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CHAPTER ONE 

Annette


2016

Annette remembered the first time she had imagined her husband Adrian wearing a dress. It was Jenny’s idea and the image had developed from there. Jenny was her next-door neighbour and friend. She had pointed out that Adrian seemed to have a strong feminine side so wouldn’t it be fun to see him in a dress? Besides, why can’t men wear dresses she had added? 

Annette guessed she had been joking. Well, half-joking. She hadn’t thought about it before as she had become used to his ways. Jenny was right; her husband did have a strong feminine side. 

This was, without doubt, what had attracted her in the first place. 

Annette picked up the small metal bell from the side table and rang it twice. She sank into the sofa. Her erstwhile husband and now housemaid came scurrying in. His enormous breasts bounced up and down in time with his footsteps, the outcome of a trip to a plastic surgeon in Eastern Europe. 

His bra strained to hold his boobs in. High-heeled shoes clattered on the wooden floor. A mid-thigh grey pleated skirt flapped around his smooth thighs, like an over-aged schoolgirl. He stopped in front of her and curtsied, bending his long slim legs. Knee-high white socks with large pink bows at the tops made her smile with pleasure. He bowed his head, long straightened dyed-blond hair fell forward, a long fringe flicking into his eyes. The ends of his hair curled up on his shoulders, a large stiff pink ribbon tied into a bow in the back. 

She found it difficult to imagine he was once a man, such was the success of his transformation. His breasts dominated a willowy body and a thin waist accentuated by his new rotund bum. Surgery corrects so many little problems in life she thought. 

“Yes Mistress?” He asked, eyes to the floor in subservience. 

“Massage my feet  Adrianna, there’s a good  girl. ” Her voice highlighted the feminine nouns as she looked at him and smirked. It had been a busy day in the office and she was home and needed pampering. 

Adrian knelt down on the floor where his wife slouched on their grey leather sofa,  a white cushion supporting her back. Annette removed her tights and the material of her black dress hung loosely across her knees. She raised one bare foot onto a footstool and held out a hand containing a blue glass jar with the lid removed. The soft-scented smell of the thick creamy white moisturiser greeted her nostrils. He took the jar and scooped out two fingers of the viscous cream and spread it across her right foot. He began to rub it in, his talon-like red fingernails standing out against the stark white of the moisturiser. Feminine fingertips pushed into her feet with a firm massage 

technique, his nails producing a pleasant soothing scratching sensation on her skin. 

Seeing him at her feet, indulging her, made her feel more mellow which turned into a deep feeling of sensuality. She looked down at him and said with a gentle voice. “Enough my girl, now lick me.” 

She raised her bottom from the seat and slid off her white knickers. She opened her legs wide as she slid down the seat towards her housemaid husband. He positioned his head between her long slim legs. He glanced up at her for a short moment, submission flickering in his eyes. Grey smoke-coloured eyelids peered through long false eyelashes looking like jet-black spiders’ legs. Lined eyebrows showed though his think fringe. The framed bulge of a cock cage outlined like a tube through his schoolgirl skirt as he knelt down. His head moved towards her damp expectant vagina, her labia parting in a slow moist motion like a zipper opening. She was waiting, anticipating the pleasure of his tongue that was milliseconds away. A tingling sensation had built up in her clitoris as she felt his hot breath against its sensitive nerves

The light was sharp and sudden and woke her with a start. She shook her head. A half-empty carriage of seated passengers stared into space avoiding each other’s eye contact. The newspaper she had been reading had fallen to the floor by her feet. The articles on the pages still covering the impact of the UK’s vote to leave the European Union. She closed her mouth as the familiar green baize-like back gardens passed by outside the windows. The underground tube train had broken into the open-air section of the network meaning she would soon arrive at her destination station. Her recurring dream had terminated too soon, she felt disappointment. And a little damp. She imagined that few wives dreamt about sex with their husbands. Even fewer dreamt about having sex with their husbands while he was dressed as a schoolgirl housemaid. She smirked. 

Annette stood and lumbered to the sliding doors and waited for the train to come to a halt. Her head was still bleary from the disturbed sleep; and the dream. She had that familiar sense of anger at her husband Adrian rising in her chest as she neared home. She earned a fantastic salary and had risen to a senior role in her company, but that wasn’t the point. He seemed to have given up, he had become lazy as it was now all too easy for him. No need to work for a living when she provided for everything and their cleaner did the housework. She didn’t know what he got up to during the day apart from some basic cooking and tidying. She had to nag him to do even that. She had tried discussing, warning, moaning and threatening. Nothing had got him out of his lazy indolent lifestyle. 

Things were going to to change she thought. The dream had helped her. It was going to be her way and she knew exactly what she wanted to do. Jenny would help, she knew that. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Camille and Abbie


1996

He watched as Camille sat forward, one arm folded across her low-cut dress, the other raised to an eye. She dabbed as a tear dripped like molasses down her cheek and onto the top of her cleavage. It hesitated a moment then began a slide into a deep vertical channel between mountainous breasts. A single sobbing sound deep from her stomach stuck in her throat. 

The police officer watched the tear disappearing into her cleavage for a few moments too long. He knew it wasn’t appropriate to be ogling the tits of a poor woman to whom he had just given terrible news. But they were a sight to behold. His female colleague saw him following the trajectory of Camille’s tear and threw him a jab with a sharp elbow. A silent mouthed admonishment followed. 

The young man watched the two police officers and leaned back and thought he might faint. 

His world had just fallen apart. When his step-mother Camille had called him into the room, he hadn’t wanted to come. He had been engrossed in the 1996 Atlanta Olympics closing ceremony playing on the TV in the next room. What could be more important than sport? He had now found out there were some things after all. He watched and waited for Camille to say something to the two officers. Abbie, his stepsister and two years his senior, looked over and snarled in silence at him. 

Her lips curled like an angry wild cat. She was at the back of the room leaning against a wall observing things without emotion. His father had married Camille three years before and every day since then he clashed with Abbie in the battle for sibling household supremacy. Camille had never been that bad to him but she had never been that warm with him either. 

He would describe his step-mother Camille as voluptuous. Even now in her distressed condition, in fact it seemed to make her even more alluring. He knew he shouldn’t think like that, she was his step-mum after all. He watched her in his own despair as she sat sobbing. Her thick hair wavy and dark, falling down her back and shaking with her sobs. Her body was made in the old fashioned Marilyn Monroe style. She wore low-fronted dresses to show off her assets and high heels, even at home. He remembered his version of the old joke he used to make to his father. 

 “Dad, what was it that attracted you to this lady with enormous breasts, sensual body and sexy bum?”  His dad was never sure whether to laugh or be angry with him. 

Abbie would one day develop into her mother’s body style and sultry manner. At eighteen, she was still filling out. She was also an athlete and spent her evenings after college in the gym. Her arms and legs defined and muscular with a burning resentment to match her fitness. She didn’t want 

to contend with a rival for her mother’s affection. With his father working so much, it was often the three of them at home and Abbie only wanted two. 

The female police officer waited for Camille’s sobs to subside before continuing. She explained that they had arrested his father that morning for fraud. His father was an accountant and had his own business. She told them his father had been helping London’s underworld to launder money. The police had been monitoring his activities for months and they had a lot of evidence against him. If convicted, he would go to prison for several years. Prison was extremely likely. 

The young man’s head dropped and his shoulders slumped and he ran both his fingers through his long hair. It fell over his shoulders and down his back providing Abbie with a lot of material for abuse. He loved his long hair this way as he played lead guitar at weekends in a rock band with his mates. The whole band effected the look of skinny long haired rockers. His tight-fit jeans and loose grandad tee-shirt completing the look. Abbie said it made him like a girl. A taunt she used to great effect regularly. 

“I’m sorry to bring you such bad news.” The police officer continued, avoiding eye contact with both him and Camille. 

The officers looked at each other and nodded then stood up. The male officer explained that a liaison officer would contact them soon to provide details of visiting times and other information before his trial. He said they would show themselves out and they left looking awkward. After they had gone the room descended onto a thick silence broken only by the incongruous chirping of a bird in the garden. Camille’s face transformed from upset to a hard, angry look. She stared up at him crossing her arms, red veins crossed her tired damp eyes. He stepped back in concern at her change in attitude. It was directed at him. The sobbing had stopped. 

“Well that’s great isn’t it? Your father has dumped a big problem on me hasn’t he? And dumped you on us too. How could he do this to me? Well I can tell you boy that things are going to have to change around here.” She glared at him. “I don’t know how we are going to live, they’ve closed all our bank accounts. We have just the money from my job.” 

“Yeah girly-boy,” came the instant reply from Abbie, a well-aimed verbal arrow intended to anger him. Their two-year age gap made a physical difference. He hadn’t yet filled out or shot up in height meaning Abbie was taller and larger than him. “Your father has ruined things for us.” 

He had always suspected that Camille put up with him rather than liked him. Her attitude now seemed to confirm it. 

“Yeah girly-boy, your daddy’s dumped you on us.” Abbie, still leaning against the wall, arms folded. 

“Camille, tell Abbie not to call me that,” he pleaded. He regretted saying it as soon as it slipped out as it sounded as if he were eight rather than eighteen. 

Camille grunted. Sensing that Camille was going to do nothing to stop her daughter from taunting him, his temper rose. They were making a bad morning worse. His father had been arrested and he was stuck here with his moaning stepmother and aggressive stepsister. This was not the best morning he could have had. Abbie was glaring at him as if it were his fault, a piercing look full of hate. Something snapped in his brain, the anger rising like an erupting geyser at what had happened to his father, Abbie’s taunts and Camille’s fake sorrow.  He strode over to Abbie and grabbed her around the neck with both hands. The veins on his temples expanded, his eyes bulging. He wasn’t thinking of anything other than lashing out and Abbie was the best option. Abbie prised his hands from his neck with ease as Camille stomped over and pulled his arms back. They were ganging up on him. As he stood pinned back, Abbie slapped him around the face. 

“How dare you,” Abbie sneered. Camille grabbed him by his ear from behind and twisted his head down towards the floor like a naughty six year old. 

“I will not have you attacking your sister, everything that’s happened is your father’s fault not hers. I need to teach you a lesson boy,” Camille said, her voice raising several levels in pitch in her exasperation. “If I’d known your father was going to leave me to look after you I would never have married him. You’re both losers. Well, I’m stuck with you for now so I’m going to impose some rules. Right here right now.” 

He could take no more as his throat closed up and he fought back the tears. He didn’t want to cry in front of them. He pulled his head away from Camille’s hand on his ear and felt a pain as it twisted tightly in her fist. He lashed out a hand at Camille. She ducked away much more athletically than her top heavy-figure should have allowed. He knew that Abbie would insult him even more. 

She’d always called him girly-boy when his father wasn’t around. Now it would increase; he was sure. His resolve broke like a weak dam and the tears poured through, he couldn’t hold in in any longer. The waters burst down his cheeks and he stopped trying to swat out at Camille who had moved back to avoid him. He hunched over, his body bending in half, his head bowed towards the floor. The tears tumbling out. 

“See mother, I told you he was a girly-boy.” Abbie said confirming his fears that she was going to use the situation to her advantage. 

He didn’t know what to do and remained bent over, crying, bawling. Damp specks like raindrops dropped onto the lush cream carpet below his feet. 

“I know you’re upset about your father getting arrested but you attacked us. You need to be punished.” Camille put a finger under Adrian’s chin and directed him to stand up straight and face her. His sobs had started to subside as he sniffed and rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand. 

Camille’s attitude was calm. She had gone into a new mode: control. 

Camille guided him over to the sofa with her hand on his back and she sat down and 

positioned him to stand in front of her. His look of sadness turned to confusion. His words tumbled out, aggressive, angry. 

“You didn’t ask where my father’s money was coming from when you were spending it and having a great time did you? 

Camille glowered, the emotions of the moment making everyone aggrieved for different reasons. He could see Camille’s face change to a shade of deep purple at his words. Her calmness had dissipated. 

“You need a good spanking for your dreadful behaviour boy.” She glared at him and he glared back in a stand off. He huffed at her as if to say  just  try. They continued staring at each other as Abbie looked on. She knew there would be only one winner in this stand off. 

“With the problems we’re now facing, my first priority is to control you. You will take down your trousers and underpants,” she ordered through clenched teeth. 

His eyes widened to the size of empty dinner plates.  Did she just say what I thought she said he thought? 

“Come along girly-boy, trousers down,” Abbie added with an oddly cheerful tone. 

He looked round to see Abbie behind him, arms folded across her chest, a wide smirk on deep red lips. For the past three years that he’d lived with them, they had never spoken to him in this way. 

He thought about how the world he had was no more. His father arrested and imprisoned, Camille and Abbie ganging up on him. He shook his head to try to wipe away reality like a car’s wiper blades pushing away the rain. 

“I’m not taking my trousers down Camille, what on earth do you think you’re you doing?” 

He wanted to discuss his father’s arrest and what they were going to do as a family.  All they wanted to do was remove his trousers?  This must be a bad nightmare but it wasn’t, it was real. 

“I told you boy, you have misbehaved and now your father isn’t going to be here to sort you out any more. It’s now down to me and you need to be punished. It’s the only way you’ll learn.” 

Camille continued to look at him, her eyes unblinking, lips tight, face pinched. Abbie moved towards him and put her arms inside his and held him back tight. He could feel her breasts against his back as she held him tight. Her nipples pressed into him like pert versions of her mother’s. For a surreal moment he enjoyed the sensation. He tried to pull his arms away but she was far stronger than him. Her muscled arms expanded to hold him. He attempted to wriggle but he was trapped; she was too strong. Camille allowed herself a faint smile. Realisation dawned on him that they were really going to remove his trousers and underpants. 

“I’ve got her, you can remove her trousers mum,” Abbie said. 

His neck twisted to face her. “Her? Her? What do you mean her?” He shouted. 

“You’re a girly-boy. No that’s not exactly true. You’re a girly, not even a boy.” Abbie laughed 

out like a mad professor in a bad film. 

Camille didn’t say anything and put her fingers onto his trouser waist button. She flipped it open and hesitated a split second as she looked up at him with a gloating stare. One corner of her mouth raised itself up as if pulled by an invisible string. His zip slid down as she stared into his eyes. 

 They are going to remove my trousers,  he thought.  This is madness. 

Abbie’s grip tightened, her breast now so tight against his back he could feel them flatten. The outline of her sports bra dug in. 

Camille’s hands moved onto the top of his unzipped and unbuttoned trousers. Terror on his face. She jerked his trousers down to his knees in one swift movement. He gasped and pulled his knees together to try to stop them falling. Camille prised them apart and his trousers slid down to his ankles and spilled onto the carpet. 

 They were doing it, they were removing my trousers.   This can’t be true.  His head moved from side to side, wondering what he should do.  This is a dream, a nightmare. 

He saw that his underpants had come down to expose a few wisps of pubic hair and half his bottom cheeks. He pushed his thighs together. His face flushed at seeing Camille looking at his pubic hair. He squeezed his thighs harder in an attempt to provide some kind of barrier. 

“Camille, please. You’re not going to take down my underpants are you? Please no,” he pleaded. His eyes shivering like porcelain, his eyebrows lifting in terror. “Don’t take my underpants down. Please.” 

Camille put her head to one side and looked up at him through her long brown eyelashes. She batted them several times in an exaggerated fake innocence, teasing and taunting. She rested her hands on his hips again. He had another problem; his cock was beginning to harden. He was desperate. Not only was Camille about to expose his cock but it was becoming erect.  But why?  He didn’t understand. 

Before he could work out any reason for his excitement, Camille tugged his underpants down to his ankles. His cock sprung free, bouncing up and down a couple of times before setting at right angles to his body. Pointing like an accusing finger at Camille. Cool air flowed around his balls and exposed cone-shaped end. His foreskin retracted to expose a bright red moist head; like a glowing Christmas decoration. 

Abbie swung her head round to look at it and let out a single laugh. “Ha.” Camille raised her eyebrows up and down as if to say don’t tell me you’re not enjoying this and sat back. Abbie flipped him over face-down to lay him over Camille’s lap. He stared down at the carpeted floor with Abbie’s hand on the back of his head. His erect cock squashed up against his stomach and across Camille’s bare legs. Her skin warm and smooth against his exposed sensitive cock-head. 

 Thwack, thwack.  Camille’s palm came down against his naked bottom.  Thwack, thwack, thwack,  three more times. 

“Never, ever raise your hands to me or Abbie ever again. Do you understand me?” 

He was sobbing again, not for his father now but because of the stinging pain and utter humiliation. He felt Abbie’s hand move away from the back of his head as Camille continued to spank him. His cock hardened more and he started to worry he might even ejaculate. 

 This was ridiculous!   Cum? Here with Camille and Abbie? 

He could see Abbie’s bare feet walk round to where his own feet were dangling in the air. His ankles encumbered by screwed-up trousers and underpants, binding him like a prisoner. Abbie ripped them off. 

“Stand up,” ordered Camille with a commanding manner. 

He pushed himself off her lap and stood up under the watchful gaze of two sets of identical large brown eyes. Both sets drifted down to his stubborn erection and they grinned. Adrian’s face went as red as a late summer sunset, his eyes watering up. Utter mortification. Abbie sat next to her mother as he stood before them, head bowed, arms by his side and his cock firm and erect. He didn’t know what to do. They were punishing him for his father’s errors he thought. For leaving them with financial problems.  It wasn’t my fault.  Utter humiliation. 

“Now apologise to Abbie,” Camille said. 

He looked up and across at Abbie as she sniggered, her fingers across her mouth. “NOW,” 

Camille screamed making him jump. 

“Can I please get dressed Camille?” He simpered, aware of his naked cock exposed before his nemesis Abbie. She was enjoying every second of his humiliation. He was starting to panic, thinking that he would cum soon. A tingling was running up and down his cock, a stirring in his balls. 

“Apologise first and then I’ll think about it,” came the response from Camille. 

He had little choice and knew it would be best to go through the humiliation of having to apologise to Abbie. He may be able to recover the situation and get back to some normality and stop any chance of cumming if he did. They held all the cards. 

“I’m very sorry Abbie,” he mumbled while looking down at the floor. 

“Say it like you mean it and look Abbie in the face,” Camille ordered. 

He looked up, his red face still flushed, distraught as he put his hands over his cock. His erection refused to hide between desperate fingers, peeking between middle and fore fingers. He wished it would go down but the more he thought about it, the more it remained hard. The two women, beautiful in looks, ugly in manner.  Why was that so sensual?  The strength of his erection was satisfying but he didn’t want it to be and this frustrated and confused him. Not here with his 

stepmother and stepsister watching. Nothing could be worse,  could it? He looked up at the smug Abbie and the impassive authoritative Camille. Nothing was better either. 

“I’m very sorry I raised my hand to you Abbie.” He looked at her them down to the floor, his face flushed at his utter loss of any dignity. 

“That’s much better,” Camille smiled, satisfied. 

“Can I have my trousers now please?” He pleaded. 

“No, as part of your punishment you can spend the rest of the day without them.” Camille replied. 

“But you said…” 

“I said I’d think about it and I have thought about it and my answer’s no, you can’t have your trousers back. You’ll think next time before raising your hands at us.” 

He opened his mouth to speak and closed it again. He didn’t know what to say. Abbie’s face was now set in what seemed to him a permanent leer. 

“Now, as I have said, things will be changing around here,” started Camille. “We didn’t want a boy around here in our lives. For a start you’re going to have to earn your keep here from now on. 

So be a good boy and make us both a cup of tea and bring it in here while Abbie and I relax and recover from our shock.” Camille started hard at him. 

“Mum?” Asked Abbie, while continuing to look at him with a permanent smirk. 

“Yes dear?” 

“Why did you tell her to be a good boy. She’s more of a girl really.” Abbie’s smirk increased. 

“Yes dear you’re right, she’s a girl.” 

He looked at both of them and couldn’t hold his ejaculation any longer at her words. It spurted out, on and on through his despairing fingers and onto the sofa. Globules of grey cream and intense satisfaction. His short-lived satisfaction killed by the stony stares from Camille and Abbie. 

“I suggest you had better clean this up before it dries girl?” Camille looked on emotionless. 

He had never experienced such intense humiliation. Ever. He’d never experienced such an intense orgasm either. Ever. He had nowhere to go and no money. He was now reliant on Camille to provide everything and she was taking full advantage of the situation. 

CHAPTER THREE

Adrian


2016

You would never have known it had been raining two hours earlier; the sun was bright and he could see no clouds in the sky. Not from the kitchen window anyway. Maybe later it would be windy or maybe there would be thunderstorms, who knows? That’s the way with the London weather, four seasons in one day as the old eighties song went. 

Adrian was standing motionless as his mind turned over. He had his smart-phone in his hand and had been reading the latest news. It was full of articles about England’s exit from the 2016 Euro Championships. Against Iceland of all teams! His mind drifted away into other things closer to home. He had noticed a big change in Annette’s attitude recently and he wasn’t sure whether it was good or bad. Annette had started to speak to him in an officious manner. As if she were the boss and him an employee. He supposed she was stressed at work. Her attitude had been remote in recent weeks. It was clear she cared in some way but there was definitely something different in her. Yes she had become ‘head-mistressy’. She had always been assertive and confident and that was what had first attracted him to her. Her assertiveness was sexy and he was happy she was in a good job and providing for them. It allowed him to do other things.  What was wrong with that? 

He wasn’t sure but he thought it was good, her being in charge at times. It was as if he were being released from the world’s expectations of him as a male. He had been able to leave responsibilities to someone else for a change. He could do a bit of cooking and clearing up and then get on with something better. They could afford a house keeper with Annette’s salary so it was fine. 

At the same time he could feel the internal turmoil as he tried to wrest control of his old male ego. It demanded he take the lead from time to time. To be honest he hadn’t taken the lead in anything for many months, including in the bedroom.  That was was good though, wasn’t it? Breaking down the stereotypes? 

“I assume lunch is ready?” He hadn’t noticed that Annette had entered the kitchen. She was standing unsmiling, hands on hips, observing him in his daydream. 

“Sorry yes,” he answered. She moved toward the open-plan dining area where he’d laid out a green salad and cold meat. 

Annette sat and he brought her a glass of water before sitting opposite her. The moment he sat she looked up at him. 

“You’ve forgotten the pepper Adie dear,” she continued to stare, waiting. 

She had adopted two new pet names for him, Adie and dear, which she sometimes used together. He told himself they were signs of her love and tenderness for him. At the same time they were also a little demeaning, somehow implying that he was in a lower position to her. 

He got up to retrieve the pepper from the kitchen unit. He shuddered. A sensation of her speaking to him as if he were a schoolboy came over him. Scolded by his school teacher or headmistress; Annette. He felt a rush of electricity in his stomach which was not unpleasant. He didn’t understand why but he’d felt it before. Many years before:  exciting humiliation. He pushed the memories from his mind. 

He returned and passed the pepper pot to Annette and she took it without a sound or even a glance at him. She sprinkled the contents on her salad before placing down it on the table with a loud clunk. She wasn’t happy. The only sound for the next few minutes was a soft crunching of salad leaves and cucumber portions. He knew that after working she needed a little time to unwind so he left her to ruminate on whatever was troubling her. She would say something when she was ready and he would wait. 

Five minutes passed. Annette’s head drifted up from her plate, her forehead creased, her eyebrows knotted. Something on her mind he thought. He waited for her to say what she was thinking. 

“Adie I’ve been thinking,” she said. 

“Oh dear,” he thought, “that’s usually the prelude to something serious.” 

“Yes Annie, what is it?” He asked, a stiff smile on his lips as he tried to keep her calm. He sensed her mood, it was like she had a halo of black dust swirling around her head. Dark and changing. He wanted to avoid the row he knew might come if he wasn’t careful. He hated conflict. 

“Why couldn’t Annette hate conflict too?” He thought. Instead she sometimes sought it. Now was one of those moments. 

“I’m not sure how to explain this,” she started. “But…,” she hesitated again. It wasn’t like her to hold back. “I don’t like the name Annie any more. I’d prefer you used my proper name: Annette.” 

Her words circled around his head. It could have been worse although a strange request. He’d been calling her ‘Annie’ for years. 

“OK,” he finally answered, “if that’s what you prefer.” Conflict avoided. 

“I do.” 

“Can I ask why?” 

He swallow hard with discomfort as she surveyed his face. What was she thinking he thought? 

“I don’t know,” she replied eventually. “I suppose I don’t think you respect me so much these days so this might help.” This surprised him but she hadn’t finished. “Annie is too informal and I want to feel a bit more respected. I still love you and I’m still attracted to you despite your  inactive lifestyle.” He knew what she meant by inactive; lazy. 

He supposed it was a small thing and if it was that important to her, he would do it. He could tell it was the end of the discussion, she’d given him his instructions, explained them, and that was it. It hadn’t always been this way. Before he’d lost his job, they’d often talked about the meeting of 

‘two equals’. Him and her, her and him. This dynamic had changed with his loss of his job, but he guessed that was natural. Annette looked satisfied that she had resolved the ‘name thing’ without a fight. He knew she would’ve had one if he had refused. 

“This lunch is lovely thank you so much Adie dear for doing everything as it helps me so much,” she smiled at him. Her dark mood lifting. 

“No problem,” he replied and smiled back despite a brooding inside. She had ratcheted things up by a notch more in the change in their relationship status. She was no longer Annie but Annette. 

He was now Adie, the diminutive in grammar and in relationship level. He had to say something. 

“So if I can’t call you Annie any more then you shouldn’t call me Adie?” He speculated. 

“No, it doesn’t work like that Adie.” 

 Doesn’t work like what he thought?  He left it at that. Avoid the conflict. 

Annette now looked like her old confident self. She leant forward across the table. 

“From tomorrow you’ll be taking on our ex-cleaner’s duties. I’ve cancelled her and I’ll be leaving you a list of tasks. This will save us over £100 a month now you’re  not working,” she sneered. 

“Instead  you can be the housemaid.” She delivered it like a bolt from the blue. 

She let the words ring in the air and then gave a snort as if waiting for his angry response. 

Adrian looked up at her and a punch bounced around the walls of his stomach at hearing her say the word ‘housemaid’. She hadn’t finished the discussion after the name thing. Instead she was moving in for the kill. He was her prey and he felt cornered, like a rabbit in the sights of her aimed and pointed shotgun. 

She continued taking aim. “That’s a compliment, don’t fret dearie.” 

“How could it be a compliment to call me a housemaid?” He replied, trying to remain clam. 

He didn’t want to argue. She had the upper hand, she earnt the money to keep them both. And avoid that conflict she was trying to start. 

Annette shrugged her shoulders in response. Something had changed in her and he wasn’t sure if he liked it. 

She said. “I’d like some fresh air before getting back to my work. Let’s have dessert in the garden while it’s nice outside. I only have ten minutes so I’ll go out and you can bring it to me.” 

Adrian breathed in. He got up and took the pre-prepared fruit salad from the fridge and brought it out to serve to his wife. She was sitting at their outside wooden garden table, eyes closed, taking in the sun. Her skin was smooth and tanned, the effects of their holiday in Greece a month ago. Things had seemed fine then so why the sudden change? He placed the bowls on the wooden slated patio table that he’d painted pale blue last summer. He could see the paint was already peeling around the edges, curling up like a dry leaf. A deep mahogany shade peeked through from underneath. 

He could feel another pair of eyes on him. Jenny, their neighbour, was watching events through black rimmed sunglasses that were far too big for her face. The old three-foot high wooden fence providing no privacy. 

“Annette I want a man like yours. So cute.” She called out with her harsh east London accent, a little too loud for Adrian’s liking. He glanced around nervously, hoping the neighbours on the other side hadn’t heard her. Jenny moved to the fence, her blouse stretched over a firm bosom. It seemed that she always wore clothing a size too small. 

“Oh look he’s gone all red Annette; he’s such a cutie.” She was talking over him to Annette as if he were not there. 

Annette swung round. “Yes he would make a perfect housemaid.” She patted his arm and then stroked the back of his head as she whispered to him. “Or should I say will be?” 

A leer appeared on her lips and in her eyes. A look he hadn’t seen before. Annette turned back to Jenny unaware or uninterested in his discomfort. 

“Why don’t you pop over and join us for a drink and some fruit? Adie would love to make one for us, wouldn’t you dearie?” 

“That sounds wonderful, coming now,” she shouted back. She skipped into her house, breasts bouncing like water melons in a cotton bag. She made her way round to their front door. 

“What did you do that for Anni…Annette?” Adrian gasped. 

Annette said. “Be a good boy and go and open the door for her. And good boy for remembering to use my proper name.” 

 Good boy?  Adrian sighed and went inside and to the front door and opened it. Jenny was waiting and eyed him up and down in her devouring way accompanied by a wide grin.  She stroked his arm and her breasts pressed against him as she passed.  Accident or deliberate?  He never knew with her. She grinned once more before bounding through to the back garden to join Annette

He didn’t know why Annette liked her so much as they were quite different. They sometimes went out together for a glass of wine or to an event and seemed to confide in each other. He wondered if it was Annette feeling sorry for her. Jenny was plain but not ugly. She seemed unable to attract a long-term boyfriend since her divorce ten years ago. She had nice breasts, good legs, attractive hair and a gym-fit body. Adrian always thought despite this, the parts didn’t seem to go together as a package. Her make-up was too heavy and he had seen her looking at men with a glinting lust in her eyes. Including him when Annette wasn’t looking. He could swear she sometimes licked of her lips when ogling men. She was too much. Sexual innuendo was never far from the surface of any of her conversations. She wasn’t short of confidence though and rushed about like a busy chicken. Her chin jutting forward, her chest out and her bum protruding out like two kittens in a bag trying to escape. 

Adrian made the drinks and brought them out to the ladies. He allowed their overlapping words to fade into a background hum as he pondered on their ability to both speak at the same time yet understand what was being said. He stared at the white wisps in the sky, the late August sun showed the first signs of autumnal weakening. He didn’t hear Annette at first. 

“Adie, Adie, I’m talking to you,” Annette was calling. He looked over. 

“I’m going back upstairs to my office to continue working. I told Jenny she could stay as long as she wished and talk with you while I worked. I said you’d like that, two housewives together.” 

The women giggled to each other. 

She then stood up and left them as his eyes looked to the clear sky. 

“Oh great,” he thought and looked at Jenny. A serious expression on her face as she started to talk about her gym classes and pilates. He marvelled at how she could talk, seemingly without breathing for several minutes. She moved a little too close into his body space. Her hands waved in the air in time to her words, brushing his arms, touching his chest. He knew she wouldn’t stop talking for some time, she even invited him to go to the classes with her. With them both spending so much time at home she’d said. 

Her long fringe was full and fell into her eyes but never seemed to bother her. He wanted to flick it away for her, it annoyed him and made him blink in sympathy for her eyes. Her hair fell down over her shoulders but, like everything about her, was too much. Too blond and too styled in a tousled way. She was slim and toned, a testament to a life of aerobics and pilates classes. Her face the clue to her true age; 48. His eyes drifted without realising to her top which displayed too much of her chest for a woman of her age he thought. It didn’t seem to bother her. 

She saw him looking at her tits and gave him a cheeky smile and touched his face with a tender finger. Adrian shuddered at the thought of her as she sized him up like a tarantula surveying 

its mate. She held his arm and put her lips to his ear. He could feel a nipple pressing on his upper arm and her warm breath in his ear as her lips brushing his earlobe, enticing him into her web. Her perfume of flowers and spices flooded his eyes making them water. 

“We should do this more often Adie I don’t know why we haven’t before, me and you alone. 

The two of us. Now you have more time and you’re the house-husband for your gorgeous and talented wife. I guess you’re very proud you’re married to her?” 

“Yes something like that Jenny.” Adrian leant back to regain his invaded personal space. In the time-honoured English way he avoided saying ‘not on your life’ to her comment about getting together more often. Instead he said, “yes, maybe we should sometime”. He knew he would be unable to avoid it as he felt her hand brush against his bum cheek.  Accident or intentional?  He wasn’t sure. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Camille and Abbie


1996

The strains from the radio downstairs floated up and invaded his bedroom and his dreams. As he woke he heard the latest hit from Alanis Morissette, he could hear the lyrics through the fog of sleep. Isn’t it ironic she sang. Yes indeed it was. Yesterday had been the worst day of his life and he now lay in his bed reliving the horror of it. Camille and Abbie doing those things to him. Then he ejaculated over the sofa in front of them. He sat up like a spring uncoiled and put his hands over his eyes. His father incarcerated and, according to the police, away for many years. Then Camille and Abbie, an act of vengeance he guessed. The only way to get back at his father was through him. He cringed at the memory of cumming as they watched. 

Camille had told him that he was going to have to ‘pay his way’ in the home now his father was away. He would have to learn to cook and to do the housework after college and at weekends. 

He had spent the previous evening naked from the waist down. Abbie had teased him the whole time, calling him a girl and mocking his cock. He didn’t enjoy it, he had hated it. Looking back, a little part of it was exhilarating in a way he couldn’t understand. When he had gone to bed he’d had to masturbate to relieve his tension, even after cumming earlier on the sofa. That was awful. He hated himself as he had thought about Abbie while jerking off. Abbie! His stepsister! He had tried to focus on someone else instead. Pamela Anderson from Baywatch or Jennifer Aniston from the new US TV series Friends. It hadn’t worked though as it was Abbie who had filled his sexual yearning. What a terrible thing, to think of Abbie! His tormentor-in-chief. He was unhappy at himself and his thoughts but it was an explosive intense sense of humiliation.  Abbie he thought. 

His bedroom door opened and Abbie burst in with Camille following her. Abbie was enjoying every moment of her new-found control over him. It was like Christmas everyday for her now she had that control at last. He pulled the sheets up to his jaw and complained that he wanted to lie in as it was Saturday. Abbie bounded over and ripped the sheets off and he lay there frozen, naked. A hardened ball of tissue by his side. 

Abbie spotted it. “What’s this then girly?” She picked it up without thinking and immediately dropped it. Her face screwed up. “Argh you dirty little girl, you’ve been jerking yourself off, wanking. Fantasising about me then?” 

 How did she guess?  “You like being humiliated don’t you? Good, I have lots of ideas for you.” 

He had fallen asleep after masturbating into the tissues. He’d forgotten about the ball of tissue with his dried discharge inside. He stared at it, things were going from bad to worse. Camille strode over and told him to get up as she sat on the bed. 

“Over my knee girl,” she ordered. He didn’t move, not understanding why he had to go over her knee. Abbie grabbed his arm and twisted it behind his back. She pushed him over her mother’s knee where Camille spanked him with ten slaps. 

“You will not play with yourself you naughty girl,” she said as she slapped him across his bum cheeks. Abbie jumped and clapped with the pleasure of seeing her adversary now in a place of her wishes. “This is going to be more difficult that I thought.” Camille added. 

Once finished spanking, Camille pushed him back onto the bed and grabbed his ear. She pulled him up and downstairs, still naked, with Abbie following. She pulled him into the living room, the scene of his humiliations yesterday. She told him to stand in the corner facing out with his hands on his head. He went to the corner and put his hands on his head as if he were a prisoner-of-war, which he now felt he may now be. His erect cock now poking out into the room to Abbie’s amusement. She was enjoying every moment of the new situation. 

Camille said. “You will not masturbate yourself in secret you naughty girl. From now I will ensure you clean yourself out of your nasty fluids.” 

“What do you mean Camille?” He simpered. 

“I am going to get you to empty yourself every morning and evening.” 

“I thought you said I couldn’t masturbate?” 

“I said you couldn’t do it in private.” What she was saying to him took a few moments to sink in. 

“In front of you?” He shrieked with horror. 

Camille looked at him in confirmation as his bottom lip drooped. 

“You can start now as I can see you are very excited at the prospect,” said Camille. Her eyes flitted down to his hard erection. “Now would be good.” 

Abbie’s face lit up in anticipation of his latest humiliation. Camille went into the kitchen and returned with a plastic food container and passed it to him. He stared into the clear rectangular plastic box. 

“Do it into here so you don’t make a mess on the sofa like you did yesterday,” Camille said. 

“That was disgusting.” 

The two women stood in front of him with hands on hips, waiting. 

“Come on girly start wanking – jerk yourself off,” Abbie ordered. 

They waited. He froze at the prospect of doing such an intimate act in front of his stepmother and stepsister. Camille became impatient and she stood next to him and grabbed the container. 

“I don’t have all day and I don’t want you wanking when we’re not here so I need to see you milked and drained. It seems the only way to control men” 

She flipped on two medical-type rubber gloves and stretched them over her fingers, pulling the rubber on to fit snuggly. She grabbed his erection between two gloved fingers as her face screwed up in exaggerated distaste. Abbie watched as she began moving her fingers up and down the length. Camille sighed in frustration as she stood beside him. She held the container under the tip of his cock with her free hand. His erection stiffened more and then a feeling of electricity as his cock pulsed. The first jerks were dry and then he shot into the plastic, He felt distraught as Abbie laughed at him. 

Camille squeezed the last drops out and gave him the container telling his to wash it away. 

She flipped off her gloves and told him to clean them too. She added that at night he would do it himself as she didn’t want to keep touching his little thing. Even with gloves on. 

“Once you’ve cleaned up, come back in here, stand in the corner and put your hands back on your head.” 

He went to the toilet and flushed his semen away and came back and did as Camille had ordered. He stood in the corner, facing out. Camille spun round and disappeared into the kitchen. 

Abbie stayed behind, a wide smirk appeared on her face as her eyes ran over his body. She walked up close to him and put her face close to his. She knelt down, his gaze following her sinking head until she was level with his limp cock. 

“So what is this little pathetic little thing then girly?” Abbie tucked a crooked finger under his flaccid cock and lifted it. A buzz flitted though him from her light touch and abusive tone. He questioned himself why he hated her and was excited by her at the same time. She moved her head from side to side inspecting his cock. He knew he had to put up with this to avoid another spanking from Camille. 

“It’s so tiny, more of a little clitty which is appropriate since you’re a girly,” said Abbie as he grimaced. His closed tight lips extended in a rictus-like expression of humiliated pain. 

Camille walked in and told Abbie to leave him alone. Abbie got up with petulant bottom lip protruding and stormed away. An anger bubbled inside at his treatment. He wanted to say something, to protest. What was this desire to humiliate him so much. It was one thing to punishing him for his father’s behaviour. It was something else to exert this level of humiliation. But he had nowhere else to go. This was his house too, bought by his father. He could understand Abbie wanting to humiliate him, but why Camille? He gazed across and out of the glass French doors 

leading to the garden. It was going to be a lovely August day, the sky bright and clear as a silver aeroplane high in sky passed overhead. It’s vapour trails fading behind it like his status in the home. 

He had planned to go to meet his friends at lunch time for band practice, they had a gig later in the evening in the local pub. Meeting his band mates would be a way of lifting his mood. 

“Camille?” He said, his hands still on his head, feeling naked and exposed. Abbie was still sulking and staring out of the window at the same garden scene. Camille seemed to have forgotten him as she turned round and looked at him with a, “yes?” 

“I’d like to get dressed now as I need to go out to meet my friends,” he said. 

“Oh yes of course,” she replied as Abbie’s head spun round with an expression showing she didn’t agree. He breathed a sigh of relief as he dropped his aching arms from his head. 

“Abbie pop upstairs and find something for him, I mean  her, to put on,” asked Camille. 

Abbie’s face lit up and she tittered to herself at her mother’s correction. He complained that he could find something but Camille shook her head. It was clear they had organised something as Abbie flew out of the door and bounced up the stairs two at a time. He didn’t want her rooting around in his wardrobe as a dreadful thought came into his head. The magazines full of naked women his friend had given him. If she found them there would be more opportunity to make more fun of him. 

Abbie’s footsteps were now above his head but that was not his bedroom, which was at the front of the house. It was hers. What was going on he wondered? Camille flicked her hair away from her face with a hand. She was a twenty-five years older than him but he could see again what his father had seen in her. He was less sure what his father had seen in her from a personality perspective. Her disdain and coolness did have a certain attractiveness though. He felt very naked and exposed again and caught Camille’s contemptuous eye. A lop-sided arrogant grin came onto her lips. 

Abbie’s heavy steps on the stairs announced her return. She flew into living room, clothing under her right arm. She held it high as if in triumph, her face beaming. He saw she was holding a pleated green tartan school skirt and a blouse. In her other hand a pair of pink knickers and a white bra. 

“We need to economise now we have less money so you will be wearing Abbie’s hand-me-downs. She’s grown out of them but they should fit you as you’re that much smaller.” Camille was glaring at him. 

“I can’t wear Abbie’s old clothing, they’re girls’ clothes. Skirts! Dresses!” He exclaimed in desperation. “I have my own clothes anyway so you don’t need to give me these ones.” 

Abbie walked over to where he was standing and glanced down at his soft cock for a moment. 

She looked back into his face. 

“Well I don’t have any boys’ clothes so you’ll have to make do with these… girly.” Abbie said. 

Her eyes pierced into his. She flicked his cock with a finger and gave out a short laugh. She was relishing every moment of the situation. 

“Abbie, don’t taunt him, give him the clothes will you dear.” Camille scolded Abbie and then looked back at him. “We won’t have much money now your father’s left us with nothing. So, you’re now going to have to start to get used to wearing your sister’s cast-offs. You may as well start wearing female clothing now as that’s all you’re going to have once you have grown out of yours. 

Abbie has a lot of clothes in good condition that she no longer needs. It would be a waste to not use them considering the position we’re in; no money. Thanks to your father and you being an extra mouth for me to feed.” 

“But she doesn’t have any trousers… only skirts and dresses,” he complained again. Camille looked at him with her large unblinking eyes and a faint smile. 

“Exactly.” 

CHAPTER FIVE

Annette 


2016

The first heavy taps of rain threw themselves against the double-glazed window. They sounded like someone throwing pebbles to distract her attention. It worked as Annette glanced up and out of her study window, the rain running down the pane giving a distorted view of the road outside. An unimpressive hue of grey and a ghostly reflection of her own face stared back from the gloom. 

Her study had once been a third bedroom, a box room. She’d had it converted into a study-come-office for those few days she worked at home. Embossed papered walls, fashionable in the 80s, were painted in a flat chalk-white. Annette continued to stare outside for a few moments, pleased at the diversion. Her dark wood desk covered by scattered sheets of A4 white paper, like a crumpled table cloth. She heard the low muffled booming of the TV from the living area below her. 

Anger came over her as she thought of Adrian lazing around again while she worked. Annette sent a text to Adrian; bring me up a coffee – now. Things were going to change; she was sure. Things  had to change, he had to pull his weight. Had that chat the other day not been clear? 

She returned to her work and a few minutes later heard the reluctant dragging thuds of Adrian’s heavy feet on the stairs. A tapping on her office door which then opened with a squeal like the complaint of a tiny mouse. Adrian’s face appeared around the door, a look of expectancy on his slim triangular face. His hand held a white mug with a small wisp of steam rising from it. The smell of fresh coffee hit her nose, its calming effect relaxing her. The promise of a caffeine hit to counteract her mid-morning energy dip. She had interrupted his TV programme, guessing it was a house renovation programme. Not that he could be bothered to do any renovation. 

She had been working since 7am on the large number of legal cases she had at the moment. 

She was trying to break the back of the unexpected surge. Annette swung her red high-backed office chair round on its axis so that her whole body faced him. Rectangular light wood frames on the wall behind Adrian displayed her legal qualifications. Annette Stone, distinction, 1st class honours. Al top grades. They were the originals of copies hanging in her ancient central London offices at the Temple. 

Annette never knew the meaning of casual. Even when working at home, she would never be in casual slacks or baggy jumper. A dress was generally her style. Today she wore a black style which hugged her figure. A classic woman’s figure that Adrian had always loved. Wide hips, small waist, an impressive bosom. And a backside that seemed more Latin or Caribbean than English. Her 

bob-style hair was very middle-class English though. 

She took the mug from Adrian’s hand with a forced smile. A momentary crinkle appeared around her eyes. A reluctant thank you without the need for words. He sat beside her on a small chair in the corner with his own cup of coffee. His face was pale but his eyes were bright, they were the first thing that had attracted him to her. They looked to her like two dark deep pieces of polished coal glowing back at her, alive and thinking. They used to be active; not much thinking or activity these days she reflected. Looking at his eyes she could believe he was the same Adrian she’d known five years ago. Since then lines had appeared around his eyes and across his forehead. They betrayed his thirty-eight years on this earth. The image of him with a eyeliner, smoky mascara and earrings popped into her head. She stared at his earlobes. 

He had two unusual little dimples on both his earlobes where earring holes would have been. 

He had told her it was a genetic thing, his father and grandfather had had the same ‘deformity’ as he called it. She’d never known any of his family and he rarely spoke about them. She never pushed it as there was something from his past that had upset him. Something to do with is family. She was intrigued. She promised herself that, once things had settled down at work, she would do a little online research. She’d look for his hidden family. In secret of course. 

He’d settled far too easily into the role of house-husband over these past six months. House-husband as in meaning that he was a husband who was always sitting around in the house. He’d been made redundant by the financial investment firm he’d worked for over twenty years. Cost savings cut-backs. It wasn’t that Annette and Adrian needed the money since she earned more more than him as a partner in the law firm. No, it was more about her belief that he should have had some self-respect and responsibility. He should have found something else.  A responsible and professional job. She knew it had been a blow to his self-esteem but now it was time to get himself together and he hadn’t. She felt her anger rising. 

“Adrian there need to be some more changes around here.” 

“Go on…,” he replied like a surly teenager. 

“Yes. For a start, I told you that yesterday was the cleaner’s last day. You can get off your arse and start on the housework like I asked you.” 

“What? I’m not a housemaid. That’s what you said to me.” The teenager in him came out again. 

Annette grunted thinking that was exactly what he needed to be. A housemaid. Silence cut though the air in the room like a blunt knife. She had to admit to herself that she liked the idea of Adrian dealing with all the domestic chores. Maintaining a home for a busy professional like her. 

She didn’t like him doing nothing whilst she worked hard. 

“I’d like you to do chicken for dinner tonight. I’ve got lots to do and I’ll be ready about eight,” 

she ordered with a bite in her voice. “I’ve invited Jenny round for dinner so you’ll need to do enough for her too.” 

He didn’t reply. He looked down and asked her. “Are you OK Annette? You seem a bit uptight.” 

She didn’t hear him. An image had entered her head, a continuation of her dream on the train the other day. She could see Adrian entering her office, not in the jeans and tee-shirt he had on now, but in a short flared dress. His legs encased in smooth stockings, his feet in high-heeled shoes. His hair long and pretty as he curtsied and gave her the coffee on a tray. She blinked twice and saw he was looking at her. Her thought made her feel a dampness but she was puzzled about why that could be. It was a pleasurable daydream and a revenge, in her mind at least. Her lips pursed as she thought. 

 Yes, he needs to become my housewife. That will show him who’s the breadwinner and who’s in charge around here. 

She pushed the images to the back of her mind as they gave her a tingle down through her stomach. 

“Do you mind running along Adie dear as I need to complete this work for tomorrow? Could we have lunch at one and we can have a chat then?” She said. 

She saw him wince a little at the condescending nature of her words and his face flushed. She knew she’d starting doing that a lot lately, talking down to him, but she wasn’t going to stop. It was more than appropriate in the circumstances. It was a question of the change in their relationship status between them. It was also very nice and it gave her warm strong feelings. She enjoyed that tingle in her stomach and the dampness lower down that came with the sense of power and control she was feeling. She had noticed that Jenny seemed keen on Adrian and she had seen that predatory look in her eyes. He thought she hadn’t noticed. She knew Jenny wouldn’t abuse their friendship but she could use Jenny’s dominant personality and attraction to him to get Adrian doing more around the house. She thought further.  Why not lend him out to her? 

She let the thoughts ring around her head as she swung her chair back and returned to her work. She heard the soft scrapping of chair legs and his footsteps leave the room. She stared at her papers as the slow thumping of his feet descended the stairs. She’d forgotten he was there. 


CHAPTER SIX

Camille and Abbie 


1996

He looked out metal framed double-glazed glass doors into the garden. A hazy afternoon sun shone into his eyes, and vapour trails filled the sky. A bright glint of sunlight reflected back from the pencil-like fuselage of Concorde as it circled above before coming in to land at Heathrow out to the west of London. He grimaced against the sun’s glare and from fighting back his tears. He put his hands to his face and breathed in a half-sob. He looked down again at his body. The white blouse, loose at the front where Abbie’s breasts used to fit. Her old school pleated skirt now sitting across his hairy thighs. 

“Why were they doing this to me?” He asked himself out loud even though he knew the answer. Camille had explained to him this morning, as if he were five years old. He was being 

‘petticoated’. She said there were two reasons for this. The main reason was because they were going to be short of money and Abbie had plenty of perfectly good clothing to pass on to him. It was female clothing but so be it. Secondly, because it was female clothing he would have to wear, it would be a great way to improve his behaviour. She had said that females were so much more controlled. His attack on them the other day, his lazy ways and his father’s mistakes had showed her that being a male was not a good thing. She had said he needed to exert control on his and to mould him into a better person. Petticoating was a very effective way to do this with the benefit of being very cost effective as the clothing was free. Two birds with one stone she had said. He would have added a third: revenge. Revenge because his father was leaving them all in financial trouble. 

Camille couldn’t get at his father so he was the next best thing. 

His mind wandered away from Camille as he could feel the air around his cock and balls. He had no knickers on beneath the tartan skirt. This was not a bad feeling at all he pondered, a freedom from being trussed up in underpants and skin-tight trousers. He was facing out to the garden and he wanted his erection to go down. He found wearing the skirt exciting to wear, that was odd he thought. His cock was as stiff as a rolling pin and was pushing the front of the skirt out as he sat. 

The material felt soft against the exposed head of his cock. 

He could see his reflection in the glass doors. His long lank hair fell over his shoulders and, with his skinny frame, he no longer looked like a musician. He looked more like a girl. Which is what they called him. His mind wandered to college and what was going to happen.. He was about to start his final A-level studies in a few days and there was no way he could start going to college in a skirt.  Was there?  Camille wouldn’t do that,  would she?  Luckily there was no uniform code at 

college so he would use his old clothes. He had grown a little but tight male clothing was preferable to a pleated skirt. At least outside the home. He tittered at that thought. He looked again at the skirt and tried to raise his own spirits by telling himself that at least he was no longer naked. In some ways, wearing a skirt was better than nothing, a fact supported by his raging erection. 

After making him put on the skirt and blouse, Camille and Abbie had gone out to the shops, 

‘for a few things’, they had said. Camille had told him to stay in the female clothes or face the consequences. He had already faced enough consequences so he didn’t want even more. He remained in the skirt. It wasn’t so bad when he was on his own. 

He spotted the FM radio sitting on a side-unit. He switched it on and turned the rotary button. 

His eyes scanning the digital display until he got to his favourite rock station. He pressed select with a firm press as if to say they wouldn’t get him down. Music would improve his mood, he was sure. The deep primordial guitar riff of  Sex on Fire from the Kings of Leon greeted him from the speaker. He felt better. He tweaked the volume button up and the sound filled the room with the song’s cutting guitar riff. He stepped back and looked again at his reflection in the patio door glass, nodding his head to the beat. He noted that he didn’t look so bad and chuckled a little to himself again. Yes, with styled hair and make up he might even fancy himself. He laughed out louder at that thought. With Camille and Abbie out of the house he could relax even if he was wearing a blouse and a skirt. The music filled the living room air. He bobbed his head to the metronomic rhythm, his body moving side to side. His little skirt swirled around his thighs and it felt nice, light, sensual. I t felt wonderful.  

He took the hem of his skirt with his fingers, holding it out either side. He swirled the skirt in time to the music, his hands moving back and forth. He watched himself in the reflection of the glass doors as he swished his skirt in time to the beat. The rhythmic drumbeat, the thumping bass. It made his body want to jump and twirl. He closed his eyes,  feeling his cock swinging free inside the skirt. The skirt rubbed his sensitive cock slit. It became harder and harder with the soft feel of the swinging material. He lost himself in the sound and the sensations. Forget those women, he thought, I can still have fun. 

“This sex is on fire,” he sang out loud along with the lead singer on the radio. 

“So it would seem,” came a voice from behind him. 

He stopped, a chill went through his body like an icy winter blast. He swung round, his hands gripping the hem of his skirt, a ballerina finishing her dance. Camille and Abbie were standing there, their hands heavy with filled supermarket bags. The volume of the music and his tuneless signing had masked their entrance into the house. He froze not knowing what to say or do. His erect cock pushing the front of his pleated skirt out like a tent pole. Two pairs of almond-brown eyes 

moved down to the protrusion and then up again at his face. 

“Well this  is a surprise,” Camille said. The two women standing like holding their bags. “It seem you like wearing skirts after all. It would appear that I will be having two daughters from now on.” Her eyes flitted down again to the front of his skirt as if to make the point. 

His face dropped in horror. “No, no, I was relaxing and listening to the music. I’m not a girl I don’t want to stay this way, I don’t want to wear skirts. Please Camille. It was the music.” 

“Too late for that girly,” said Abbie, her face breaking into a broad grin. 

They put their bags down on the floor. “We’ve bought couple of things for you. They seem very appropriate now,” said Camille. 

He looked at them not understanding. First they talk to him in a bad way then they tell him they have got something for him. Camille and Abbie rummaged through their bags, hair falling into plastic. Abbie explained that they hadn’t spent that much on him. He didn’t know what they were speaking about. 

Camille pulled out a bag from inside one of her carrier bags and delved inside it. “Here we are,” she announced. She threw him clear plastic wrapped bags and some longer cardboard packets. 

He moved to catch them but dropped as he flapped at several packets at once. Three packets of women’s briefs lay on the floor around his feet. Each packet contained five pairs of knickers in pinks, whites and purples. Little bows attached to their fronts. Other packets showed photos of women’s legs in various shades of tights and hold-up stockings. Then she threw him three pairs of white patterned bras on miniature black hangers. They landed at his feet on top of the others. 

“It’s not hygienic for you to to use Abbie’s old knickers, bras and tights so we bought you some of your own.” Camille said as if it were the most common thing in the world for him to wear these items. “You’ll need something under your skirts and dresses, won’t you? And all good girls need a bra.” 

“I don’t need a bra Camille, I don’t have breasts.” 

No, not yet.” A pause. “But you’ll wear one all the same for now.” 

 Not yet he thought! What did that mean? 

“Slip on a pair of knickers, be a good girl. Cover up that nasty clitty you have. After lunch we need to sort a few other things out.” She took a box out of one of her carrier bags and lifted it showing him the front: ‘Female Hair Removal Cream’. 

Then she chuckled with Abbie joining in. “You don’t have a lot of hair but if you’re to become a pretty girl you’ll need to be smooth.” 

He flinched. “Become a girl? What are you talking about?” 

“We had a chat while we were out and came to a decision. You’re to become a girl. We only have female clothing for you and it will make you a better person. It’s a natural progression.” 

“No it’s not. I don’t want to become a girl. I’m a male.” 

“We don’t think so. You’ll thank us in time. So now you’re wearing skirts, having hairy legs and body is not a nice thing. Anyway what self-respecting girl has hairy legs?” 

His mouth moved but nothing came out. 

Camille continued. “Since we put you in a skirt you’ve been so much better behaved, as I predicted.” Camille speaking as if her conversation was an everyday occurrence. His face flushed and he stamped the floor like a spoilt child. 

“Calm down and be a good girl otherwise I’ll have to put you across my knee and spank you again.” An element of authority crept into Camille’s voice. 

He stopped stamping, he didn’t want a repeat of that; or did he? It was embarrassing but the stinging slaps on his bare arse had a stimulating effect. Camille’s face returned to its calm appearance. She knew she was in charge of the situation. 

“There’s a good girl,” she said. “Put your knickers and bra on and get us some lunch, we’re starving after all this shopping.” 

He was in no position to fight her so he took out the first pair of knickers he found from the first packet he picked up. He slipped them but they didn’t fit well over his erection. Abbie helped him put his new bra on as he mumbled in displeasure. He put his blouse back on and slunk away into the kitchen to prepare their food. 

Once they had finished lunch, he cleared up and put the dishes and cutlery in the dishwasher. The two women chatted together about their shopping trip. Camille ordered him to go upstairs to the bathroom and wait for them. She handed him the hair remover box and told him to read the instructions then to strip naked. His head dropped and his shoulders sloped. He snatched the box to register a minor complaint but not enough for Camille to say anything. He went upstairs and did as she had instructed him. A few minutes later Camille and Abbie entered the bathroom where he stood naked. They had plastic aprons on and those thin rubber gloves that Camille had used to masturbate him. They looked like nurses about to help a patient. It was a different help they were abut to administer. He put his hands over his cock as a natural reaction. Camille swiped his hand away telling him not to be so silly they had seen plenty of his little thing. 

The two women plastered the cream over his legs, Camille on one side and Abbie on the other. The astringent smell of chemicals rose from the cream mingling with the soap and dampness of the towels in the bathroom. Camille looked at her watch and waited a few minutes. They then 

both started scraping his hair away from his legs as he looked on in dismay. They then applied it on his arms and under his arms and then scraped that hair away. Camille ordered him into the shower and told him to rinse himself. He went into the shower and slid the glass door shut. He pressed the electric shower control and the water hot his naked hairless body. No privacy for him as they all watched his hair from his body flowing off with the rivulets of water. His masculinity washing away down the drain with his body hair. 

Camille told him to now wash his head hair as “girls need to have pretty hair.” She gave him her own hair products to use. Once scrubbed and conditioned, he got out and dried himself. He head was lighter, his hair softer. A breeze from an open bathroom window blew around his smooth legs. 

A delicate, sensual and light sensation. These were feelings he didn’t want to have, but did. 

Abbie took his hand like a girlfriend. It was the first time she’d been nice to him. He let her lead him into his bedroom to a chair. She sat him down with a hand on his shoulder. Camille plugged in a large hair dryer and she pointed it at the back of his head. His hair billowed out like washing blowing in the wind. Abbie brushed through his long over-his-shoulder length locks. He was still naked and put his hands over his cock. He couldn’t get used to his exposure in front of his stepmother and stepsister. They finished drying his hair and he asked if he could get dressed. 

“Not yet girly,” Abbie said. Probing fingers pulled through his smooth hair. It had much more body and thickness, the grease washed away. Abbie brushed it into a centre parting. He allowed her without complaint as he was enjoying her being nice to him. He didn’t want to break the moment. 

He felt her tug a side clump of his hair together tight. He called out “Ow”, a moment of pain. Abbie told him to stop. She slipped in a small elastic ring and then the did the same to the other side. He put his hands up to the sides of his head. Camille and Abbie were laughing like two naughty schoolgirls. Abbie doubled over in her giggles. |He had two long pony tails, one from each side of his head like a schoolgirl or American cheerleader. He stood up, his chair falling back onto the floor. Juts when he though they were being nice to him, they plunged in the knife of humiliation again. 

“What have you done?” He put his hands to both pony tails and began to try to pull them out. 

“Stop that!” Camille said to him. His hands stopped moving. Camille and Abbie continued laughing and pointing at his new hairstyle. Camille told him to return to the bathroom between breaths. 

He trudged back as ordered. Abbie arrived after him with a tin of shaving foam in one hand and a razor in the other. Abbie knelt down in front of his cock and told him to hold still. “I will cut your little clitty if you don’t and you wouldn’t want that would you. Girly? You look even more like a girl now.” 

He stood rock still. Abbie took his erect cock between two fingers of her plastic gloved hands as if it were a worm. She foamed and shaved his cock and balls clean as he grimaced. She shaped his pubic hair above his cock into a perfect triangle as he looked on. 

Once finished she stood up and back to admire her work. Camille looked satisfied. “OK girl from now on you will do this for yourself now you know what we want. Get dressed and come down and make us all a nice cup of tea.” She smiled with a mix of kindness and dislike. 

“Oh and by the way girl.” Camille said. “We’ve made a couple of appointments for you tomorrow.” 

“What? What appointments?” 

Camille and Abbie looked at each other and then at him. “”You’ll see tomorrow.” They left the room. 

CHAPTER SEVEN

Annette and Jenny


2016

The failing light told Annette it was time to stop work. She stared into the street-light infused orange gloom outside. She was wondering if she had gone too far in calling Adrian her housemaid. 

She saw him cringe in the garden when Jenny had been there and then later in her room. He deserved it but she worried all the same. He seemed to have taken her instruction not to call her Annie well enough. A shrug of his shoulder his only response. She wasn’t sure why she had so enjoyed referring to him as a housemaid. Yes it was naughty but so what; it was fun. And justified. 

She recollected her dream of him in a dress; exciting but was it realistic? Could she get him into a dress? It was nice to dream about it. But, she wanted to manipulate Adrian into wearing a dress. She was sure it would make him more ready to help out at home.  It would be fun trying even if he complained. Which he would. 

She’d heard Jenny arrive earlier and could hear muffled conversation downstairs. It was one-way traffic. All Jenny’s voice. Olive oil and ginger smells drifted up the stairs as she descended. The gentle tapping of her heels on the light wooden steps would alert Adrian to her imminent arrival. 

She entered the kitchen to see Adrian face tight, unsmiling as he juggled cooking tasks. He’d never been good with doing more than one thing at a time. 

Jenny was leaning against the work surface, a half-full glass of white wine in her hand and a wicked look in her eyes. Jenny had made more effort than usual. Heavy makeup, strong perfume wafting towards Annette. Her bum cheek-hugging skirt shorter than usual. Little more than a belt she thought. Annette could almost see two tight bottom cheeks. High heels and a low-cut top bursting out. It was like Jenny was on a hot date. 

“Good evening Jenny…and Adie,” she said. 

She wanted to tell Adrian he was the perfect housemaid but held back this time. The image of Adrian in a dress and an apron came back into her head sending a warm glow down her chest and to her stomach. A satisfied grin touched her face. She knew that she would have sex with her husband later, as the image of Adrian in the short dress was making her dampen. 

A CD was playing the soft sounds of a female jazz singer, Nora Jones or someone similar. 

They both liked the formality of meal times and the opportunity to catch up on the day’s events. 

Annette led Jenny into the dining area, open plan from the kitchen. She told her that, “Adie would deal with everything.” 

They sat at the table and Adrian brought the food in and laid Annette’s and Jenny’s in front of them. Browned breast of chicken with a mix of vegetables. Annette had positioned herself at the head of that table. They used to sit opposite each other but Annette decided to change the dynamic. 

Annette noted that her although husband was slim for a man of his age, she needed to get him on a diet. It would be more feminine for his new role as a housemaid. He would fight it at first, she knew that. Maybe she could get him there with Jenny’s help? She glanced at Jenny chatting with Adrian. Jenny was exuding sexuality, eyes batting and tits poking out. Yes Jenny would be up for this, she knew her well enough. A thought came into her head and she couldn’t help but blurt it out. 

“You should’ve worn an apron Adie, in case you splashed anything. What do you think Jenny?” 

Jenny looked him up and down. “Oh yes that would’ve been lovely,” she replied. Annette had been right, she was keen. “Do you mean  just an apron Annette and no other pretty clothing?” Both ladies laughed. Annette registered the comment. Jenny would be up for this. 

Adrian looked on, worried and sat down opposite Jenny and to Annette’s left hand. His head was down and his eyes flitted up. Annette thought a few seconds and another thought popped into her head. Lots of ideas were filling her brain. 

“Adie, the housework won’t take you all day so I’ve decided you can also help me in my work. And then help Jenny with her housework too. She’s very busy in her job so why not?” She mumbled through a small mouthful of chicken. 

Jenny sat up like a stream of electricity had been fired through her. Adrian stopped chewing. 

“What?” He replied. 

“You don’t have any experience or knowledge of legal work. I was thinking of something more administrative…secretarial,” she delayed, savouring the moment. “Such as paperwork and filing. You’re so organised… or at least you used to be.” Her delayed comment intended as a barb. 

He ignored the secretarial comment. He had other worries form her comments. “What did you mean about helping Jenny,” he said. 

Jenny looked at him and her face melted. “Oh thank you so much Adie.” She leant over and rubbed her hand down his arm, a seductive leer on her face. Annette looked on with a smirk.  This was going well she thought. 

Jenny had picked up on Annette calling him Adie. Annette paused for a moment in thought. 

“Thank you Adie that would be fantastic.” 

She had painted him into a corner. More ideas flooded into her mind. Having Jenny there was giving her confidence. 

Adrian asked her. “What are you thinking now Annette?” 

“Nothing, nothing. Carry on eating. It was nothing,” she replied through the remains of the smile. 

“Yes come on you have to tell me what’s so funny Annette.” She noted he’d remembered not to shorten her name all evening. 

Annette stopped eating and looked at him. She put her knife and fork on the plate in a display of frustration. 

“I was thinking about the fact you will now be looking after the home while I bring home the money. I know you’ll have no problem being my housemaid and secretary.” Annette said and waited for a reaction. “Or Jenny’s housemaid.” The last comment stung him and he flinched back. 

“Are you saying I’m a housemaid and a secretary,” he asked

“Yes.” 

He put his knife and fork down and they hit on the china plate with a clunk. 

“They are female terms, a maid is a girl and so is a secretary.” He was fuming with rage. 

Jenny watched the tussle with interest. 

“House-husband is such an artificial term. I prefer housemaid. I’ll give you some secretarial work tomorrow. I’m pleased with the way this conversation has worked out.” Jenny was now following the conversation with an open mouth. She was enjoying every moment. 

Adrian’ expression was torn between alarm and anger at her comment. Jenny continued watching the conversation, eyes like sparkling jewels. Annette went back to her dinner uninterested in Adrian’s concern. She had decided the future. She wanted to call him a housemaid and secretary and in front of Jenny. She was enjoying herself and started a conversation with a delighted Jenny. 

She didn’t notice that Adrian was fidgeting in anger. He stood up as if he were an after-dinner speaker about to conclude the evening. 

“Annette, I need to tell you that I do not want you calling me a housemaid and a secretary. 

You need to stop it now. Especially in front of Jenny.” He folded his arms. 

Annette stopped speaking to Jenny. She looked up at him, a gentle smile filling her face. “Yes dear,” she said and then carried on speaking to Jenny. 

Adrian continued standing as they ignored him and the fight left him. He was unsure if she meant she agreed and wouldn’t do it again or that she wasn’t interested. He picked up the empty plates and took them into their kitchen. He opened the lid to a small grey plastic bin and a smell of rotten bananas wafted up. Their blackened deteriorating skins reminding him of his deteriorating status. Annette called out from the dining area

“Adie you need to put something on to protect your clothing when you cook and clear up.” S

“Like what?” He called back in a surly manner. 

“Like an apron silly.” A smile in her voice.. “I’ll look out for one tomorrow when I go into the city.” 

“I have loads of nice aprons Annie,” said Jenny. “I’ll let him have one. I have a nice pink one with white frills. He’ll look pretty in it.” The two ladies giggled. 

He started to tell her he didn’t need one but they were speaking to each other again. and went back to the dining area. 

Two hours later Annette looked over at Adrian reading in bed. He was reading, a plain grey tee-shirt serving as a top and hidden below the sheets, cotton pyjama shorts. She felt mischievous and still hot from the images in her mind from earlier in the day. She thought about her husband in a dress and the excitement of it buzzed around her brain. She didn’t know what to do about her new-found desires. No this was more than desires, no they were becoming more than desires; cravings. She had to do something. 

She moved over to cuddle into him her hand dropping to his belly. Her hand found two expanding love handles either side of what was once a 30 inch waist.  These need to go if he’s going to look nice in a dress. 

She giggled to herself and tugged at one love-handle playfully to attract his attention. He returned her playfulness with a small crease of his eyes in acknowledgement before returning to his book. 

Annette knew her husband needed a bit more encouragement. She threw the covers off him and tugged down his pyjama shorts. She whipped them off his feet and threw them on the floor. He put his book on the side table with resignation. Annette pulled his tee-shirt up and over his head. 

Her head went down and her lips moved over the head of his cock and her tongue flicked out. Her hand remained clenched around the base as she moved her mouth down and then up. He lay back; she had got his attention. 

His cock hardened. She detected the first spasm which signalled that he was about to cum. 

She withdrew her mouth from his throbbing expectant member. Adrian groaned. She’d had an idea. 

He asked her why she had stopped and she told him to wait. She left him lying on the bed, his erection protruding into the air like a flag-less pole waving in the wind. She glanced at the bright red bulb of his cock end, a little drip of pre-cum leaking from the swollen slit at its end. Annette went to her drawer, a wicked smile on her lips and in her eyes. 

“I thought we could spice things up a bit,” she said to him as her hands pretended to rummage 

through the unkempt underwear and nighties in her drawer. 

“I thought everything was fine,” he replied with some exasperation and a burning desire to cum. He was pleased she had stopped her strange behaviour regarding him being a maid. 

“Aha,” she pronounced and raised a shocking-pink baby-doll nightie in the air. He had bought it for her for the previous Valentine’s night. They used to like to dress in sexy clothing and have a romantic evening at home before going to bed to have sex. 

“OK put it on and come back to bed,” Adrian said. He hadn’t understood what Annette wanted. 

“Oh no dearie, this is for you tonight,” she exclaimed. 

Adrian sat up, his sleepy sex face now taut and alert. “Don’t be silly Annette, come back to bed and let’s carry on what we were doing.” 

Annette walked over to him, a seductive expression on her smug confident face. She knelt over him and her mouth descended on his willing, desperate cock once again. As she sucked on him she wrapped the pink silky material around his balls. She licked and sucked to bring him back to the boil, a taste of his salty pre-cum on her tongue. She withdrew her mouth, her lips kissing the end of his cock with little bird-like pecks. Her tongue whipped out like a snake to lick into the small slit at the end. He jolted as his nerve ends shot back the intense pleasure to his brain. 

“I’m about to burst Annette, stop playing about.” 

“First you have to put this on dearie.” 

“Stop playing around and finish me off…please.” A stinging desperation flowed though his erection. He was on the cusp but couldn’t get the release he needed. One more lick, one more caress and he would explode his stream of juice into her mouth, her face. 

Annette looked at him dreamily and slid the baby-doll nightie over his head. He put his arm up to resist, to hold her off. 

“Once this is on I will ensure you cum Adie and I’m going to swallow up every bit of you,” 

she whispered. Her voice was husky with sex. He removed his hand and, without his resistance, she pulled it down over his stomach. She pulled the pink transparent frilly hem pulled past his belly button and down to his pubic area. The waist of the nightie tightened below his chest then out into a short flared skirt. He looked down, an old memory flashed through his head like a strike of lightning. He succumbed to his present emotions and needs and his head fell back to the pillow. 

She looked at him in the nightie, her face of cat with the cream. It was perfect she thought, she’d craved this. She sat on his cock, her own juices flowing and falling from her vagina. She crunched down on him and raised herself up. Three short movements and they orgasmed together 

amid panting groans. 

Annette slumped back to lie beside Adrian as their loud breathing started to slow. 

“Wow,” Adrian said. 

“Mmm, you enjoyed that, didn’t you?” 

Adrian propped himself up and began to pull the pink nightie off. Annette’s hand moved across to hold his arm and she snuggled in to him. 

“Don’t move dear, let’s cuddle for a while.” 

“But, but I need to remove the…” 

“No. Cuddle.” 

He slumped back down at her order as Annette gripped him. She saw sleep come over him. 

“Leave it on for now, you can take it off later.” She added. 

He said nothing as he fought the darkness of sleep waves rolling over him. As he drifted away, Annette said goodnight to him. 

“Goodnight Adri- anna.,”  she whispered as he fell into a deep sleep. 

The next morning Annette looked down at her husband in bed. She was dressed and ready for the office. She looked at her watch and it was almost 7.30am. She hadn’t wanted to wake Adrian this morning. Her eyes ran down his uncovered body, the sheets pushed down. She marvelled at the pink baby-doll nightie scrunched up around the top of his waist. His limp cock and loose balls were hanging down onto the bed sheet. He woke with a start and looked at her then down at the baby-doll, an expression of disgust moving across his face. He jumped up out of bed and started to rip it off, horror written all over his face and in his actions. 

“You look lovely, leave it on Adri anna, ” she laughed. 

Adrian stopped fighting the tight nightdress with it stuck across his shoulders. He looked at her angrily; a realisation that he had heard her say Adrianna .  He tore the nightdress off, a loud ripping sound as the straps snapped and tore across his bust area. 

“What are you doing?” He moaned into her face. “And don’t think I haven’t heard you call me Adrianna.” 

Annette stood there with her arms on her hips, legs apart like a gun-slinger from the American Wild West. “I need to get to work so I don’t have time for an argument over nothing. Today you will go round to Jenny’s and do her housework for her as I promised. You will do whatever she says. If you do not do what she wants then I’m not going to support you any more. Do you understand me Adie?” 

He looked at her and nodded reluctantly. Annette left the room, a smug grin on her face. 

Adrian standing hoping that lightning was not striking twice. 

CHAPTER EIGHT

Camille and Abbie 


1996

The TV was on in the background. The news was showing the space shuttle Atlantis touching down after another successful mission circling the Earth. He finished clearing the table and putting away the detritus of breakfast. A smell of burnt toast floated in the air. His mood was foul and he wanted to slam the plates and cutlery down on the work surface. He wanted to break them and stamp on them. Camille had given him a little summer dress. She’d made him wear it. Abbie’s cast-off. A white dress, with thin shoulder straps. A low front and with a purple coloured pattern of flowers. It was short and flared. Abbie had made his mood even worse by telling him he was their housemaid. 

He didn’t want to be their housemaid, he wanted to go and play guitar with his bandmates. Camille said it wasn’t possible today. Or any day at the moment. They had shopping to do; together. 

Camille had thrown away his pyjamas telling him they were old and smelly. She said it was because he had been ‘playing with himself’. She had replaced them with a white nightie that also used to belong to Abbie. He’d had to wear it last night. It had a large pink bow on the chest. 

Everything was feminine. He was going crazy with what they were doing to him, he was desperate and wanted to cry. At least they hadn’t put his hair into those stupid cheer-leader pony tails today he thought. It was hanging long and free as he liked it. He had to admit to himself that it was in much better condition than usual and had more body and a shine to it. It looked nice and smelt nice. A little too feminine. 

He also felt guilty; extremely guilty. The soft satin nightie they had forced him to wear last night had felt wonderful. It glided on his smooth hairless body. He had lain in bed feeling the beautiful material against his legs and he’d started to rub it up and down his legs. He had become too excited and had masturbated again. This time he had ensured he had flushed the evidence down the toilet. Abbie had seen him leaving the toilet in his nightie and told him he as looking “very pretty.” He had noticed that smirking look she had perfected. 

“Ready?” Camille asked him as she entered the kitchen. He was finishing the cleaning after breakfast. His summer dress flowed and kept him cool in the summer heat. That bit was pleasant. 

Camille raised her eyebrows seeing him looking comfortable in the dress. 

Camille herself was looking very glamorous today he thought. He thought she looked sexy although he didn’t want to think that, he wanted to hate her. She was in a flowing knee-length dress, her thick brown hair styled in that way that make it look casual. It took a long time to do it. 

“Ready for what?” He replied looking quizzical. 

“To go to the shopping centre. Don’t you remember? I told you that you have a couple of appointments today.” 

“What appointments Camille?” 

“You’ll see, come along then.” 

“I need to get changed into some proper male clothes to go out in Camille.” 

“You are wearing proper clothes, now come along.” 

He complained. He couldn’t go outside in a summer dress but Camille’s face dropped from a smile into a mask of dark thunder. She grabbed his bare arm, her fingers digging into his muscle. He looked down in shock and knew that he would have bruises there tomorrow such was the strength of her grip. She pulled him to the hall and showed him a pair of plain black shoes with kitten heels by the front door. 

“Abbie has kindly lent you these so put them on and we’ll go to the car.” 

He saw Abbie leaning against a door frame leading to the living room, her smirk broadening. 

“Camille, I’m not going outside in a dress and women’s shoes.” 

SLAP, his face jerked back with the force of her hand across his cheek. He rubbed it as she asked if he wanted to go across her knee. He shook his head, soothing his sore cheek with his hand. 

“You will have to get used to it at some time. Dresses and skirts will be the only clothes available to you so you may as well start today.” 

He looked stunned but stepped into Abbie’s shoes with reluctance. Camille continued to hold his arm with the iron grip of her left hand. She opened the front door with her other hand and his eyes widened as she pushed him outside into the drive. He stumbled on his unfamiliar heels, his throat closing with panic. He stopped and looked around hoping no one was around. He saw Camille’s small black hatchback car waiting like a promised ride to hell. 

He looked around again like a rabbit surveying the landscape for the hunter. Aside from some passing cars in the road, the neighbours weren’t about and he sighed a breath of relief. He made a quick sprint to the rear door of the car as fast as he could in his new shoes. He pulled on the handle as a small breeze blew around his bare legs, his dress billowed up. He had to hold it down with one hand while the other tugged at the handle with incomprehension: it wouldn’t open. It was locked. 

Desperation as he stood there exposed in a short dress. His long hair flowing in the wind. 

“Camille, open the car doors… please” he pleaded. Camille stood at the front door jingling the car keys in her hand. 

“In a minute dear, Abbie’s getting ready.” 

“Please unlock the car door so I can wait inside…  please, ” he pleaded. Desperation dripped 

though his voice. 

He looked at her, one hand on the handle, the other holding his dress down against the swirling breeze. His long soft hair blowing across his face. At that moment he heard a door slam. 

He looked over to see his next-door neighbour, a friendly young lady called Olivia. She had left her front door and closed it behind her. Camille called out a ‘hello’ and Olivia glanced over to say hello and smiled and waved back. The neighbour walked up to her own car in the drive. At that moment she saw him as he held the door handle frozen like a marble statue. Only his eyes moved following her movement. The neighbour smiled a formal hello. She hadn’t recognised him in the dress and clean brushed hair. He smiled back with an embarrassed hunched body, hoping she wouldn’t notice it was him. 

The neighbour unlocked her car as he breathed a sigh of relief, she hadn’t recognised him. A short moment then she froze in the act of opening her driver’s door as something lit up in her brain. 

Her head looked up towards him as if in a slow motion replay and her face stared directly at his. 

Recognition fell across her face. She looked down again in her own embarrassment at what she had seen and got into her car. She started it and drove off out of her driveway, her jerking in her efforts to get away. He felt mortified. 

Abbie jaunted out of the front door as Olivia’s car pulled away. Camille left the house in no hurry and opened the car doors using her remote control. 

“She saw you girly,” Abbie announced as she fell into the passenger side laughing. “Now she knows you’re a girly too. She probably knew anyway.” 

He dived in the back and Camille drove off.  What was Camille planning? Surely  she wouldn’t take him out in the shopping centre dressed like this? 

Camille and Abbie chatted during the twenty-minute drive to the shopping centre. It was like a count down to public humiliation. They parked the car in the multi-story car park above the shops. 

Camille pulled on the handbrake and looked round at him in the rear. 

“Come on, out you get.” 

“I am not getting out dressed like this Camille,” he replied. He wrapped himself in the seatbelt, holding on ready for a struggle. “Everyone will laugh at me, it’s obvious I’m a male in a dress. There may even be trouble. What if we see someone I know from college?” 

Camille looked at Abbie. “She does have a point, I didn’t think of that, a boy in a dress. She has no make-up or anything to make her look like the girly she is.” 

He held on to the rear seatbelts tighter, his knuckles whitening with the effort. 

“Do you have your make-up bag with you Abbie?” 

“Yes mum?” 

“OK this is what we’ll do. Abbie and I will make you up to look pretty and then so one will recognise you. We’ll come into the back seat to do it.” 

“No,” he replied. 

Camille and Abbie got out the front and into the back seat either side of him. 

“Now,” said Camille. “You will be going shopping with us, we have appointments to keep and you have a choice. Either we disguise you with make-up and do you hair a little or we pull you out looking like a long-haired male in a dress. What’s it to be?” 

He looked at each of them in turn. Abbie was already rummaging through her make-up bag. 

He flopped back in the car seat. They were much stronger than him and any struggle would attract even more attention. He didn’t need that. He closed his eyes, put the back of his head against the rear of the seat and waited. 

“Good girl,” said Camille as he felt Abbie start to work on his eye lids. 

Once they had finished, he opened his eyes. Camille and Abbie were looking at him with expressions of happiness. Abbie held a small hand-held circular mirror to his face. He didn’t recognise himself as the attractive girl looking back. How had that happened? 

Abbie spent a few minutes brushing his hair. He looked again in Abbie’s mirror and had to admit that he looked good as a girl. He felt a pang of interest in his cock in agreement. Camille and Abbie had softened and were treating him better. It was a relief. He supposed it was nice of them to disguise him rather than allow him to look like a male in a dress. He decided to go along with things for today to keep the peace. He was sure he could now get away with his new more feminine appearance. No one would recognise him looking like this, best to keep the peace and get things over with. More important was that feeling that Camille and Abbie were being nicer to him. They had considered his appearance.  That was good wasn’t it? 

Camille took his hand and guided him our of the car and onto the rough concrete floor of the car park. He steadied himself on his new heels and with his free hand he ruffled down his short dress. He would need to be careful sitting down otherwise his knickers would show. That was something new to think about. They made their way to the car park exit and through to the shopping centre. Camille maintained a tight grip on his hand which was reassuring for him. He felt odd but liberated. The breeze flew around his bare legs and up to touch his shaved cock and balls though the thin cotton knickers. This was a very new sensation and one that he was enjoying although he was not about to tell Camille or Abbie. 

They walked into the shopping centre, hundreds of people were milling around. A surge of 

panic hit him and he tried to stop but Camille marched on, tightening her grip on his hand. No one looked at them. He relaxed. 

“We’re a little late for the first appointment so no funny business girly.” 

He lost his balance on his unfamiliar higher heels, stumbling as Camille walked fast. He managed to stay upright. No one was looking. His make-up, hairstyle and slim appearance was helping to avoid anyone noticing him as a male. Camille had been right. He should listen to her more often. He supposed she was thinking about what was best for him. There was some logic to him having to wear Abbie’s cast-offs. They didn’t have so much money any more. He would have to play his part in economising. He was less sure that a closer inspection would not be so successful. 

“Where exactly are we going Camille?” He asked as Camille had not yet explained why he needed to be there for the appointments. 

“You’ll see,” was all she would say by way of explanation. “I have two appointments for you today.” 

 So what were his appointments for? He thought with disquiet. 

They stopped outside a large women’s hairdressers. The front of the shop had two large plate-glass windows. He peered though the condensation and saw rows of seats with women of various ages having their hair done. Some were being blow-dried, some were going though colouring, others were being styled. 

“You can’t be serious Camille?” He stated as the realisation of his first appointment dawned on him. From the corner of his eye he could see Abbie with a grin like the Cheshire cat from Alice in Wonderland. 

“I’m deadly serious,” she said as she gripped his hand tighter as she pulled him in. Abbie skipped in behind them. A young shop assistant with blond flowing hair and too much make-up came up to Camille. 

“Hello Camille, please come to the end of the shop, we have a seat reserved for your niece,” 

she said smiling. She turned to face him. Her face dropped in surprise as she saw from her close-up view that he was not in fact a girl. She attempted a smile which appeared stuck falsely to her face in a rictus grin. 

Camille led him down between the rows of women having their hair done to the last seat and pushed him into the seat. 

“What is going on Camille?” He asked in an angry stage whisper. 

“Sit there and be a good girl and do whatever the nice hairdresser tells you to do. OK?” 

He tried to get up and Camille and Abbie pushed him down on both his shoulders. He looked 

to the side as he saw an attractive tall lady approach them. Her long brown bob style hair and tall figure making her look like a model from a woman’s magazine. She greeted Camille and Abbie, it was clear they knew each other from the warmth of the hugs. The hairdresser, who they had greeted as Riaz, seemed to have had prior instructions. She set about his hair with gusto. She didn’t seem to have noticed he was male or wasn’t bothered. He could do nothing but relax and watch things in the mirror over the sink in front of him. Although the blond girl had spotted him as a male, he didn’t look too bad as a girl he had to admit. Whatever Riaz was going to do with him, he could not escape now. Camille and Abbie had positioned themselves either side like Prime Ministerial bodyguards. 

They were not guarding him though but imprisoning him. 

“You have very pretty hair.” Riaz said as she worked. “What’s your name then?” 

He opened his mouth to reply but then realised that Riaz thought he was a girl. As his name was male he would give things away. An uncomfortable few silent moments passed before Camille rescued the situation. 

“She does have pretty hair and we’re looking forward to you making it even prettier Riaz.” 

Riaz smiled at Camille sweetly and forgot to ask his name again. She explained she was lightening his hair and styling into something much better. He had to go with it, he was completely trapped. The thought that his only clothing was to be Abbie’s cast-offs made him think again about this may be for the best. It felt wrong but he could see Camille’s point. 

Once she finished he looked up at himself in the mirror. He was astonished at how good he looked as a girl. Then a wave of embarrassment went over him like a cold tide lapping up on his masculinity. He couldn’t believe he had such a beautiful long blond female hairstyle. It dropped over his shoulders in curled waves. 

“This style suits your niece,” Riaz said looking at Camille. “She’s a very pretty girl Camille you must be very proud of your niece,” Riaz continued. He sank into his chair with further embarrassment. Perhaps it was for the best but that didn’t make it easy. 

Camille paid Riaz and they left the hairdressers in a hurry. Camille held his hand tightly once again. He put his head down in his shame, praying to himself that he would see no one he knew from his college.  After the shame of the hairdressers what could be next? 

They strode along the high street and into a nail parlour. A row of young ladies from the Philippines were doing the nails of a range of different women of all ages. The medical-style masks sitting across the faces of the beauty workers as they filed, painted and shaped nails. He pulled against Camille’s hand and started to drag against her. He had put up with enough and although no one there seemed to notice he wasn’t a real girl, he felt awful. He whispered in Camille’s ear. 

“Please Camille, why are you doing this to me? I thought we didn’t have any money but this 

must be costing a lot? 

Camille stopped. “It’s a practical decision. You can either look like a male in female clothing and invite ridicule or we can disguise you to get away with it.” 

He didn’t look convinced but again the reminder of the logic in her argument made him stall. 

“Anyway,” she continued. “You were an obnoxious male so turning you into a girl can only be an improvement. We’ve seen that already.” 

“Turning me into a girl? I thought you said it was a disguise?” 

“Same thing.” 

The proprietor greeted Camille as an old friend. She led them to a chair between two other customers. The one to his left looked across. His face dropped. It was his neighbour, Olivia

“Hello Olivia,” said Abbie. 

Olivia looked at each of the three in turn, Abbie, Camille and then him. Her mouth open, not quite believing what she was seeing as he squirmed in his seat. 

“We’re getting  her tidied up. A nice treat for  her,” Abbie continued speaking to Olivia, stressing the female pronoun. 

Camille looked at the proprietor. She’ll have pink finger and toenails please. Shellac. After that you can do the ear piercing. 

He spun round, “ear piercing?” 

“Of course dear,” Camille answered. “You’re going to be such a pretty young girl?” 

He gulped as a hot flush descended over his face. Olivia watched, her mouth gulping like a landed fish gasping for air. 

CHAPTER NINE

Jenny 


2016

Jenny woke with difficulty and put her arms out of her purple sheets. She stretched back onto the matching purple pillows, large frills touched her face. She looked down across her king-size bed: empty, what a waste she thought. She flicked on the radio on the bedside cabinet. The news headlines reported British Olympic team’s triumphant return from the 2016 Rio Olympics. 

Deep purple wallpaper on the wall behind her head. A feature wall as proposed in all the good home magazines, the other two walls a light purple matt shade. Facing her, a row of mirror-doored wardrobes. One door stood ajar giving a glimpse of over-packed dresses and jackets. 

Sometimes it was tough trying to stay positive. It was necessary to maintain a healthy outlook. She tried to be friendly and keep her body trim. One day Mr Right would arrive. One day. 

Maybe. She reflected on last night’s meal with Annette and Adrian; Adie. It had been fun with Adrian serving them as the housemaid even though he was dressed as a male of course. Shame. She had to admit to herself she liked the idea of making a man more feminine. Exciting even. She jumped out of bed, her light pink nightie fitting her body like it had been made for her. She studied her reflection in the full length mirror and was pleased with her body. She looked closer, necessary these days without her glasses, which she didn’t like to wear. She thought they made her look too much like a school teacher. Skin starting to sag, did she need a face lift? Mouth too wide she thought. It didn’t stop her smiling though. Stay positive. She put her hands and lifted her large firm boobs and smiled. A good asset, no, a great asset she thought. 

She wandered away from the mirror and thought again about last night. When Annette and Adrian had moved in next door four years ago they seemed the perfect couple. Something had happened to Adrian recently, he’d become lazy. Annette thinks it was her success that led him into intense jealousy and he’d given up. Jenny giggled at the thought of Adrian as a housemaid, her hand over her mouth. She remembered what they had teased him about and felt herself getting hot. She liked the idea of men wearing skirts and she wasn’t shy about talking about it. She had even occasionally posted on her Facebook and Twitter accounts about it. Photos of men in skirts. She had received a lot of comments and likes from her female friends. No men had commented but was that because they didn’t like the idea or because they were too embarrassed? What was the harm and why not? 

She’d never actually ever done anything about it before. Was that a lack of courage, you could never be sure if the man would react in a bad way. Besides it was more important to find a 

permanent male partner than find someone to put in a skirt. That could come later. Maybe. She was so pleased that Annette had offered Adrian to her to be her ‘housemaid’ too; she couldn’t wait. He’d not been happy to be called a housemaid which made it even more fun. Shame that he wouldn’t be in a skirt or, even better, a little maid’s dress. She giggled to herself again. Annette had given her 

‘carte-blanche’ to do what was necessary to get him to conform. She shivered in anticipation. 

After showering, she put on her make-up. This, to her, was like getting dressed. Her mask, her cover. She squeezed into her skirt and blouse and, after a coffee, she went out to work for the day. 

There was an extra spring in her step today. Annette said Adrian would be round at 5pm to clean her place. She giggled again. She would make sure she was home to enjoy this. Carte-blanche. 

Anything. She shuddered in glee. 

Annette and Adrian were younger than her 48 years, maybe 38 she thought, but she liked Annette. She was so steady and solid, the opposite to her. Jenny knew she had a small vein of bi-sexuality running though. Annette would be her type if she ever gave up on men. And assuming Annette did too of course. Annette had given up on one man it seemed. Well at least in the thought of him as a man. 

Adrian on the other hand, what to think about him? Before he went a little odd, a little bit lazy, he was lovely she thought. On the looks side, she would never have kicked him out of bed. 

Even now. He had became lazy, indolent according to Annette. That didn’t make him less interesting for her though. No, that was more interesting as she could dominate him, play with him. That would be fun. Carte-blanche Annette said. She understood why Annette had lost her patience with him as a husband but as a submissive? That was interesting. She went out to work thinking of 5pm and being in charge. 

The day passed slowly as her mind was filled with the thought of Adrian cleaning her home while she told him what to do. She even got home early as she couldn’t concentrate. At exactly 5pm the tune of the doorbell rang our and a frisson of excitement shot though her stomach. It was Adrian coming to do her housework for her.  It was really  going to happen, how exciting!  

She went downstairs and let him him. She could see that he seemed quiet. She told him what she needed; house cleaned and dusted and the ironing done. He grunted but did as he was told which she liked. He set about his work without enthusiasm as Jenny looked and sighed. She would have preferred him in a little dress. Maybe she could try something else, she was sure that Annette wouldn’t mind. She knew Annette wouldn’t mind. Anyway Annette was working late in her central London office so they had plenty of time. 

“Adie darling are you ok?” She called out after twenty minutes of silence. 

“Yes Jenny,” he answered from the next room, his voice unhappy and morose. 

Jenny went into the dining room to watch him. “I’m worried you’ll get your clothes dirty. 

Remember we spoke about that yesterday. Let me find you an apron or something.” 

“I’m fine,” he mumbled. “Dust is not a problem.” 

“Nonsense,” she said and disappeared into the kitchen with her distinctive chicken strut. 

She returned with a pink flowery apron with large frills around it. 

“It’s all I have,” she lied. Besides, Annette said you would do what I asked and I’m asking you to wear this. I feel guilty about you getting your clothes dirty.” 

He stopped working and looked at her with a disapproving stare. 

She put her hand to her bottom lip. An idea came to her. Innocent but a little naughty “Oh dear. The apron won’t protect the bottom of your trousers It only comes down to the top of your little willy area.” He stood back, surprised at her casual reference to his cock as his little willy. ” I know what to do. Take off your trousers and then put this on?” She smiled at him. A picture of innocence. 

“I’m not removing my trousers Jenny,” he replied. “Or putting on the apron, I’ll be fine.” 

“OK dear as you wish,” Jenny replied. She wanted his trousers off. Annette would be expecting her to have achieved something. She thought for a few moments. It would be much more fun to have him here cleaning in fewer clothing, a skirt or dress, or naked. But what to do? The idea came to her. She went into the kitchen and asked him if he would like some nice red wine to make things more relaxed. Adrian replied yes from the next room. Jenny poured the wine into two glasses on the side and called him into the kitchen. He scraped the stool along the dark ceramic floor tiles and sat. She went to give him his glass of wine and stumbled on purpose. The entire contents poured into his lap. His beige chino trousers soaked up the red liquid like a sponge, from the crotch area down the legs. The liquid slash across his trousers like a red river delta. He jumped up as the wine dripped off his legs and onto the floor. 

“Oh no, I’m so sorry,” she said fighting a smile of deep satisfaction. “Quick take off your trousers Adie or they will stain permanently. I’ll put on some stain remover and I can put them into the washing machine. Time is of the essence though if we want to save them.” Satisfaction coursed through her face. 

He hesitated. 

Oh come on don’t be shy it’s only me,” and with that she tugged his chinos down and dropped them to his ankles. “Step out of them dear.” 

She was too quick and He did as he was told and stood there self-consciously in his underpants. His thighs were stained red and a large red blotch covered the front of his underpants. 

She could see the shape of his cock as the stained cotton material of his pants clung to his skin. She had aimed well. Jenny picked up his trousers with a quick glance at the bulge in his underpants as 

her head passed it. She rubbed a copious amount of stain remover into the chinos and put them in the washing machine. She stood up. 

“I’m going to need your underpants too dear, they are very badly stained and very wet.” 

“I can’t stand here naked Jenny. I’ll be fine, let them dry out on my body heat.” 

“Oh don’t be silly, you’ve got nothing I haven’t seen before. Come here.” 

Jenny whipped his pants down before he could react. She feigned disinterest in his naked cock and balls. She threw short glances at the red-stained cock as she worked on the front of his underpants with a bar of stain remover. She placed them into the washing machine on top of the crumpled chinos and set it to wash. She put on a studied face of concentration and kept apologising for being so clumsy. All the while staring at his red cock. 

Jenny stood up from the washing machine and smiled at the large red stain on his thighs and cock as he stood there embarrassed. He didn’t know what to do so placed his hands over his cock and balls. She could see some interest though as he had semi-erection he was trying to press down. 

“Let me clean the wine of your legs and then I’ll find you something to put on and cover Mr Winky here.” She smiled as she stared at his genital area and then into his eyes with an expression of desire. He shivered. 

Jenny soaked a cloth and knelt down and began to wipe at his thighs. she got up and rinsed the wine out in the sink, again affecting a look of concentration in her task. 

“I feel stupid here with nothing on Jenny. What would Annette say?” He looked around wondering how he had got into this situation. Jenny began wiping around his hands covering his cock. 

“Come on Adie, you don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.” With that she pulled his hands away and his cock sprung free. He gulped in horror. 

“Don’t be silly, you have wine all over your willy.” She grabbed it with one hand and began wiping it clean with the cloth. She wiped the wine away while looking at him with lips pursed. She lifted his now hard pulsing cock and looked at his balls. “All clean here Adie.” 

She continued cleaning by pulling back his foreskin and wiping the head of his cock. 

“Look Jenny, please don’t tell Annette I’ve stood in your house naked will you. I’m already in enough trouble and even though it was an accident, she would go crazy.” 

“Of course Adie I won’t say a thing about this.” She continued to hold his cock as she spoke. 

She started to rub the cloth up and down. He gasped. 

“Jenny, what are you doing? Why don’t you find me something to put on.” 

She looked at him at stopped down so her face was level with his cock. 

“I’m checking that you have no wine stains here Adie.” She lifted his erection and inspected his balls. She then pulled back his foreskin again to expose the head of his now swollen engorged 

cock, an inch from her mouth. She breathed on it and her mouth opened slightly. Her eyes went up to his. His wasn’t fighting her. 

“You have a nice willy Adie.” He gasped again. “It’s a nice shape. Not that big but I like it anyway. She inspected it and noted he didn’t pull away. 

“Thank you, I think,” he gasped again. 

She thought this was her moment and moved her mouth over to enclose his cock head. Her lips pressed on it and moved down the shaft to its base. She could feel the end against her tonsils. 

Her hand moved to his balls and she grabbed them hard. He jumped a little at the intensity of her grip. Her mouth then moved up and down the shaft and she could feel he was about to cum. She sucked with force and pulled hard down on his balls, her tongue whipped across the tip of his cock. 

Her throat received a blast of cum and she groaned in satisfied pleasure as she continued to suck every drop clean, swallowing it like a cold drink in a drought. She had lived in a two-year drought but now it had rained on her tonsils. 

Jenny withdrew her mouth and stood up, a dreamy look on her face. “I’ll get you something to put on now Adie.” She left the kitchen looking back over her shoulder at him. His face was a picture of guilt. She had him where she wanted him and she surprised herself. She felt no guilt at using Annette’s husband. Annette had said carte-blanche. 

She went to her bedroom and returned with an item of her clothing. “Here slip this on,” she said to him. He was sitting morose, his cock now shrivelled and soft. She hadn’t been able to resist looking once more. It had been a while. 

He took the white material from her hand and opened it and looked at it in incomprehension. 

“It’s a white skirt Jenny.” 

“Yes, I don’t have any male clothes here do I? It has an elastic waistband so it should be fine.” 

Jenny smiled in a friendly way at him. “I don’t mind if you would prefer to clean for me naked, you don’t have to wear the skirt.” She hesitated and looked serious. “What we don’t want though is Annette to know about what we’ve just done do we? If we don’t tell her then she won’t get to know about you wearing a little skirt for me either.” He got the message, p ut the skirt on or else she’ll tell Annette what happened.  He had no clue that Annette had set this up. 

She knew he wouldn’t risk it, he had more to lose than her. He growled a complaint but stood and pulled it on and stood. Without saying anything he went to the dining room to continue cleaning. Jenny followed him, a smug expression fixed to her mouth. The salty taste of his sperm still on her tongue as she licked her lips and sucked on her tongue. She wanted to savour his taste. 

She sat down to watch him work, his little white skirt swaying around his bum with the movements of the cleaning. When he bent, his naked bum became exposed. She could sometimes see his cock 

and balls swaying with the cleaning motion. He looked back at her self-consciously, her stare burning into his back. 

 I’m going to have to do this again very soon she thought. S he smiled to herself in satisfaction. 

 But next time I want some satisfaction myself. 



CHAPTER TEN

Camille and Abbie 


1996

He put the hoover down on the carpeted floor. He’d finished hoovering the entire downstairs as per Camille’s instructions. Camille and Abbie were watching the news together on TV as he worked. 

President Clinton had authorised missile strikes on Saddam Hussain’s Iraq. The world was becoming a more dangerous place he thought, and not only in Iraq but here at home too. He looked up at the clock. 1pm, they would want some lunch. The TV news was now showing pictures of Edinburgh and a report about a cloned sheep called Dolly. 

He put the hoover away and went to the kitchen to prepare the food. He looked through the kitchen units opening the pine doors. He stretched up and liked the sensation of his short dress raising against his smooth legs. He would have preferred something a little longer. Abbie was forever commenting on his ‘pretty knickers’ which showed when he bent. He rustled up some food for their lunch. He laid cutlery on the table and brought the meal in, Camille and Abbie saw him and made their way to sit down at the table. He brought in glasses of water and placed them in front of the two women. Camille looked at him, a gentle reminder that he had to curtsey as she had taught him that morning. He found the curtseying a difficult changes. It put him squarely in the position of submissive to the two women. The submission was pleasing with Camille and erotic. Not so pleasing with Abbie who was nasty to him. It was erotic though. He held the hem of his short pleated dress, his bright pink Shellac nail varnish glowing against the white of his dress. The nails fresh from yesterday’s trip to the nail parlour in the shopping centre. 

Flash! A bright light blinded him, white blobs formed in his vision. Abbie had pulled out a camera and had taken a photo of him at the depth of his curtsey. He came up and demanded she delete it. 

“Oh no, I’m going to show my friends exactly what a sissy girl you are,” she replied with a wicked grin. 

“Camille please,” he pleaded. She waved his protestation away. 

He sat at one end of the table in a dark mood. He fiddled with his earlobes, sore from the piercings yesterday. Large ringed earrings dangled between the strands of his long smooth hair. The lady in the shop had suggested studs or very small rings until the soreness subsided. Camille had insisted he wear large obvious earrings straight away. That said, she was being kinder to him and had helped him bathe his new pierced earlobes to help them recover. Being a girl had softened Camille’s demeanour towards him. For that reason he accepted his feminisation as a relief. 

Abbie had ‘kindly’ given him higher heels to wear and his calves were becoming very tight. 

Sitting allowed them to recover. He moved his hand from his earrings to his hair to stroke his long fair strands. It had a very different feel to how it had been before. He liked its touch which made him want to stroke it more, a fact that Abbie had spotted and commented on. He had worn his hair long for some years but it was never in this condition, smooth, shiny and thick. It had a wave where the hairdresser had used curlers to give it more style and body. She had also cut a fringe across his forehead which reached down to his eyebrows. The hairdresser had thinned out his eyebrows and now they were arched. The dress, the hair, the tidy pink glossy nails on fingers and toes did feel good. He couldn’t understand exactly why. If he had a choice he would return to being a young man but he had also uncovered feelings he never knew existed. 

Now he knew why girls spent so much time on their appearance, it felt nice. I t felt wonderful. 

But. He wasn’t a girl though, he was a male. He would be restarting college in a couple of days and he didn’t want his friends and classmates to see him like this. Dressed as a girl. He needed to speak to Camille about that. What was going to happen? He could not arrive there looking like a girl. He needed a discussion about how to revert to looking like a male. For college at least. It was time to put his mind at rest and bring it up. 

“Camille?” 

“Yes dear,” she replied in the more gentle manner she had adopted now he was feminised. He wanted her to continue to be nicer to him. He still had to ‘empty’ himself for her every morning and evening and that was terrible and wonderful in an equal measure. Those ejaculations were the best, most intense, sexual sensations he’d ever experienced. Everything was a mix of contradicting emotions. Camille treated the whole thing as a necessary but nasty routine which didn’t help his shame. Or his excitement. He guessed she made him do it for the best. Wearing his new female clothing and his pretty hairstyle had given him an almost perpetual hard-on. Camille was probably doing it for his own benefit, wasn’t she? He wished that they didn’t watch him as he masturbated to 

‘empty himself’ into a container. 

He looked at Camille. “I know you want me looking like a girl at home and I’ve given in and you’ve won, but I can’t go to college like this can I?” 

“I don’t want you looking like a girl dear, I want you to become a girl.” Camille smiled kindly which he liked, he didn’t want her angry. But what did she mean she wanted him to be a girl? That wasn’t possible was it? 

Abbie tittered at what her mother had said. He glanced down with worry to the table where the camera sat mischievously by her elbow like a threat. 

“OK Camille sorry, I understand I’m now a girl.” He knew that to argue would annoy her and 

things were so much better now. He had nowhere else to go so had to live in these circumstances. 

He wanted Camille to be nice to him to make his life more comfortable. “But I can’t exactly go to college like this. I’m enrolled as a male and people know me there.” 

“Yes I have been thinking about this and I agree with you.” 

“Mum!” Complained Abbie. “What do you mean? She can’t go back to male clothes, she’s a girl now.” 

Camille ignored her daughter and addressed him. “Yes you can use your old male clothing at first.” 

“Thank you Camille.” Relief flowed through him like a mountain stream and he breathed out. 

Tears formed in his eyes as his tension dropped. Camille had become so much nicer to him now she had moulded him into the girl she wanted him to be. She was even allowing a return to male clothing. His home life was picking up again. 

“This is only for college of course. You’ll be nineteen soon and I want you to be a pretty young lady at all other times.” 

“Of course Camille, thank you,” he smiled,. This was a price worth paying. A compromise. 

Both of us are winning he thought. Yes Camille had definitely mellowed. He couldn’t begin to think about how humiliating it would be to go to college in a dress. Even if the dress felt nice, which it did. They were going to keep these things behind closed doors he thought. And in the shopping centre he realised with gulp. 

Camille smiled at him kindly again but Abbie’s was like thunder. He sat up straight, he had won a bit of a victory against Abbie for the first time in several days. He leant back and basked in his minor victory for a few moments. A faint smile of satisfaction passed his lips. Abbie chose that moment to show that it was a pyrrhic victory as she took two photos of his happy feminised face. 

“But,” Camille said, making him turn back to her in surprise. He was blinking to clear his vision after the flash. “As I have told you, once your male clothes wear out, then it’s Abbie’s cast-offs for college.” 

He gulped. Could he make his old clothing last for another year? If he could, he could then go off to university and escape from Camille and Abbie and return to male-hood. 

“OK Camille,” he said trying to keep her on his side. “That’s very fair of you, thank you.” He knew he was being sycophantic but he also knew it was the best way to deal with Camille. He considered he could make his male clothing last for one year. He didn’t want to be wearing a dress to college but relaxed and continued with his meal. 

The days passed with him working as Camille’s housemaid and it kept the peace. Abbie had less to say to him and they became used to him as a housemaid. He decided to keep his head down 

and do as Camille wanted. Besides, his new female clothing felt good so there was an element of enjoyment also. He would keep those thoughts to himself. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Camille and Abbie


1996

Small pools of water formed on the window sills. The morning condensation forming in his heated bedroom. His first day back at college and he jumped out of bed with enthusiasm for the first time for days. He pulled on a pair of his old male jeans and a shirt. They felt rough on his shaved legs compared to the female clothing he had been wearing. They were restrictive and tight, but necessary if he were to return to some normality. A feeling of disappointment washed over him as he looked in the mirror. He wasn’t wearing a pretty light summer dress. He tried to push those thoughts and yearnings away. The jeans were a bit more tight than before and may not fit for much longer. He would cross that bridge when he came to it. For now he felt happier that he wouldn’t be humiliated at college and that was the main thing. He felt more relaxed than he had since before his father had been arrested and Camille had turned on him. His life could return to some semblance of normality, at least at college anyway. 

He looked at himself more closely in the mirror. The earring holes showed. Never mind he was sure his long hair would cover them.  Oh no, his hair!  In his eagerness to wear male clothing again he’d forgotten that his hair was platinum blond. Worse still it was styled in a feminine style with a long fringe to his eyelashes. It was a girl’s style.  What to do?  He got his hair brush and smoothed it into a side parting and gelled the fringe across and back in a more male style. It was feminine but better. He decided to leave it scruffy at the ends and that he may get away with it. He washed off his pink nail covering with remover. His whole body relaxed, the stress of the thought of going to college looking like a girl drifted away. 

He went downstairs with a light step to have breakfast. Camille was waiting in the kitchen. 

She looked up with a smile which then melted away. 

“What have you done to your hair and where are you earrings?” 

“I thought…,” he started. 

“You thought? You thought? I said you could wear your old male clothes not remove your earrings or mess your hair up.” She saw his nails. “Or take off your nail varnish. I paid good money to make you look pretty and you do this?” Camille was angry and he stepped back in shock. She was right he had assumed he would be reverting to a male look for the return to college and it had been too good to be true. Camille was right, she had only said he could wear male clothing, not remove his earrings or nail varnish. He gulped, his mind racing at the new reality. 

“Get back up stairs, wash that muck out of your hair, then brush your fringe back to la girl’s style. You will then put your earrings back in. The holes will close if you take them out and we want that. Do we? You’ll then come back here so I can apply some more nail varnish which you WILL 

wear to college. You’re a girl now. I only let you wear your old male clothing to college to help you in a smoother transition to your new gender.” 

He slunk back upstairs distraught. He’d thought he would be going to college as a male and now he wouldn’t; he’d be going as a hybrid! He washed the gel out of his hair. He clipped the smaller ring earrings back into the holes in his earlobes. He hoped Camille would allow him to wear the smaller ones. He went back downstairs where Camille was waiting for him, her face like a dark thunder cloud about to disgorge its contents. 

“Get into the dining room now,” she ordered. Abbie was waiting there. “Abbie put this varnish on her fingernails while I blow dry her hair back to some kind of pretty style.” She huffed in indignation. 

He wanted to cry but had no chance to do anything else. At least he was in jeans and tee shirt. 

He could do something with his hair once he got to college. Camille blow-dried his long fair hair back into a feminine style. She curled his fringe and dried his hair to curl in and into his face and cheeks. She then curled the ends up like a fifties movie star. She put a light holding spray over it to hold. Abbie used an ivory-coloured nail varnish rather than red or pink colour. Camille had told her to be discreet for his first time out at college as a girl. 

Camille said she understood that it would be difficult for him to appear there as a girl. this was why she was being kind and allowing him to wear his old male clothing and plainer nail varnish. She said she’d noticed he had his smaller earrings. She told him she would let it go for today but the larger ones were the future. 

He asked Camille if he could take the nail varnish and hair brush to college in case he needed to tidy himself up. Camille looked surprised but pleased and she agreed. He had had another idea though. He would get off the bus one stop early and go to a shop to get nail varnish remover and hair gel. He’d style it back into a more male style and remove the nail varnish. Then he’d reapply it outside the house in the evening. It might work. Events were to take another route though. 

“OK, let’s get off to college and as I don’t want you to try that trick of removing your earrings and varnish. I’ll be taking you to college for the first couple of days in the car and I’ll drop you off at the gates.” Camille said with menace. She’d guessed exactly his plan and Abbie giggled feeling that she was back on top. 

He arrived at the college in the back of Camille’s car and got out feeling exposed. His long blond 

hair, earrings and nail varnish seemed to be screaming out, “look at me. I’m a girl.” At least she’d allowed flat male trainers with his jeans. He put his hands in a fist to hide the nail varnish and shook his head to hide the earrings behind his hair. He made his way to his classroom with his head down trying to avoid eye contact and he entered his classroom. He went to the classroom early to avoid having to walk in before a full class of students. 

The young female tutor looked up as he entered and threw him an unknowing stare. 

Recognition filtered through to her brain and her eyes flitted over his hair. 

“Morning Miss Clark,” he mumbled as he hurried passed her, head down. 

She coughed to hide her embarrassment and stuttered back, “er, yes, er, hello.” 

He still had his hands in a fist to hide the varnished nails. He saw Miss Clark’s eyes dart to his earring as the long strands of his hair had parted to reveal an ear. Seeing her staring at it, he stroked his hair together to cover his earlobe revealing an ivory-coloured set of nails. He sat at the back of the room. He put his head down as his eyes shot up to the wall clock above Ms Clark’s head; ten minutes to the start of the lesson. His head stayed down, blond hair covering his face. He could see from his peripheral vision that two classmates had entered, Jessica and Mia. They were both talking to each other at the same time and both sets of eyes shot over to him. He cringed in his seat. They hadn’t recognised him but they were coming towards him, thinking he was a new girl in the class. 

The two girls sat next to him. 

“Hello,” the taller of the two said smiling. “I like your hair, very pretty.” She continued to look at him as he kept his head down and his eyes looking up through his thick fringe. Jessica’s eyes framed by thin purple plastic glasses and a round pretty face. “My name’s Jessica, what’s yours.” 

Other students were now entering the lecture room. Jessica and Mia continued to look at him waiting for a reply to their friendly approach. 

“Hello Jessica,” he whimpered. A stab of recognition flashed into Jessica and Mia’s eyes at the same time at the sound of his familiar voice. 

“They peered closer and Jessica lifted his head. “It’s you,” she screamed. “You’re wearing earrings too? You’ve changed a bit since last year.” Jessica giggled but her manner was friendly. 

They didn’t appear annoyed or concerned at his new appearance. On the contrary, he thought, they seemed pleased. 

He looked up. Might as well get it over with he thought. “Yes it’s me.” 

The class was filling fast and others spun round to watch what was going on. Miss Clark was watching in fascination from the front. He had become the centre of attention he did not want. He cringed in his seat and placed an exercise book he’d been carrying on the desk. Mia immediately 

spotted his fingers. “You have nail varnish on too. Are you a girl now?” It was too loud. 

The entire class started looking at him and speaking all at once. Some were laughing as the class descended into chaos. He looked across at his two best friends, John and Michael from his band. They returned the look for a moment before turning away.  This was going to be a long day he thought to himself. 

And so it proved. Whilst the girls were friendly, he had faced taunts and hostility from the boys. at the college and they all avoided him, Michael and John looking hurt. He sought sanctuary with the girls in his class. They seemed welcoming and inquisitive. 

“Why do you now have a girl’s hairstyle? Why did you get your ears pierced? Do you want to be a girl?” They were pleasant but the questions were humiliating. 

The day passed at a snail’s pace. He looked at his watch, five minutes to go before he could rush home. But to what? Camille and Abbie and housework. He had to admit he missed the freedom of wearing a skirt, he felt enclosed. He still had knickers on under his jeans which was something. It was that restriction with trousers, there was no air flow, no freedom. He shook his head at these thoughts. 

The class was dismissed at the end of the day and he made his way home on the bus. Strange looks followed him even though he tried to keep his head down. He entered his house and went through to the living room and sat down with a sigh. He said hello to Camille who was sitting reading. 

“And what have you forgotten? She asked

“I don’t know,” he replied, confused. 

“No trousers in the house, you know the rule, I only allowed trousers for college. Now go up stairs and put a skirt on, there’s a good girl.” She didn’t look pleased to see him. 

He sighed again and turned round and trundled up the stairs to change. 

He returned in a short pink pleated skirt and white top that Camille had laid out on his bed, Camille smiled. He could see her mellow now he was back in a skirt. She asked him about his day. 

He burst out crying and related his story, the hostility of the boys and the friendship from the girls. 

Camille looked at him. 

“It’s not working is it dearie?” She said

“No Camille it’s not working, they still thought I looked like a girl even in my male clothes.” 

“Yes that’s what I meant. Male clothes and a girl’s hairstyle, fingernails and earrings don’t go together. But I tried to make things easier for you by allowing you to wear your male clothes but it was wrong wasn’t it dear?” 

He felt comfortable being able to speak Camille one to one and she was being so gentle and understanding. 

“No they don’t go together,” he replied. 

“What do you think we should do then dearie?” 

“I should remove my earrings, clean off the nail varnish and do something more male with my hair style for tomorrow.” 

“Is that what you’d like dearie?” Camille asked. 

“Yes please Camille.” His voice fell to a pleading whisper. 

“Ok but there is a better way.” Camille waited, hanging on her last word, a kind smile coming across her face. He looked up waiting to hear what might be better. “You can wear a nice dress tomorrow to college so you fit in better,” Camille said. 

He sat up, the colour fell from his face like a container leaking away. “No please that would be worse.” 

I don’t think so. It would be so much better my way, to be clear about these things. You’re a girl so why not be a girl? I’ll ask Abbie to find a pretty dress for you to wear tomorrow. You’ll look so pretty. I was trying to phase your move into becoming a girl gently, to help you and others to accept the changes. It didn’t work so let’s accept you’re a girl and get it over with in one hit and move on shall we? I’m only thinking of your best interests.” 

He looked at her in horror. She expected him to attend college in a summer dress! There seemed no way out of it, he had nowhere else to live and no one to go to for help with his father in prison. He had no option but to live as a girl and a housemaid and now to be a girl permanently. His tears began to flow down both cheeks as Camille looked on. She came over to him and put her arm round him. A soft cuddle, his head fell on her shoulders. She whispered, “there there, it’s for you. 

You’ll thank me one day.” 

He felt a deep comfort from her affection as she stroked the back of his head and his long soft hair. 

“You stay there and I’ll make some tea for us.” She was being so kind to him. 

He felt a deep sorrow for his lost maleness but a growing excitable erection at the thought of his feminisation coming to a peak. Now he had the feeling of air around his cock and the short soft skirts against his hairless legs. He looked down at the little pink skirt he was wearing. It was beautiful, exciting, stimulating and horrible all in one. 

Flash! It was Abbie with that damned camera again, he thought. W hat could be so damned interesting about photos of him in a skirt? 

He decided he would accept the photos and resigned himself to allowing her a little bit of fun. 

He would never tell them that the skirt felt wonderful. It seems that Abbie was right, he was a girl. 

They had won and now he wanted to stray that way and enjoy it. If only it were that simple he thought. His stomach turned over at the prospect of turning up at college tomorrow in a short summer dress. 

CHAPTER TWELVE

Annette 


2016

Annette entered the front door to silence, it was like a school exam room. Her first thought was that Adrian was out, possibly he was still cleaning at Jenny’s house. A moment of jealousy, what were they up to? She dropped her leather handbag and a plastic carrier bag onto the floor after closing the door. The handbag seemed to get heavier, especially after a long day in the office. She had been looking forward to flopping on the sofa, but now she as wary. Something wasn’t right, she’d expected the smell of dinner to greet her. The only smell hitting her nostrils was that of chemically-induced honeysuckle emanating from the air freshener. She looked at her watch, almost 8.00pm. 

Where was he? What had happened at Jenny’s? 

Annette walked into the living room and stopped dead. There was Adrian fast asleep on the sofa, his mouth open. Heavy breathing the only sound. 

Fury filled her head. “What are you doing?” She screamed causing him to jump and stand. He looked around rubbing his eyes, sleep making him disorientated. 

“Sorry Annette,” he mumbled. “I spent the afternoon cleaning and washing for Jenny and I fell asleep. 

Annette walked up to him and slapped him across the face. He put his hand to his face, a deep look of hurt pride in his eyes. 

“Come on Annette, I fell asleep after loads of manual work at Jenny’s.” He said, missing out the part where Jenny had given him a delicious blow job and that was partly why he was so tired now. He also left out the part where Jenny had blackmailed him into cleaning her home in a skirt. 

“Your job now is to be my housemaid and you will get into the kitchen and prepare something for me to eat. Now!” Annette was furious. 

Adrian decided that he needed to do as she said considering what he’d done or rather allowed to be done to him at Jenny’s place. 

“Ok Annette I’m sorry I’ll do you something to eat now.” 

Annette continued to stare. 

“Adie?” 

He looked back at her, something was up. “Yes dear,” he replied. 

“I’ve bought you something.” 

He looked at her in confusion. “What have you got me?” 

“Wait.” Annette left the room and returned with the plastic carrier back she had left on the hall floor. She held the bag up for him, a warmer smile on her face now. He took it, looked at it, and then back to her with intense suspicion. 

“What is it?” 

“It’s an item of clothing more appropriate for you now, now you’re to be my housemaid. You are going to make some sort of contribution to the home.” 

He dug into the bag and looked up at her again. He pulled a black cotton item out from the bag and dropped the plastic bag on the floor. He held it out and it unfolded to reveal a black dress, short sleeves and with a flared skirt part. 

“This is a joke, right?” He asked. 

“No. This is for you. I’d like you to put it on. I’ve been thinking about it for some time and clothes maketh the person. You’re to be the housemaid so it’s more appropriate for you to have something to wear that shows your role. It will help you to understand that role.” Annette had decided it was now the time. She allowed herself a smile. The idea excited her. 

Adrian looked at her at dropped the dress on the floor. “It’s not going to happen Annette.” He walked part way to the kitchen and turned round. “What has got into you?” 

Annette stared back. “You will be wearing that dress Adie, you’re delaying the inevitable. 

You’re destined to be my housemaid and housemaids wear dresses. You need to start to be more feminine and do more in the home. For me it makes sense.” 

Adrian turned back round as he heard her continue. “And you’re going to be my secretary and you’ll be wearing a nice smart secretarial skirt for that too. It’s about your new roles and getting into them. I want you in dresses and skirts.” 

“I don’t know what is wrong with you Annette. You’ve gone crazy; dresses, skirts?” He neglected to mention that Jenny had already put him in a skirt but he didn’t want that information known. 

The evening passed in an angry silence although Adrian did cook, clear up and try to be more compliant. He didn’t wear a dress or a skirt for Annette. Annette had other plans. She knew there was something in his past and she had to get to that. The answer to making him submissive to her would be there. 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Adrian


2016

The next morning Annette left the house. She was still angry with him. They had barely spoken to each other the previous evening following the discussion on skirts and dresses. She had mentioned again that morning before she left that she wanted him in a dress and she would eventually get her own way. He scoffed at her, he couldn’t see how she would win. He had a more pressing situation to deal with: Jenny. Today he had to go next door to do her washing and he knew she would try to blackmail him again after the blow-job episode. 

An hour later he was standing outside Jenny’s door waiting for her to answer so he could do the dreaded housework for her. The door crept open and she ushered him inside with that familiar leering look on her face. He feared the worse. 

“I want you to remove all your clothes today Adie,” she said as soon as she’d shut the front door behind him. He stood there, it was as he’d expected and feared. 

“Jenny I don’t want to, can’t I do your washing, hang it up and then get home?” 

“I want you to work naked Adie while I watch you, I do so enjoy looking at your little cock swaying as you work. If you don’t you know I’ll tell Annette how you forced me to give you a blow job. She won’t be very happy will she Adie? And if she kicked you out, where would you go? 

Mmm?” 

She was right, he had little choice. He took his shirt off then removed his shoes and socks as she looked on, ogling. He let his trousers fall to the floor and stopped out of them. 

“And the rest, let’s see you little cock again.” 

He slid down his underpants and his cock became hard. Jenny took it in one hand and began to stroke it in the other then stopped as he gave out a little groan of pleasure. 

“Oh we don’t want you to come yet do we? I have plans for this little thing,” she said shaking his cock. 

She was taunting him and enjoying it. He didn’t understand why she was enjoying his naked but also humiliating him.  Little cock? It wasn’t so small was it?  He stared into her dreamy eyes and then couldn’t help but drop his gaze down to her breasts then down to a tight short mini skirt. She giggled for an instant seeing his stare and pulled him by his cock into the kitchen. 

“Today you’ll do all the washing naked for me and you’ll hang it out on the line in the garden 

– naked.” 

He looked at her in horror. 

“It’s OK no one will see you, we’re secluded, of course Annette would be able to see across the fence but she’s not at home is she?. Besides, she’s seen your  little willy before so it wouldn’t matter.” 

Adrian got the washing from upstairs and put it in the washing machine and started the wash. 

His movements followed by Jenny’s gaping stare. She then told him to wash up her breakfast things. 

He complained that she had a dishwasher but she said she wanted him to do it by hand. It was more fun to watch him stand at the sink and do it naked she said. 

“Oh I do love to see you struggle with your erection, you can’t say you’re not enjoying this, can you Adie?” 

He grunted as he stood at the sink cleaning the dishes, his cock pressed against the unit beneath the sink. She wasn’t wrong he thought, it was nice. But it wasn’t right either. Once finished, Jenny took his stiff cock and pulled him into the living room. She pointed to the duster and furniture polish and told him to clean. He began to clean under her very watchful gaze which seemed to be following his cock more than anything else. 

As he finished she said, “and now you’re going to give me pleasure.” 

“No I shouldn’t Jenny, I’m married to Annette.” 

“Oh yes you will or I will tell her you forced me to give you a blow job.” 

Jenny sat on a wooden dining room chair in front of him, her tight skirt rode up revealing a naked hairless pussy. She pulled it up to her hips and spread her legs wide, inching to the edge of her seat. She sat there, her small sexual cavern inviting him in. 

Come over here and lick me Adie, there’s a good boy. Or is that a good girl? You looked pretty in the skirt yesterday. He moved up and knelt before her her, his face now so close to her pussy he could smell her sex. He moved in and licked her with his tongue, tasting her moist juices which exploded over his face. He drank it in and swallowed. His lips found her swollen clitoris and he sucked on it and she groaned in response. 

“Good boy, good boy, now lick it up and down fast.” She held his head as if to stop him getting away and to intensify her feelings. 

He did as he was told, her juices seemed to never stop flowing. Then she shook and screamed which made him stop. 

“Carry on Adie, carry on,” she whispered huskily as her head dropped back in pleasure. 

He continued, his tongue caressing her bulbous red clitoris with more force. She screamed out again then relaxed back. Her legs remained parted. He waited. After a few moment she sat up. The 

leer returned. 

“Now you can put you cock inside me,” she ordered. 

He felt his cock ratchet up a notch in hardness at her command. But he had to fight the desire. 

He couldn’t have sex with his neighbour and be unfaithful to Annette. 

Jenny leant forward. “I said put it in me.” 

“Jenny, I do want to do it but it’s wrong, I feel bad doing this to Annette.” His resolve was weak though and she saw this. 

“You’re going to do it and Annette need never know. So put it in now.” 

She didn’t wait and grabbed his cock hard and pulled it to her wet expectant pussy. Her warmth, wet and inviting reduced his guilt like an anaesthetic. He could feel her juices and lubricated wet labia against the head of his cock. She rubbed his cock against the opening of her pussy. He couldn’t resist, something had taken over in his brain…and in his cock. Annette disappeared from his mind. He thrust his erection into Jenny’s pussy with purpose. She murmured something inaudible and settled back, allowing her head to fall. He saw her long neck. He moved his cock inside her, thrusting it deep and then back and then deep. Jenny screamed out again and he felt that tell-tale tingle of impending ejaculation. 

“Jenny, I’m coming I need to pull out. I can’t come inside you.” 

“Stay where you are boy, you’re coming inside me,” she replied. Her arm moved round and held the back of his bum. He could hold no longer and exploded inside her, shaking with the intense release. He felt his cum spurting and spurting, without end. It was the most intense orgasm he could remember for some years. The final aftershocks finished, he fell back onto the floor. Sleep came over him as he lay there but he felt the presence of Jenny now standing over him. He looked up in the afterglow of what they’d done, his face burning, his thoughts diffused. He looked up and into her pussy, drips of his cum hanging to her lips and pubic hairs. 

“Up you get, no relaxing. You’ve got cleaning to do.” 

He could see her broad contented grin. He was trapped, a feeling that was familiar. 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Camille and Abbie


1996

The sound of music from the radio downstairs woke him. “I’ll tell you what you want, what you really really want.” The song from the Spice Girls sang out. 

He was sweating in panic. He’d dreamt he had gone to college in a white summer dress and everyone had jeered him, laughed and poked fun at him. He looked up at his wardrobe. Hanging on a wooden hanger was Abbie’s old white summer dress. It was real. Camille had left it there last night to make the point that he had to wear it to college today. He saw thin straps leading to a low cut front where Abbie’s firm breasts used to sit. The dress flared out from the waist area. It was short. His face flushed at the ignominy of it. His reality had soaked into his sub-conscious dreams. 

Camille was going to make him go to college in the little dress. Heat flushed from his body at the thought. 

At that moment, Camille entered his bedroom, there was no privacy for him any more. She ordered him out of bed. He got up, his pink baby doll nightie, his cock and balls exposed by its shortness. A neat pubic hair triangle visible above the bare skin of his former maleness. Camille’s eyes drifted down to his morning glory, his skin straining at its strength. His foreskin rolled back to expose an expectant red cock head. 

“Once you’ve got rid of that nasty erection you can get dressed,” she ordered. She folded her hands to wait for him to perform his morning ritual. 

He picked up two tissues and held them in front of his hard erection. He rubbed as Camille watched with a bored expression telling him to get a move on. He would never get used to this indignity, or the intense pleasure. 

“Come on, hurry up we haven’t got all day, you need to get your makeup on. You’re a girl now so there’s so much more to do.” 

Her words and indifferent expression worked as a stimulus. A rush within his cock exploded into the tissue paper he was holding at the end of his cock. A feeling of acute gratification for a moment followed by the embarrassment from Camille watching him. She huffed at what she saw it as a routine chore. 

“Don’t drop any of your nasty mess on the floor as you’ll then have to clean it up,” she said. It added to his discomfort at having to masturbate in front of his stepmother. He would never tell her but he looked forward to this. She may often be hard with him but she was sexy and authoritative, a 

heady mix for an 18 year old. 

He could see that Camille was there to make sure he put the dress on. She took it from the hanger and waited while he cleaned himself up. After showering he returned to where Camille was still waiting. He put his little knickers on as she waited for him. 

“You’ve forgotten something dearie,” she said. He looked perplexed. “Your bra.” 

“You can’t be serious Camille, a bra? I don’t have any breasts to put in one.” 

“Not yet girly,” and she smiled. “But as a girl you need to wear a bra. Put on one of those nice bras that Abbie and I bought you and then you can slip this pretty dress on.” 

He gulped but complied with her gentle but clear demand. He found a bra on from his underwear drawer and slipped it on. The cups hung loose on his skinny chest. Camille pulled the dress over his head and over his body. She was determined he wear the dress. 

He pulled the hem down to cover his knickers and looked sideways across in the full length mirror. It fitted as if it had been made for him. With his long fair hair falling over his shoulders, it was difficult to see that he was a male. T his might work after all he thought. 

He continued to look at himself and moved his body from from side to side to get a better look as Camille smiled. The smile across her lips indicated she had won. He saw her looking and stopped moving, a feeling of embarrassment came over him. Under the dress, his cock lurched again into a stiff erection at the feel of the dress around his legs. He looked again in the mirror. He looked good. 

Camille left telling him to hurry downstairs to prepare their breakfast. He put on his trainers and plodded down the stairs in his new dress. Camille and Abbie sat at the breakfast bar overlooking the sunlit back garden. They were waiting for him to prepare and serve their breakfast. 

After breakfast Camille told him she would take him to the college again that morning. He swallowed hard as the reality of what was going to happen that morning hit him again and he felt a thump in his chest. In about thirty minutes he would be walking up the steps to the college in a dress. His stomach did one of those now familiar turns and his body shivered. A singing ring announced the sound of the doorbell. It continued its tune as he looked up at the two women. Abbie looked pleased. 

“That’ll be Sophie,” she said. He looked at her in alarm. Sophie was Abbie’s friend. 

Abbie slipped off the stool and skipped to the front door. 

“Why’s Sophie here Camille?” He asked with some concern, expecting the worse. 

“She’s coming with us. I’m dropping you off at the college then Abbie and Sophie at the university. 

“What? She’s coming with us? She’ll see me like this. Does she know you’ve dressed me like this?” 

“No dear,” Camille said. “But everyone will be seeing the new you soon enough so why wait?” 

He put his arms across his chest not knowing how to hide. It was a despairing and futile gesture. He heard Abbie greeting Sophie and letting her in. His eyes widened in horror at the prospect of her seeing him in the dress. He looked around for somewhere to hide as Camille took his hand. It was gentle but firm. He was going nowhere. 

Abbie strode in followed by Sophie. She was a slim girl with thick long brown hair who sometimes seemed angry at the world. He never knew why as her parents were wealthy business owners. Her life was anything but difficult. He remembered her as someone who joined Abbie in making comments at him such as ‘girly boy’. 

“Would you like a coffee or tea Sophie?” Camille asked, her hand still holding his. He liked her holding his hand but knew it was to stop him running. 

“If it’s not too much trouble Camille,” Sophie replied. She looked at him with an unknowing glance. She hadn’t yet noticed it was him. 

“It’s no trouble for me as she’ll make it for you.” Camille said. She nodded her head towards him. 

At that moment realisation dawned on Sophie’s face. It changed from unknowing to surprised to elation like a rising gauge. 

“It’s you…, girly-boy. I didn’t recognise you. I’m not sure why I didn’t as Abbie showed me the photos she’d taken of you,” she screamed with delight. “Well you’re dressed as you should always have been. I will have a coffee girly.” She put her hands together and clapped in her excitement as she watched him make her drink. 

“You know what’s missing Abbie and Camille?” She said as the three women looked at him. 

“What,?” Abbie asked. 

“High heels. Why haven’t you put her in high heels? Those trainers don’t go with that pretty dress.” 

Abbie and Camille looked at each other. Their expressions said  why hadn’t we though of that? 

Abbie left the kitchen and rushed upstairs. She returned holding a pair of light cream coloured shoes in the air like a trophy. He saw two sets of thin straps and a fine two inch heel. 

“We’re the same shoe size so you can have these girly. Why didn’t we think of that mum?” 

Abbie said. 

He looked at the heels wondering how he was going to walk in those heels. Abbie held them for him to take which he did with deep reluctance. Sophie told him to put them on and walk up and down for them. She squealed with joy when Camille told her in her matter-of-fact tone that it was his first day at college as a girl. 

He put the shoes on and walked as instructed up to the front door and back. He actually found that it wasn’t too bad as the heels were not so high. Abbie told him to take smaller steps to make it easier. 

“Excellent,” said Camille. “Time to go.” His stomach did another lurch at the prospect of going to college in the dress. 

“Please Camille, don’t make me do this everyone will laugh at me. It was bad enough yesterday but when I appear in a dress it will be terrible.” 

“Well actually it will be fine.” He looked perplexed at her reply. Camille continued. “I called in to the college yesterday.” 

“You what?” He complained. 

“Yes, yesterday afternoon. I suspected it wouldn’t work with male clothes so I spoke to the head tutor and to your class tutor Miss Clark. I explained how you wanted to transition to a female as soon as possible. They understood having seen you yesterday and they are prepared for you.” 

“But I don’t want to transition to a female Camille, you want me to transition,” he complained. 

“Nonsense, “she smiled back. “I know you want to be a girl, you just haven’t accepted that’s what you want yet that’s all. Remember how we found you dancing in a skirt the other week. You didn’t look very unhappy then did you?” 

He remembered it well and had to admit it did feel lovely. But, there was a difference between enjoying the feel of a skirt on bare legs and air around his cock at home and being a girl outside the home. 

While he was thinking Camille took his hand and pulled him to the front door. He gulped hard as he knew that they were doing this to him. 

She stopped by the front door. “Once today is over, everyone will become used to you dressed as a girl and your life will be much easier,” Camille said. Abbie and Sophie stood behind them giggling. He felt like he was the exhibit in a circus. 

They left the house and got into Camille’s car. Abbie in the front and Sophie in the back sitting next to him. He looked across at her. Her face was stuck in a permanent grin, lips parted exposing straight white middle-class teeth. Her eyes drifted down to his bare exposed smooth white 

legs, like two pieces of long chalk sticks. 

“You’re going to need to be careful how you sit girly or you’ll be showing your knickers,” 

Sophie beamed. “Show me what knickers you have on.” She ordered. 

“Leave her alone Sophie,” Camille said from the front as she drove. Her manner was friendly and joking rather than intending to admonish her. Sophie noted her jokey tone and took it as a cue to continue. 

“Are they small and pink? I hope so and you need to look girly don’t you?” 

His cheeks reddened to a purple shade, like two bruised peaches. Sophie reached out and touched his thigh. He jumped at her touch. 

“Oh so smooth and girl-like,” she said. His purple face now heating up as her hand started moving up his thigh to the hem of his dress. He put his hand on hers to stop her as his dress hem lifted to the bottom of his knickers. His cock twitched at her touch. Sophie pulled his hand away with her other hand. Her fingers tightened on his thigh. Abbie had spun round from the front passenger and was watching events with an arm on the headrest. She had an ‘Abbie smirk’ on her face. 

Sophie stopped moving her hand up his leg and he breathed a sigh of relief. The bottom of his white pink lined knickers were now exposed, a bulge from his balls showing below the hem. His relief was short-lived as Sophie lifted his dress to expose his knickers. A large protuberance at their front covering his quivering erection. Either side his balls were now exposed as the tiny material strained to contain his erection. Sophie looked for a few moments, cocking her head to one side as she inspected his bulge. She flicked it with her fingers, laughed and dropped the skirt back. He smoothed it down. 

“Very pretty,” she said and turned away. She lost interest as they approached the college gates. 

His whole body froze in fear as the car stopped outside the building. 

“OK out you get girly,” Camille said as she turned round, an arm on the back of her seat. 

“Have a nice day.” 

He remained rooted to the rear seat. 

“Get out or I’ll pull you out and that would be worse as everyone would start looking,” Abbie said. 

He put his hand on the door handle and let it rest for a few uncomfortable moments. He breathed in and pulled it and the door swung open onto the footpath. He looked out and saw the groups of students making their way into the building. He pulled down the front of his dress to make sure it covered as much of his legs as possible, which wasn’t much. He was doing everything 

in slow motion to delay the inevitable. 

“Will you hurry up girl, I’ll get a parking ticket if I wait here much longer.” Camille’s hard tone jarred against his reticence. 

He pushed himself out of the car and stood on the pavement as three pairs of sparkling eyes followed him. He turned round and bent down to slam the door shut. The broad smiles of Abbie and Sophie watched him standing there as they pulled off. Sophie waved as Abbie produced her camera again and took several photos of him as they moved away. The car accelerated and disappeared down the road. He turned back to face the college building, his legs and body wavered. Partly to balance in his unfamiliar heels and partly in fear. People passed him either side and no one took any notice. It was as if they registered him as a girl. He breathed in and took his first uncertain first steps towards the main doors. Still no one looked at him. A thought crossed his mind as he entered the building through the double entrance doors. He could turn round and leave.  Why not spend the day wandering the streets?  

He seemed to be getting away with looking like a girl so it might work. But he was in his final year and, once completed, he would be able to escape from Camille and Abbie’s control. He had good grades and university beckoned. He had no choice. A year of humiliation then freedom. he had to continue and get it over with. He looked to the parquet floor of the hall and made his way to the classroom. 

He arrived at the closed class door. Through the frosted glass he make out that Miss Clark and many of the class were already at their seats. This time he would have to walk in and be watched by everyone as he made his way to his desk. He twisted the brass handle and swung the door open. He effected an air of fake nonchalance. All eyes looked up. He could see they had all been told he would arrive as a girl. He walked in in silence as Miss Clark stood and smiled a nervous smile. He slipped on his unfamiliar heels and one foot fell sideways twisting his ankle. A couple of male voiced titters rang out. A stifled snigger elsewhere. He smoothed down his dress in a vain attempt to recover some dignity. His face and his whole body went deep shade of warm scarlet, his scalp burning with shame. 

“Come and sit here,” Miss Clark indicated a spare desk at the front of the class. He sat down, a faint murmur from another classroom and the traffic from the road outside the only sound. 

Miss Clark walked to stand in front of her desk and leant back against it trying to look like all was normal in the room. It was artificial. 

She looked at him. “Let’s all welcome her decision to be so brave today and her decision to be herself.” He wanted to bury his face in the desk as Miss Clark spoke with a nervous waver in her voice. She meant to be kind but instead was highlighting his feminisation. Another stifled snigger 

came from somewhere at the back. Miss Clark returned to stand in front of the white board ready to start the first lecture of the day. A layer of shared embarrassment fell on the class. 

He tried to concentrate on the lesson and forget his discomfort. At 10.30 Miss Clark stopped and told the class that they were having a fifteen minute break for coffee. He had to make a decision, stay or go? The class left the room in a hurry, his former male friends looking at with undisguised animosity. Jessica and Mia approached him. 

“Why don’t you come with us?” Jessica said. He looked up at them and felt a warmth in their support. He stood up, pushing down his cotton dress, aware of how short it was.  Oh why had Camille insisted on not only a dress but a short one?  Jessica took his hand and it was nice to find her friendship. Someone cared. 

“You look very pretty,” she said and he felt a surge of pride as they led him out of the class towards the college café. People stared and spoke behind cupped hands but he knew they would tire of the novelty in time. He had to get through the day, the week, and they may get used to his change. 

They entered the college café, some looked at him, others disinterested. He looked down at his long bare legs as he walked and felt vulnerable. The shortness of the dress was discomforting. 

His hands continued to pull down on the hem to try to keep his knickers covered. His knickers were too small to cover his cock or balls. He queued at the café bar with his new friends Jessica and Mia and bought a soft drink. He followed them to a table were some other girls were seated. He knew he had lost his old male friends for ever. A prickle in his neck told him their hard glares were on his back. 

“I love your hair, so feminine,” a soft feminine voice opposite him broke his daydream. 

“Thank you,” he replied and looked down in self-consciousness. 

The girls cooed, mistaking his embarrassment as humility. They continued. 

“Pretty dress,” said another. “I can see you’re wearing a pretty bra under your dress, do you have breasts?” 

He was experiencing new emotions. He was happy at his acceptance by the girls. He was receiving compliments, they were being so nice to him. Beneath this was a deep discomfort at how feminine he must be for them to accept him. An internal conflict between his male needs and feelings and new these new feelings. A soft dress, flowing against his legs. His styled hair against his face and neck. These were tender emotions and he wanted more. Conflict. 

The girls were now talking amongst themselves. He sat back and made a decision. He wasn’t going to fight this, he’d fitted in well with the girls and they liked him. He’d spend the next nine 

months as a girl then he’d go to university. He’d be living away from home and he would be able to revert to being a male. Yet, he knew that when he did get to university, he would miss the feelings of femininity. He’d miss the sensuality of being a girl. 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Annette


2016

It had been a great Friday night in the pub, a reunion with his old university friends. These nights always resulted in a few too many drinks and a good chat about football. Man’s stuff. Adrian felt happy for the first time in weeks. It had been some time since he had been out and done something for himself. Annette has been too busy with work lately or being nasty to him. It was good to be away from her, let things calm down. She had become very strange recently he thought, asking him to wear a dress,  what was that about?  He was hoping that she’d got over it. She had told him to go out so it was possible she was getting back to normal. He approached the house, unsteady on his feet. He could see the light on through the curtains of the front window. Annette was home and awake. He wondered what his reception would be. 

He entered the house in the way that people do when they’ve had far too much to drink. Over-careful, each movement in slow motion and precise. He could hear Annette’s voice in the living room. He looked at his watch, 10.30.  A bit late for visitors? Who was she talking to at this time  of night?  Not Jenny he hoped . 

Adrian closed the front door. There was more than one muffled voice from the living room, all female. he couldn’t hear Annette. Who was there? He didn’t recognise them. He felt a tiredness coming over him. He’d had several pints of beer and he all he wanted to do was go to bed. He didn’t want to have to be polite to any visitors, especially Annette’s visitors. He decided it would be best to say hello to whoever Annette was with and then make his excuses and go to bed. Annette had been so odd recently that he didn’t want to upset any more than he knew he had. 

He poked his head round the door into the living room. Annette’s head spun round

“Come through Adie,” she said. 

He went in and shoulders slumped as he saw Jenny there, a glint of self-satisfaction in her eyes. She raised an eyebrow. Something was going on. He stood there in front of them, swaying, trying to remove the drunken gormless grin on his lips. He didn’t notice at first the two women sitting on the sofa. They seemed related, sitting with hands on knees as if they were school mistresses. 

“Oh no,” he thought. “She’s got lots of friends. He thought about saying hello and leaving as fast as possible. He wanted to lay down as the room span around him. That last whisky on top of the 

beer was having a bad effect now. 

“Hello Adie,” Annette said. “We’ve been waiting for you.” 

Her words sunk into his addled mind. He continued to try to stop swaying and to focus his weary eyes on the two strangers were. He squinted his eyes. One was older than the other but almost like sisters. Mother and daughter he thought. 

“It seems you’ve had a nice evening with your male friends. Good I hope you made the most of it as it will be the last time you do that again,” said Annette. 

“Er?” Was all he could manage. 

“Hello, long time no see,” the older of the two women said. He stopped swaying as his eyes focussed. The comfort of the alcohol fell away. He knew that voice. Camille. He froze to the spot. 

“Yes, hello again girly,” Abbie’s distinctive voice and taunt followed. “Long time no see.” 

Adrian’s grin melted like an ice cube in the equatorial sun as he stood motionless, staring at Camille and Abbie. He hadn’t seen them for twenty years. He went to university and never returned home again. Why were they here. In his house? With Annette?  What was going on?  He shook his head in disbelief, rubbed his eyes. This couldn’t be happening. He must be in a drunken dream. 

Camille hadn’t aged that much. Her shorter hairstyle had meant he hadn’t recognised her at first. Now he could see it was her. Abbie, as he had suspected all those years ago, had filled out into a young version of her mother. His tormentors had returned. 

“Guess who I met through Facebook Adrian?” Annette spoke, an undercurrent of menace running through her voice. “It’s wonderful how you can find people from the past once you look. I wondered why I hadn’t ever met your family before. I knew your father was in prison but your stepmother and sister? Now I know why. Camille and Abbie have been explaining to me how you lived with them but as a girl, going to college dressed as a girl. You never told me that, did you? 

They even have photos of that time, a very pretty girl you were too. They kindly sent me several images of you by email. Why did you ever change back to a male…  Adrianna? ” 

Adrian shivered at hearing her calling him Adrianna. He remained rooted to the spot in shock. 

Silence descended on the room as Adrian’s mind drifted back to past times. Time she had thought he’d buried. These two women had dominated and humiliated him. He remembered the taunts from Abbie, being forced to wear pretty dresses. Having female hairstyles. He put his hands to his ears as he remembered his pierced ears, now grown over but the small indentations remained. Annette seemed to read his mind. 

“So the marks on your earlobes were from pierced ears and you lied to me Adrianna,” Annette said. A continuing undercurrent of icy calm flowed though her words. 

Annette stood and flashed her smart-phone in his face. Camille and Abbie sat and watched him with interest. Deep satisfaction on their faces. Annette swiped the screen in front of him, photo after of photo of him in skirts, dresses and nighties flashed before his eyes. Long hair with pink bows, large earrings and painted nails. Jenny craned her neck to watch the photos with undisguised joy in her face. He thought he had left all this behind, he never imagined that his tormentors from the past would return. Now they had involved Annette in his shame.  Why was it that women wanted him feminised?  He had no answer but it had followed him, found him had him, Cornered again. 

“We’ve all been very busy the last couple of hours. I had some great help from Jenny of course but also your wonderful stepmother and stepsister. Why didn’t you introduce me before? We have so much in common.” 

Adrian had sobered up and looked at her with a lack of comprehension. “What are you talking about Annette? Help in what?” 

She got up and took him by his arm and pulled him upstairs. They went into their bedroom, he tripped over his feet. Camille and Abbie followed, their faces locked together in pleasure at a journey revisited. Jenny followed. Adrian was dazed at the rapid change in the evening. From a fun night out with friends to something he could never have imagined. Reunited with his past, a past he had hoped he had left behind. 

Adrian looked back at Camille and Abbie, not believing they could be back. Camille returned his look with a contemptuous stare, her eyes black and heavy with eye-liner and blue-grey mascara. 

Her low-cut top displaying her deep cleavage, a tight cotton dress outlining her figure. She was still sexy after all this time. He wished he didn’t feel this way. She walked towards him, the skirt of her dress stretching tight around her thighs. Her high-heeled sandals clicked on the wooden flooring as she approached. 

“What are you doing here Camille?” He asked. Camille smiled back at him but didn’t reply. 

The look of someone with a secret in her eyes, sparkling from the reflection from the overhead light. “What’s she doing here?” He looked at Annette who raised her eyebrows. 

At that moment, Annette pushed him down onto the bed and sat on his chest, an expression of determination on her face. He saw Camille disappear behind Annette and he felt her weight on the bed. Her rounded bum was on his legs and her legs tight against his, holding him in place. He could feel his shoes and socks being removed. A familiar pair of hands from a different lifetime undoing the button on the top of his trousers. His zip being pulled down, his brain, fuzzy and confused from alcohol and tiredness. 

Camille rose up from the bed and her knees took her weight. Annette applied more pressure to his arms and she fell on top of him to pin him down. He wanted to tell her she was hurting his 

wrists when his underpants and trousers were ripped down his legs to his ankles. a blast of fresh air around his cock and balls. His stiffening cock falling sideways onto the top of his leg and then raising in the air. He tried to kick out but in raising his feet he gave Abbie, standing at the foot of the bed, the opportunity to pull them off. They had him naked and exposed from the waist down. 

History revisited. A rush of excitement entered his brain but he shook it off and demanded to know what they thought they were doing. 

“I told you I wanted you in a dress and you wouldn’t listen to me. You should know I get what I want. It was a simple request, why couldn’t you do what I asked? I warned you that things had to change but you carried on with your slothful ways. Well now I’ve had to get help to act.” Annette’s face descended into his. Their noses almost touching and her hands gripping his wrists even tighter. 

“I always felt there was something feminine about you underneath and now I know why.” 

Adrian relaxed his tense muscles, it was too late to fight, he was beaten and almost naked. 

Annette climbed off him leaving him lying flat down on the bed. His arms above his head where Annette had pinned them. His shirt pulled up to his chest and his cock and balls exposed between his legs. His cock was hard and erect. Annette and Camille stood side by side and eyed him for a few moments. In the background, Abbie and Jenny. Jenny sipping form a glass as if in the audience of a play. 

Camille looked at his cock. “We used to make her drain herself of her nasty stuff twice a day Annette. To stop her wanting to play with herself.” 

“Did you now Camille, that’s interesting,” Annette looked on. 

He pushed himself up onto his elbows and then seemed to realise how exposed he was. He moved round to sit up pulling his hands over his cock then looking up at the four impassive women. 

They stood with hands on hips legs apart. Ready for action. 

Annette sighed in a loud exaggerated manner and went over to him. She took hold of his shirt front and ripped it open, the buttons popping off in all directions, some pinging against the side drawers. He pulled his hands up to his chest then back down to his cock, not knowing what to protect next. 

“We’ve seen it many times before girly, it’s a bit too late to hide it now,” said Abbie half suppressing a laugh. 

Abbie picked up his trousers and underpants, socks and shoes and put them in a black bin bag. 

He wondered though his disorientation why she would have a black bin bag in the bedroom. 

“Camille, help me get her shirt off,” Annette said still staring at Adrian. Annette was calling him her too. 

Annette pulled Adrian up off the bed into a standing position, his hands still over his cock. He 

didn’t know how to react. 

“Take your hands away girlie,” Annette ordered. 

“Annette, this is now getting stupid,” he replied. A slap across his cheek pushed his face away. 

He looked back shocked, his hand wiping across his reddened cheek. Annette and Camille took both sides of his shirt and pulled it down to his wrists and then off. Annette threw the shirt into the black bin bag with his other clothing. Adrian tried to speak again and a slap hit him across his cock causing him to bend in two in surprise. Annette slipped round and sat on the bed and pulled him down across her thighs before he knew what was happening. She started to spank his arse. SLAP, SLAP, SLAP. She put her full shoulder into the effort as if the frustration of the years were falling through her hands. Red hand prints formed across his bare arse. 

“Camille told me she used to do this to you. I wish I’d thought of it myself long ago.” 

Abbie was picking up the bin bag but stopped to watch. 

“Annette,” he complained. Camille, Abbie and Jenny stood watching his spanking, Abbie with one hand on the bin bag. SLAP, SLAP, SLAP. He was bewildered at what was happening. His wife spanking him in front of his stepmother, stepsister and Jenny who was now beaming. 

“You,” Annette said taking a break from spanking him, “have been an extremely naughty girl.” SLAP, SLAP, SLAP. 

Annette then pushed him off and he fell to the floor, feeling more exposed and naked than ever before. 

“Ok you can burn them with the other stuff Abbie and Jenny,” Annette said. She gave her a conspiratorial wink as Abbie picked up the bag of his clothing and left the room. 

Adrian was still on the floor and sat up, “what are you talking about, burn what?” He could hear Abbie clomping down the stairs. 

“We had a bonfire earlier in the back garden while you were out for your last ever time as a male. We’ve burnt every item of your clothing: shirts, trousers, underwear, shoes, socks. Everything. 

Well, in a minute it will be everything once Abbie torches what we’ve taken off you.” Annette stared at him, a small snarl curling on her lip. 

Adrian stood and an anger filled his chest as he breathed in deeply. “You can’t do this Annette. 

It, it, it’s..,” 

“It’s what Adri anna?” Annette said with her eyebrows raised, her head tilted. 

“It’s ridiculous and stop calling me Adrianna.” 

“Get used to it girl. There will be a major change from tonight you will be Adrianna once more.” Female name again, he still didn’t understand. “We’ve already agreed that you would be 

doing the housework and administration work. Now of course, you’ll be doing it dressed as the girl you are. Forever” 

“Well you agreed Annette, not me,” he replied. He was feeling ridiculous at his nakedness while his wife sat on the bed with Camille. He didn’t mention that he’d already had to wear a skirt for Jenny. 

“All that matters now is that I agree. You’re the housemaid so you have no rights.” She stared at him and got up from the bed and sauntered to their five-door built-in wardrobe. 

He looked back at her as the effects of the alcohol continued to wear off. Annette opened his wardrobe door in a theatrical movement. She bowed, making a “dah dah” noise like a trumpet sound of revelation. 

He moved forward, creasing his forehead. She was not one step ahead of him but about twenty he thought. He leant forward and stared at the inside of his wardrobe: empty, a few bare hangers. He continued to stare. 

“You can keep staring Adrianna but your clothes have gone. All burnt. 

“You’ve burnt them? You’re joking.” 

“Gone, burnt and destroyed. Now that you’re going to be my housewife and my secretary they were no longer appropriate. Nasty male clothing. You need a nice new feminine wardrobe befitting the pretty girl you will be again. I told you you’d be wearing dresses and skirts and today’s the day it starts…again. This time it’s not going to end.” 

Adrian shook his head, unable to take in what was happening. Annette looked at him. 

“But what about when your mother comes around or our friends?” He moaned. 

“They will see you as a girl.” 

His eyes widened in horror. “No.” 

“Yes. And tomorrow Jenny and I will go shopping for your new wardrobe. Something more appropriate to your role here. You will be coming too of course. You’ve done it before Camille told me so you can do it again.” 

He was now sober and becoming annoyed and feeling exposed naked, humiliated. 

“Why’s Jenny involved? I thought it was Camille and Abbie that set you up to this. What is going on?” 

“Oh lots of questions Adrianna. Jenny’s been my confidant during the past few difficult weeks. I know everything she’s done with you because we agreed it before it happened. Silly girl, did you really think she would do all those things because she liked you? She came up with lots of good ideas. Adrianna, you’ve been a very lazy girl while I’ve been working my arse off but we’re now going to fix that. We even discussed how she could get your clothes off you and make you satisfy her sexually. It was all in the plan.” Annette stood there glaring at him. 

“Annette stop this nonsense now and stop calling me Adriana and you will stop referring to me as a girl. Stop this. Now.” His face was red, his voice high and hoarse with exasperation. 

Annette remained calm and assured and he could see she felt in total control. 

“No I am not going to stop anything…girl. I’ve had enough of your indolence. Jenny won’t need to use subterfuge to get you in a skirt from now. Oh and I do so want to keep in touch with our wider family so I’m sure Camille and Abbie will be coming round too.” 

Adrian was helpless, naked and unable to affect anything. He stamped his foot like a spoilt child which made Annette and Camille laugh. He walked around the bedroom, back and forth pondering his situation. His head down, he mumbled to himself as he could feel his stiff cock throbbing. He thumped the wall with a fist causing a sudden pain in the bone in his wrist which made him wince. He continued to pace the floor with Annette observing, her arms crossed, one foot tapping. He felt he couldn’t breathe, whether that was through anger or stress he wasn’t sure. 

Probably both. 

He hadn’t heard Jenny enter with Abbie. The two women looked to each other and hunched their shoulders and giggled. 

“All his male clothes are gone now,” said Abbie. 

“All  her clothes,” Annette replied. Adrian’s hands went down to cover his cock and pulled his knees together as the four women stood there, pleased with their night’s work. 

EPILOGUE

Adrianna


2017

The tube train trundled along the track. Squealing brakes sending a metallic smell into the carriage. 

The next station was theirs. She looked up to a young man pretending to read his newspaper but, in reality, peering over the top. His eyes furtively glancing at her legs. Yes they were excellent; long, slim, smooth and accentuated by a micro-length grey pleated skirt. The skirt was six inches long and Annette had chosen it herself for her. She was pleased with the look. She sat next to her wife, Annette, and had her legs crossed to cover her knickers and cock cage. This made her legs even more defined, attracting more glances. A single four-inch high-heeled black shoe dangled from one foot. She shifted on her seat with a look of pleasure washing over her face as the butt plug moved inside her. How she had struggled and complained when Annette had first fitted the butt plug. With Jenny’s help they had managed to wedge it in the first time. Now she was used to it, enjoyed it even. 

Annette enjoyed seeing her bend over while Jenny placed it inside her. 

“Yes,” she thought to herself, “she was becoming an excellent secretary and enjoyed working again. It was a little humiliating going with Annette her into her office in Central London. Everyone there knew she used to be a male. Annette said she liked to keep an eye on her as she didn’t ant her to slip back into her lazy ways. She didn’t mind that though. Annette was the boss after all. Once Annette had found Camille on social media, it all happened again so quickly. Annette had told her that the first message she had got from Camille was to ask if Adrianna was still a good girl. This had all been a revelation to her but a welcome one, a destiny in many ways. She had helped her return Adrianna to the gender she was destined to be: a girl. Adrianna knew it had to be destiny. 

Annette ensured that Adriana was always dressed in the shortest skirts and tightest low blouses. Adrianna enjoyed that, and the looks that generated. It was fun to show off her new 40C 

breasts. It had been a good move going to Russia to get the surgery done. No questions asked by the medical team in return for payment in Euros. She didn’t know that Annette would ask for 40C. But they looked fantastic and it meant she could never return to being a male ever again. There was no going back this time. Of course Adrianna hadn’t known that the surgery was the reason for the trip at first. Jenny had gone with them, she wouldn’t have missed it for the world. In the end Adrianna had accepted her fate without too much fuss. She was beaten and now accepted being female. 

The two women made their way home from the tube station. Annette had decided that it was a nice day to walk. Good practice for Adrianna in those heels. She knew she needed the practice and the butt plug ensured that she walked in a very feminine way. As well as being enjoyable to feel it 

moving around inside. Annette also enjoyed the attention Adriana received from passing pedestrians and drivers. Adrianna was less keen and it made her cringe. She may be a girl now but hadn’t transitioned to liking men so her embarrassment was wonderful game for her mistress Annette. 

Once home, Annette sat in the living room to relax while Adriana got on with the housework. 

Annette called Jenny over by phone. 

The two ladies sat together on the sofa chatting while Adrianna worked in the kitchen. 

Annette suggested they call Adrianna in for some light relief. 

“Oh yes,” beamed Jenny. 

Annette picked up the small metal bell from the side table and rang it twice as she sank into the sofa. Her erstwhile husband came scurrying in, his 40C boobs bouncing under his tight white blouse. A small tinkling sound matching her steps.  A tiny micro grey box-pleated schoolgirl skirt flapped around the tops of his smooth thighs. At home Annette reduced the skirt length to four inches. It didn’t cover anything but was an adornment and a reminder that she was a girl. However small it was. Adrianna stopped in front of them and curtsied, bending her legs. They were encased in above-the-knee white socks, pink bows adorning the tops. Her head bowed causing her long straightened dyed blond hair to fall forward. The ends of her hair curled up on her shoulders, a large stiff pink ribbon tied in a bow into the back of her hair. As she stood, Jenny could see with delight that she had no kickers on. Annette had removed her cock cage. Dangling from the head of her cock and was a little cat’s bell, the source of the tinkling sound she’d heard as Adrianna came in. His cock protruded hard and pointed at her, the top of the skirt no more than an adornment over the top part of it. His smooth balls wobbled as he scurried to them. Annette always ensured he change from his secretarial clothes to schoolgirl or maid clothing for the evenings. 

“Yes mistresses?” Adrianna replied. 

“Massage our feet would you Adr ianna, there’s a good  girl.” She looked at her and smirked. It had been another busy day in the office. She now needed some pampering, as did Jenny sitting expectantly besides her. 

Adrianna knelt down on the floor in front of his his mistresses slouching on their grey leather sofa. Annette removed her tights and she raised one bare foot and placed it on a footstool. Jenny did the same. She held out a hand containing a blue glass jar with the lid off containing a white moisturising cream. 

Adrianna took it and scooped two fingers’ worth of cream out. He placed it on her right foot and then on Jenny’s and began to rub it in to both with either hand. His long red fingernails stood out against the stark white of the moisturiser. His fingers pushed into their feet, his nails producing a pleasant scratching sensation on their skin. 

Seeing him at her feet, indulging her, made Annette feel mellow. This turned into a sensuality. 

She looked down at him and said. “Enough, now lick me and then lick Jenny.” 

She raised her bottom, slid off her knickers and opened her legs. She moved down the seat towards her husband. Adrianna positioned herself between her long slim legs. She looked up at her mistress, blinking smoky-grey eyelids through jet black false eyelashes. The little bell tinkled from her clitty-cock as she moved making both women giggle. they would never stop finding that amusing Annette thought. Her head moved up towards Annette’s damp expectant vagina, her labia parting in slow motion. She waited, anticipating the pleasure of Adrianna’s tongue that was milliseconds away. A tingling sensation started to build in her clitoris as she felt his hot breath against her sensitive nerves. His tongue touched her and caressed her clitoris and she came. 

“Mmm,” she murmured. “Feminisation. The answer to all problems.” 


THE END 
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 Dear Reader, 

 I hope you enjoyed ‘The Reluctant Housemaid. Wouldn’t it be great to have a 

 feminised housemaid with real 40C breasts? 

 I’d really love you to share your thoughts on the story and post a quick 


review. 

 I hope that my fictional stories and my true life blog at 

 www.ladyalexauk.com whe re I reflect on the feminisation of my husband, 

 can help to promote this lifestyle and contribute, in a tiny way, towards 

 helping to create a society where women increasingly take charge and men 

 are reduced to the more submissive feminised role I believe is appropriate. 

 Thank you so much for reading my story, 

 Lady Alexa xxx
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