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CHAPTER 1

“Are you staring at my tits, Jacky?” 

He twisted his head away from his stepsister Zoe. She glared at him  with  narrowed  eyes  and  a  tight  mouth  from  opposite  him  at  the kitchen  table.  As  he  looked  away,  his  eyes  fell  onto  his  stepmum’s low-cut top next to Zoe. Katherine had even larger breasts than Zoe. 

He  wished  they  didn’t  wear  such  tight  tops  and  low  fronts.  Or  then again, he enjoyed that they did. He was a red-blooded male and their breasts  pulled  his  eyes  towards  them  like  giant  electromagnetic mounds. 

He stared down at the floor. It’s tough when your stepmum and stepsister were hot. Your only option is fantasy and masturbation and pretending not to look. It’s not as if you can do anything; they’re your stepfamily.  But  he  was  a  healthy  22-year-old  male  and  his  eyes refused  to  follow  his  brain  signals  when  there  were  two  sexy  ladies close by. Even if they were your stepfamily. 

His  mind  wandered  away  and  he  started  to  think  about  why  it was step-something. 

“Zoe,” said Katherine his stepmum to her daughter. “I’ve told you before to stop calling your brother Jacky.” 

Jack tried to focus on Katherine’s face and not her cleavage. He found himself staring at her luscious lips instead. 

“I  know  we’re  not  your  blood  family,”  Katherine  said,  “but  you should think of us as your family now and stop staring at our breasts and legs. It’s a little creepy if you think about it.” 

He pushed his plate across the table and looked over to the wall. 

He  heard  Zoe  whisper  almost  inaudibly,  “pervert.”  Katherine  heard her  and  glared  at  her  daughter.  Zoe  narrowed  her  eyes  but  said nothing  more.  Katherine  and  his  father  were  the  only  ones  able  to control her. 

“Jacky  is  a  term  of  affection,”  said  Zoe  with  a  fake  look  of innocence. “I use it like Stevie for Steven or Jimmy for Jim. Affection.” 

She folded her arms and pouted like a child. 

Jack hadn’t spotted any affection from his stepsister since they’d moved  in  over  18  months  ago.  No,  she  was  being  spiteful  as  usual and loved to see him squirm at her teasing. 

It had been two weeks since his father had left for a nine-month tour of duty on a nuclear submarine with the Navy. Jack’s father was a  6ft  2in  Lieutenant  Commander  who  loved  the  gym  and  carried  a natural alpha-male air of authority. Unlike Jack. 

His stepmum Katherine was great with him and Zoe seemed in awe of her father when he was at home. She was not in awe of Jack though  who  had  taken  after  his  mum  not  his  dad;  small  and  slim. 

Even  describing  the  5ft  6in  skinny  Jack  as  a  Beta  male  was  being generous. Zoe was not generous. 

Jack’s  father  had  remarried  a  year  ago  and  Katherine  and  her 21-year-old  daughter  had  moved  in  with  them.  When  Jack  first  set eyes  on  Zoe,  he  found  her  sexy  and  attractive.  He  wondered  if something might happen with him and Zoe at first. That would have been  weird,  father  and  son  with  mother  and  daughter.  Once  Zoe moved in with her mum, it became obvious she didn’t like Jack. 

He hated that Zoe was so sexy as her personality was the exact opposite.  Even  so,  it  was  hard  not  to  look,  as  her  boobs  and  legs were  stunning  and  she  knew  it.  Jack  was  smaller  and  thinner  than both of the women and he wore his fair hair at shoulder length. It was normal  at  university  but  now  Zoe  delighted  in  calling  him  Jacky  and girly-boy. 

Katherine  was  buxom.  Zoe  was  not  yet  filled  out  but  had  her mother’s boobs, hips and bum. And both had big blond hair. 

They finished their evening meal in silence after they had caught him staring at their cleavages. Katherine would forget it inside half an hour and put it down to young male hormones. He knew Zoe would not let it go for days. 

Jack  had  finished  university  two  months  ago  and  was  taking  a break  before  job  hunting.  Against  his  father’s  wishes,  he’d  studied design.  Zoe  teased  him  that  was  a  typical  career  choice  for  sissy boys. She added that to her regular put-downs by calling him a sissy boy and asking if he was gay from time to time. 

Katherine  indulged  her  daughter  and  scolded  her  lightly  when she heard Zoe calling him names. The next nine months were going

to be tough without his father’s presence to keep Zoe in line. 

Chapter 2

Katherine had told Jack he had to do his own laundry. That was fair enough. He supposed they didn’t want him touching their undies and guessed they didn’t want to touch his undies. 

He  bent  over  the  wicker  wash  basket  in  the  utility  room.  The small  room  smelled  of  wet  washing  and  bleach.  It  was  Saturday morning  and  he’d  got  up  early  to  get  the  washing  chores  out  of  the way.  He  tipped  the  basket  out  onto  the  floor  and  sat  on  his  calves while  he  sorted  through  his  things.  He  leaned  across,  loaded  the washing machine and flicked it on. 

Katherine had shown him how to sort the colours away from the whites  and  how  the  towels  and  bedsheets  needed  a  higher temperature. Woman’s work, he mumbled to himself. He’d never had to  do  anything  at  home  before  he  went  to  university.  He’d  hoped  to spend  a  few  months  chilling  until  he  found  a  job,  not  spending Saturday mornings doing the laundry. 

There  were  two  identical  baskets  in  the  laundry  room;  one  for him and another one for his stepmother and Zoe. The sound of water filling the machine roared as he got up. He was about to leave when a  flash  of  white  lace  caught  his  eye.  It  peeked  from  under  the misplaced lid of Katherine and Zoe’s basket. He stopped. 

They  looked  like  Zoe’s  panties.  Leave  them,  he  told  himself. 

Grab  them,  the  devil  in  his  brain  said;  no  one’s  around.  He  turned back  to  leave  the  room  but  put  a  hand  on  the  door  frame  and stopped. He swivelled round and saw the panties again under the lid. 

They were small, feminine and sexy as hell. 

He imagined Zoe wearing the panties and his penis hardened at the thought. He shouldn’t be thinking of her this way. She didn’t like him.  He  wouldn’t  say  no  if  she  ever  changed  her  mind.  That  was never  going  to  happen.  The  trouble  was,  her  attitude  towards  him made her more and not less desirable. The unattainable woman, he supposed. He wanted what he couldn’t and shouldn’t have. She was his stepsister and that was wrong too. 

He  continued  to  stare  at  Zoe’s  used  panties,  they  held  a magnetic  attraction.  They  looked  so  feminine  with  the  light  material. 

The  two  women  never  got  up  before  9  at  a  weekend,  a  little  touch wouldn’t hurt. No one would know and there would be no harm done. 

All  he  wanted  was  to  rub  the  panties  between  his  fingers  for  a moment. A little, nothing more. He thought about Zoe’s sexual aroma being on the panties. 

He lifted the basket lid and placed it on the floor. He picked up Zoe’s  used  panties  and  shot  a  glance  over  his  shoulder  into  the kitchen  as  if  expecting  someone  there.  No  one.  A  pang  of  doubt  hit him.  This  was  so  wrong  but  it  was  also  so  exciting.  He  rubbed  the panties  between  his  thumb  and  forefinger.  They  were  light  and  soft and a hint of Zoe’s aroma drifted up and wafted to his nostrils. 

His  entire  body  warmed  up.  He  looked  behind  towards  the kitchen.  Empty.  He  held  the  panties  to  his  face.  Another  moment  of doubt  hit  him.  These  were  Zoe’s  used  panties.  She’d  been  wearing them yesterday. They’d been over her pubic hair and vagina and tight against  that  round  bottom.  He  breathed  in  long  and  slow,  feeling dizzy. 

He held them up closer and twisted them inside out to reveal the gusset.  The  musky  sex  female  smell  shot  into  his  nostrils.  He swooned. 

He pushed them into his face. Zoe’s female musk engulfed him. 

His penis shot into an erection; a small bulge poked out the front of his trousers. He pushed his nostrils deeper into the gusset. 

He shouldn’t be doing this, Zoe was his stepsister. And she didn’t even  like  him.  He  couldn’t  help  it,  the  feel  of  the  panties  and  Zoe’s sexual odour overpowered all his reason. He breathed in long, slow and deep. Her rich sexual and pungent smell shot into the back of his nose  and  hit  his  brain  like  a  massive  dose  of  endorphins.  He swooned and his erection strained. 

The  women  were  asleep,  he  had  almost  two  hours  before  they surfaced.  He  had  time.  He  tore  off  his  shoes,  socks,  trousers  and underpants in a frenzy. The tiled floor was cold against his feet but he didn’t care. He wanted to put on her panties and have her smell tight against his genitals. 

He pulled Zoe’s panties up and over his balls and erection. She was larger than him so they fitted loosely. He wasn’t big in the penis and balls department which was a benefit at that moment. 

His gaze flitted to the washing basket. A flash of something soft and  pink  under  a  blouse  caught  his  eye.  It  was  another  pair  of panties. He gasped. 

He reached in under the blouse and pulled them out. They were a size larger: Katherine’s panties. If touching Zoe’s panties was bad, this  was  worse.  His  stepmum’s  underwear.  His  dad’s  wife’s  panties. 

He put them to his nose and her smell was similar to her daughter’s but  far  stronger.  His  eyes  rose  into  his  head.  The  feeling  was exhilarating.  He  thought  his  penis  might  split,  it  was  so  hard  inside Zoe’s panties. 

He  thought  of  his  girlfriend  Jane.  She  wasn’t  sexy  like  Zoe  and Katherine  but  who  was?  Jane  was  cute  enough.  Her  panty  smell wasn’t  so  intoxicating.  He’d  smelled  them  a  couple  of  times.  It  was not the same. 

He pushed Katherine’s pink panties to his nostrils and sniffed in long  and  hard.  They  were  so  sexy,  so  musky,  so  feminine.  He  knelt down on the cool tiles and closed his eyes. He pulled his erection out of the panties and rubbed his hand up and down his small hard shaft. 

This would be a great orgasm. 

He  was  close  to  cumming.  The  pressure  built  in  his  balls.  His penis  head  tingled.  He’d  need  to  be  careful,  he  didn’t  want  to  get semen stains on the panties. That would give things away. He’d have to cum over the tiles and clean up after. He rubbed faster. 

He swooned again, feeling faint. His head was light. It was as if his cum was inching up his penis towards the big climatic ejaculation. 

He  was  in  another  world,  one  of  intense  sexual  pleasure.  He imagined  Zoe  and  Katherine  wearing  their  panties.  He  was  on  the point, one more rub and… 

“Having fun, girly-boy?” 

He stopped dead. The sound of a voice inside his sexual dream took a few moments to sink into his muddled brain. He turned slowly to one side, his hand around his straining erection. 

Zoe stood in the doorway leaning nonchalantly on the frame. The front of her short kimono hung loose and a bare length poked through

seductively. She was holding her phone to her face. 

She  pulled  her  phone  away  and  smiled  an  evil  grin.  “Not  big downstairs, are you, sissy-boy? More like a girl’s clitty than a cock.” 

She  touched  the  screen  and  held  her  phone  up  to  her  face.  She shook her head and tutted. 

Jack dropped Katherine’s panties from his face and put his hand over the other one on his erection. His face was set into shock. 

“A little late to cover it up now, girly-boy. It’s all on video.” A sneer crept over her face. Her long smooth leg that poked through the front of the short kimono was tantalising and revealing. 

“I  thought  you  were  asleep,”  he  said  wondering  how  he  could have been so stupid and weak. 

She smirked, her grin wide. “Clearly, sissy.” She glanced down at his covered crotch. She put her head to one side. “Are you wearing my  panties,  Jacky?”  She  put  her  head  to  one  side,  a  fake  innocent look smeared on her face. “They suit you. A sissy should wear pretty girly panties, don’t you think, Jacky? Keep them on.” Her eyes flitted to her mum’s panties at his feet. “Tut, tut. Mum’s panties too? What would she say? More to the point, what would your dad say? He’d be distraught to find he’d raised a sissy boy and not a real man.” 

He  tried  to  swallow  but  his  throat  had  closed.  “Don’t  tell  your mum. Please, Zoe? Please?” 

She  tutted,  relishing  her  new-found  control.  “Of  course  I’m  not going  to  tell  them.”  She  shook  her  head;  her  long  thick  blond  hair waved from side to side with the motion. His erection tingled and he feared he still might cum. Kneeling on the floor near her bare feet with her  in  a  short  kimono  was  too  exciting  considering  he  was  on  the brink of ejaculation. 

Her  words  sunk  in  and  his  body  slumped  in  relief;  it  wasn’t  like Zoe  to  be  understanding.  He  couldn’t  believe  it,  he  was  sure  she’d milk this situation for everything she could. And then some more. But she said she wasn’t going to tell her mum or his dad. He guessed this situation was so bizarre, she must think it would cause more trouble than it was worth. She wouldn’t want to upset her mum, he knew that. 

She wouldn’t care about his dad’s reaction or about him. 

Zoe pulled her kimono tight and walked towards him like a model on a catwalk, purposefully and with confidence. He tried to slide back

but  banged  up  against  the  washing  machine  as  it  churned  behind him.  She  stood  over  him  and  he  cringed  in  humiliation.  He  could smell  her  fresh  skin.  He  was  inches  from  her  long  bare  legs.  He imagined her sex at the top of her thighs. So close and smelling like her panties. His erection strained at the thought. 

She  lifted  her  phone,  pressed  the  screen  and  turned  it  towards him. He watched in horror as the video showed him hunched over on the  floor  in  Zoe’s  panties  with  Katherine’s  panties  at  his  face.  It moved down to focus on him rubbing his erection. 

Zoe’s  eyes  widened.  “So,  girly-boy,  what  shall  I  do  with  this video?” 

He  was  too  shocked  and  dazed  to  argue  about  her  calling  him girly-boy. Why was he still so hard? He pushed his hands harder over his erection in an attempt to hide his excitement. 

She turned her phone back to her face and looked at the video as it played on loop. “I wouldn’t tell my mum you were masturbating over our panties. No, I would show her the video. She would not be pleased.” She screwed her face up in amusement as the video got to the part where she’d disturbed his fun. He heard her saying, “having fun girly-boy?” and cringed. 

She screwed her nose up. “And then I’d send it by WhatsApp to your  dad  at  sea.  Imagine  that;  your  father  being  stuck  thousands  of miles away unable to do anything. His submarine will surface and a video will be a video waiting for him to view. A video of you wearing my panties and with his wife’s panties in your face while playing with yourself.” 

Jack  closed  his  eyes  in  despair.  The  next  nine  months  were looking even worse than he’d imagined. And it was all his fault. 

Chapter 3

Zoe shook her head and stuck out her bottom lip as if she were sad. She wasn’t. “It would be disappointing for your father to see you like  that,”  she  said,  her  voice  dripping  with  sarcasm.  “Imagine,  him seeing  you  sniffing  his  wife’s  panties  like  a  pathetic  sissy.  Everyone knows you’re a sissy but this is proof. Not a good look for the son of a macho guy like your father, is it sissy?” 

“No, please don’t send him the video.” 

Zoe hummed a tuneless melody of satisfaction and looked at the screen again. “Or I could send it to your girlfriend. What’s her name? 

Jane? Plain Jane? What would she think seeing her boyfriend tossing off in his stepsister’s and stepmother’s panties?” She put a finger to her  lips  as  if  considering  something  else.  “And  all  my  friends.  How they’d  laugh  to  see  you  in  our  panties  while  masturbating.  They’d laugh at your tiny sissy clitty and your face screwed up.” 

He hunched over and looked to the floor. He wanted to cry. “No, please, Zoe. Don’t do that. I’ll do anything you ask but not that. Don’t send the video, don’t show anyone. Please delete it.” 

She tutted again. “Delete it? I’m not going to do that, Jacky. This video is far too useful for that.” She pretended to think for a moment. 

“But  I  promise  not  to  show  anyone  if  you  do  one  teeny-weeny  little thing for me.” The innocent look returned to her face. 

Relief  flowed  through  him  again.  There  was  a  way  out  of  this mess.  Zoe  would  milk  this  for  sure  but  the  alternative  of  public humiliation was worse. He’d take whatever punishment she threw at him. “Yes, anything. Name it, Zoe.” 

“That  is  a  good  reply,  sissy-girl,”  she  said  her  eyes  bright  and sparkling. Her lips twitched in delight. 

“What do you want, Zoe? Tell me but please don’t show anyone the video.” 

She  nodded.  “What  I  want  is  for  you  to  do  anything  I  tell  you. 

Immediately and without complaint.” 

That wasn’t one little thing. “That’s a big thing.” 

Her  face  lit  up  more.  “Yes,  it  is,  isn’t  it.”  She  laughed  and hunched her shoulders in delight. 

“No,” he said, leaning back further against the washing machine. 

“That’s too much. I don’t know what you’d tell me to do.” 

“No  you  don’t,  but  that’s  the  fun  of  it,”  she  said  and  turned towards  the  door,  pressing  on  her  phone  screen.  “But  if  you  don’t agree,  I’ll  send  the  video  of  you  playing  with  yourself  to  everyone.” 

She  tapped  her  screen.  “Let’s  see,  mum,  stepdad,  plain  Jane,  my besties.” 

He reached out and put a hand up to her arm. “OK, I agree. I’ll do anything you ask. Anything.” 

She turned back and tugged the front of her kimono tighter over her  chest.  “Now,  Jacky-girl,  that’s  what  I  want  to  hear.  It  will  be  so much  better,  sissy,  when  you  do  everything  I  ask.”  She  faced  him, mischief in her eyes and mouth. “And the first thing I want is for you to  remove  your  hands  and  let  me  see  your  little  tinky.  I  can  see through your fingers it’s still hard.” 

“What?” 

She went to her phone screen and raised her eyebrows. 

He pulled his hands away and let them drop by his side, his head bowed. He looked away in utter humiliation as his erection poked out hard and strong. And small. 

Zoe  got  down  on  her  haunches  and  leaned  in,  her  face  a  few inches away from his erection. She kept her legs tight together and to one side. “Oh my, sissy-girl, it’s so tiny. And cute. I’ve never seen one that small before.” She lifted it with one fingernail and looked at him. 

“It is more like a girl’s clitty, I was right. You’re a girl.” 

His face burned hot. 

She got up. “Pull my panties over your little clitty. I want you to wear them all day. You’ll smell like a girl down there after a while.” 

That wasn’t so bad, he thought. He tugged them up and pushed his erection inside. It poked the front out and she sniggered. 

“From now on, sissy, whenever I call you Jacky or sissy and my mum  tells  me  to  stop,  you’ll  tell  her  you  want  me  to  call  you  Jacky. 

OK? Jacky?” 

He  mouthed  a  reply  but  stopped  himself  as  she  glanced  at  her phone.  “OK,  Zoe.”  He  looked  down.  “Like  Jimmy  or  Stevie,  I

suppose.” 

She gave out a short laugh. “No. More like short for Jacqueline.” 

She laughed again. 

“And every time I ask you to do something for me, you will do it without question.” 

This was a total disaster. How the hell was he going to get out of this nightmare? 

Chapter 4

Jack, Zoe and Katherine sat at the kitchen table having breakfast. 

A radio played soft rock music in the background and everyone was reading their phones. It had been over two hours since his humiliation in  the  laundry  room.  Jack  was  tense  waiting  for  Zoe  to  start something. Up to now, Zoe had ignored him. 

It  was  as  if  the  horrible  scene  in  the  laundry  room  earlier  had never happened. He hoped Zoe had put the incident to one side not wanting to upset her mum. 

Katherine had put her hair up and tied it back in a messy twisted ponytail.  She  still  somehow  looked  great  even  when  casual.  She crossed  her  legs  and  a  strong  thigh  showed  from  below  her  short white dressing gown. He didn’t know where to put his eyes after the last time they’d caught him staring. 

Zoe wore slim-fit jeans and a tight white tee shirt. She had also tied her hair back but into a long blond ponytail that hung high from the  back  of  her  head.  She  wore  large  round  earrings  that  dangled from  her  ears.  She  was  watching  something  on  her  phone  that  had irritating background music. She nibbled at a slice of toast, her eyes fixed on the screen. The music from the phone and radio jarred in his brain but Katherine and Zoe seemed oblivious. 

It was as if the events of earlier had never happened. She hadn’t even  called  him  sissy  or  girly.  He  relaxed.  She’d  been  bluffing  to make him feel bad and to put him on edge. 

He then felt Zoe staring at him. He looked up and she raised her eyebrows  twice,  a  mischievous  expression  on  her  lips.  “Get  me another coffee, Jacky?” She pushed her cup across the table to him and returned to looking at her phone

His stomach turned and his face went bright red. His body felt as if gravity had increased by five times. It’s started, he thought. 

Katherine looked up at her daughter over the top of her reading glasses. “Don’t start on him, Zoe.” 

Zoe tapped her phone screen a couple of times while smirking at Jack. “It’s OK, mum,” she said smiling thinly. “We spoke this morning, in  the  laundry  room  of  all  places.”  Her  eyes  bored  into  his.  “He  told me  he  wanted  us  to  get  on  better.  He  said  he  liked  me  calling  him Jacky.  He  felt  it  was  more  endearing  than  plain  old  Jack,  it  was something  special  between  us.  Like  Stevie  for  Steven  or  Jimmy  for Jim.” 

Katherine’s head swung towards Jack, her eyebrows crossed. “Is this true, Jack? It’s not quite the same though, is it.” 

Jack  watched  Zoe  tapping  her  phone  screen  with  horror.  Tap, tap, tap, tap. 

He opened his mouth but nothing would come out. 

“You said that or you didn’t say it?” Katherine persisted. 

He nodded, blinking. “Yes,” he blurted out unconvincingly. “Zoe is being affectionate. I hadn’t realised before” 

Katherine  sat  back  and  removed  her  reading  glasses.  She looked him up and down. “Well. If that’s what you want then Jacky it is.” She stuck out her bottom lip, shrugged and picked up her phone. 

She scrolled on the screen. “Jacky sounds like a girl’s name to me. 

Maybe you might want to reconsider.” 

Zoe tapped on her screen. 

He chewed on a piece of toast. “No,” he mumbled. “I like it. It’s fine.” His voice tailed off to a whisper. 

Katherine frowned at the screen unconvinced but shrugged and continued to read. 

Zoe stopped tapping. “He said he’d love it if you called him Jacky too, mum. It would be like a close family thing.” 

Katherine thought about it for a moment. “I can call you Jacky if that’s  what  you  want.”  She  shrugged  and  then  looked  up.  “Jack, honestly,  you  don’t  think  Jacky’s  a  girl’s  name?”  She  looked confused. 

Jack’s mouth moved silently. He was at a loss at what to say. 

Zoe spoke. “Jacky told me. In the laundry room.” She glared at him.  “That  the  concept  of  gender  is  much  looser  these  days,  mum. 

What’s a male name and what’s a girl’s name? It shouldn’t matter.” 

Jack sensed her growing into the fun of humiliating him. Why had he been so weak in the laundry room? Why hadn’t he been able to

leave  their  panties  where  they  were?  Or  better,  steal  them  and masturbate in the privacy of his room. 

Katherine  remained  unconvinced.  “You  said  that,  Jack?”  She looked straight at him. 

Zoe tapped her phone screen twice. 

“Yes,” he gasped through a dry mouth. His penis had twitched at Zoe’s  words.  That  was  odd.  Being  called  Jacky  was  strangely exciting.  He  squirmed  in  the  kitchen  seat  and  felt  the  soft  panties against his bottom cheeks. 

Katherine’s face blossomed. “I’m surprised to hear you think that way,  Jack,  you’ve  never  shown  any  inclination  before.  But  it  is refreshing  to  hear  this.”  She  paused.  “You’re  not  exactly  macho  like your father but I still hadn’t spotted your sensitivity on these matters.” 

She nodded to herself and resumed reading. “Jacky,” she added as if chewing it over.. 

Up to that point, Jack had complained bitterly about Zoe teasing him  and  calling  him  Jacky,  sissy  and  girly.  Now  she  couldn’t understand why he embraced it. Jack saw she knew something didn’t add up. He had no intention of her finding out. 

“My coffee? Jacky?” said Zoe. 

He slid the chair back and picked up Zoe’s coffee mug. Katherine slid hers across too without looking

“Jacky said he’d like to do more around the home for us, Mum.” 

Jack’s  shoulders  slumped  and  Katherine’s  face  broke  into  a smile.  He  hurried  away  and  poured  the  coffee  from  the  pot  and returned to the table, placing the mugs in front of them. 

“Thank you, sissy,” said Zoe. 

That was too much and his body went rigid. 

As Katherine went to speak, Zoe said, “It’s OK, Mum. He accepts he’s a sissy so why not call him that? He told me he’d been thinking about this for a while. When we were alone. In the laundry room. This morning.”  She  emphasised   laundry  room  and   this  morning  and looked  across  at  Jack.  She  tapped  a  happy  beat  on  her  phone screen.  “We  had  a  deep  meaningful  conversation.  We  both  want  to put our past animosity behind us and start anew. This is one way of doing that, mum.” 

Katherine  gave  up  trying  to  read  her  phone  and  placed  it  face down on the tabletop. 

Zoe’s  face  broke  into  a  wide  grin,  she  was  having  trouble  not giggling. “Jacky said he wants to explore his gentle feminine side. He thinks he was to blame for our misunderstandings before. So calling him a sissy or a girly is fine with him, he recognises he has a strong feminine side so it’s a description of who he is. He accepts what he is.” She tried to contain her grin but failed and a burst of laughter shot from her nostrils. 

Katherine shook her head, knowing she was missing something. 

Especially after Zoe began giggling. Jack was sombre and Zoe tried again to stop sniggering but failed. 

This situation was sliding downhill fast. Zoe was pressing home her advantage and there was nothing he could do. She had the video of him masturbating with their panties. He hoped Zoe would get bored with  it.  In  the  meantime,  he  had  to  keep  a  lid  on  his  temper;  his insides were like a boiling kettle about the explode. 

“This  has  come  as  a  big  surprise,”  said  Katherine  looking  from one  to  the  other  trying  to  understand  what  they  were  up  to.  She looked  for  the  missing  information  and  saw  nothing  to  explain  this new  situation.  “Something’s  odd,  I’m  sure  of  it,”  she  said.  “But  if  it means you two have reconciled your differences then I suppose that’s fine.”  She  laid  a  hand  on  Jack’s  arm.  “I’m  here  for  you,  Jacky.  I’ve some  experience  with  what  you  might  be  going  through.  I’ll  do everything  I  can  to  help  you  as  you  explore  this  side  of  your personality.” 

“Her feminine side,” Zoe spoke out with force. 

“What?” asked Katherine. 

“Her  feminine  side,”  she  repeated  innocently.  “In  the  laundry room,  Jacky  said  he’d  be  happy  if  we  used  female  pronouns  to  talk about him too. So we can use  her and  she for Jacky.” 

Katherine stroked Jack’s arm. “Is that what you want, Jacky?” 

His head went down and he nodded. What else could he tell her? 

Katherine  continued  to  observe  him.  After  a  few  moments,  she sniffed, certain they weren’t going to tell her. “Well, Jacky, don’t you worry about this. Zoe and I will give you all the help you need.” She

leant  over  and  kissed  his  forehead.  “As  I  said,  I  have  some experience here.” 

He didn’t want to ask what she was on about having experience or what she was referring to. 

For  now,  Zoe  had  him  trapped  with  the  video.  Katherine,  his father and no one must ever see him masturbating with their panties. 

That  reminded  him,  he  needed  to  call  Jane  as  they  had  planned  to see  each  other  that  evening.  He  had  to  get  out  of  the  house  and away from this madness. 

Zoe stood up, her chair scraping back. “I’m sure Jacky would like to  clear  up  the  breakfast  things  for  us,  Mum.”  She  grinned  at  Jack. 

“Wouldn’t  you,  Jacky?  It’s  what  you  told  me  this  morning.  In  the laundry room.” 

Katherine  screwed  her  face  up.  “This  laundry  room  discussion sounds like the United Nations Treaty.” 

“It was like that, Mum,” Zoe said. 

He looked down at the tabletop to avoid catching their eyes. The two women got up and stood behind him. Zoe ran her hand through his  long  straggly,  greasy  hair.  “Oh  dear,  Jacky,  your  hair  is  a  mess. 

Would you like me to tidy it up and style it a little for you later?” 

“There’s no need, but it’s kind of you to offer,” he said. 

“No, Jacky, I insist. I’ll come to your room in a few minutes. After you’ve cleaned up the kitchen.” 

Chapter 5

In other circumstances, Jack would have loved the feel of Zoe’s hands  in  his  hair.  He  would  also  have  enjoyed  that  she  was  being nice  to  him.  Except  he  knew  she  wasn’t  being  nice,  she  was humiliating him thanks to her new-found power over him. 

Zoe  placed  a  mirror  on  top  of  the  drawer  unit  he  was  sitting  in front  of.  He  watched  her  brushing  through  his  damp  hair.  His  eyes alighted on a set of straightening tongs in front of the mirror, plugged in and heating up. He’d seen girlfriends using these and didn’t like the idea of a straightened female hairstyle. 

Zoe had a light smile on her face. She’d made him lean into the shower  a  few  minutes  ago  and  she’d  washed  his  hair  using  a shampoo  and  conditioner.  She  said  they  were  products  that  gave extra body to hair. 

He  liked  spending  time  with  Zoe  when  she  was  being  friendly. 

Having  her  wash  his  hair  and  brushing  it  was  wonderful.  It  was obvious  she  had  something  humiliating  and  feminine  planned  which was not wonderful. 

She  brushed  the  front  of  his  hair  forward  and  over  his  face.  It hung to his chin. She moved around and snipped it to below his eyes using sharp chrome scissors. Her lips were set in tight concentration. 

He  blinked  as  the  hair  tickled  his  eyelashes  as  it  fell  from  the scissors. Zoe stepped back. He looked in the mirror: she’d given him a fringe. That was not a good look, it was a feminine look. 

She  trimmed  around  the  bottom  of  his  hair  that  rested  on  his shoulders. She scrunched it at the roots and he closed his eyes at the feeling of her fingertips massaging into his scalp. He didn’t know why she was doing that but it felt good. 

She pulled out a section of his hair and back-brushed it. She was making it look bigger, like hers and Katherine’s hair. He guessed that wouldn’t be so bad, his hair always looked thin, lank and greasy. She did this section by section. 

She picked up the hairdryer. She pushed the back of his head so that he leaned over, his hair hanging towards the floor. 

She  flicked  on  the  dryer  and  ran  it  over  his  head  for  several minutes to dry it. It was like being pampered in a spa. Not that he’d ever  been  to  a  spa  but  he  imagined  it  like  this;  a  pretty  young  lady making you look and feel good. The benefit was he wasn’t paying. 

She  pulled  out  the  sections  of  hair  again  and  carefully  slid  the straighteners through each part. She finished and placed them on the side.  His  eyes  widened  as  he  saw  what  she’d  done.  His  hair  was thick,  dead  straight  and  feminine.  His  fringe  went  to  just  below  his eyebrows.  In  the  mirror  he  watched  her  lift  his  hair  and  spray something in the roots – it said Root Booster Spray. 

His  hair  had  never  felt  better.  The  trouble  was,  it  was  utterly feminine. 

Zoe  stood  back  to  look.  “You  look  like  a  pretty  sissy,”  she  said. 

“Your hair needs colouring and a flick around the bottom where it sits on  your  shoulders,  but  it’s  far  better  and  more  girly.”  She  smiled. 

“Blond would be nice.” 

He turned to face her. “I don’t think so.” 

“I  do,  Jacky,  and  that’s  what  matters  now.”  She  picked  up  he phone and tapped the screen, a look of mischief on her face. 

She put out a hand. She wanted him to hold it. He took her hand and stood. 

“Let’s go and show Mum,” she said. 

She  led  him  out  of  his  bedroom  and  downstairs  to  the  living room.  Katherine  was  watching  TV.  She  glanced  up  and  a  look  of delight came onto her face. 

She  got  up  and  approached  him.  She  walked  around  him, running  her  fingers  down  his  hair.  She  stopped  in  front  of  him.  She gave him a huge cuddle. Her breasts pushed into his chest. Whatever Zoe  was  doing  was  making  his  relationship  with  his  stepmum  even better.  Zoe  was  more  friendly  too.  She’d  taken  his  hand  and  wasn’t being nasty to him. She was nice to him although he knew that was thanks to his moment of stupidity. 

He  had  to  consider  what  was  worse,  the  video  of  him masturbating  with  their  panties  or  being  called  Jacky  and  having  a

girl’s hairstyle. There was no option, the video was too explicit. And his mild feminisation at Zoe’s hands had improved their relationship. 

Katherine  stood  back  while  holding  his  upper  arms.  “You  look pretty. Do you like what Zoe has done for you? Jacky?” 

He glanced at Zoe who raised her eyebrows and tilted her head. 

“Yes, Katherine.” His voice was flat. His new style felt wonderful but  it  was  too  feminine.  He  wondered  what  Jane  was  going  to  say when he met her later. His mind raced with ideas of putting gel in it and brushing the fringe into a parting. There was a way around this, there had to be. 

Katherine watched him as his mind wandered. “That was a lovely thing Zoe did for you. I’m happy you two are getting on well now.” 

Getting  on  so  well  was  not  the  expression  he’d  have  used. 

Blackmailed was more accurate. Humiliated another. 

Katherine went to a chair and sat. “Did you thank Zoe for doing your hair, Jacky?” 

This was getting out of hand. He looked to the floor. “Thank you for  doing  my  hair,  Zoe.”  He  flicked  his  head  to  make  his  hair  flow around his face. Oh, he thought, it feels great. 

“That’s  OK,  you  look  more  like  a  pretty  girl  now.”  Zoe  was basking in her control and humiliation of him. For now, he was stuck. 

The  changes  were  not  so  bad  that  he  couldn’t  think  of  an  excuse when he met Jane later. The panties he had on were hidden and they were going out for a meal so sex was probably not on. Jane wouldn’t hear Zoe calling him Jacky so that was OK for now. 

Longer  term,  he  had  to  get  hold  of  Zoe’s  phone  and  delete  the video. That would be tough as she always had it with her. Everyone left  their  phone  somewhere  eventually.  First,  he  needed  to  find  her PIN which would also be hard as she used facial recognition to open it or her fingerprint. He had to think of a way. There had to be a way. 

His  body  went  taught  with  anger  at  the  thought  that  Zoe  was turning the screw on him. And at the idea that he was accepting her feminisation.  Maybe  he  even  enjoyed  it.  The  sooner  he  worked  out how to delete that video the better. He needed to stop her control of him and then think about the odd feelings she had woken in him. 

Katherine had let go of his hand and was staring at him, her eyes watery with emotion. “I’m so happy you two are getting along. Maybe

some good will come out of your father being away.” 

Far  from  it,  Jack  thought,  things  were  descending  into  total ignominy  rather  than  any  good.  Katherine  appeared  to  be  taking  in everything Zoe told her. He hadn’t expected her to be that gullible but he  supposed  when  her  daughter  told  her  something  and  looked innocent, she believed it. At that moment he wanted to get away. He told Katherine he was going to return to his room to read. He needed to clear his head from all this Jacky and female hairstyle nonsense. 

He left the room and trudged upstairs to his room. He felt his hair bouncing on his shoulders. It felt great. He hated loving it. He closed his bedroom door and sat on the chair where Zoe had done his hair. 

He stared at his reflection. Sure the panties felt wonderful and his hair was  great.  But  it  was  a  girl’s  style.  And  that  fringe,  there  was  no disguising it was female. 

He  slumped  his  shoulders  and  tried  to  brush  the  fringe  away from his eyes, trying to give it a more masculine side parting. It didn’t work. The blow-drying, straighteners and products Zoe had used had set it in the style. He stood and shuffled to the side of the bed and sat and rested his chin on his hands. 

He  had  another  problem;  a  rock-hard  erection  at  the  new sensations.  For  some  reason,  the  girl’s  name,  wearing  panties  and Zoe’s  humiliation  of  him  were  a    turn  on.  He  remembered  Zoe  had interrupted  him  at  the  point  of  ejaculation  earlier.  He  must  still  be turned  on.  It  couldn’t  be  the  hair,  panties  and  humiliation.  Or  her domination. No way. 

Chapter 6

A light knock on his bedroom door disturbed his thoughts. “Hello, Jacky, it’s Katherine. Can I come in?” 

He cringed at her sickly sweet voice, it was as if she were talking to a child; at least she was trying to be thoughtful. She wasn’t a bad person, he liked Katherine a lot. She was trying to make things easier for  him  with  all  the  new  arrangements.  His  dad  had  chosen  well.  It was Zoe who was bad and she was part of the package. 

“Yes, come in,” he said although he wanted to be alone with his thoughts and new feelings. He had to make sense of it all. He’d been ruminating in his room for the past three hours. He’d had more than enough embarrassment for one day. 

The  handle  creaked  and  the  door  opened  inwards.  Katherine poked her head around the door as if to check it was safe. His weak smile said it was OK and she stepped into the room. The plain white summer  dress  showed  off  her  rounded  hour-glass  figure  and  the flowing  hem  flicked  the  top  of  her  knees.  She  was  bare-legged  and wore  white  leather  sandals  with  a  small  one-inch  kitten  heel.  Her mane  of  waving  blond  hair  looked  freshly  washed  and  larger  than usual.  She  must  have  washed  her  hair  and  applied  a  touch  of makeup since he’d seen her in the living room. 

“We  need  a  little  chat,”  she  said,  an  apprehensive  look  on  her face. She seemed nervous about something. 

A chat was the last thing he needed and it sounded serious. He was  certain  he  wouldn’t  like  what  she  wanted  to  discuss.  All  he wanted was to be alone and think of a way out of all this. Then to go and see Jane for an evening of respite from Zoe. 

Katherine stepped lightly across the room and settled down next to him on the bed. She had a confident upright style and put a hand on  the  back  of  his  head  and  stroked  it.  He  felt  a  dash  of  electricity shoot through his body. She may have been old enough to be his real mum  but  she  was  sexy  in  an  older  woman  way.  That  touch  of experience and confidence. 

“I’m  pleased  you  feel  able  to  speak  to  your  sister  about  things. 

It’s wonderful you told her you liked being called Jacky and wanted a softer hairstyle. But Jacky, you can talk to me too. I have experience with  what  you’re  going  through  although  I’ve  never  spoken  of  it before.”  She  looked  pensive.  “I  told  your  father  but  he  didn’t understand.” She stroked his hair. “I now know you will.” 

He had no idea what she was on about. He didn’t know how she could  have  any  experience  of  a  man  made  to  look  more  feminine. 

And she was feminine from her toes to her head. His father had made a great choice, shame about the daughter. 

The only thing he was going through was being blackmailed by her daughter into doing whatever she told him. He doubted Katherine had  any  experience  of  that.  But  she  meant  well  although  it  was disturbing she seemed to believe he wanted to be more feminine. 

As if she’d been reading his mind, she said, “You know my first husband had strong feelings about being feminine.” 

That jolted him. 

“I see that surprised you, but it’s true.” She stroked the back of his head. This was a mixture of disconcerting and sexy. His penis was rock hard from her close proximity. Her perfume was rich and her hair smelled of fresh shampoo. 

“Yes,”  she  continued  after  studying  his  expression.  “My  ex-husband liked to wear dresses at home. He enjoyed short pink maid dresses  the  most  and  was  my  sissy  housemaid.  He  cleaned  and cooked  for  me  and  your  sister  dressed  like  that.  He  even  grew  his hair out into a long feminine style. I was supportive, especially as he took on the housework. I enjoyed him curtseying to me. It was fun. I can  see  that’s  your  leaning  too  and  you  need  to  know  that  I understand these feelings in men. I’ll be supportive of your desires to express your female submissive side too. You have nothing to worry about on that score.” 

This  was  worrying.  Katherine  believed  he  was  a  sissy crossdresser. Or worse. 

“I  have  one  more  thing  to  say  though  and  it’s  a  little  delicate.” 

She looked away as if not wanting to meet his eyes. 

That  didn’t  sound  good.  How  much  more  delicate  could comparing  him  to  a  sissy  be?  “Go  on,”  he  said  wondering  what  the

hell was coming next but enjoying her hand on his hair and her sitting close. 

She looked nervous again for a moment. Whatever she wanted to say was sensitive and that was worrying. He liked her but wasn’t about to unload his innermost secrets on her. 

She  cleared  her  throat  which  didn’t  need  clearing.  “My  ex-husband not only preferred female clothing but his feminisation made him sexually excited.” 

Katherine stoked around his ear and tucked his long hair behind it and looked at him. He came over warm. She put her other hand on his thigh. He guessed she meant it as reassuring rather than anything sexual. It felt sexual to him. 

“So,  I  understand  that  how  you  like  to  be  called  Jacky.  And  I know that having a feminine hairstyle will be sexually exciting for you. 

Am I right, Jacky? Do you find it all a turn-on?” 

Her  direct  question  caught  him  unawares,  he  hadn’t  been expecting  that.  His  penis  jerked  harder  at  her  words  and  her  touch. 

She  was  so  close  and  smelled  so  good.  She  squeezed  his  leg  and the feel of her fingertips remained imprinted on his leg even after she stopped. He didn’t know how to respond, she might be right but this wasn’t  right.  He  didn’t  want  to  talk  about  being  turned  on  with  his stepmum. “I don’t know,” was all he could say. 

“I thought so,” said Katherine, assuming his reluctance to admit his excitement was his natural shyness and embarrassment. 

He swallowed hard. This was awful. He wanted her to go away and  leave  him  to  plot  how  to  escape  from  Zoe’s  blackmail.  At  the same time, he liked her being next to him and being kind. He didn’t want her to go. 

“I understand if you feel the need to masturbate,” she said. 

He jerked away from her, his mouth open. 

She took his hands and pulled him back towards her. “It’s nothing to  be  embarrassed  or  ashamed  about.  This  is  a  normal  reaction  in many men and I want you to know I am supportive of you expressing yourself this way. We have to be mature about this.” She sat up and held  his  hands  more  firmly.  “Jacky,  there  is  nothing  wrong  in feminisation  being  your  fantasy  and  there’s  nothing  wrong  in

masturbating when this fantasy becomes real.” She lifted her palm in the air. “You can’t fight nature so go with it.” 

His mouth went dry. There may be some truth in what she was saying but he was not about to discuss this with his stepmum. 

“I want you and I to have the same relationship as you have with Zoe. Open and candid. It’s why I told you I understand how you are feeling. I know how males, like you, fantasise about being feminised and  humiliated  by  strong  women.”  She  looked  harder  at  him.  “And Zoe and I are strong women who know what we want.” She chuckled. 

He  gulped,  this  was  not  the  conversation  he  wanted  with  his stepmother. It was not a conversation he wanted with anyone. 

“So,  Jacky.”  She  removed  her  hands  and  put  them  on  her  lap over  her  knee-length  dress.  She  shifted  on  her  bottom  and  tugged her dress hem nervously. “You may go ahead and masturbate, that’s fine  with  me.  I  completely  understand.  Everyone  does  it,  even  me when  your  father’s  away.”  She  tittered.  “Although  over  different things, of course, I’m already a woman.” 

This  had  gone  beyond  weird.  He  was  discussing  masturbation with  his  stepmum.  “OK,  thank  you.  I’ll  bear  that  in  mind,  Katherine.” 

The  instant  she  left  him  alone,  he’d  masturbate  like  a  dog  on  heat. 

Thinking of her. 

She continued to look intently at him. “I want my relationship with you to be as close as that you have with Zoe, where you share your innermost secrets and you and her sit here while she does your hair. I want us to share your intimate secrets too.” 

There were no innermost secrets, he thought. Zoe was making it up. But Katherine didn’t know that or why. Thank goodness. He had to  get  rid  of  his  stepmum  now  so  he  could  masturbate.  He  was desperate  and  she  wasn’t  helping  his  desperation.  “Thank  you, Katherine. I will try to remember that after you’ve left the room.” 

She leant back and laughed. “You are funny. You still don’t get it. 

I’ll need to be more direct which is what we want don’t we, Jacky?” 

He  cringed  at  her  use  of  Jacky.  She  believed  this  nonsense about him wanting to be more feminine. He nodded. “Yes, of course, we  can  be  direct  with  each  other,  Katherine.  That’s  a  good  thing, thank you.” His face burned at the turn in the discussion. 

Katherine  brightened  up.  “Good.”  She  put  a  hand  on  his  thigh again. “Let me be direct. I don’t mind if you want to masturbate but it has  to  be  controlled.  I  don’t  want  you  getting  excited  and  making  a mess on the carpet or the sheets. Males can be careless like that.” 

He  had  no  idea  now  what  she  was  talking  about.  “Controlled?” 

he said. 

She  took  his  hands  again.  “Yes.  You  see  although  I  was supportive of my ex-husband’s need to be a sissy.” She let her words hang. 

“OK,” he said, wondering where this was going. 

“What I will not put up with is you taking items of mine or, heaven forbid, Zoe’s. I cannot allow you then wear them and masturbate like a sordid pervert in private.” She shuddered theatrically and looked to the ceiling. 

He  felt  his  face  redden  and  burned  with  heat.  That  was  exactly what he’d been doing when Zoe had caught him and videoed him. 

“I’m sure you’d never do that to us but for our agreement to be straight with each other, I had to say it out loud.” 

He couldn’t look her in the eye. “No, I’d never do that.” 

She smiled and stroked his hair. “Good girl.” 

“Excuse me? Girl?” 

“Yes, Zoe told me you prefer to be called a girl rather than a boy.” 

This  was  getting  worse.  What  if  she  called  him  a  girl  in  public? 

He thought about it. “Yes, but only between us. I wouldn’t like anyone else to hear it.” He hoped that would placate her. 

She  smiled  benignly.  “Of  course,  Jacky,  I  understand.  These things  take  time.”  She  then  seemed  to  realise  they’d  gone  off  track. 

“Anyway back to the topic.” 

He’d hoped she had finished on that. 

Katherine’s  smile  dropped  and  she  put  on  a  serious  face.  “I imagine  you’re  very  turned  on  right  now  with  everything  that’s happened and our chat.” 

That  much  was  true.  He’d  say  yes  and  she’d  leave.  “Yes, Katherine, I am turned on so thank you for the conversation and your understanding. It’s great to know you have been through this and you know how I’m feeling.” He looked away, this was excruciating. They sat in silence for a few moments as Jack waited for her to leave. 

“Well?” she said. 

“Well?” he said. 

“Are you going to masturbate?” 

That was direct, he thought. OK, he could be direct too if that’s what she wanted. 

“Yes. I was waiting for you to leave.” 

Her face registered surprise. “Leave? I thought we’d agreed we’d share  intimate  secrets.  Two  girls  together.  Mother  and  stepson.  Or daughter, whatever.” 

He  didn’t  understand  what  she  meant.  “I  shared  an  intimate secret.  I  admitted  I’m  going  to  masturbate  once  you’ve  left  and  I admitted you can call me a girl but just between us.” 

She  tapped  him  playfully  on  the  arm.  “Silly  girl.  Intimate  means intimate.  I  expect  you  to  masturbate  while  I’m  here.  I  need  to supervise  you.  There  must  be  no  taking  our  underwear  or  messing over  the  bedsheets.  I  will  need  to  see  you’re  not  doing  anything perverted  like  my  ex-husband.  I  don’t  want  to  go  down  the  route  I went with my ex-husband and kicked him out for it. No. These things need to be in the open so I can control them.” 

He  felt  queasy  but  exhilarated  at  the  thought  of  masturbating under her gaze. But it was all wrong. “I don’t masturbate when Zoe’s with me.” 

She looked pleased. “Good.” She touched his face. “But you are a silly girl, you’ve nothing to be embarrassed about. My ex-husband used to do it in front of me.” She snorted and shook her head. “When he  wasn’t  masturbating  into  my  panties  and  wearing  my  stockings.” 

She looked deeply into his eyes. “Did you know he liked to smell my soiled panties?” She pulled a disgusted face. “That was sick.” 

Jack  lost  all  the  saliva  in  his  mouth.  His  tongue  hurt  with  the dryness. He stared at her. This can’t be happening. “Yes, but he was your husband. I’m your stepson. You can’t watch me masturbating.” 

She took his hands in both hers. “Jacky, you’re thinking of it as a sexual act. I’m not.” 

He jerked his head up. “You’re not?” 

She  stared  hard  into  his  eyes.  He  melted  at  her  intense  gaze. 

Her  deep  steel-blue  eyes  were  large  and  kind.  “No,  because  it depends on the context,” she said. 

“It does?” 

“Yes,” she said, her unblinking gaze fixed into his eyes. 

His  penis  was  hard  as  he  succumbed  to  a  deep  stomach-churning  passion  for  her.  He  wanted  to  kiss  her,  to  touch  her.  He shook his head. This was his dad’s wife, that was wrong on so many levels. Very wrong. 

“Masturbation,”  she  continued,  seemingly  unaware  of  his dilemma, “is a release for many people. Did you know some do it to help them sleep? It’s not about sex but a release of tension. I know how much tension you must be feeling right now with your excitement at your feminisation.” 

The only tension it released for Jack was sexual tension. If she didn’t  go  soon  and  let  him  masturbate  in  private,  he  might  cum anyway. 

“You  have  tension,  Jacky.  It’s  the  tension  of  suppressing  your inner  feminine  side.  Now  Zoe  has  helped  you  to  let  it  out  into  the open. That’s sweet of her and now you want to do that but also keep your femininity hidden inside. It’s a dilemma. You have to release the tension through ejaculation and I want you to know I’m here for you. 

But, as I said, I will need to supervise to make sure that’s all it is. No masturbating into my used panties.” 

That sounded like a load of new-age mumbo jumbo. Besides, his so-called  feminine  side  was  nothing  more  than  Zoe  having  fun humiliating him. 

She let go of his hands and reached to the front of his trousers. 

She  popped  open  the  top  button  and  unzipped  his  flies  before  he realised what she was doing. She stopped and her eyebrows raised as his trouser front fell open. “Oh my. You’re wearing girl’s panties. I never guessed. That’s wonderful. Did Zoe give them to you?” 

Chapter 7

Jack froze. After a few seconds of silence, he swallowed hard and  nodded.  There  was  no  way  out  of  that  question  without  going through  the  laundry  room  events.  “Yes.  Zoe  gave  them  to  me  to wear.”  He  didn’t  add  they  were  the  used  ones  he’d  been  wearing anyway.  While  Jack  was  thinking  about  the  humiliation  of  Katherine seeing  he  was  wearing  women’s  panties,  she  whipped  his  trousers down  to  his  knees  and  the  panties  with  them.  His  erection  twitched hard and exposed in the cool air. 

She sat back and looked on with barely concealed amusement. 

“Oh, I say, Jacky, you’re already hard. I knew you’d be turned on and needed to release some tension.” 

Her lips quivered as she restrained her desire to giggle and her eyes  twinkled.  He  saw  she  was  trying  to  maintain  a  serious expression. She wanted to show this was a shared personal moment and  she  was  helping  him.  It  was  anything  but  shared.  He  was exposed  and  vulnerable  and  she  wasn’t.  What  was  shared  about that? 

He threw his hands over his erection. This was unbelievable. His stepmum had pulled his trousers down and seen his penis. His erect penis. This was beyond unreal. And so damn great. It was his turn to fight against an emotion he shouldn’t have. 

Katherine  crossed  her  legs,  a  superior  expression  on  her  face. 

Her  eyes  flitted  across  his  erection  and  he  thought  he  saw  her  lips quiver again in an attempt not to laugh. She fought it. Her light dress lay across her knees and hung down in a long bow. 

Katherine pulled his hands away from his genitals. “Don’t be silly, Jacky.  Sons  and  daughters  share  intimate  secrets  with  their  mums, even when it’s stepsons, stepdaughters and stepmums.” 

This  had  got  out  of  hand.  He  needed  Zoe’s  phone  PIN  and  to delete  that  video  and  go  back  to  normality.  As  he  was  thinking, Katherine got off the bed and wrenched his trousers and panties over his socked feet. She took his socks with them. 

“After you’ve relieved yourself, I’ll find something nicer for you to wear for you. I’m sure you’d prefer clothing that’s more appropriate for your mixed feelings. Zoe has a lot of clothes she can give you she no longer uses. Until we can go shopping for your own clothes.” 

The situation had spiralled out of control and Katherine was not making any sense to him. Mixed feelings? Shopping for new clothes? 

He had clothes. 

She  passed  him  some  tissues.  “Cum  into  these,  I  don’t  want  a sticky mess on the carpet.” 

He  pushed  his  hands  back  over  his  exposed  genitals.  “Look, Katherine, I’m not going to masturbate while you watch.” 

She  pulled  on  his  cheek  with  a  playful  thumb  and  forefinger. 

“Don’t be shy, I thought we were all getting on so much better, much closer. Masturbation is normal behaviour and, as I said, it isn’t always sexual.  It’s  often  a  release  of  tension  built  up  over  a  period.  I understand  you’re  excited  by  your  newfound  feminisation  so supervised and controlled ejaculation is the only option. I’m here for you  to  supervise  it,  that’s  all.  It’s  not  as  if  I’ve  never  seen  a  male cumming before.” 

She smiled kindly but it was obvious she wanted to giggle again. 

Katherine snuggled further into him and her thigh squeezed into his through her thin dress. He felt her firm muscles. She put a hand on his  bare  leg,  it  was  only  inches  from  his  erection.  He  smelled  her perfume and shivered at her proximity. She took his hand and placed it  around  his  penis  in  a  matter-of-fact  way.  She  removed  her  hand from his. He saw with horror a drip of pre-cum on the end. He didn’t move his hand. 

“You  have  to  do  it,  Jacky.  I’m  not  going  to  touch  your  erection, that would be a step too far. Besides, I don’t want any mess on my hands as I’ve just put hand cream on and it cost the Earth.” 

She  put  her  hand  over  his  and  moved  it  up  and  down  his erection.  Ecstasy  swept  through  him.  He  swooned  and  gave  up  the fight. Waves of intense pleasure flowed and swirled around his body and brain. He closed his eyes and cooed “Oooh.” He was lost in the pleasure. 

Katherine let go of his hands and moved away, an unusual look on her face. “You need to finish off now, Jacky.” 

He  didn’t  need  her  reminding  him  and  he  continued  to  rub  his hard penis. He closed his eyes. 

“Good girl,” she whispered. 

That  was  too  much  and  he  exploded  into  the  tissue.  He squeezed  his  eyes  tight  as  he  was  engulfed  in  emotions  he  could never hope to explain. He orgasmed again and it was as if he were floating inside a chamber of pleasure that stimulated his entire body. 

He jerked again, he’d never cum so much. 

“Don’t let any semen drip onto the carpet, there’s a good girl.” 

Her  voice  brought  him  crashing  into  reality.  His  stepmum  was sitting next to him as he came. He had a final small orgasmic spurt and  knowing  she  watching  him  was  wonderful.  Then  it  was  not. 

Shame flooded through him like a cold tsunami. 

“Go  and  flush  the  tissue  down  the  toilet,  dear,  then  clean  your little tinky and hands and come back. I’ll wait for you.” 

The realisation of what he’d done as she watched swarmed over him. Horror filled him. He’d masturbated in front of his stepmum. That was  awful;  utter  humiliation.  He  needed  to  get  away  from  her.  He grabbed at his trousers but she swiped them away. 

“I’ll take these and find you something more suitable.” She stood and  tucked  them  under  an  arm.  Her  eyes  flitted  to  his  soft  penis. 

“That is a cute little thing you have. It’s pretty, not big and nasty like many  men’s  things.”  She  squeezed  her  eyes.  “It’s  small  and  cute. 

Now off you go and clean it up.” 

That  was  not  what  he  wanted  to  hear  although  his  stomach turned in the feelings of excitement at her words. First, he had to get cleaned up, The bathroom was out on the landing. What if Zoe was around? He was naked from the waist down. She had seen his penis and  had  the  video  but  that  didn’t  mean  he  wanted  her  to  see  him again. 

“Zoe might see me,” he said. Surely Katherine wouldn’t like her daughter seeing his genitals. 

“She’s your stepsister, don’t be silly, it’s natural. Now run along, flush the tissue, wash the little princess and I’ll meet you back here. 

Off you go.” She shushed him away with a flick of her hand. 

She’d called his penis a little princess. He tingled with electricity at  the  words.  She  thought  she  was  being  kind  but  that  was

uncomfortable and strangely wonderful. 

He  traipsed  to  the  bedroom  door  and  looked  out.  Zoe  was nowhere. He scampered to the bathroom, shut the door behind him and locked it. He flushed the messy tissue away and washed his limp penis in the sink using the hand-wash. He dried himself on the bath towel. 

He saw himself in the bathroom mirror. His mousey hair still had the  straightened  feminine  look.  It  was  cleaner  and  more  full-bodied than before; much nicer. He looked at his skinny body and legs. His eyes fell on his penis. Katherine had called it cute and pretty. And a little princess. Horror. 

He shook his head. He had to think. After a moment, the solution came to him. He wrapped the bath-towel around his waist. It came to his knee. Perfect and covered. The humiliation has been exhilarating in the moment but was now gone and replaced by embarrassment. 

He’d  ejaculated  while  his  sexy  stepmum  watched.  It  was  the  best sexual feeling he’d ever experienced. If she wanted to call it tension release that was fine. It had been sexual for him. 

He let himself out of the bathroom and walked across the landing to  his  bedroom.  He  strode  into  his  room  feeling  lighter  and  better about the situation. Katherine was sitting on his bed with a wide grin. 

His feelings of afterglow evaporated. Zoe stood next to her with a pile of clothes in her hand and a wide grin. 

Chapter 8

“I told Zoe what happened.” Katherine sat with her hands on her knees on the edge of his bed. 

Now  Zoe  knew  he’d  masturbated  while  her  mum  watched.  Is there no end to his humiliation? Zoe would make the most of it and take advantage. He scowled at his helplessness. But once again, his body tingled at that humiliation. 

“Yes,” said Zoe, holding the pile of clothing out and steady. “And she told me you had a tiny tinky too.” 

Katherine looked down for a moment in slight embarrassment. 

“And Mum explained how she hates the idea of you playing with yourself  alone  like  my  dad  used  to.  So  she  asked  you  to  relieve yourself while she monitored you. That makes sense, my dad was a pervert  and  we  caught  him  playing  with  himself.  Yuk.  Disgusting. 

Could  you  imagine  a  man  playing  with  himself  while  wearing  a woman’s used panties?” 

Zoe’s glare bored into his and he wilted. She had him where she wanted him and she was going to make the most of that power. She was  enjoying  every  moment  of  his  intense  discomfort.  Somehow  in this nightmare of having to follow her wishes to humiliate him, he had to  pretend  all  was  well.  He  had  to  pretend  to  go  along  with  her making him look stupid. 

“Mum hates the idea that you might steal our clothing and put it on while playing with yourself. She said it would be an abuse of our kindness.  She’d  kick  you  out  of  the  home  and  you’d  be  left  with nothing and nowhere to go.” She narrowed her eyes. “And she’d tell your dad you’re a pervert.” 

Katherine  tapped  her  daughter’s  arm  and  then  looked  back  at Jack, her eyes creased in a kind expression. “Zoe’s exaggerating, I’m sure  it  would  never  come  to  that.  I  merely  said  that  it’s  best  you relieve  your  male  pressures  in  a  controlled  environment  otherwise you could end up like her father.” 

Jack’s  knees  wobbled.  They’d  been  discussing  his  observed masturbation. He didn’t know where this might end. 

Katherine continued. “Zoe’s father and I broke up not because he liked to be feminised. I was more than happy with that aspect of him as  I  am  with  your  desires  to  explore  your  feminine  side.  No,  it  was because he used to steal my panties and masturbate while wearing them. I caught him and it was the end. It’s disgusting. I’d never put up with that.” 

Zoe’s  leering  expression  was  unseen  by  Katherine.  Her  power over  him  was  stronger  than  ever.  Katherine  must  never  see  that video. 

“So,”  said  Katherine,  slapping  her  hands  on  her  knees  before standing up. “On to better things. Zoe’s kindly donating some of her clothes  to  you,  including  a  couple  of  packs  of  panties  she’s  not  yet opened. Isn’t that kind of her?” 

Zoe placed the clothes on the bed and made a show of lifting a pack  of  panties  to  show  him.  She  opened  the  packet  and  laid  the panties on top of his bed. He saw the pink and white cotton and the little bows and frills around the legs. She then laid out a pair of beige trousers and a mid-blue loose top. It was like a tee shirt but a shiny feminine material, like satin, and with a lower neckline. 

Zoe  looked  at  the  towel  around  his  waist.  “It  looks  like  you’re wearing a skirt. Maybe I should change the trousers for a skirt?” 

Katherine  tapped  her  daughter’s  arm  again.  “Zoe,  you  are naughty.  Be  kind  to  your  brother,  he’s  going  through  a  lot  of  new thoughts.” 

Zoe  pouted  a  fake  innocent  voice.  “I’m  just  saying,  Mum. 

Anyway, he’s not my brother by blood.” 

Katherine  ignored  her  comment  feeling  she’d  made  her  point. 

Jack’s  eyes  ran  over  the  clothes  she’d  laid  out  on  the  bed.  They looked plain. He supposed he could wear them around the home to keep Zoe quiet. She had to get bored with this eventually. Either that or he’d get her phone and PIN and delete the video. Something had to give. 

Katherine got up and put her hand on her daughter’s back. “Let’s allow Jacky to get dressed.” They walked to the door and she turned. 

“When  you’ve  put  the  clothes  on  Zoe  has  so  kindly  found  for  you,  I want you to come downstairs to show us.” 

She squeezed her eyes together and hunched her shoulders and they  left.  Once  they’d  gone,  he  dropped  the  towel  and  picked  up  a pair  of  white  panties.  They  were  soft  and  smooth.  His  penis  tingled despite  the  huge  orgasm  he’d  had  a  short  while  ago.  He  pulled  the panties on. They wrapped snugly around his penis. 

He  gazed  over  the  trousers  and  top  laying  on  the  bed.  Girl’s clothes.  He  was  in  a  tight  spot  and  he  had  no  way  out  unless  he found Zoe’s PIN and deleted that video. He resolved to watch her like a  hawk.  Everyone  used  their  PIN  occasionally,  if  their  fingers  were wet or their eyes were tired for example. 

It was a matter of time. He’d soon be free of Zoe’s blackmail. He pulled on the female trousers. They fitted and felt strange. It was the high waistband, side zip and baggy legs. 

Chapter 9

Jack walked into the living area and averted his eyes from the two  ladies.  His  trousers  were  wider  than  he’d  usually  wear  and  the cut was not the same as his male trousers. His usual trousers sat low on  his  hips  but  these  ones  had  a  high  waistband.  The  top  Zoe  had provided had a lower neckline and was box-shaped. The panties had a soft feel although his balls didn’t quite fit inside. He knew he looked feminine despite the clothes being plain trousers and a tee shirt. 

Katherine looked up. She nodded and pursed her lush lips. Her eyes  shone  with  delight.  “You  look  lovely,  Jacky.  I’m  sure  your girlfriend will love your new look too.” 

His girlfriend. His stomach dropped at the thought of what she’d think.  He  wasn’t  so  sure  she’d  like  his  new  look.  He  checked  his watch. He needed to go to see her now. He’d soon find out what she thought.  “I’m  leaving.  I  have  a  date  this  evening.  I’m  going  to  get changed now.” It was worth a try. 

“No.” Zoe had her arms folded. 

Katherine took a second look at her daughter unsure why she’d snapped at Jack and answered for him. 

Zoe  realised  she’d  gone  too  far  and  her  mother,  already suspicious, might realise her daughter was pushing her control over Jack. 

“What I mean is, if this is what Jacky wants to wear then there’s no time like the present. I think she should be bold and go out in my clothes.” 

Jack shuffled from foot to foot. “No, it’s fine. I’d prefer to take it carefully. I’ll get changed.” 

He turned and left before Zoe could say a word. He shot up the stairs two at a time and raced to his bedroom. He pulled off the top. 

His bedroom door flew open and Zoe flew in, closing the door behind him. 

She  snarled.  “Disagreeing  with  my  instructions  is  not  a  good move  sissy-boy.”  She  strode  to  stand  inches  away  from  him,  her

hands planted on her hips. 

Jack cowered. “I can’t go out in female clothes.” 

“You’re  not  listening,  sissy.  You  will  go  out  in  my  clothes.  You know  the  consequences  if  you  don’t,  everyone  gets  the  video.”  She was breathing hard. Zoe was fuming with anger. 

Jack pulled the girl’s top back on. 

“That is a good decision, sissy.” Zoe glared without a blink. “I’ve been fair. The clothes I gave you are plain. You won’t be too obvious. 

But. You will wear girl’s clothes and panties.” 

Jack  looked  down  at  the  top  and  trousers.  They  weren’t  his normal style but he supposed he might get away with it. “OK. I’ll use the clothes.” His shoulders slumped in defeat. 

Zoe stood like a statue, not convinced. “Your attempt at trying to avoid my orders means I now have to move things up a level. Every time you disobey me, there will be consequences.” 

His stomach turned in fear. “But, I’m doing what you told me. I’m going  to  leave  and  keep  your  clothes  on.”  Maybe  he  needed  to placate  her  some  more.  “I’m  sorry  I  tried  to  avoid  your  instructions, Zoe. I’ll do better in the future.” 

Zoe glared. “Too right you will, girly-boy. And to show you I mean business, I don’t want to see you in male clothes again. Ever. That is what happens when you don’t do what I tell you.” 

Her words took a few seconds to sink in. “What do you mean?” 

She  pushed  her  face  into  his.  “What  I  mean  is,  I’m  going  to remove every item of male wear you own and replace them with girl’s clothes.  I  have  lots  I’m  grown  out  of,  most  hardly  worn.  They’ll  be your size.” 

She  had  to  be  joking.  Her  face  and  stiff  body  language  said otherwise. “And you’ll wear these too. “She kicked off her shoes. 

He  looked  down  at  them.  Black,  pointed  and  with  a  small  flat heel. 

Chapter 10

Jack  tramped  towards  Jane’s  house,  his  head  down  and  his shoulders slumped. The trousers flapped around his legs. It was only two  streets  away  and  luckily,  it  was  dark  although  the  street-lights were  on.  There  weren’t  many  people  around  and  the  traffic  was almost  non-existent.  He  kept  his  head  down  and  no  one  was interested in him. 

Jane  was  an  easy-going  girl  which  is  why  they  got  on.  He  told himself  that  even  if  she  noticed  his  clothes  were  female,  she’d probably not be too concerned. Nothing seemed to faze her and she generally went with the flow. He felt a little better. 

He got to her house and walked up the path to her front door and rapped  it  with  his  knuckles.  Jane  also  still  lived  with  her  parents. 

They’d known each other for years but the relationship had only got going at university as they were on the same course. As he waited, he reflected that they had fallen into it more than any wave of intimate connection. They got on and it was easy. 

He  caught  his  reflection  in  the  frosted  glass  of  the  door.  His hair  was  different.  He  hoped  Jane  would  like  it  cleaner,  tidier  and well-styled.  The  front  door  swung  open  and  Jane  looked  at  him without recognition. Then her eyes widened as she took in what she saw. 

“What have you done with your hair, Jack?” She put her head on one  side  and  then  the  other  as  she  inspected  him,  her  eyebrows furrowed. 

He cleared his throat as he tried to think of an answer. “I thought I’d make it tidier. Do you like it?” 

Her eyes were all over his face and hair. “What have you done? 

You do realise it’s a girl’s style, don’t you?” She leaned over and put a hand to the side and ran her fingers through the strands. “Have you straightened it?” 

He looked down at the front step. “Er, yes. I thought it might look better.” 

“It doesn’t. It looks like a girl’s style.” 

“Can I come in?” 

She remained in the doorway looking over his entire body. “Are you wearing girl’s clothes and shoes too?” 

He  felt  himself  go  red.  “No,”  he  lied.  “I  wanted  to  upgrade  my style.” 

“To a girl’s style?” Her words hung in the air. 

“No,” he said. 

“Yes.” 

“It’s a pair of plain trousers and a top.” 

“A plain  girl’s  trousers and top. What happened to you? I want to date a man. If I wanted to date a girl, I’d go and find one.” 

Jane’s lips were tight and her face strained with anger. He had to explain  the  situation  to  her;  his  problems  with  Zoe.  She  knew  how difficult  Zoe  was,  she’d  understand.  He’d  have  to  invent  a  different situation;  he  couldn’t  tell  her  he’d  put  on  Zoe’s  used  panties  and she’d caught him masturbating with them. 

“It was Zoe,” he said. “She did my hair as a joke and asked me to put on some of her old clothes as part of the fun. I went along with it to  try  to  get  friendlier  with  her.  I  went  into  the  garden  and  then  Zoe locked me out so I couldn’t get in to change.” That wasn’t a bad lie on the spur of the moment, he thought. “Anyway, can I come in?” 

She  went  to  close  the  door.  “I’m  not  going  anywhere  with  you looking like that. Go home, get changed and come back looking like a man. I don’t find Zoe’s joke funny. It’s weird. What would my parents think?” 

She  slammed  the  door  and  Jack  was  left  standing  on  the  front step. Great, he thought. Now Zoe’s game has lost him his girlfriend. 

He trudged back home. 

Chapter 11

Jack let himself into his home and slammed the front door. He kicked  off  Zoe’s  shoes  in  the  entrance  hall  and  stamped  upstairs  to his room. It wasn’t as if he was in love with Jane, it was her lack of understanding that annoyed him. He wanted to be able to confide and trust her with his problems with Zoe. Minus the embarrassing bits on the video. 

He  pushed  into  his  room  and  stopped  dead.  Zoe  was  folding clothes  and  placing  them  in  his  drawers.  A  noise  from  over  by  his wardrobe  attracted  his  attention.  Zoe’s  friend  Christina  was  hanging clothes  up.  Dresses,  skirts  and  blouses.  Zoe  said  she  was  going  to replace his clothes with girls’ clothes. He never imagined she’d come into  his  room  and  do  it  while  he  was  out.  This  was  an  escalation beyond anything he expected. And her friend was helping. 

There was a reason Christina was Zoe’s best friend; she had a similar personality and did not hide her dislike for Jack either. And like Zoe,  she  was  tall,  slim  and  sexy.  Her  long  brown  hair  was  in  a Jennifer  Anniston  style  with  a  centre  parting  and  her  hair  falling around  her  face.  Her  legs  were  long  and  incredible.  She  always showed them to the full by wearing tiny mini skirts. That evening, she was wearing a short tight black leather skirt that seemed to be about to reveal her panties at any moment. 

“Hello,  Jacky,  you’re  back  early.”  Zoe  stood  up  straighter,  a malicious  grin  on  her  face.  “We  were  getting  your  clothes  ready  for when you got back. We’re almost done.” Zoe showed not an ounce of remorse  at  being  in  his  room  and  going  through  his  belongings.  “I guess  things  didn’t  go  well  with  plain  Jane.  That’s  for  the  best.  I suppose she’d prefer a man with a big cock rather than a sissy with a little girly clitty.” 

He shook with rage. He stopped breathing with anger. “What the hell are you doing in my room?” 

Zoe put on her innocent face. “I told you, sissy-boy.” 

This was going too far. He needed to put a stop to it. “I want you both…”  He  stopped  on  seeing  three  black  bin  bags  on  the  floor. 

“What’s in those bags?” 

Christina grinned and Zoe shrugged. He went to the bags, pulled the  top  open  and  peeked  in.  His  clothes  and  shoes  were  inside. 

“What?” 

Christina  approached  him  and  ran  her  fingers  through  his  hair. 

“Pretty.” 

Jack pushed her hand away with an irritated swipe. 

Zoe said, “Christina persuaded me that it was best to help you go the  full  sissy  in  one  go  and  offered  to  help.  Wasn’t  that  kind  of  her, Jacky?” 

“I want you out of my room and take your girl’s clothes with you.” 

Zoe  put  on  her  sad  face.  She  could  have  had  a  career  as  an actress. She wiggled one forefinger side to side as she said. “Uh, uh, sissy, no can do. It’s not about what you want, it’s what I want.” She put on her baby face. “Or sailor-boy daddy-oh gets the video.” 

He tried to come up with a response but couldn’t. She had him. 

Zoe folded her arms and his eyes fell on her great boobs. If only she wasn’t sexy. She held out a hand. In the palm was a small pink chargeable electric razor. 

He pulled a face. He had no idea what she was up to now. 

“Take  this,  sissy,  and  remove  every  bit  of  body  hair  you  have, including  all  the  messy  hair  around  your  little  girly  clitty.  I  don’t suppose you have much hair, being more of a girl than a man. I want to  see  you  with  smooth  pretty  sissy  legs  and  body  and  a  smooth clitty.” 

Her words swirled around his foggy brain. He felt a twitch in his penis at her words: clitty, smooth sissy legs. 

“I’ve  set  it  to  extraction  so  it  will  pull  the  hair  out  by  the  roots rather  than  shaving.  I  suggest  you  didn’t  use  it  on  your  pussy  balls, Jacky. It might be a little painful.” The two girls found that hilarious. 

This was going too fast, Zoe was going too far. He had no more time to think as Christina pushed him onto the bed and jumped on top of  his  chest,  pinning  him  down.  She  was  bigger  and  stronger  than him. He felt Zoe’s fingers at his trousers. She whipped them off and

his  panties  went  with  them.  Meanwhile,  Christina  lifted  her  bottom and pulled his top up and over his face. 

He was naked in an instant. He felt his penis twitch. Christina sat on  his  chest  and  he  heard  the  razor  buzz.  The  cool  metal  head touched the bottom of his leg and it ran up to his knee. He yelped as the machine ripped his hairs out. It stung. She worked up to the top of his  thigh  and  the  back  of  her  hand  touched  against  his  balls  and brushed his penis. It shot into an erection

His erection was as strong as when Katherine had watched him masturbate. If Zoe’s hand touched his penis again he might cum. 

“Ah, how cute, she’s excited,” said Zoe. 

Zoe  completed  both  legs  while  humming  a  tuneless  song. 

Christina  looked  down  on  him,  a  spiteful  grin  across  her  lips.  Zoe passed her the shaver and she buzzed it over his chest and arms. It pulled  out  his  body  hair  from  the  roots  and  made  him  sore  as  it swirled over his skin. 

Christina finished and turned around on his chest, now facing his legs and erection. Zoe got up, left the room and returned with a bowl of water, a can of shaving gel and a hand razor. She lathered his balls and penis. “Don’t you dare cum girly-boy or I will send my mum and sailor boy the video.” 

He  screwed  his  eyes  up  and  willed  himself  not  to  cum.  Don’t cum, don’t cum, don’t cum, he told himself. Zoe passed the razor to Christina  and  wrapped  her  arms  around  his  legs  to  keep  them  held tight. He tried to think of boring things – having lunch, what was on TV, the lyrics to his favourite songs. He must not cum. Being pinned down  and  shaved  by  these  two  malicious  girls  should  not  be  so electrifying  and  exhilarating.  But  it  was  and  his  entire  genital  area tingled with pleasure. 

Zoe wiped his genitals dry with a hand towel and stood. Christina pushed herself off his chest and stood next to her. They sniggered at him as Christina’s hand went over her mouth. She raised a foot and pushed  his  erection  with  the  toe  of  her  shoe.  The  girls  burst  out laughing. 

Jack sat up and put his hands over his smooth genitals. 

“Time  to  cover  up  your  little  girly  bits.  And  get  you  dressed, Jacky.” She walked to the wardrobe and pulled out an item. She held

it up in triumph. “This is perfect.” 

He  looked  in  stupefied  horror.  She  was  holding  up  a  tiny  flared skirt  no  more  than  eight  inches  long.  It  was  powder  pink  with  white polka dots and had a single stiff white petticoat under it to hold it out. 

“You are going to look so pretty, Jacky,” Zoe said. 

His world went black. 

Chapter 12

Jack came round. Christina and Zoe were standing over him. 

“You passed out. You were overcome with emotion at seeing the skirt you’ll be wearing.” Zoe’s voice sparked with enjoyment, keeping strong eye contact with him. 

He sat up, wiping his watery eyes. He saw he was wearing pink satin panties with a white frill around the edge. They had put them on him while he was passed out. They covered his genital area in a large triangle and had a white bow at the top. The leg sides were bare and tied together with a thin attached pink ribbon in a bow on each side. 

He’d never seen anything so feminine. 

Zoe put a hand out and pulled him to his feet. He felt dazed, not from  fainting  but  from  the  intense  feeling  and  their  total  domination. 

His  long  hair  flicked  against  his  face  and  neck,  his  legs  felt  lighter somehow without hair. He was thankful his erection had gone down while  he  was  out  although  the  satin  against  his  bare  genitals  was intoxicating. It wouldn’t be long before he was hard again. 

He’d  lost  the  will  to  fight  them.  Christina  pulled  a  pink  satin blouse over his arms and buttoned it up. It had large collars and short sleeves  puffed  at  the  shoulders.  He  felt  faint  again  at  the  intense femininity of the garment. 

Zoe leaned in and clipped a thin white suspender belt around his waist. Hold-up straps hung loose down the front and the back of each leg ready to clip onto stockings. She knelt at his feet and rolled up a white fishnet stocking and clipped the frilled top to the suspender belt. 

She  did  the  same  for  the  other  leg  and  then  slipped  on  two  white shoes with slim two-inch heels. 

The  two  women  stood  back.  “She  looks  wonderful,”  said Christina, the malicious grin still smeared over her face. 

Zoe  nodded  and  pulled  the  little  skirt  up  and  over  his  panties. 

She zipped it up at the back and stood back to admire him. 

Jack  looked  down  over  his  clothing.  The  room  spun  and  a blackness  descended  yet  again.  He  fought  it  and  it  faded.  He

wobbled  on  the  heels,  he’d  never  had  the  taut  sensation  he  now experienced  in  his  calf  muscles  due  to  the  different  angle  his  feet were in. 

“She  likes  her  new  look,”  said  Christina.  “Do  you  like  being  a sissy, Jacky?” 

Jack shook his head, holding his mouth taut. The reality was his feelings  were  confused,  mixed  and  downright  weird.  Zoe  had  won and  he  guessed  once  she’d  had  her  fun  and  showed  him  off  to Katherine,  she  would  get  bored.  Let  her  have  her  moment  of  fun.  It would probably go on for a few days then she’d stop. He could then return to being Jack. 

The other side of the problem was the sensations and emotions swirling  around  him  with  his  hair  and  the  feel  of  the  clothes  and smooth skin. His emotions were bubbling like an explosive cauldron. 

Being  dominated  by  the  two  girls  and  forced  to  dress  in  the  most humiliating way was like being on the greatest high imaginable. 

And then it hit him. His father. Once he finished his tour of duty, he’d come home. He couldn’t let his father see him like this, it would devastate  him.  No,  he  had  to  be  strong,  he’d  delete  the  video  and everything would return to normality. Not quite normality as Zoe had awoken something in him but it would be under his terms, not hers He  realised  the  girls  were  watching  him;  he’d  gone  into  a daydream as he daydreamed. 

“She likes being a girl,” said Zoe. 

“Definitely.”  Christina’s  malicious  grin  was  as  strong  as  ever. 

“And  she  needs  a  new  name.  Jacky  is  a  bit  ordinary.  She  needs something  even  more  feminine.  Like  Sissy  or  Missy.  How  about Candi?” 

“Yeah, that is a fantastic idea, Chrissy.” Zoe was enthused with her friend’s idea. 

Zoe gave the idea of new names for Jack a thought.“Or we could call her Lollie or Kitty?” She sat on the bed to ponder. “Or Lily, Bunny, Poppy, Minnie, Twinkle, Blossom, Popsy, Daisy.” 

Christina sat next to her and they looked as if they were sisters. 

“Lily is nice. A pretty flower.” 

Jack  tried  to  speak  but  couldn’t.  The  horror  of  the  situation thumped him in the chest. For a short while, he had become wrapped

up in the feelings of his growing feminisation. His brain was becoming anaesthetised  to  the  humiliation  and  the  incredible  sensations  that engulfed him. A mental image of his stepmother looking him up and down while he was dressed as a bimbo was all too real. 

Zoe’s  face  beamed.  “Then  Lily  it  is.”  She  jumped  up  and  took Jack’s  arm.  “Come  on,  Lily,  let’s  show  Mum  what  a  pretty  sissy  girl you have become.” 

Chapter 13

It  was  rare  to  see  Katherine  lost  for  words.  She  snapped  her mouth shut. It had been open for several seconds at seeing what her daughter and best friend had done to her stepson. 

Jack  felt  more  vulnerable  than  ever,  standing  with  his  hands  in front  of  his  little  skirt  and  his  head  down.  He’d  been  standing  for several  minutes  without  a  word  from  Katherine.  The  two  girls  stood behind him smirking as his entire body glowed red. 

“She  wants  us  to  call  he  Lily,  Mum.  It’s  more  feminine  and  she loves being more feminine.” 

Katherine swallowed long and slowly. Jack wiped his long fringe away from his eyes and it pinged back into place. He grimaced. She had to say something soon. 

“Well,” she finally said. 

He  waited  and  she  didn’t  add  anything  else.  He  felt  a  breeze around the top of his thighs. His white fishnet stocking tops finished below  the  hem  of  the  small  flared  pink  skirt.  The  skirt  covered  the front  of  his  panties  but  the  lower  arc  of  his  bottom  cheeks  showed from  behind.  He  fidgeted.  It  was  one  thing  to  be  humiliated  but  to have  to  stand  while  Katherine  took  in  what  she  was  seeing  was another level. 

“And you thought this was a good idea, Jack. Jacky. Or is it Lily now?” Katherine’s voice wavered. There was a tone of irritation. 

“Lily,” said Zoe. 

“Thank  you,  young  lady.  I  did  remember  but  I  was  making  a point.”  Katherine  turned  to  Jack.  “As  I  said,  I  don’t  mind  in  the slightest  you  wanting  to  be  a  girl,  indeed,  I  encourage  it.  Lily  is  a beautiful feminine name. I only wanted to check you were sure about this.” 

He guessed now she had recovered from the shock she was not going to hold back. She didn’t. 

“What I don’t want is this to become a sissy fantasy for you. I’m pleased  you  and  Zoe  have  become  good  friends  and  bonded  over this sudden  change. ” She bit into the word change as if it was nasty. 

“But as I found with my ex-husband, these things can go awry if not controlled.” 

He  didn’t  like  the  way  this  sounded  or  where  it  was  going.  He had  no  idea  where  it  was  going  but  it  was  sure  to  be  in  a  bad direction for him. 

Katherine  left  the  room  without  warning.  She  returned  a  few minutes  later  with  a  brown  postal  box.  She  started  to  rip  it  open. 

“Fortunately, I could see where this was going and I prepared. I didn’t expect things to explode so quickly but it has but it is what it is.” 

Jack watched what she was unpacking. Katherine put her hand inside the ripped box and pulled out a small pink resin device with a ring attached. 

“Remove  your  panties,  Jacky  or  Lily  or  sissy-boy.  Whoever  you are today.” 

He  heard  giggles  and  mumbles  from  behind  him  from  Zoe  and Christine.  Katherine  unclipped  the  device  which  was  a  small  cage around two inches long. He stared at the device and didn’t hear Zoe creeping up behind him. She tugged his panties to his ankles. 

Katherine pushed the chastity cage over his penis and snapped a small lock into the catch at the top. She stood away. “As I warned you when I supervised your milking, I know where this goes. I will not have  you  playing  with  yourself  in  my  house  making  a  nasty  mess everywhere. I could have controlled it with supervised milkings when you were not dressed as a sissy bimbo fantasy but now, it’s gone too far and the risk is too great.” 

Jack pulled on his cage but it was not going to come off. It was locked fast. 

“However,” Katherine continued sounding calmer. “I confess I like to  see  males  looking  as  you  do,  it  has  a  certain  attraction.  Not physical,  but  more  of  a  power  exchange,  Towards  me.  And  since  I have  the  power,  I  will  control  your  urges  with  the    chastity  device.” 

She folded her arms. 

Jack stooped to pull his panties back up. 

“So, Lily,” Katherine said. “If you want to dress as a sissy bimbo that  is  fine  with  me.    I  will  encourage  you  to  explore  your  feminine desires. But.” 

He waited for the bad news that was bound to follow her but. 

“But,” she repeated for emphasis. “There will be three new rules for you.” 

Katherine  rose  to  an  erect  stature  and  female  power  surged  in her body. He saw no way out of his predicament until he got hold of and deleted that video. 

“Rule one.” 

Jack returned to the immediate situation. 

“Rule  one  is  you  will  dress  as  a  sissy  permanently.  If  you  want this,  it  will  not  be  a  game.  You  will  live  as  a  girl.  I  will  not  have  you getting  excited,  masturbating  and  then  going  back  to  being  a  male before getting hot a few days later and it all starts again. It’s one or the other and why I’ve clamped the chastity cage on you.” 

“Yes, Mum, she told me already she wants to live as a girl. She asked me to replace all her clothes and help to remove her body hair so we did it for her.” 

Katherine gave Zoe a strange look. The body hair removal was news  to  her.  She  still  knew  something  was  not  right  but  could  not guess  what.  She  looked  back  to  Jack.  “Rule  two,  sissies  are submissive and you will take on the housework and serving duties for me and Zoe. You will address me as Madam and Zoe as Mistress.” 

He looked to the floor, this sounded like a disaster. In under two days,  he’d  become  a  feminised  servant  to  his  stepmother  and stepsister and his penis was clamped away. 

“Rule  three.  You  will  undergo  training.  You  clomp  around  like  a clumsy  male.  No.  From  now  on  I  want  to  see  a  delicate  flower  of  a girl. If you want to wear sissy clothes, you will act appropriately. I will oversee  this  and  train  you.  Your  training  will  include  how  to  curtsey and  be  subservient  to  all  women.  I  will  expect  your  servility  and complete obedience to me and Zoe. Do you understand me? Lily?” 

There  was  no  end  to  the  awfulness  that  was  enveloping  him.  It was  time  to  take  a  risk  and  get  Zoe’s  phone,  even  if  it  means destroying  it.  Trying  to  find  her  PIN  was  too  much  like  hard  work. 

Destroying the phone sounded like the solution. 

It was time to go to work on his plan. 

Chapter 14

The day had been awful. The worst since Zoe had videoed him. 

He’d  cleaned  the  entire  house,  done  the  washing  and  served Katherine and Zoe their food. He didn’t risk smelling their underwear this time. 

And  Katherine  was  insisting  he  curtsey  before  and  after  doing something from them. 

He lay in bed exhausted. The tiny see-through baby doll Zoe had

‘gifted’ him was unfortunately wonderful. His penis tingled with desire at  the  feel.  He  could  do  nothing.  He  was  clamped  into  the  hated chastity device. He hated and loved it at the same time. The inability to  get  relief  and  Katherine’s  control  over  his  masturbation  and  his genitals was intoxicating and exhilarating. If only he could masturbate to that feeling. 

He drifted off to sleep and woke early the next morning. The last time he woke early, Zoe had caught him masturbating in the laundry and started the horror scenario he now found himself in. 

He was thirsty and got out of bed. He spied a dressing gown on the back of his door. Zoe or Christina must have put it there. It was a short white satin garment but it would cover his exposed caged penis. 

He slipped it on and went downstairs to get a glass of water. He went into  the  kitchen  and  reached  up  to  the  cupboard  to  get  a  glass.  He stopped dead. 

In the middle of the kitchen table top sat Zoe’s phone. He looked back  into  the  hall  and  listened.  Nothing.  They  had  to  be  asleep.  He couldn’t believe his luck; Zoe had forgotten her phone and left it in the kitchen. 

His thirst disappeared. He grabbed Zoe’s phone and pressed the screen.  It  was  locked.  Of  course.  He  tried  a  few  obvious  PINs;  her birthday,  her  mum’s  birthday.  Nothing  worked.  Never  mind,  plan  b: destroy  the  phone  and  the  video  with  it.  But  what  to  do?  His  mind raced.  Hide  it?  Maybe.  But  even  if  he  hid  it  in  his  room,  Zoe  had

shown she didn’t respect any privacy of his. She’d march in a search through his belongings. No, it needed to be something better. 

He  remembered  the  last  time  he  thought  they  were  asleep.  He put the phone in his pocket and rushed back to his bedroom and shut the door. His heart beat fast. He still wasn’t safe, she might come in at  any  time.  Think  Jack,  he  told  himself.  Think.  It  came  to  him.  A place she’d never look that would also damage the phone forever. 

He left his bedroom again and walked with the softest footsteps he  could  manage.  He  passed  Zoe’s  room  and  to  the  bathroom.  He went in and bolted the door. His heart thumped. He lifted the lid of the toilet cistern and placed Zoe’s phone inside. It sank to the bottom and a couple of air bubbles surfaced. He put the top of the cistern down and sat on the floor breathing heavily. He’d done it. It was over. 

Euphoria flooded over him and a light-headiness swept his body. 

He was free of Zoe’s control. 

He returned to his room and got back into bed. He’d stay there pretending he’d never got up. Zoe would never know what he’d done with  her  phone.  Freedom.  He  was  unable  to  sleep,  excitement coursed through him and he shook with the relief. On the plus side, Zoe  had  pushed  him  into  something  he  had  never  thought  of  –

feminisation  and  dominant  women.  He  loved  that  but  next  time  it would be on his terms. 

Once he got the chastity cage off and his male clothes back, he could do what Katherine didn’t want; use feminisation as a sex game every so often. He’d returned to male-hood as and when he felt like it. 

His father need never know what happened. He was free. 

It was more than two hours later that he first hear Zoe call out. 

He  slipped  out  of  bed,  put  on  the  female  dressing  gown,  and  went downstairs.  Zoe  was  going  crazy  searching  through  the  bins,  the kitchen  drawers  were  out  and  the  cupboard  doors  open.  Katherine stood  by  her  making  suggestions.  “Maybe  Christina  picked  it  up  by mistake, maybe it’s down the back of the sofa.” 

Zoe turned to him and snarled, “Did you steal my phone, sissy-girl?” 

Before  he  could  answer,  Katherine  stepped  in.  “Zoe,  stop  that. 

She’s only just got up.” 

Zoe scowled, glared for a moment and went back to her frantic search.  Jack  wandered  to  the  sink  and  poured  a  belated  glass  of water  for  himself.  He  sipped  on  it  watching  Zoe’s  frantic  search  for her phone. He bit on his lip to stop a grin from growing. 

Zoe  saw  him  and  her  eyes  narrowed.  She  knew  what  he  was thinking  but  couldn’t  say  anything  while  her  mother  was  there. 

Katherine  tutted  and  left  Zoe  to  her  search.  Jack  smirked  at  her, finished his water and went back to his room. 

Jack showered and changed. He only had female clothes but he had to admit, he liked them so he would use them one more time. He chose a mid-thigh black skirt and a loose white top. He brushed his hair. He considered that he might keep his body shaved and his hair long and tidy. He may be able to hide the style with gel and do it in a feminine  style  when  he  was  alone  or  at  home  for  the  evening.  Yes, this was a weight off his shoulders. 

Once he’s got the horrid chastity device removed, then he could live a hybrid male-female lifestyle. Yes, a lot of good had come out of this short painful episode. 

He  wandered  downstairs  to  have  a  late  breakfast.  Zoe  was sitting  brooding  in  the  living  room,  a  laptop  on  her  lap.  She  hit  the keys as if she wanted to kill them. 

“So, Zoe,” said making the point she was no longer Mistress and had no control. “You lost your phone. That’s such a shame.” His smile grew broader. “Thanks for introducing me to female clothes, I’ll keep some  of  them.  I’ll  keep  the  electric  shaver  too  although  I’ll  use  the shaver rather than use the root puller next time.” 

Zoe looked up from the laptop and her nose screwed in distaste. 

“I  know  you  had  something  to  do  with  my  phone  disappearing.  I’m sure I left it on the kitchen table and now it’s gone.” 

Jack shook his head. “It was nothing to do with me.  Zoe.” 

Zoe looked up again. “You’ll address me as Mistress, Lily.” 

“I’ll do no such thing.  Zoe.” 

Zoe smirked and turned her laptop around. His face dropped in abject horror. The screen showed the video of him masturbating with Zoe and Katherine’s panties. 

“What?” He gasped. 

Zoe’s anger flowed away. It was replaced by a malicious smirk. 

“You’re  a  stupid  sissy.  Have  you  never  heard  of  The  Cloud?  I  may have lost my phone but everything is saved. Including the video.” 

Jack’s body froze like an ice statue. 

“So,  let’s  have  a  reset.  You  will  curtsey,  apologise  to  me  and make  me  a  coffee.  Then  I  want  my  clothes  ironed  and  folded.”  She stared. “And then, you’ll put on something better. A pink satin sissy-maid dress maybe. A pretty little white apron at the front?” 

He  hesitated  for  a  moment.  She  had  won  and  he  was  back  to square  one.  He  had  no  option.  He  held  his  skirt  out  and  dipped  a deep curtsey. “I’m sorry, Mistress.” 

“That’s  more  like  it,  Lily.”  She  watched  the  video  playing  to  the end, smirked and then looked up. “Who’s in charge, Lily?” 

He  looked  to  the  floor.  “You  are,  Mistress.”  And  that  wasn’t  as bad as he imagined. 

THE END

 Dear Reader, 

 There’s definitely more to Jack/Jacky/Lily’s story. Look out for part 2 coming in the near future. 

 You can also write to me at ladyalexa@mail.com  and let me know how  you  enjoyed  the  story.  Or  hop  over  to  my  blog  at

 ladyalexauk.com   and  send  me  a  message  from  the  contact  me

 page. 

 And  finally,  please  leave  a  review  on  the  site  where  you purchased this book. This really helps. 

 Thank you

 Lady Alexa, London, November 2022. 
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