planting her high heeled foot on my chest and pushing down until I complied with her orders and lay back down on the giant towel. She kept her foot there, not putting her full weight on my chest, but applying enough pressure to make me think twice about trying to get up.

Not that physical rebellion was an option for me. Jenny was a pretty thin girly girl just about my height, maybe a little taller even without her heels. Normally I'd have no problem standing up to someone like that, but I was so damn weak. A side effect of whatever drug cocktail Cecilia had me on coupled with some strained muscles from a foolish attempt to show off at the weight room. Not only did I look the part of a helpless tween girl, I had all the muscle of one too. I'd already been put in my place by so many women who previously had been much much weaker.

“I'll stay here on the floor, Jenny, but I want you to think of something too.” I said. “Maybe what I did to Cecilia was wrong, but what they're doing to me isn't right.”

“'MAYBE' what you did to Ms. Bradley was wrong?!!!” Whatever calm Jenny had managed to project vanished in an instant. “Do you have any idea what an ass you're being? You committed a FELONY. All so you could cheat on your girlfriend with a woman who didn't want anything to do with you. As far as I'm concerned you're getting off easy. So just lay there and keep your sissy mouth shut, bitch!”

Jenny took her foot off my chest. I thought for a moment that I'd been given some respite, but Jenny had other ideas. She marched angrily over to the wooden chair and picked it up. She carried it over to where I was laying down and put it right over my head. The four legs rested very close to my head and shoulders. The seat of the chair was only a couple feet above my face. I felt trapped. Caged.

Then I looked up and saw Jenny demurely smooth her skirt by running her hands over her seat just before she sat down right on top of me.

Jenny was wearing a long skirt that draped down over the chair, cutting out most of the light. I could just make out her legs as she shifted her position putting a leg on either side of my torso before lifting them both up and resting her feet on my bare, feminized crotch. The pressure was bearable, but I was unable to focus on anything else other than my trapped and abused genitals.

I heard some electronic sounds that I couldn't place at first. Then I realized that they were Jenny playing games on her phone while I lay under her. It was such a casual display of her power over me. I couldn't do anything but think about the torture I was enduring while Jenny couldn't be bothered to look up from her Bedazzled.

I lay there under Jenny for an hour before I heard the door open and Linda walk back in.

“Aren't you the clever one.” Linda said. “Has little missy pissy pants given you any trouble?”

“No. He started to try to talk me into thinking he was the victim, but I shut him up pretty quick.”

“So I see.” Linda walked over and gave my leg a gentle tap with her toe. “Are you being a good little girl down there, Allie?”

“Yes.” I said.

“'Yes,' what?” Linda asked in a voice that sounded like I was a mentally deficient child.

“Yes, Aunty Linda.”

“Is it me or does our little girl's voice sound just a bit butch?” Linda asked.

“A little.” Jenny said.

“Maybe you could do something about that.” Linda said to Jenny.

I didn't like the way this was going.

“Allie, do you know your nursery rhymes?” Linda asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you know Mary Had A Little Lamb?”

“Of course I know it.”

“Then recite it to us in your best sissy voice.” Linda ordered.

I wasn't sure what she meant by “sissy voice” so I just started out in my regular voice.

“Mary had a little laa ...”

Jenny began to apply pressure to my trapped junk. After all the abuse my trapped nuts had suffered I would have thought that it was impossible for me to feel anything anymore, but I felt a spike of pain that stopped me from finishing the first line.

“The word you're looking for is 'lamb,' sweetie.” Linda said. “Why don't you start over from the beginning and do it right this time.”

She couldn't be serious? It was hard enough keeping myself from weeping let alone trying to say some stupid nursery rhyme.

I started over again and Jenny kept on pressing down hard on my junk. I croaked my words higher and higher as my balls felt like they were about to explode in the cramped confines of my pussy pants. When my voice got as high as I thought it was going to go Jenny let up on the pressure. I kept on going, but if I ever dropped my voice from the ridiculous falsetto I was speaking in, Jenny pressed down until I went back up an octave.

“I love your new girly voice, Allie. Don't you, Jenny.”

“I think it's perfect.” Jenny said, standing up and off me. “He sounds like a total bimbo.”

“It's unanimous. I guess from now on you're just going to have to use your new girly girl voice when you're not playing dress up. You know when you put on boy's clothes. This is how you talk when you're wearing your real clothes. Your pretty panties and bras dresses.”

“But she keeps wetting her panties.” Jenny interjected, picking up the chair and moving it off of me.

“That is very true. That's why Emily dropped off this.”

Linda reached into a plastic Wal-Mart bag and pulled out a bag of diapers.

“Don't feel bad, little Allie. Even big girls can have accidents.” Linda said. “Maybe you just need a little time to adjust to your new situation. Or maybe you really do need to wear diapers. Right now we're going to put you in a nice pair of Pampers and go about the rest of our day. That way you don't have to worry about needing to make it to the little girl's room when you need to tinkle. And if you can stay dry long enough maybe we'll get you back in big girl panties.”

“But no promises.” Jenny said.

“Please, no.” I begged. “You've done so much to me. Can't you just give me some panties. I promise I won't have another accident. I just waited too long because I was scared of being caught. I can control myself. Honest.”

“Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me.” Linda said.

“I think you need to wear your diapers, sissy girl.” Jenny said.

I felt like crying as Linda spread my legs wide and knelt down in between them. My mind flashed to fantasies of her massaging my cock, taking it into her mouth, before mounting me. But the reality was far from that happy fantasy. In reality Linda was spreading a disposable diaper under my butt. She even lifted my legs up in the air with one hand so she could center my blistered ass on the plastic diapers.

“Her little tush looks like she might have diaper rash.” Jenny said.

My ass had been whipped and spanked. It must have looked pretty raw.

“Hand me the bag.”

Jenny handed another bag to Linda who rifled through it until she found a jar of vaseline. She popped the top off and put two fingers deep into the petroleum jelly. They came out coated. Linda lifted my legs again and pressed her two fingers into me.

I started to cry again. It was all just too much and I felt the emotion rise up inside me and escape through my tears. It had been years. Decades. Since the last time I had cried. In the past couple of days I'd been driven to tears more times than I could remember. Was it the sissy pills and their hormones wrecking havoc with me? Or was I not as strong as I'd always thought I was.

Linda rubbed the rest of the jelly on my ass. It felt cool and soothing. She wiped the excess off on the diaper and proceeded to shower my pussy pants with baby powder. She closed the diaper and pulled the tabs shut.

There was a rush of activity as Linda quickly got me into a new pair of tights. A pale blue dress was pulled over my head and the ballet slippers I had worn into the boutique were put back on my feet. Jenny retouched my makeup while Linda transferred the diapers and other baby supplies into a proper diaper bag.

My diaper bag.

It was bad enough waddling around in a diaper. The whole world had to know about my humiliating condition. The plastic diaper made a distinct noise every time I made any movement. And it was hot. Between the Pampers and the tights I felt like my crotch and butt were on fire. I started to sweat as soon as I stood up.

I was pushed out the door. Most of the rest of the customers had left. It was slow enough that the other saleswoman didn't need Linda's help any more. The two women marched me out the door and into Linda's car.

I was placed in the back seat. Jenny reached over me and fastened my seat belt. Like I was too small or too dumb to figure out how to do it myself. The door closed and the two women took their places in the front of the car.

Where was Emily? She said she'd be back. According to Linda she'd stopped by the boutique and dropped off the contents of my new diaper bag, but she hadn't bothered to look in on me and gloat about my further demotion. I'd gone from executive to subordinate to tween girl to toddler. I would have thought she would have loved to see me like this.

It made me wonder what she was doing. And why Linda was doing all of this for Emily. I could see my girlfriend's motivation. I knew Jenny's. But Linda didn't seem to have a dog in this fight. Why was she doing this?

Linda drove for another hour. It was still light out, but getting later. She pulled over into the parking lot of a high end men's store that I had purchased most of my business wear from.

“I know you're worried that we're going to send you to work in your sissy clothes, Allie.” Linda said. “But Emily wants you to have a brand new suit for your first day at the office in boy drag.”

“But I have my own clothes. Back at my home.” I pleaded. The last thing I needed was to be around even more strangers. Shopping for men's clothes.

“No need to thank us, Allie. The look on your face is worth every penny.”

“I can't go clothes shopping like this; I'm wearing a diaper for Christ's sake.”

“Given how badly you wet your panties earlier I think it's best we keep those diapers on, little lady.” Linda said.

Jenny laughed at my expense.

Linda pulled open the door and unbuckled my seatbelt. She took my hand as I stepped out of the car. I tried to pull my hand out of hers, but she was too strong or I was too weak. Before I could offer up any other resistance I was pulled towards the store.

It was hard to think of myself as a man or an adult. Linda towered over me making me feel like I was the little girl that theses women were pretending I was. I could hear the rustle of my plastic diapers as I struggled to keep up with the leggy brunette. Jenny kept pace with Linda. She was carrying my bright pink diaper bag.

We made it into the store. Most of the times that I shopped here I went straight to the third floor for suits or the second floor for shirts and underwear. This time I was being dragged straight to the boy's department on the first floor.

Lucky for me the store wasn't that busy. As it was the few customers gave us a long look. Most of the attention was being directed at the busty Linda or the lithe Jenny, but there were a few looks at the little girl who was blushing furiously as she was being marched to the boy's department.

The salesman stepped up to greet us as soon as we walked through the door.

“I'm Hector. How may I be of service to you today, ladies?” He was having trouble taking his eyes off

“Well, Hector. My little niece here is going to be in a school play. She's supposed to be playing the part of a big tough businessman. A real cut throat shark. You know how it is, not enough boys auditioned so they had to have girls play most of the boy's parts. And I think the director has it in for Allie. Wants her to fall flat on her face cause Allie upstaged the director's daughter when they did Annie last year. So she cast Allie in this part figuring that no one would ever mistake her for a man.”

I don't know what would have been worse, having Linda tell Hector the truth or the possibility that Hector was really believing the bullshit that Linda was spouting.

“She does look a little too pretty for the part.” Hector offered. “But with her hair slicked back and one of our suits she might be able to pull it off. I can show you something in our junior executives line. I think we should have something close to Allie's size and we can have alterations made. Depending on how soon you need it.”

“Well, Hector.” Linda said. “We really need to send Allie off to school with this on Monday. Would that be something you could do for us?”

Linda was running her fingers along Hector's lapel under the pretense of straightening his collar. Her considerable charms were not lost on him.

“I'm sure we can make some arrangements.” Hector said, trying his damnedest to remain professional.

“This one would be perfect.” Jenny called out from the racks.

She'd slipped away while Hector and Linda were flirting. She raised a suit from the rack and held it up for Linda's inspection.

No.

In my time at the company I'd made it a point of dressing in nothing but the finest suits that I could afford. All hand tailored. All very expensive. I am a short man so I was always conscious of the fact that I could fit into boy's sizes and that made me go out of my way to make sure that my suits could never be mistaken for something bought in the boy's department.

It was very possible that there were suits here that could pass as adult clothing. I saw some suits on display that just might do, depending on the level of scrutiny. But what Jenny was holding up could in no way be mistaken for an adult men's suit.

It was powder blue. All of my suits were dark. Black. Charcoal. Dark grey. Navy was probably the lightest color suit that I owned. This would stick out like sore thumb.

And the cut was terrible. Some throwback to the 70's that was somehow acceptable because it was meant for a preteen boy. The lapels were huge. The legs flared out into bellbottoms. There was no way that this was going to go unnoticed at the office.

“I don't know if that's going to help with the look you're going for.” Hector said, diplomatically.

“I don't know.” Linda said. “Allie's a great little actress. Does she need to be measured?”

“That's a little awkward. We don't have any female employees who could make those measurements.” Hector said.

“That's no trouble at all. Allie isn't shy and I can be in the fitting room with both of you just to say that everything was above board.”

I could see Hector weighing his options in his head. I don't know what kinds of rules he may or may not have been breaking by measuring someone he thought was a little girl, but I did know that he was looking at being in a moderately tight space with Linda and her giant tits.

“That shouldn't be a problem. Our fitting room is over there. Let me just get that suit in something a little smaller and I'll be right with you.”

Linda dragged me to the fitting room while Hector busied himself looking for the right sized suit. As soon as we were behind the curtain Linda started pulling my dress up over my head.

“Please, no.” I begged in my high pitched girly voice. “I don't want him seeing me in my diapers.”

“I know how it is, sweetie.” Linda said still working the dress off over my head. “He's a very handsome man. The sort of man girls wear special undies for. Thongs. G strings. Crotchless panties. But those things are a bit too grown up for you. You're really going to have to prove to me that you are a big girl with a big girl's bladder before I promote you out of diapers. And even then it's going to be something simple like briefs or boy shorts. That sexy stuff will have to wait until you grow up.”

It was no use. No matter what I said she was going to twist it around to seem like I wanted any part of this. I let her strip the dress off me and I stood there in the fitting room wearing nothing but my training bra, diaper, and tights. The area under my diaper was still hot and sweaty, but my upper body felt cold in the open air. I wrapped my arms around my shoulders to keep the heat in. Linda chuckled at the unconsciously feminine gesture.

After several agonizing minutes Hector opened the curtains to the fitting room and looked straight at me. I cowered back against the back corner of the fitting room trying to make myself as small as possible. The tall man looked me over from head to toe in a way that made me even more uncomfortable.

“Little Allie has a bit of a wetting problem, Hector.” Linda said. “If she can stay dry she's going to graduate to big girl panties. We're all really rooting for her.”

“I just need to take her measurements and then she can try on the suit.” Hector said, hanging the suit on a hook. He laid some other articles of clothing out on the small bench.

“Well I'll leave you to it then. Allie you be a good girl and do everything Hector tells you to. I'll be be looking through the store when you're done.”

Linda walked up to Hector and brushed past him. Well her breasts brushed past him.

“But … but I thought you were going to stay here with me, Aunty Linda.” I said. My girly voice only made it sound more pathetic.

“You'll be fine.” Linda said. “Take good care of my little girl, Hector.”

Linda gave Hector a huge smile and stepped out. Hector turned and watched Linda slink out of view. I swear I could see the erection straining through his pants. Then he turned to me and closed the fitting room curtain behind him.

“We'll need to get rid of these.” Hector patted my tights and diaper clad crotch. “And the bra too … for the measurements.”

God! He was trying to get me naked in here with him alone. Did he think I really was a little girl? Was he some sort of perv?

“Can't I just keep them on? I'm gonna be wearing them under the suit anyway. It shouldn't make any difference.” I tried to retreat further into the corner, but there was no where left to go.

“Jenny told me everything.”

“W … what?”

“Jenny told me everything.” Hector said, moving in closer, placing his hand on my shoulders, pulling down the straps of my bra. “Everything about what you did, Alan.”

It was the first time I'd heard my real name in a long time and it felt like a slap in the face.

“... she did?”

I could smell his cologne as he took my bra off.

“You're not much of a man, are you, Alan? I don't just mean your size, or the way you're dressed, or the things they've made you do. I mean before that. Back when you were allowed to wear pants and give orders. And you saw what a mistake that was.”

He put his hand on my chest. I could feel his fingers playing with my nipple. I tried not to think about what was going to happen to me. I should call out for help. I should scream. But I don't think anyone would help. Just laugh as I was bent over and fucked hard by a man who decided that he was going to avenge the honor of some woman he'd never even heard of until five minutes ago.

“Pull your tights down, Allen. Just to your knees is fine.”

“yes, sir.” I heard myself squeak in my girly voice.

I reached down to my hips and pulled the tights down as directed. When I pulled myself back up Hector had placed his hands on the wall of the fitting room behind me. I looked up, but all I could see was his huge body towering over me.

“I want you to undo my zipper and pull out my cock, Alan. I want you to be very careful. Treat it like it was your own dick. If you had one.”

It was somehow worse that he was calling me Alan. It would have been easier to think of this as something that happened to “Allie.” It may sound crazy, but the dainty little sissy identity that Cecilia and all the other ladies were crafting for me actually gave me some protection.

I placed my hand on Hector's crotch and fumbled for the zip. I could feel the heat rise off of the huge bulge in his pants. I worked the zipper down and reached my hand through the opening and fumbled around until I could feel his cock in my hand.

My mind flashed back to last night in the gym. Having a strange man put his dick in my mouth. Work himself into my ass. Almost rape me. The same thing was happening now the only difference was I knew the name of my attacker.

I pulled his penis out through his open fly. The skin was softer than I would have thought. Like velvet only it was warm and tight and pulsing.

Hector took his hands off the wall and placed them on my hips. He turned me around until I was bent over with my face pressed into the fake wood paneling. I could just see our reflection in the mirror from my humble position. Not only was I going to have to feel what he was going to do to me; I was going to have to watch my assault.

“Hold these.” Hector ordered, moving my hands to the sides of my diapers.

He loosened the tapes and pulled them back away from my ass, but not all the way off. He didn't need to do that. What he wanted was exposed and right in front of him. Linda had even made sure that there was enough lube to make this possible.

Hector held onto his dick with one hand and my diaper with the other. He pushed his hips forward until I could feel the tip of his cock against my lower back. I gritted my teeth and prepared for the world of pain that was about to erupt from my ass.

But Hector hadn't made any move to mount or in any other way penetrate me. I expected that he would have been all over me by now, but I was given some sort of temporary reprieve. I saw Hector in the mirror fumbling with his cock. I wasn't sure what he was doing until I felt the first hot gush of liquid hit me right between my ass cheeks.

He was pissing on me.

He peed for a full minute, but it seemed like forever. The arc of dirty golden fluid hosed against my ass and pooled in the diaper that Hector and I were holding in place. I could smell the pungent odor of alpha male piss rising up from my diaper.

When he was done he re-taped the diapers into position and pulled up my tights. The heat of the Pampers and the tights had been bad before. It was infinitely worse with his fresh steamy piss being pressed firmly into my ass and overflowing onto my emasculated crotch.

“You may not be a real man, Alan, but I am. I'm not going to rape you, but it's going to be awhile before you graduate to big girl panties. Now put on your bra and we'll get you into your new work clothes.”

He tossed the bra into my hands. I fumbled my way into it without looking at him. He handed me a pastel pink dress shirt and I gladly put it on grateful to have something covering me. The buttons were on the right side, so I knew it was a men's shirt, but there was no way I'd have ever worn anything that color.

The shirt was just a little too large for me. It still stung that after all these years. After all my successes. That there were still clothes in the boy's department that were too big for me.

The jacket was even larger. My hands were swamped in the sleeves. Not as much as when I was wearing the mysterious men's shirt that Emily had given me, but it did make me look like a little boy dressing up in his big brother's hand me downs. Ones that I hadn't quiet grown into.

The pants were the opposite. They fit well enough around the waist, but the legs were far too short. From the waist down I looked like a kid who'd had a sudden growth spurt and his parents hadn't had the chance to get him some pants that fit. My white tights were clearly visible.

Hector didn't offer me socks to cover the tights, but he did hand me a tie. A cheap clip on. I put it on, but there was no mistaking it for the real thing.

“Take a look at yourself in the mirror, Alan.” Hector ordered. “And tell me if you like what you see.”

I looked. I looked like a little girl who had dressed up in her older brother's suit to go trick or treating. And I was pretty sure I could see the bulge of the diapers under the pale blue pants I was wearing. There was no way that I could go into the office looking like this and be taken seriously. Even with my hair brushed back and the makeup taken off. The person looking back at me in the mirror wasn't anyone to be taken seriously.

The curtain opened. Jenny was there staring in at me in my male drag. The smile on her face only underscored how truly fucked I was.

“That looks perfect, Hector.” Jenny said. “We'll take it.”

“How soon do you need the alterations?” He asked.

“That looks perfect. Don't change a stitch.” Then she said to me. “Hurry up and put on your real clothes, Allie. We need to get you back to Mommy.”

My real clothes? I was miles away from where they were. I knew what she meant, but it was hard to think about them that way.

Hector left the fitting room. I tried to close the curtain to give myself some privacy as I changed back into my dress, but Jenny stopped me. She just stood outside looking in as I made a hasty change back into my girl clothes.

I managed to get changed before any other customers showed up to see my humiliation.

I was escorted back to the car and once more belted into the back seat. Before I knew it Jenny had pushed a baby bottle into my mouth. I started to take it out, but Jenny gave me a look that made it clear that that wouldn't be a good idea.

With everything that had happened to me I'd almost forgotten that I hadn't had much if anything to eat today. The thought of something in my stomach. Even if it came from a baby bottle. Was a welcome idea.

I sucked the rubber nipple until a thin stream of sweet liquid poured into my mouth. It wasn't milk or juice. I had the sinking suspicion that I was being fed baby formula, but almost didn't care. The sweet liquid tasted better than I thought possible. I was soon suckling the bottle, trying to turn my head away from near by cars that might get a look at me performing this infantile task.

Linda drove off into the coming darkness while I worked on finishing my bottle. I felt my eyes growing heavier and heavier as the stress of my day and the boredom of a long trip set in.

At some point I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew I was being shaken awake by Linda. I sluggishly came to half consciousness. I tried to stumble my way out of the backseat, but Linda just picked me up and pulled me to her.

I could see we had made it back to Emily's house.

Thank god!

At least I was going to be able to try to talk some sense into her. With any luck she'd have had the day to calm down. And I certainly had been put through enough payback to make up for me cheating on her.

I expected Linda to put me down, but she just put me over her hip like a woman carries a toddler. I wanted to protest, but as soon as my mouth came open Linda stuffed it with a pacifier. I was too tired to struggle so I just lay limply against this amazon as she carried me into my girlfriend's house.

I didn't see Jenny. Was I that out of it that I didn't hear Linda drop her off? I was very tired.

Emily greeted us at the door dressed the way she had been the night before. In a new dress that she had worn especially for our anniversary dinner. A dinner that I couldn't make due to Cecilia springing her trap.

And me forgetting about it.

Emily looked amazing. Even better than she had the night before. I wondered if she was wearing the new lingerie that she had teased me with when we were planning the night. Then I realized that I was being toted around like a two year old and felt even more ridiculous. I could have had that. Instead I was on Linda's hip. Humbled.

“Thanks for doing this for me, Linda.” Emily said. “You don't know how hard it is to find a sitter on such short notice.”

Sitter? I was still groggy, but I definitely didn't like the sound of that.

“No problem. Little Allie here is just so much fun to be around. The time is going to just fly by.”

The doorbell rang and Emily went to answer it.

I struggled to get down from Linda's grasp. I didn't know who was at the door, but there was no way that I wanted anyone else to see me dressed this way. With a pacifier in my mouth. Being carried around like this.

“She's getting fussy, Em.” Linda said, pulling me close, making sure that I couldn't escape.

“She's just overtired.” Emily said, opening the door. “Hi, Clifton. Come on in.”

There was a man at the door. A very tall, very muscular black man carrying a bouquet of flowers. He was dressed as nicely as Emily.

“You look amazing, Emily.” Clifton said, handing her the flowers.

“Thank you.” Emily took the flowers and gave Clifton a kiss on the lips. “You look absolutely delicious.”

“Why don't I put those in some water for you, Em.” Linda said.

“Oh, Clifton. This is my friend Linda. And that adorable little girl on her hip is my ex-boyfriend. Trust me, he deserves everything that he is getting.”

“Nice to meet you, Linda.” Clifton shook the amazon's hand. In her heels she was actually slightly taller than he was.

“And I suppose I have you to thank for Emily and I getting back together.” Clifton said looking me straight in the face.

He gave me a kiss on the forehead.

I turned my head away and buried it in Linda's arm. The three adults in the room laughed at my predicament.

“Awww, little Allie's shy.” Emily crooned.

“I don't want to rush things, but we're going to need to fly if we're going to make our reservation.” Clifton said.

“Let me just say goodbye to Allie and we can head out.”

Emily came in close and whispered in my ear. My face was still buried in Linda's arm so I couldn't see Emily's expression.

“I'm wearing everything that I wore last night. The dress. The shoes. The undies you wanted me to wear. I want you to sit at home in your little diapers, drinking your bottle, and I want you to think about what you could have been enjoying. I want you to think about how much you screwed things up. And I want you to think about Clifton getting everything you could have had. Good night, Allie.”

I turned to look at my former girlfriend leave for her date with this virile, well dressed man. I thought about everything she had just told me. How much better things could have been for me had I just not gotten caught.

“Remind me to get you your shirt back.” Emily said to Clifton as they were headed out the door. “I completely forgot that I had it in my closet until Allie needed something to wear. The little darling looked so adorable wearing your big shirt.”


10: Daddy Issues

I hung there on Linda's hips wearing a diaper that another man had pissed into while my girlfriend walked out the door with yet another man. Not just any man either. One of her exes. And looking at him I had to wonder why they'd split up. He was handsome, muscular, articulate, and tall. All the things that I either never was or were being taken from me by Cecilia's plan to turn me into a sissy.

Looking at where I was now it was obvious that it hadn't been that hard for her.

Every time I thought I'd fallen as far as I could. Every time I thought things were going to get better. I just ended up getting pushed even further down. There seemed to be no escape from my sissy future. I'd been physically, mentally, and emotionally weakened to the point that I didn't even dare remove the humiliating pacifier from my mouth and try to convince Linda to let me down and have some pants.

I was powerful and domineering. Now I was meek and timid sitting in a puddle of another man's piss.

“He was a handsome man, don't you think?” Linda asked me. Her smile wasn't kind.

I turned my head away from her unable to look her in the eyes and unwilling to confirm the obvious truth of her statement.

“I think Mommy is going to make Clifton your new Daddy.” Linda liked rubbing salt into my wounds. “At least your tonight Daddy.”

Of all the transformations and humiliations that I had endured in the very short time that had passed since I had woken up from Cecilia's drugged coffee I found the infantilization the worst of all. It's true that I think of my feminization as a demotion, but even I recognize that there's a certain amount of BS attached to that. My pride may tell me that being girly is wrong and shameful, but my head at least knows that women are people too.

But being treated like a baby couldn't be seen as anything other than a step down. Several steps. As long as they were treating me like this. As long as my injury and the sissy pills kept me weak. I was trapped and helpless. Completely dependent on Linda, Emily, or any of the other women involved in this plot to take care of me. I couldn't even change my own diaper without getting Linda's help.

Speaking of which, my soggy diaper was getting increasingly uncomfortable as the night wore on. Hector had pissed into my diaper a couple hours ago. It had been so hot when it was fresh. Even cooled down the insides of my diapers were feeling hot and steamy. All the heat radiating off my caged cock was being trapped by layers of absorbent cloth and plastic further covered by my tights. I really wanted to be out of them. I'd even be ok with having a fresh diaper put on if Linda insisted. Which she probably would. But the thought of asking for a diaper change just after my girlfriend went out on a date with another man was just too degrading.

Linda picked up my pink diaper bag and carried it and me into the living room. She took a seat on the sofa and lay me down on the couch and across her lap. My head and upper body lay on her thighs while my legs rested on the comfy couch.

I looked up to see what sort of expression she had on her face, but my line of sight was cut off by her huge breasts. I swear to god that each one was larger than my head. Just floating there above my face.

I don't know what possessed me, but I reached up and placed my hand on them. If they were going to treat me like a baby I may as well take advantage of the perks. I'd rather have pants and the rest of my grown up male clothes, but if I had to pretend to be a baby I may as well cop a feel.

Linda chuckled, but I couldn't see her facial expression.

Then she put her hand under my dress and began to walk her fingers over my vulnerable belly. I could feel my cock begin to respond only to bang head first into the restraints of my pussy pants. Frankly, I was amazed that my penis was still functioning even that much after the abuse that Jenny had delivered during her time alone with me. The pussy pants may have kept me from getting hard or getting off, but they did next to nothing for stopping the pain of a kick to the groin.

Jenny had delivered several of those after she'd found out what I'd done to Cecilia.

At first I thought that Linda was going to check my diaper to see if I was wet and needing changing. I was, but I didn't want her to find out about that yet. A little diaper rash later was worth not having to hear her tease me now.

But Linda chose to do something completely different. Something that caught me totally by surprise.

She began to tickle me.

I found myself laughing despite my best attempts to keep myself calm and ignore her tickling fingers along my belly, sides, even up into my hairless armpits. No matter how much I tried I couldn't help but break out in fits of childish high pitched laughter as she danced her fingers over my body. I couldn't even get up and get away since she used her other hand to pin me down to her lap.

That's when I realized that I had a problem a lot bigger than laughing.

I had to pee. Very badly.

I'd had a couple bottles of formula earlier. After the last time I peed. On the floor. They must have gone straight through me since I hadn't had any solid food all day. I couldn't lose control of my bladder for the third time today. It was like my ability to hold my water was stolen with my penis.

I tried to hold back, but the pressure was too much and it was impossible to keep myself under control while Linda was tickling me. I held off as long as I could, but it didn't last long and I soon found myself flooding my diapers for the first time since I was a baby.

The hot flood of pee filled my diapers as I laughed and thrashed on Linda's lap. There was so much of it I was sure that I'd be feeling it leaking out of my diaper and running down my tights covered legs. But I didn't feel any pass beyond the protective layers of my Pampers.

Linda finally stopped tickling me and placed her hand on my bare stomach. I felt her tap her long razor-like nails on my belly, tracing circles around my navel. She slowly walked them across the plastic coated diapers until her hand rested on my crotch.

“Somebody's not going to earn herself big girl panties any time soon.” Linda said and patted my hot crotch. “Let's get you changed, little Missy Pissy Pants.”

Linda picked me up and layed me down on the floor on my back at her feet as she rummaged through the diaper bag for a clean diaper. I looked up at her standing above me like some erotic giantess. I wanted to reach out and touch her. Fondle her. And have her respond to me like an adult. Caress me back. Even slapping me would be preferable to this feminine infantile Hell that I had been consigned to.

Linda bent over me pulling a towel under me to protect the carpet from my pee. She pulled off my tights and tossed them into the diaper bag then ran her long painted nails under the tapes on the side of my disposable diaper.

“It's ok, sweetie.” Linda said. “I knew you wouldn't be able to keep your pants dry.”

Linda opened up the diaper to the open air. The cool air felt good on my sweaty piss covered skin for the first few seconds, but turned clammy by the time Linda gathered up the baby wipes and other baby supplies.

I lay there on my back as she cleaned me up and pulled a fresh diaper under me.

“Give me your hands.” Linda cooed down at me. “Up up.”

I lifted my hands up expecting her to help me to my feet, but she just grabbed the dress I was wearing and pulled it up and off me. She then pulled off my training bra.

“I think you've still got little way to go before you should be wearing this, little girl.” Linda said. “I mean you don't even have pubes yet.”

She tossed my dress and training bra into the diaper bag and pulled out a yellow babydoll nighty. It was the sort of thing that suggested childish femininity. But sexy. It was the sort of thing that I would have given my left nut to see Linda model, but that wasn't going to happen.

Linda slipped it over my arms and draped the too short skirt down to the top of my thighs. There was a matching bonnet that she placed over my head and tied neatly under my chin. The material felt soft against my hairless skin. I was helped to my feet. I felt weak and unsteady, but Linda held my hands.

I felt every bit the little girl as Linda towered over me in her slinky very grown up dress, while I cowered under her in my short nightgown. It didn't even come down far enough to cover my plastic diapers.

“Is my baby girl hungry?” Linda asked, putting her hands on my shoulder, straightening out my nighty.

I just nodded my head. I hadn't had anything to eat in far too long, but had been too caught up in my descent into sissyhood to think too much about it. But Linda's mentioning food made me feel all of the pent up hunger at once.

Linda took my hand and led me to a large overstuffed chair on the other side of the living room. She took a seat and pulled me down into her lap. The fact that I was able to fit there would have humiliated me to the core not that long ago. Now it just seemed natural that women were bigger and stronger than me.

And smarter.

I lay there on Linda's lap hungry and confused. She'd asked me if I was hungry, but was making no move to either bring me food or bring me to food. Still, it felt good to be sitting there with her. Her slinky dress was so soft against my bare legs and she smelled nice.

Then Linda pulled back the shoulder of her dress and pulled her giant breast out of it and the bra cup beneath. I was so distracted by the sexual side of this display that I didn't notice the droplet of milk that was resting on the tip of her nipple until she had squeezed it out between her two fingers. She took out my pacifier and placed those moist fingers in my mouth.

Her milk was sweet and rich. I was so tired and hungry and beaten that I didn't even question the fact that she was lactating. What was the point? It wouldn't change the fact that there was milk coming from her huge breasts or that she was pulling my head down to place her milky teat in my hungry mouth.

I wrapped my lips around the nipple. It wasn't the first time that I'd had a breast in my mouth. I'd sucked and licked the breasts of many women over the years, but this time was so very very different.

Her breasts were larger than my head. When I was suckling her I couldn't see anything else but her tit flesh. It was as if my whole world had shrunk down to the size of her mammaries. And I was comfortable with that.

I ran my tongue over the wet nipple and felt it expand and erect in my mouth until the flesh around them was almost phallic shaped. I instinctively sucked and was rewarded with another squirt of Linda's milk.

I should have been humiliated by this. I should have felt another slice of my manhood and adulthood being cut from me. But the truth is it just felt so warm and comfortable sitting there on Linda's lap suckling on her. After all the things that had been done to me over the past couple of days I was finally being treated warmly. Even if the intent was to humiliate and degrade me it was still the kindest thing anyone had done for me in days.

I just let the sweet milk flow into my mouth and down my throat. I worked myself into a steady rhythm as I suckled her. It was so calming. So peaceful laying there on Linda's lap. I didn't have to worry about anything. I didn't have to think about the humiliations that I had undergone or the ones that were sure to be on the horizon. I didn't have to think about Emily on her date with Clifton.

I just had to suck and swallow.

Linda draped her arm around me and pulled me closer to her. I started to feel sleepy in her warm embrace. I was having more and more trouble keeping my eyes open. Not that I needed to see to suck in her warm milk.

I felt myself being shifted around on Linda's lap. Her nipple was taken out of my mouth. I looked up to see it being moved away. A thin line of drool still connected my open mouth with the damp breast. I started to feel anxious, but Linda placed me on her other tit before I could overreact.

I latched on to the other breast and drank deep. My eyes fluttered shut for the last time and didn't open again until I was being woken up by the sound of the front door opening and the laughter of Emily and Clifton as they stumbled into the house.

I had no idea how long I'd slept. I pulled my face away from Linda's breast. Both were covered in a thin layer of my drool and Linda's milk. I needed to see Emily for some reason. It wasn't enough to know she was there. I had to see her. See her face and the way she looked at Clifton.

And at me.

She and Clifton were very close. His arm was draped around her and running along the edges of her short skirt. Emily didn't seem to be protesting much when his hand slipped into her more intimate areas.

That could have been me. If Cecilia hadn't decided to demote me from man to sissy to sissy baby. I could have been the one reaching under Emily's skirt. Pulling her close to me. Sticking my tongue down her throat.

Emily didn't look guilty when she caught me looking at her and Clifton. If anything she looked happy at the sight of me on Linda's lap my mouth still wet from where I had obviously been breastfeeding.

I pulled my head back into Linda's chest and tried to hide. It was an act as juvenile as the way I was dressed.

“She didn't give you any trouble did she?” Emily asked. The fact that she referred to me as a she in front of a man who had his hand on her ass only made me push my face in closer to Linda's safe tit.

“She was a doll.” Linda said. “I gave her her evening feeding just after I changed her pampers. The little dear fell asleep before she finished draining the second tit.”

“She had a very busy day.” Emily said. “And so have you.”

“I probably should call it a night. Let me know if you need another babysitter sometime.”

She wouldn't need to do this again, would she? They were planning on letting me return to adulthood at some point. At least by the time I went to work on Monday. They had to.

Didn't they?

Linda stood up from the chair. If she strained at all picking me up with her, she didn't show it. I kept my face tucked into her chest as she strode forward towards Emily and Clifton.

“Aunty Linda has to go home now, Allie.” Linda said, extending her arms out and handing me to Clifton.

The large black man took me in his arms and cradled me to his chest. I tried to resist, but he was so much taller and stronger than me that it didn't make any difference. He held me under my diapered butt with one hand while running his other powerful hand over my back.

“Feels like someone could use a change.” Clifton said, patting my butt.

That's when I realized that he was right. I'd pissed myself in my sleep and I hadn't even felt it when I woke up. I just pushed my face forward into his powerful chest so that I didn't have to look him in the eyes. I could smell his cologne.

I wished it was Emily's perfume.

“Why don't you get her changed while I get ready for bed.” Emily said. “You remember where the bedroom is, don't you?”

“I think I can manage.”

Clifton bent down to kiss Emily. For a few seconds I was trapped between them. Suspended on Clifton's powerful arm as my girlfriend kissed another man. I looked up and saw the passion in her eyes. The desire that she should be feeling for me. Only it was directed at another man. A real man who still had his body hair and penis. A real man who hadn't spent the last two days dressed as a woman. Then a tween. And finally a baby girl.

She looked down at me as she broke the kiss and smiled. She was having her revenge and she was going to milk this for all it was worth. And if I happened to make my own humiliation easier by pissing my pants like the infant they were turning me into then Emily would just have more to laugh about.

“I'm going to walk up those stairs and I expect both of you to be watching every move that I make. Clifton, you're going to get a little preview of what you're going to be getting upstairs. Allie, you're going to get a look at what you are never going to have again. And I don't just mean me. I mean all women. That little dick of yours is never going to even get close to pussy ever again. Not that a little feminized sissy like you could even imagine your dick being inside anything other than your pussy panties.

“Or your diapers.”

Emily pulled away from us and started to strut up the stairs. Each step was slow and deliberate. Meant to entice the audience she knew she had. She swung her hips in an exaggerated fashion. She turned so that the sides of her breasts could just be seen peeking out of the slits in the side of her dress.

When she was halfway up the stairs she reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress and started lifting it up. Clifton and I got a brief flash of what she was, and wasn't, wearing under the dress when she disappeared from view and up the stairs.

We both watched as the dress came floating down.

“Let's get you changed fast.”

Clifton laid me out on the floor on the same towel that Linda had used to change me hours ago. I couldn't believe that Emily's lover was about to change my diaper. I couldn't imagine anything lower than that.

Clifton made quick work of the tape. He had the wet diaper off and wrapped like he'd been changing sissy's diapers his entire life. I felt like I was going to die from embarrassment as he wiped down my flat crotch and my butt.

I expected him to apply lotion or powder after he slid the fresh diaper under my cold butt, but he surprised me and placed his hand on my crotch. Right on my pussy pants.

“It's hard to believe that you actually have a cock under there.” Clifton said. “I can feel it moving around down there. Pulsing. Throbbing. Are you getting excited, Allie?”

“no.” I answer. He's on top of me, but I don't even know if he heard me.

“Tell me that again, but this time call me 'Daddy.'”

“... no … no, Daddy.”

I could feel my cock reacting under the pussy pants. Throbbing and trying to burst through the chastity as if I wanted Clifton to caress the cock he was so close to touching.

But I wasn't gay. I may be dressed this way. I may have been forced to act out someone else's humiliation fantasy. But that wasn't me. I wanted to be with Emily. Or Cecilia. Or Linda.

At the thought of Linda and her huge breasts my cock throbbed even harder.

And Clifton noticed.

“I think someone is lying to herself.” Clifton said. “Here you are. On you back. Legs spread. With a man on top of you. A man you call Daddy. Isn't that just making your little clitty get all excited? Hell, you got so wet I had to change your pants.”

“I don't want this.” I pleaded. “I want Emily.”

“You can't have her, sissy. She's mine now. She deserves a real man, don't your think?”

I couldn't answer him.

“Do you think you ever really satisfied her, Allie? I'm not going to try and give you a big head by thinking that all we did was talk about you over dinner, but the topic of what you did came up. And how much of a failure of a man you proved to be.”

Clifton leaned in close and gave me a kiss on the lips. I could feel his tongue press against my lips and force its way into my mouth. I could feel tears begin to form as he ran his tongue through my mouth while caressing my feminized crotch.

“Don't worry, sissy.” Clifton said, after finally breaking the kiss. “You're hamburg and I've got steak waiting for me upstairs. Your ass is safe. For now. I do have one little surprise for you. A special present to commemorate this very special day.”

Clifton reached into his pocket and pulled something out. His hand returned to my crotch, but this time instead of running his hands over it, he placed a key in the lock and removed my pussy pants. He pulled them out from around my crotch and waist. Then lifted them up and placed them in my mouth. They smelled of stale sweat and fresh pee.

My cock sprang free from its confinement. I like to think that my erection was a result of being denied and sexually frustrated for so long. Not that I was feeling in any way attracted to the powerful man who had just asserted his dominance through a kiss.

“See. I told you you loved this.” Clifton said, reaching down and taking my hard cock in his hand.

His touch felt wrong. I'd never had another man touch my penis outside of a doctor's office. I'd certainly never had another man wrap his whole hand around my erection and slide his fingers up and down.

I could feel my body responding to his masturbation. It wouldn't take much for me to go over the edge and shoot my hot white load all over the back of his jet black hand.

Then I felt his hand leave my dick and the diaper get pulled up over everything. Before I knew it I was taped into a fresh pair of pampers.

“Here's your treat, sissy. Emily and I are going to fuck. It's going to be epic. Primal. And we're going to let you watch. You're going to see everything I do to her. You're going to hear her beg me to do things to her that you were not even capable of when you pretended to be a man. And I'm going to let you rub your clit through your diaper like the fucking sissy baby that you really are. You can cum, but you'll be rubbing one out like a girl. And all of your mess is going to get caught in those pretty little pampers you're wearing.

“If I catch you putting your hand down your diapers so you can jerk off then I'm going to be very pissed at you, sissy. Jerking off is for real men. Men with dicks like mine. Little sissies like you rub their clits. If I catch you pretending that clit of yours is a cock then I'm going to take it away from you. And I don't mean trapping it away behind a pair of pussy panties either.

“Do you understand me, Allie?”

I nodded.

“I need to hear you say it. All of it.”

“I … I will watch you and Mommy fuck and I'll rub my clitty in my diaper, Daddy.”

“And?”

“And I won't put my hand in my pampers and try to jerk off. I'll rub one off like the girl that I am.”

“Good girl.” Clifton said.

He gave me another kiss on the mouth and stood up taking me with him. He cradled me almost lovingly in his powerful arms and held me to his chest as he carried me up the stairs and over the threshold into Emily's bedroom.

He stopped dead in his tracks and let out a low whistle. I pulled my head from his chest and looked up at his face. He was staring forward looking into the room. I followed his gaze and saw what made him stop.

The lights in the room were down low enough to create some atmosphere, but not so low that you couldn't make out every luscious curve of Emily's almost perfect body in the lingerie she had chosen for this moment.

Emily was wearing a white corset. She'd never worn a corset for me despite my frequent requests and fantasies. Was this something she had planned to wear for me on our anniversary or was this something she picked up today while Linda was watching over me at the store?

Whatever the reason it was a beautiful thing that left her arms and shoulders bare while pushing up her full firm breasts like she was offering them up to me.

No.

To Clifton

I was just there to watch.

She wore a matching garter belt with cream colored stockings attached. The high heels she was dangling off one foot were the only things she wore that weren't white. They were blood red. Her outfit suggested a woman prepared for her wedding night. Virginal. Like all the times we fucked, and screwed, and made love had been erased leaving her pure and innocent and for Clifton only.

She was reclined on some piece of furniture that I didn't recognize. It certainly wasn't there when we left this morning and, frankly, I was too focused on Emily to pay it much attention. I thought she was wearing matching panties, but when she sat up I could see her bare shaved pussy framed between the straps of her garter belt. I swear that I could see the beads of moisture dripping off her swollen labia.

That's when it hit me. What the piece of furniture was.

A crib.

It was larger than most cribs I'd ever seen, but not by much and it had something sturdy laid out across the top. Sturdy enough to support Emily's weight. Sturdy enough to keep me inside in my weakened state.

Clifton crossed the floor and leaned down into another full kiss that I had to look up at. The tongue that had invaded my mouth just a few minutes ago was working its way into Emily's. Was this the way my life was going to be from now on? Only being able to watch other men kiss my woman? Only knowing the touch and kiss of another man.

Not that I could really consider myself a man.

Emily broke the kiss and walked seductively to the bed. I could feel my cock rise in my diaper as I watched her naked ass sway back and forth. She crawled onto the bed on all fours pointing her ass and pussy straight at her hot stud.

Clifton carried me over to the crib and casually lifted the lid off. I was deposited onto the soft blankets; surrounded by a small army of stuffed animals. I heard the lid fall back down with an ominous thump.

Clifton walked to the foot of the bed and stood there less than two feet away from Emily's dripping sex. I watched as he slowly removed his tie, unbuttoned his shirt, undid his belt. Every action he made was controlled and calm. He was taking his time taking off his clothes.

I found myself watching him almost as much as I was watching Emily. Every article of clothing that he removed gave me a fresh insight as to why Emily would chose him over me. When he dropped his briefs it was obvious that she was with the better man.

Clifton neatly folded his clothing and placed it on top of the crib that I was sitting in. I got a good close look at his dangling cock as it bobbed towards me and his firm muscular ass as he walked back to the bed and Emily.

My cock was so hard I was afraid it was going to rip through my disposable diaper. I told myself that my reaction was natural. I could still see Emily kneeling on the bed ready to be fucked. No straight man could see that and not get a hard on. My erection had nothing to do with Clifton's sleek muscular legs or his own hard on.

I pushed up at the top of the crib. I wasn't trying to get out. I just wanted to see if I could. As I expected the wood was too heavy for me to lift with my sissy strength. Even half standing up in the crib wasn't enough for me to budge it.

I plopped back down on my diapered ass defeated and watched Clifton approach Emily.

The large man reached into the nightstand. I knew that was where Emily kept the condoms. I shouldn't have been surprised that he knew too. After all, he'd been with her before I came along.

“Don't bother with those.” Emily said. Her voice was rough with lust.

“You sure?” Clifton asked, tossing the unopened condom back in the drawer.

“Yes. Maybe we can give Allie a little sister.”

Emily looked over her shoulder and straight into my soul.

She'd never allowed me to enter her pussy unless I was firmly wrapped. Sometimes I thought she would have preferred that I use two. She didn't want to get pregnant.

Until now.

“You did tell her what to do, didn't you, honey?” Emily asked Clifton.

“Yes.” He answered, climbing up behind her. Lining his hard cock up against her moist opening.

“I want to see you rubbing yourself, Allie.” Emily said in-between gasps as Clifton slowly filled her. “I want to see you getting off to another man taking what you are never going to get. I want to see you rub one out into your little sissy diaper while a real man makes me scream his name. Go on, sissy. Do it!”

My eyes were locked with hers, but I could also see Clifton's huge cock bury itself inside her. I reached my hand down to the front of my diaper and caressed my hard dick through the plastic and cloth. I could feel the heat radiating out from my diapers. I'd been trapped for so long in those fucking pussy pants that even the insides of a sweaty diaper felt good to me right now.

“That's it, sweetie.” Emily said as Clifton began to slowly pump in and out of her. “Rub yourself like a girl. Rub yourself while you get a lesson in how a real man fucks. Rub yourself and know you are never going to know the touch of a woman again unless you're sucking milk out of her tit.”

Clifton started increasing the speed and intensity of his thrusts. Emily soon wasn't able to keep up her humiliating commentary. After another minute she wasn't even looking at me any more.

I could have stopped masturbating through the diaper. I could have put my face down and buried it in the baby blanket I was sitting on so I wouldn't have to see them fuck. I could have pressed the pink teddy bear and the stuffed yellow alligator over my ears to block out the sound of their passion.

But I didn't.

Maybe if I was a real man I would have had the strength to resist. If I were a real man I would have been sickened at the very thought of getting off while watching my girlfriend take a new lover in our bed. Rubbing myself like some school girl just learning where her clit was.

I watched them go at it. I heard her scream his name like she had never screamed mine. I saw him bring her off faster, louder, and better than I ever had and I felt myself explode into my diaper. My hot seed coated my cock and balls. Some of it was absorbed by the thirsty pads, but most of it was smeared around my hairless crotch. I could feel it slowly dripping down into my ass.

Clifton hadn't cum yet. Another demonstration of his clear superiority. I was already starting to feel my cock begin to stir again when he made his final pump into Emily and shot his load deep into her unprotected body.

I started to rub myself again as he pulled his cock out of her. Even half erect Clifton's dick was a sight to behold. It glistened in the light from their combined juices. I could see a vein still throbbing. Almost an orgasmic aftershock.

They lay there wrapped in each other's arms for several minutes. They both saw me playing with myself again and chuckled at the freak in the crib. I didn't blame them. I'd have done far worse than laugh if I were in their position.

Clifton stood up and walked over to the crib again. His half erect cock hung at my eye level seemingly getting larger and larger as he walked closer and closer to me. I thought he was going to walk past me to the bathroom, but his cock just kept coming at me until it was pressing through the bars of my crib and slapping me in the face.

“Why don't you be a good girl and ask Daddy if you can suck his cock?” Clifton asked.

“Yes, Allie.” Emily said kicking her legs in the air. “Tasting my pussy on his cock is the closest you're ever going to get to fucking me ever again.”

I looked at the huge cock dangling in my face. Could I do this? I didn't want to, but this is what Emily wanted. Could I do it for her?

Clifton patted my cheek with his dick breaking me out of my reverie.

“Do you have something to ask me, little girl?” He asked, looking down at me through the bars of my crib.

“Can I … can I take your cock in my mouth, … Daddy?”

I said it with the same ridiculous high pitched girly voice that I'd been taught by Linda and Jenny. It just made the word I was saying sound even more pathetic.

“Of course you can, sweetie.” Clifton said, pushing his pelvis closer to the bars. Forcing his cock against my lips. “Just remember to keep rubbing your clitty.”

I opened my mouth and took him inside of me. I'd never had a gay thought or experience in all my life. Now, in the past two days, I'd taken two men into my mouth. The bully at the gym hadn't had time to give me anything to taste, but Clifton's cock was coated in a sexual syrup. I could taste Emily's pussy, but under it was the salty taste of his jizz.

The room was impossibly silent as I worked my tongue over Clifton's hardening shaft. The only sound I could hear was my own slurping noises and the crinkle of the disposable diaper as I masturbated.

My spent cock was rising to attention faster than his. Of course mine had more time to recover. And wasn't as big – it didn't take as much blood to fill it up.

“Are you going to wet your diapers again, sissy?” Clifton said, talking down to me in every way a man could talk down to his cocksucker. “Are you going to squirt your sissy load into those pampers?”

My senses were under assault. I could feel his meat starting to throb in my mouth. Taste his precum dripping down the back of my throat. Feel his pubic hair brushing against my cheek as he rammed his cock deeper and deeper down my throat. I have no idea how I managed to not gag on his massive dick.

My own cock was straining against the diaper I was rubbing myself into. It wasn't as comfortable as the first cum. That cum had dried making every move an odd combination of pleasure and pain as the cum soaked diapers pressed into my insatiable dick.

“You used to like giving orders, Allie.” Clifton said. “Now you're going to take them. I'm going to give you to the count of five to cum in your diapers again like the little sissy bitch you are or I will rip the lid off of that crib, rip that diaper off your scrawny ass, and fuck you so deep you'll taste it.

“One.”

I could feel the heat rising in my balls, radiating through the diaper.

“Two.”

Clifton stopped moving his cock in and out of my mouth. I found myself bobbing my head up and down his shaft doing the work that he had been doing.

“Three.”

My fingers rubbed furiously against the hot plastic of the disposable diapers. The heat and lack of lube was making my cock feel itchy and abused, but I could still feel the pressure building at the base of my balls.

“Four.”

I was so close I could almost taste it.

“Five. Cum! Cum now, slut!”

My diapered penis obeyed Clifton's order. I deposited another load into my diaper as I eagerly sucked on Clifton's cock. I don't know why I was doing that. He hadn't ordered me to and I told myself that I wasn't gay. I only liked girls.

Right?

Clifton took his hard cock out of my mouth with an audible plop. He ran the tip of it from my cheek to my chin leaving a thin trail of his precum to mark me as his bitch.

“This.” Clifton said, wrapping his hand around his dick. “Is for Mommy. Maybe some time when she's not around I'll let you play with it some more. But for right now it's not for you.”

He pulled his cock out of the crib and strutted his way back to the bed and between Emily's waiting thighs. I couldn't be sure, but I think she had been fingering herself while her lover face fucked her boyfriend.

I watched as he mounted her and rode her again and again. My own cock dwindled down inside my cum filled diaper until it was next to nothing. I didn't think I was going to be able to get it up again tonight. There was nothing for me to do, but sit there and watch Clifton take the woman who had been my girlfriend.

I tried to imagine myself between Emily's legs, pumping my hard shaft into her. It hadn't been that long ago that I'd been in Clifton's position, but it seemed like a lifetime ago. I had to check myself a couple times when I found myself wondering what it must be like to be Emily and feel a powerful stud entering my most intimate area.

I felt the urge to pee come again. All of Linda's milk had worked its way through me and needed to be pissed out. I didn't even bother fighting it any more. What was the use? I wasn't going anywhere and the strain was just going to make it worse when I finally failed and pissed my pants.

A flood of hot piss sizzled out of my cock washing away the dried and drying cum stains that my cock had been laying in.

I sat there in a crib I wasn't strong enough to get out of. In my wet, cum stained diaper. The taste of fresh cock and second hand pussy on my mouth. My belly full with breast milk. Wearing adult sized baby clothes. Watching my girlfriend fuck another man.

I had to face the truth. Cecilia was right. I wasn't a real man. How could a real man let himself fall so far? How could a real man be defeated so easily? Let men and women treat him like a whore or a baby or both.

That's when I felt pressure building up in my bowels and I realized that as far as I had fallen there were still new levels of Hell waiting for me.
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