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Everyone in the Majors is superstitious.
Anyone who says otherwise is a liar. And I was no different. But my
superstition, my ritual; well, it was a bit odd. Because when I
stepped out onto the field, with 30,000 sets of eyes on me as I
walked up to the mound and who knows how many more watching from
home, I was wearing something under my uniform that no one would've
guessed.

I was wearing panties.

I hadn't always wanted to wear women's
underwear. There was a time when I would've never thought of
slipping a pair of silky women's undies up my legs. I was a man.
Men didn't wear light pink panties. But that all changed in
college.

My girlfriend at the time was a freak in the
sheets and when she wanted to get down, it didn't matter what I was
doing. I either showed up or she would find someone else to satisfy
her. It was her enormous sexual appetite that led to my first time.
My first time walking out onto the field in underwear meant for a
different gender.

Jenny called me only an hour before the final
game of my season was supposed to start. She wanted me. She
needed me. And like a typical horny college kid, I dumped
every responsibility I had and ran over to her room, already
dressed in my uniform. She practically ripped my clothes off when I
walked through the door.

And the sex was amazing. We went around three
times before I finally had to crawl out of bed and get dressed
again. But in her haste to undress me, my underwear had
disappeared. We looked high and low for my missing boxers but they
were nowhere to be found. And I was running out of time. I was
already going to be late to warm-ups. I didn't have time to run
home and grab another pair of shorts.

That's when she came to my rescue. Sort of.
As I was looking under the bed for the third time, my girlfriend
pulled me to my feet and pressed something soft against my chest.
She just smiled at me as I grabbed at whatever she'd given me.

Soft, black, and not even that feminine. They
were the boy shorts I'd pulled off of her perfectly round ass as we
laid in bed earlier. The crotch was still wet with her juices. I
held them up and stared at my girlfriend's panties. "What am I
supposed to do with these?"

Jenny giggled as she pulled her underwear
drawer open and snagged a fresh pair of panties. They were far
sexier that the simple black ones I was holding, and as she slid
them up her long legs, I almost forgot I had somewhere to be. But
when she snapped the waistband in place, my mind snapped back to
reality.

"You're supposed to step in and pull them up.
Pretty simple there Marcus."

I looked back down at the panties in my hand
and my mouth fell open. "You're joking right? I can't wear
these!"

"Why not?"

"Because!" I threw Jenny's underwear on the
bed. "I need my clothes. I have a game! I have to go!"

Jenny walked over; wearing nothing but the
pink bikini cuts she'd pulled out of her drawer. She scooped up the
panties I'd tossed onto the bed and handed them right back to me.
The smile on her face was gone; replaced by the look of
determination I only ever saw when I told her I didn't want to have
sex.

"Look," she said as her finger pressed into
my skin, “You have a game and you need underwear. That's all these
are. It's just cotton and elastic."

Cotton and elastic. She's right. They're
just underwear. No one will know. I took the panties back and
looked at them again. They were really no different than a pair of
briefs. I wasn't the biggest fan of tighty whiteys but I'd wear
them. I could wear these too. Just for today. Just for the
game.

Jenny tapped her foot on the ground and
folded her arms over her chest, blocking my view of her puffy pink
nipples. She flipped her hair to one side and looked at me
impatiently. "Well? What are you waiting for? Quit being a pussy
and put on your panties." She was smiling now. She was loving her
little game.

How are these even going to fit? I
thought as I dropped my first foot into the strange underwear.
There is no way these are going to sit right.

But when Jenny's panties settled over my ass
and pressed against my cock, they felt... good. The cotton
was soft, really soft. The undies hugged my ass and cupped my junk
without feeling too tight or restrictive. And when the slightly
damp seat of Jenny's used panties pressed against my skin, a shiver
shot through me.

Jenny smirked as her eyes wandered over my
pantied ass. And when she pinched one of my cotton covered cheeks,
I jumped up onto my tip toes with my face turning red as a tomato.
"Hey!"

She just chuckled and hugged me from behind,
with her hands sliding down over the masculine bulge ruining the
otherwise feminine lines of my new underwear. "See? You're cock's
still there. Now go win the game and come right back here." She bit
my ear as she squeezed me through the panties. "Because I can tell
you right now Marcus, when you come back tonight, those panties
won't be on for long..."

My cock stiffened under her hand as her words
sank in. And as my erection grew, my head rubbed against the soft
cotton of the panties. It felt so good, which only made me harder.
But I didn't have time for another go around. I was late. I had to
get to the field.

The coach was waiting for me when I arrived.
And after a five minute tongue lashing for showing up well after I
was supposed to be there, he pointed at the field and waved me by.
But as I jogged past him, his hand caught me across my ass. I
nearly threw up right there as I ran into the dugout.

Coach doesn't know. He always does that. This
is baseball. No one can tell.

And no one could. As the game progressed, I
completely forgot about what I was wearing under my pants. I didn't
have time to think about how I was in my girlfriend's underwear. I
had to warm-up. And when Coach called me up in the third inning to
replace our starting pitcher, I walked out onto the mound like
nothing was different. But when I went on to strike out every
batter that stepped up to the plate for the rest of the game, my
whole world changed. We won the game. The crowd cheered my name
from the bleachers. And a talent scout from the Major League saw me
play.

Three months after that fateful game and I
was signing my name to a contract that put me on the mound in front
of the nation. And it didn't hurt that my signing bonus was over
two million. Everyone told me that they wanted me for my overall
season stats, and that my season closer was just icing on the cake,
but it was too late. I'd been wearing panties when I threw a no
hitter and impressed the scouts. And in my head, they were the real
reason I was going to The Show. My girlfriend's undies had become
my totem, my good luck charm.
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Three and a half years later and I was about
to step out onto the field in front of a packed stadium. My heart
was thundering in my chest as I beat my fist into the well oiled
glove on my left hand. It was the bottom of the ninth and we were
up by two runs. It was my job the make sure we stayed that way.

And I was good at my job. I'd become a closer
mid season last year, and we hadn't lost a single game which I'd
stood on the mound. Out of the 162 games in a normal season, I
played 65 so far this year. 65 games, 65 innings, 195 outs. I was a
machine. And with my contract ending at the end of the season, my
stats spoke for themselves. My rookie salary was about to go the
way of the dinosaurs. This time next year and I'd be the one of the
top paid players in the league.

The double doors swung open in front of me as
the announcers called out my name. The stands went wild, with even
the opposing team's fans calling out my name. And on the jumbo-tron
I could see my name exploding like so many fireworks. I was "Marcus
'The Rocket' Chase", number 42. Opposing teams shook when I took
the mound.

But if they ever found out the secret I
credited my success to, they'd be laughing instead. I'd kept it
hidden for years, refusing to get undressed in the locker rooms and
showing up to games already in my uniform. I didn't, I couldn't,
let the other guys on the team know about my ritual. They could
never find out that every time I threw a pitch, I was wearing a
pair of women's panties.

I had a whole drawer full of them now. It had
started simply, with a package of simple, single colored boyshorts.
And unless someone checked the tags, no one would have ever known I
was wearing women's panties under my pants. I don't remember when
that changed, but all of a sudden my underwear drawer started
filling with other types of panties. Lacy pink bikinis, tight
cotton tangas, low rise hipsters, high rise cotton briefs. I even
had a couple of thongs, though I only wore them to practice and the
occasional exhibition game.

I had so many pairs now that my panties
outnumbered my boxers nearly three to one. What had started out as
an accident had turned into an obsession, driven by my need to
compete. And every time we travelled, one of the first things I'd
do in a new city was to hit the stores and buy some new undies for
the game.

As I dug my cleats into the packed earth of
the pitcher's mound, I thought about the lacy french-cut pair I was
wearing tonight. Black, with white lace running up the seams and a
small white bow placed on the front, the panties rode low and
cupped my balls in a way that I wasn't sure I liked. I'd picked
them out at the store because they were cute and I'd never worn the
style before. But now that I was, I wasn't sure I was a fan.

It was too late to change now. My first
batter of the night was stepping up to the plate. As he settled
into the batter's box, my whole world shrank down to a small space
between his chest and knees, directly over the home plate. The
catcher dropped the sign for a slider but I shook my head. He
called for a change-up and I shook him off again. With an
exaggerated sigh that I could see from the mound, the catcher
dropped a single finger and I smiled.

I was The Rocket. And you didn't earn a name
like that your rookie year if you didn't bring the heat. My
fastballs had struck out more players than the rest of my pitches
combined. And today wasn't going to be any different.

Without even thinking about it, my body
twisted and my left leg rose to my chest. And what was supposed to
happen next was that my leg would fall and my torso would twist. My
arm would swing and the ball would fly, reaching speeds of 90 miles
per hour. Or faster. My pitch would numb the hand of the catcher as
it hit home.

That was what was supposed to happen. But as
my knee nearly pressed into my chest, the french-cut panties
shifted in place, riding high into my ass. A shooting pain tore
through me as the crotch of the undies crushed my nuts against my
body. It was like being kicked in the jewels. My leg fell
immediately, but the rest of my body was on auto pilot. With my
foot in the wrong spot, my pitch was a mess.

The ball drifted off my fingertips with a
strange spin and an unnatural arc. I watched in horror as it sailed
towards home plate. I hoped it went wide. I hoped the batter
wouldn't swing. I closed my eyes.

The sound of the bat smashing into the ball,
followed by the roar of the crowd, told me everything I needed to
know. As my eyes opened again, I saw the batter sprinting for
first. And when I turned my head, I saw my pitch sailing off
towards mid field. It bounced into the grass as the runner took for
second. The runner beat the ball.

I couldn't remember the last time someone had
managed to get on base while I was on the mound. But there was
nothing I could do now but shake it off. One guy on base didn't win
a game. We were still up two runs and as long as I struck out the
next three at bat, my one mistake wouldn't matter. So as the next
man stepped to the plate, I pulled out the massive wedgie in the
most undignified manner possible. I didn't care. I had a game to
win.

The panties rode up again and the ball went
wide, taking the man at the plate in the leg. He limped to first.
And as I watched the next batter step to the plate, my heart seized
in my chest. I didn't know fear on the mound, but I'd never let two
people onto the bases before either. And the man with the bat in
his hand now was a power hitter. Not only that, but he was in the
running for most homeruns in a season. If I screwed this up, if he
got a hold of my pitch...

Get a grip Marcus! You're The Rocket! Strike
him out. Strike out two more. Win the game, bang hot chicks, get
paid.

My next two pitches flew straight as arrows.
But when I threw the change-up that would have put the power-hitter
at the plate away, my panty choice betrayed me again. Pain shot
through me as the panties pushed one of my balls up into my body.
My pitch went wild and I fell to my knees in the dirt. My vision
flashed black as waves of agony rolled over me. And as I crumpled
to the ground, I didn't even notice the ball that sailed high over
my head before landing five rows deep in the stands.

I'd lost the game. And as the jumbo-tron
replayed the game winning hit, the picture flashed back to me,
doubled over on the mound and crying like a little girl. I dropped
my eyes back to the ground as I walked off the field. I couldn't
believe it.
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While the rest of the team disappeared into
the locker rooms to get showered and changed, I stayed back in the
dugout, haunting the benches while equipment managers packed up our
gear. I wasn't sure how long I stayed sitting there, with my face
buried in my glove, but when I finally lifted my head from my
hands, I was the only one left in the concrete box.

I pushed myself to my feet and stumbled
towards the tunnels, still reeling from what had happened on the
field. I tried to tell myself that it wasn't as big of a deal as I
thought it was, but I knew I was lying. Before I stepped out on the
mound tonight, I was a sure thing. I was The Rocket. I won games.
Now my perfect record was ruined and there was no ways to ever get
it back. I wasn't a sure thing anymore. I wasn't sure what I was
now.

The one thing I was sure of was that I needed
a drink. Or two. Or ten. Without bothering to get changed I walked
past the lockers and up towards the stadium exit. There was a
sports bar on the 2nd level of the stadium that was still open. The
liquor was expensive but it was close.

I tried not to notice when a dozen heads
swiveled in my direction as I walked into the bar. I kept my head
down and made my way to the bar, painfully aware of how much noise
my cleats were making on the hardwood floor. And when I sat down
and ordered three fingers of the most expensive whiskey behind the
counter, I didn't look left or right. Adoring fans or not, I wasn't
in the mood to be bothered.

And once the shock of seeing a player sitting
in full uniform at the bar wore off, people went back to their
conversations and left me largely alone. But my peace was short
lived. I was on my second round of whiskey when a hand dropped on
my shoulder and spun me around on my stool. Ohh come on. I just
want to drink in peace!

"You got a lot of nerve showin' your face in
here," said one of the ugliest men I'd ever seen. His teeth were
stained yellow, his nose crooked as if broken half a dozen times.
His ears were gnarled stumps and his eyes, one gray and one blue,
didn't seem to track in unison. He snarled as he pushed his hand
into my chest. "You embarrassed this whole city tonight!"

Not now. I just want to be left alone.
I look the man over and decided this wasn't a guy I wanted to mess
with. I he was well over six and a half feet and weighed an easy
two fifty by the look of him. In contrast, I barely broke five
eight in my cleats and weighed a buck twenty wet. You didn't need
to be big to play baseball.

I tried to stand up but the man just pushed
me back down. I'd never had to deal with an angry fan before and so
far this wasn't going my way. I wasn't too worried yet, but if this
got physical, I'd be in trouble. "Come on man, it's just a game.
But I tell you what, I'll leave. And I'll even pick up your tab,
what do you say?"

The ogre in front of me looked skyward. His
hand, as large as my glove, scratched the hairs on his chin as he
considered my offer. But without warning, his hand left his chin
and landed on my shoulder instead. With what seemed like no effort
on his part, he lifted me off my stool and pushed me towards the
door. "Go on then. Go and mope somewhere else you fucking panty
waist."

I should have just kept walking. I had my
out. But hearing those words, panty waist...

I didn't remember turning around. I didn't
remember swinging on the mountain of ugly that had insulted me
while my back was turned. And I certainly didn't remember picking
up the bottle from off the counter beforehand. But there was no
denying the aftermath of my freak-out.

I was stomping down on the bleeding hillbilly
as he tried to roll away from my blows. My cleats tore at his shirt
and pushed into his skin. I'd lost my mind but I couldn't stop
myself. Most of the bar was staring in stunned silence, while a few
quick thinkers pulled me away from the ugly man, now on the floor
and bleeding from half a dozen cuts across his face.

"Calm the fuck down!" Someone was screaming.
"Call the cops!" Shouted another. I added my own voice to the
noise. "Let me go! I'm good now! Get off of me!"

But they didn't let me go. Someone planted a
foot in the back of my knee and dropped me to the floor where I was
held down until the cops showed up. I tried everything to get out
of there, but no one would listen to me. No one cared who I was, or
if they did, they only cared because watching Marcus Chase get
handcuffed after a bar fight was a good story to tell their
friends.

And as the cops led me out and around the
corner, I thought the worst was over. I thought they would let me
go with a warning and that would be that. But when I brought it up,
the cops just laughed at me.

"Big ugly is pressin' charges against you
Chase. You fucked him up royal. He's on his way to the E.R." said
the cop behind me.

"I didn't... I mean he was fucking
huge! You saw that guy. There's no way."

The cops just shook their heads as they led
me to their car. "Sorry man. Ain't my call."

This isn't happening. How the fuck is this
happening?!

As the cops pushed me into the back of their
cruiser, with my hands still cuffed behind my back and in full
uniform, my panties, the lacy french-cut undies that had ruined my
game today, rode back up and squeezed my nuts hard. They were
supposed to be my good luck charm. But this pair had brought me
nothing but misery and actual pain. And the day wasn't even close
to being over.
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There was only one person I could call after
I was booked. She was the only person in my life today that knew my
secret on the field. And she was the only one I could trust to keep
everything quiet. There was only one problem. She was an
ex-girlfriend. She was also married. And she was my boss.

Karen Woodward, team owner at thirty years
old and smoking hot to boot. Well, team owner in all but title. Her
husband, a withered old man who probably didn't even know he was
married most of the time, was the actual team owner. Karen would
get the team when he finally kicked off, but she'd taken the reins
early. And one of the first things she'd done when she moved into
the owner's box was to meet me.

I'd been a nervous rookie the first time I
met her. The coaches had nothing nice to say about her. And neither
did most of the players. She was fickle, quick to anger, and above
all else, she didn't care about the game at all.

But when I walked into the owner's box three
years ago, she was anything but the monster the other guys on the
team made her out to be. She met me at the door with a glass of
champagne in hand. I was twenty-two, right out of college and fresh
off of my break-up with Jenny. And just being in another woman's
presence reminded me of the still open wound that Jenny had left. I
was still reeling a bit from losing her when Karen sat me down and
struck up a conversation.

I'd been in uniform when we met for the first
time. And like always, I had a secret that I was hiding from the
world. That day my secret had been a simple pair of light blue
hipsters. And I had no intention of sharing my secret with
Karen.

But she was so nice to me at the meeting. She
laughed at my nervousness and put me at ease immediately with
personal stories from her time in college. She rubbed my shoulders
and poured me another glass of bubbly champagne. And as I opened
up, she moved closer to me on the shared leather couch.

That was when I noticed her. Really noticed
her. She was my boss up until that point. But when her hand fell on
my knee and she flashed those emerald eyes at me, my own eyes
couldn't stop wandering up and down her body.

She was beautiful. Easily a match for any of
the women I'd dated back in college even though she was nearly a
decade older than they were. Her scarlet hair cascaded down past
her narrow shoulders and framed her oval face. She didn't wear much
make-up and she didn't need to either. Her light skin was flawless
and the only thing that stood out on her was the thin coat of lip
gloss that brought your eyes right to her cupid's bow lips. And as
I stared, she smiled.

Even fully dressed, it was easy to guess what
she looked like naked. Her clothes were all custom made. She wore a
tight white blouse that day, with the three top buttons undone. A
pendant suspended on a gold chain dangled down and rested against
her breastbone, drawing in the eye. And to either side of the
pendant were two perfectly round breasts, so soft and supple.

The blouse was tucked into an ass hugging
skirt that ended just above her knees. Her long legs were crossed
and her stockinged foot bounced up and down, dangling a black heel
from her toes.

When you put the whole picture together,
Karen exuded sex and power. She was the first real woman I'd ever
know other than my mother. Compared to her, everyone else had still
been girls. And Karen wasn't afraid to tell me exactly what
she wanted.

"I don't much care for baseball, but being an
owner has its perks," she said as her hand slid up my leg. "And I
can be very generous to my friends."

I told myself then that it was the champagne
or the fear of pissing off the team owner that stopped me from
grabbing her hand or sliding away from her on the couch. And those
things might have played a part, but the truth was that I wanted
her. And that desire overrode my common sense. I completely forgot
about the panties I was hiding under my uniform. Instead, I was
worried about the growing erection I was sporting as her hand moved
up my leg.

As her hands slid higher up my legs, she
pressed her whole body against me. My nose filled with her scent as
her cheek pressed against mine. And when her fingers found the
buttons of my pants, her lips, so soft and warm, slipped across
mine. I relaxed into her kiss as she popped the button of my fly
and slid my zipper down its metal tracks. And then her hand slipped
into my pants, with her fingers running over my cock, encased in my
soft cotton... panties...

My eyes snapped open as Karen's lips pulled
away. I saw the look of confusion on her face and the world seemed
to slow down around me as she tilted her eyes down to my crotch. I
wanted to scream, to push her away, to do anything other than
simply sit there, but I was frozen in fear. And what was worse was
that her hand was still sliding across the front of my panties,
making my cock grow in excitement even while the rest of me shook
in terror.

"What's this?" she said as she pulled the fly
of my pants open a bit more. Her hand left my cock and flew to
cover her mouth as she stared down at my secret.

"I can explain!" My cheeks burned in
embarrassment and I pressed myself deeper into the couch, hoping
somehow that I could simply hide between the cushions until she
forgot I was here. And when Karen's eyes lifted back to my own, I
expected anger and confusion to be showing on her face.

Instead, I saw the tiny smile lines at the
corner of her beautiful eyes. And her hand wasn't covering her
mouth to stifle a gasp, but the girlish giggling of amusement. When
she dropped her hand back to my leg, she was smiling from ear to
ear.

"Well? Explain then," she said as she moved
her hand back to my cock. Her fingers played with the waistband of
my panties, teasing me as I tried to find the words to make this
right.

"I uhh, was wearing these for umm... luck?" I
sounded like an idiot.

But my fear only seemed to make Karen want me
more. She pulled the panties down, freeing my cock from the cotton
prison. A wicked grin spread across her features as her hand
wrapped itself around my hard shaft.

"Luck? You wore panties to my meeting to
increase your luck?" Her hand slid up and down my dick, tickling my
sensitive hood with each pass of her palm. "And what did you think
was going to happen here today Marcus?"

My fingers dug into the leather cushions as
her hand picked up speed. And when her head started dropping to my
crotch, my breath caught in my chest. I couldn't believe what was
happening.

Karen turned her head and looked back up at
me, with her lips only inches from my engorged head. Her tongue
flicked out of her mouth and ran across her lips as she stared at
me. "Well, I bet you didn't think this was going to happen." She
turned away and her lips touched down on my tip. A second later and
my cock was buried between her lips, with my tip pressing against
the back of her throat.

My eyes rolled back as her tongue flicked out
over my shaft. She twisted her head and slipped her mouth up and
down my shaft while one hand pumped and the other cupped my balls
gently. I was in heaven as she worked. And I still couldn't believe
my luck. Not only did my panties win games, but now they were
getting me one of the best blow jobs I'd ever had!

But when my hand fell to the back of Karen's
head, the moment shattered around me. She pulled away quickly and
her hand flew out, catching me across my cheek and whipping my head
to one side. I had no idea what I'd done, but when my head swung
back around and my eyes refocused, Karen was smiling at me. She
wiped a thin line of spit from the side of her mouth and pulled my
panties back into place, leaving me with one of the worst cases of
blue balls I'd ever had.

She just grinned. "You didn't think it would
be that easy did you?" Her finger traced the outline of my swollen
dick, hidden once again by the light blue cotton of my panties.
"No. Silly boy. I want to hear more about whatever is going on down
here." Her finger swirled in the air above my cock. "I just don't
think I'll be able to concentrate until I get the full story."

So I told her. I told her about my first time
wearing the panties. And about the no hitter I threw that day. Then
I told her about later that night, when Jenny stripped me down to
nothing but her black undies. I told her about how she'd pulled her
panties off of me with nothing but her teeth, and how we'd had the
most amazing sex for hours.

Then I told her about the next morning, when
I picked up my uniform from the floor. When I found the boxers I
lost in her room the day before. And how I hid them behind the
dresser before she woke up. I told her how I asked Jenny if I could
wear another pair of her panties. How I thought her underwear
brought me good luck.

Karen's smile grew wider with each
embarrassing detail I spilled. "So you begged your girlfriend to
let you wear her underwear? And she was okay with this?"

I nodded and swallowed the lump building in
my throat. "She thought it was cute."

Karen's eyes dropped back to my crotch.
"Well, it is pretty adorable." She looked back up. "So you're
wearing her panties right now? Jenny's?"

I shook my head. "I... I bought these
myself."

The smallest look of surprise flashed across
Karen's features but she hid it quick enough. Her palm slid across
my shaft, keeping me hard and begging for release. I would've done
anything at that moment to get her mouth wrapped back around my
cock.

"So not only did you trick your girlfriend
into letting you raid her panty drawer, but then you went out and
bought your own?" She squeezed my cock, making me shutter in
delight. "And how does that work? You just walk into the ladies
section and hold up panties to your ass until you find one you
like?"

She squeezed me again and I nearly came from
her rough touch alone. "I buy them online..."

Karen couldn't stop the laugh that slipped
from her mouth. "So you go home, crack open a beer, sit down at
your computer, and then... buy panties? Pretty little girly undies
to hide away that cute little cock of yours?"

"They're lucky! I don't want to wear them! I
just want to win!" I tried to stand up but Karen pushed me back
down onto the couch and hiked her skirt up. Before I could stop
her, she sat down across my legs, pressing her pussy into my knee.
Her hands wrapped around my neck and she flipped her hair to one
side as she leaned in and pressed her heaving breasts into my
face.

I was lost. I wanted to run for the door. I
wanted to scream. I wanted to rip off every shred of clothing on
Karen's toned body. I wanted to cup one of those soft mounds of
hers in my hand before taking one of her perky nipples right into
my mouth. My body was being pulled in a dozen directions and I
didn't know which way to go.

"I think you like wearing panties Marcus,"
she whispered into my ear as her hips slid forward. Her pussy was
pressing against my hidden cock as she rocked back and forth. "You
can tell yourself whatever you want, but I know what you really are
now. Just another little sissy boy. And you poor thing, lost in a
man's world. Stuck on the field in your ugly boy clothes. I bet
you'd love to walk out onto the pitcher's mound in a nice summer
dress wouldn't you?" Her hips picked up speed.

"No! I... I'm not a sissy..." I wanted to set
her straight, but her rubbing was making me lose my mind. I
pictured myself walking out onto the field in nothing but a cotton
dress and strappy heels. I heard the crowd calling my name.
Cheering for me as I struggled to keep the hem of my dress from
flying up in the wind. "I'm a man... I just... they're
lucky..."

Karen's tongue traced the contours of my ear
before her soft breath blew across the side of my face. Her cool
breeze sent a shiver through my body, but it was nothing compared
to the shakes she caused when her lips pressed back to my ear.
"Shhh. It's okay Marcus. You can be my pretty little sissy if you
want." Her hips pressed harder against me, with her pussy dragging
up and down my shaft as she whispered her dirty thoughts to me. "I
could dress you up and comb your hair. I could paint your nails all
pretty. Put some makeup on you." Her grinding picked up speed. "And
we'd find you some nice bras to match up with your cute little
panties. You'd be so pretty Marcus..."

I couldn't take it any longer. As Karen
rubbed herself against me, my cock exploded. I grunted and my eyes
rolled back while my dick pumped load after sticky load of cum into
the front of my panties. The light blue cotton grew dark as my mess
seeped into the fabric. Karen's motions slowed.

She leaned back and looked at the mess I'd
made, making a "tsk tsk" sound as she stared at my crotch. "Well
someone got a bit too excited about all that. I guess we should get
you all cleaned up."

Karen stood up and hiked her skirt up to her
waist, exposing everything below her belly button to me in an
instant. And I couldn't help but stare. Her long legs gave way to
rounded hips encased in sheer, silky undies. I could see the swell
of her mound, and the soft tufts of her fiery bush under the see
through panel in her panties. And when her fingers locked into the
waistband and she slid her underwear down those smooth, creamy
legs, my eyes tracked right along with the panties, passing up a
golden opportunity to stare at Karen's dripping pussy instead.

She wasn't the only one to notice my
unwavering attention. As her undies cleared her legs, she stood up
tall, towering over me as I slouched on the couch. She held the
panties out to me, but when I reached out to grab them, she pulled
them away and smiled.

"Yeah, I thought so. You want my panties
Marcus?" she asked as she dangled the lacy undies from her
fingertip.

I gulped and nodded, tracking the motion of
the panties in her hand like a dog watches a leaf blowing across
the lawn.

"Well then, I'll give them to you on two
conditions Marcus. Are you sure you want them? I'm not going to
tell you what my conditions are until you agree."

I didn't care if she wanted me to light my
hair on fire while singing show tunes. I wanted those panties more
than anything else in my entire life. I wasn't even sure why her
red, racy undies were so important. But I needed them. I nodded my
head quickly.

The panties fell from her fingers and dropped
into my lap. "So eager to please. I like that in a man. Or a woman.
Whatever you might end up being." She smirked and stepped closer.
"I want you to pick up my panties Marcus. And then I want you to
turn them inside out. I want you to lick every bit of me from the
inside of those undies before you put them on. Understand?"

My face dropped. Lick her panties clean?
What the fuck? But even as I questioned her command, my hands
dropped to my lap and turned her panties out, leaving the wet
crotch of her underwear exposed and facing me.

Karen's eyes locked onto mine. "Do it Marcus.
I want you to taste me. I want you to know what you've been doing
to me."

It's no different than going down on a girl.
And I promised. If I don't do it she might take her panties
back.

I lifted the panties to my face and pressed
the damp crotch to my mouth. Karen's musk was all over the
underwear as it pressed against my lips. Her smell was
intoxicating. And so was her taste. My tongue ran across the thin,
built-in liner, licking off as much of her sweet and tart pussy
juice that I could manage. I kept my head buried in her panties
until I couldn't taste anything but the fabric.

My cock was as stiff as a board when I raised
my head and looked at Karen for approval. I'd never felt anything
like this before. She had some kind of wild control over me. I
wanted to please her. I needed to please her. And now that
I'd completed her task, I was on pins and needles, waiting and
wondering what the next condition she had for me was.

I didn't have to wait long. Karen didn't say
anything as she pushed me down onto the couch. And once I was lying
down, with my legs hanging over the armrest by my knees, she slid
on top of me, first crouching on my chest as she smiled down
wickedly, then inching ever closer to my waiting mouth. I knew what
she wanted. She wanted me to lick her pussy clean just like I'd
done to her panties.

Her fingers slipped through my hair. I kept
it short, but there was still enough there for her to hold on to
when she closed her hand. And now that she had hold of my hair, she
bent my head up, angling my neck painfully as she pushed her pussy
closer to my face.

"Eat up Marcus. And when you finally make me
come, I'll let you put on those cute panties you're holding."

I went to town. My tongue slipped out of my
mouth eagerly and buried itself between her wet lips. In seconds,
my chin, my cheeks, my tongue, they were all covered in her sweet
juices. And as she wrestled my head into place with her grip on my
hair, all I could do was sigh and continue licking. I was on a
mission.

Karen's bush pressed into my nose as my
tongue slipped across her clit, sending her into spasms above me.
And everything I'd tasted on the panties was present now, but
stronger, sharper.

I'd gone down on girls before, but never like
this. Even with my head buried between a woman's legs, I was the
one in control. But here, now, with Karen perched on top of me,
hands in my hair and with a growing pain in my neck, I knew I had
no control. Not just physically either. Karen had me wrapped around
her finger before she'd even sat down across my chest. There was
just something about her.

I licked her until she came. And when she
did, her hand left my hair without warning. My head bounced against
the couch but before I could do anything, Karen's hips slid
forward, burying my face between her thighs as she gushed. Warm
liquid spread across my face, surprising me and her. And
when she slid her hips back off of me, her eyes wide with
confusion, she looked for a second like she was going to apologize.
But when she saw me, she had to bite her tongue to stifle a
laugh.

I was soaked. Her warm, salty spray had
gotten everywhere. In my eyes, my mouth, my hair. My uniform was
wet and so was the couch beneath me. "What just happened?" I said
as I pushed myself up onto my elbows.

Karen smiled, stood up, and smoothed her
skirt down, hiding her wet pussy from view. Without even looking at
me she answered my question. "I used to squirt when I came back in
college. I haven't felt that good in a long time though. I have to
say Marcus, you've surprised me today." She turned to me and ran a
hand across my thigh. "I like you. Come back tomorrow. Maybe we'll
get you into a dress next time you go down on me."

My cock jumped underneath my soiled panties
but I said nothing. I didn't want to wear a dress. And I told
myself I didn't even want to wear the panties. They were just good
luck. And as I slipped my light blue hipsters down, replacing them
with Karen's sheer red bikini-cut, I couldn't deny how wearing
panties today had changed my fate.

When I was dressed, and my face cleaned off,
I stood in front of Karen, unsure as to what was supposed to happen
now.

She looked up from her desk and gave me look
that I hadn't seen yet today. Boredom. She sighed as she put her
pen down on the desk and laced her fingers together. "Do you need
something Marcus?"

"I just thought, I don't know... Did you want
to get something to eat or something?"

She smiled but it wasn't the genuine smirk
I'd seen earlier. Hers was the smile you gave someone you couldn't
stand to be around but still had to be polite. What the
hell?

"Come back tomorrow Marcus. I'm done with you
and your sissy little ass for today."

"I'm not-"

Karen shot me a look that shut me up
immediately. Her eyes burned with an intensity that I wished I'd
seen during our little sexcapades on the couch. She looked at me,
then the door. The meaning was clear. With my head down, I shuffled
out of the owner's box, confused and a little scared. But also more
turned on than I'd ever felt in my life.

And when practice was over the next day, I
was practically running back to the owner's box. And the day after
that, and the day after that. Every day was the same. Karen would
use me, she'd tease me, but never fuck me. Hand jobs were the
closest I ever came to taking Karen for a spin. But she wouldn't
let my cock anywhere close to her pussy until I let her dress me up
like her own personal doll.

And every day, I refused.
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My relationship with Karen, if you could even
call it that, only lasted a few weeks. When she realized I wasn't
going to budge on the whole cross-dressing thing, she gave up on me
and moved onto her next boy toy.

That's not to say we didn't keep in touch.
We'd hooked up half a dozen times since breaking it off, always
trying to catch the spark that was there the first time we came
together, but something was missing. Now she really was just the
team owner. And I was one of her star players.

But Karen still remained one of the only
people in the world who knew about my panty secret. I'd let one
other woman, just some random chick at a bar, in on my secret after
an away game and that night still haunted me. Instead of smiling
like Jenny always did, or teasing me until I begged for release
like Karen, the girl from the bar just destroyed me.

I could still hear her shriek. She called me
dozen different names, with faggot, freak, and pussy coming up more
than once. And when I tried to calm her down, she started throwing
things. Half naked and out of her mind, the woman ran from my hotel
room. I thought my career was over right then. My secret would be
out and no one would want to see me play after that.

But the woman either didn't know who I was,
or didn't care. The news story never broke and I went on to become
The Rocket. But I never let another woman in on my secret. And
hiding something like that from someone you were trying to get to
know took its toll on me. I simply quit dating altogether after
awhile. Now it was nothing but one night stands and quick flings in
hotel rooms on the road.

That's why I used my one phone call on Karen.
I needed someone to bail me out, but I also needed someone to talk
to. Someone who understood me. And after I hung up the receiver, I
felt good for the first time since the game. Karen was coming for
me. She would set everything right.

She showed up a few hours later, wearing
simple black slacks and a deep purple blouse. Her hair was pulled
back into a severe bun and dark red lipstick lent a harsh quality
to her already powerful look. As soon as I saw her, I regretted my
decision to call her up. She looked pissed.

Karen didn't say anything as she walked me to
her waiting town car. Her driver opened the door, and as I leaned
down to climb into the spacious backseat, Karen's heel landed on my
ass. The stiletto drove me off balance and forced me head first
against the leather bench seat in the back. And before I could
reorient myself, Karen was climbing in over my tangled legs.
Dropping her whole weight onto the small of my back, she drove the
air from my lungs, leaving me gasping and in pain as she grabbed my
hair, much longer now, and pulled my head back.

"Do you even know how big of a fuckup you
are?" she snarled before slamming my head back to the seat. "And
then you have the nerve to call me. It's not enough you ruin your
own fucking life!"

Stars swam in front of my eyes as my jaw
clacked together against the seat. What did I do?

"I should have reined you in a year ago, but
nooo. I had to go and have a soft spot for my panty wearing
pitcher. And now you've gone and put some drunk in the hospital!"
Karen let out a sound that shook me to my core. Animalistic and
angry, I thought she was about to start beating me right then and
there. I'd never been so afraid. "Well that ends tonight Marcus.
You're done. So this is what's going to happen. I'm going to set
some conditions and you're going to accept them. If you don't, kiss
your career goodbye."

"What?!" I let Karen rage long enough. With a
grunt, I pushed myself out from under my boss and sat up. With fire
in my eyes, I started in on her. She might have been the owner, but
I was the talent now. She couldn't just take baseball away from me.
"You can't stop me from playing Karen! That's not your ca-"

The redhead's hand flew out in an arc and
caught me squarely on my cheek, snapping my head around and raising
a red welt on my cheek. "Shut up Marcus!" she yelled over the sound
of her slap.

"What the fu-"

Another slap caught me in the same spot. Then
another. "I said shut your fucking mouth!"

"Quit hitting me!" Her hand flew out again
but this time I was ready for her. I caught her wrist in midair.
"Now calm down Karen!"

But she had no intentions of calming down.
She pulled against my grip, causing me to focus on the hand I was
already holding instead of the other one that was flying towards my
untouched cheek. And already off balance from wrestling with Karen,
her surprise slap knocked me right off of the seat and onto the
floor of the stretched out town car. I flipped over quickly, ready
to fend off another attack, but none came. She just looked down at
me from up high, her face a mask of anger.

"It's Miss Woodward to you Marcus. You no
longer get to call me Karen."

"Come on, don't be like this! I don't know
what set you off Kare-"

Her foot dropped quickly, catching me between
the legs with a vicious kick to my balls. The cup I was wearing
blocked part of the attack, but not nearly enough. I curled up in
pain at her feet as she continued talking.

"Do even know how many times I've had to
cover for you? How many people I've had to pay off to keep your
little secret safe? Hell, half the team knows. So do half the bar
skanks between here and New York. I have a special expense account
set up for nothing other than paying people not to talk
about what a big fucking sissy you are. And what do you do? You go
and assault some hillbilly for calling you... what was it?" She
nudged me with her toe.

In a voice barely above a whisper, I answered
her. "Panty waist."

"A panty waist! Who the fuck even thinks
that's an insult anymore? But you just went and bled in the water
Marcus. Now the sharks are circling. They smell a story and unless
I start sprinkling more money around like the fucking hush money
fairy, your career is over. No one is going to want to touch you
after the story breaks."

"No one knows! I'm careful!"

Karen laughed. "Careful? How? By not wearing
your panties home when you pick up some local pussy?"

I nodded and immediately regretted it. My
head was pounding. "No one knows! They couldn't!"

"And when you're done wetting your dick, do
you take a shower?"

I nodded again, slower this time.

"And does your little sex pal join you?"

Ohh shit.

Karen smirked. "Yeah, now you get it. Leaving
some bar skank alone in your bedroom isn't the best idea. It
doesn't matter if you don't go clubbing in a thong if you leave
some celebrity humping junkie in your room to find your stash of
panties. They all think you’re either a pervert or a serial
killer!"

"Karen, I fucked up. I'm sorry."

She kicked me again, this time in the ribs.
This was getting out of hand fast.

"I told you Marcus, it's Miss Woodward.
Anything we had before is done with. Understood?"

With the car speeding down the freeway and
nowhere to hide in the backseat, I sighed and submitted. "Yes...
Miss Woodward."

A smile spread across her face at my words.
She held out a hand and I accepted it gingerly, letting Karen pull
me up off the ground. And once I was seated back next to her on the
bench seat, I felt a bit more relaxed.

"So now what?" I asked apprehensively.

"Now you shut up and listen while I explain
some things to you." Karen took a breath, then started in on me in
earnest. "You know I don't care much for baseball. It's boring, the
game goes on too long, and all you athletes are a bunch of babies.
But when it comes down to it, you and your teammates make me a
disgusting amount of money. And I happen to like money a lot."

I wasn't hearing anything new here. Where
is she going with this?

"Do you know why our attendance was up twenty
percent for the last fifteen games?" she asked. "No? Well I'll tell
you, and you might laugh. Attendance was up because of you."

"What?" Me? How?

"Don't act so shocked. You know that perfect
record of yours was something special. And every game you won, your
value went up. Half of the fans wanted to see you break a record,
while the other half was just waiting for you to fail. And now that
you have, what do you have to offer?"

Numbers on a piece of paper. That was all I
was to Karen. My heart sank into my stomach. "I'm still a great
pitcher. It was my stupid panties. They-"

Karen held up her hand to silence me. "I
really don't care Marcus. One loss didn't matter to me. Your silly
record didn't matter to me. I knew your streak wasn't going to go
on forever. But your breakdown. The crying on the mound. The fight
in the bar. You went from a model ball player to page six fodder in
the space of a couple of hours. And this is just the beginning of
the news cycle on this one."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean that the guy whose face you smashed
in is pressing charges. Two counts of assault with a deadly weapon.
And you better hope he doesn't need surgery. I really don't want to
have to pay some no name for the rest of his life because you
cracked a few ribs." Karen's eyes drifted up and down my body.
"Though I have to say, I'm a bit impressed. Who knew a little sissy
like you had it in him."

"I'm not a sis-" Karen raised her hand again.
My jaw snapped shut. This was getting tiring.

"So it comes down to this. You're facing
possible jail time, you're main draw is gone, you clearly can't
handle stress, and if word gets out about your little panty
problem, well, I doubt even a minor league team would want all the
baggage you're packing. And as of an hour ago, you've been
suspended for the rest of the season. So right now, the only person
interested in renewing your contract is me."

When I woke up this morning, I was on top of
the world. Now I was looking at the very real possibility that I
might never play ball again. How did things get so
fucked?

I sighed and looked Karen right in the eyes.
She had me by the balls. "So what do you want me to do Ka... Miss
Woodward."

The sexy redhead rubbed her hands together as
she stared at me hungrily. "I want what I wanted three years ago
Marcus. But now you aren't in a position to tell me no. I want you
in a cute little dress. I want to do your hair up all nice and
pretty and I want you to be at my beck and call for the rest of the
season. Fifteen more games. And you'll be at my side for everyone,
in your cute little panties and whatever clothes I pick out for
you."

"No way! I'm not a fucking Barbie doll!"

She moved closer, letting her hand drift to
my crotch. And when the cup stood in the way of her feeling me up,
she popped the button on my pants and opened my fly. She reached
into her purse and pulled out a pair of silver scissors. I'd seen
her use them to trim stray thread from her clothing in the past,
but now she was using them to cut right through the straps of my
cup. A moment later and the athletic supporter was in the middle of
the floor, cut to pieces and of no help to anyone now.

"Cute," Karen said as she admired my panties.
The very same french-cuts that had ruined my life in less than a
day. And now, with my cup off, her hand closed around my cock and
her eyes locked on to mine.

"You have a choice Marcus. Do what I ask and
I promise I'll sign you next season for more money than you'll ever
be able to spend. Or get out of my car and go teach Phys Ed at the
local High School. It's up to you. Be my sissy that you know you
want to be, or be a nobody for the rest of your life."

I couldn't do it. The panties were one thing,
but everything else? Bras, dresses, skirts, blouses... I didn't
want to wear any of it. I didn't want my hair done. I didn't want
my ears pierced. I didn't want to be a girl! If you don't want
to be a girl Marcus, then why is your cock so hard right
now?

I looked down in shock. Under Karen's palm, I
could see the bulge in my black panties. And as soon as I saw my
cock, straining against the silky fabric, I felt the dull ache that
came with the swelling. Something had set me off. I was horny but
there was no way it was because of what Karen was offering. No
way...

"You're already warming up to the idea. Look
at the little prick bounce under your panties. You always did get
excited when I called you a sissy."

No. That's not true. I never liked it...

"So, sissy, what do you want to
do? Save your career and give up your manhood, which honestly
couldn't mean much to you in the first place, or lose everything
and never play baseball again?"

I sat quietly, with my eyes bouncing from
Karen, to my disobedient boner, then out to the window where I
caught my reflection in the tinted glass. My hair had grown out
since I joined the league, now falling to nearly my shoulders on
advice from an older pitcher. On the wind-up of a pitch, longer
hair gives you that extra little bit of flair.

My chin and upper lip were hidden behind a
thick, black goatee. My eyes peeked out from below bushy eyebrows
when I dropped my head to my chest. I looked menacing. I was the
bad boy on the mound. The Rocket. But as I stared at my reflection,
I tried to imagine myself without the facial hair. I tried to
picture longer lashes and makeup that would make my blue eyes pop.
But I just couldn't. I was a man.

A man with an impossible decision to
make.

A man in panties, and about to cum from the
thought of everything Karen wanted to do to me.

This isn't fair!

With a sigh, I turned back to Karen with
watering eyes and slumped shoulders. I didn't even need to say
anything. She could see the defeat on my face. But when she heard
my voice, small and helpless, her smile grew, making her look like
she was about to swallow me whole.

"Miss Woodward," I said shakily, "I want to
be your girl..."
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Karen didn't waste any time after I told her
my decision. With a knock on the glass partition that divided us
from the driver, she caught his attention and directed him to take
us to the nearest beauty salon. She laughed as she told him about
all the "work" we had in front of us tonight.

And as the glass slid back up, her attention
turned back to me. I was still shaking on the bench, with my pants
half way down and my cock straining against the panties that had
caused me so much trouble today. Her hand found my dick once more
as she sidled up next to me and laid her chin on my shoulder.

"You should know Marcus that I just don't
want to dress you up. I want to have some fun with you too. I want
you to follow every direction I give you for the next two weeks.
And if you disobey me, well, expect to be punished. Understand
sweetie?"

I thought about Karen's hand flying across my
face, or how her heels felt against my balls. It was clear she had
no qualms about getting physical. I nodded my head slowly, too
afraid to speak as she stroked me slowly through my panties.

"That's my good boy. Or girl?" She laughed
and lifted her head off of my shoulder. Her eyes walked up and down
my body. "Well, not a girl yet, but not much of a man either. I
guess that makes you my good sissy then. Isn't that right Marcus? I
want to hear you tell me what a good little sissy you want to be."
Her hand slid across my cock faster.

I'm not a sissy! I wanted to scream it
at her. I wanted to shake her until she understood that I didn't
want this. But I had no choice. It was her way or my career was
over. With my eyes downcast and my voice barely audible, I said
what she wanted to hear.

"I'll be your good little sissy Miss
Woodward."

"Ohh Marcus! Such an obedient little toy."
Karen slipped my cock from beneath my panties and wrapped her
fingers around my shaft. The time for petting was over. Her hand
pumped me so quick that her movements were nothing more than a
blur. "We're going to have soooo much fun!"

I wasn't listening anymore. Her hand on my
dick felt too good to ignore. After all her teasing, I just wanted
to cum. I didn't care if my head was full of thoughts about panties
and short skirts. I didn't care that Karen was telling me about all
of the things she was going to do to me tonight. All I cared about
was getting off. And that's exactly what I did only twenty seconds
later.

I exploded without warning. My whole body
shook as my orgasm tore through me and my dick pulsed between
Karen's expert fingers. Sticky and hot, my cum shot up in an arc,
high and fast. Thin streaks of white crisscrossed my jersey and
coated Karen's hand. But most embarrassingly was the stray glob
that landed on my chin and cheek as I gasped in pleasure.

"Like a little sissy fountain!" Karen said as
she pulled her hand away from my cock and licked a dot of cum from
the tip of her thumb. Her eyes closed and she sighed as if she'd
just eaten the most delicious food imaginable. And when she opened
her eyes again, she was looking straight at me with a mischievous
grin across her face.

"So tasty. Every girl should love the taste,"
she said as she held up her hand. It was coated in my sticky
juices. For a moment I didn't understand what she was driving at,
but then she pushed her hand against my mouth. "Lick it all off
Marcus. Show me how much you like the taste of cum. Show me what a
good little sissy you are."

I shook my head from side to side, trying to
escape from under her semen coated grasp. But all that earned me
was her long fingernails digging into my cheeks and a look of anger
from Karen.

"Open your mouth Marcus and lick every last
drop of cum off my hand or the deal is off. I'll kick you out of
the car right here."

Her tone, her touch, and her cold eyes all
told me the same thing. She wasn't joking. With a shudder, my lips
parted and my tongue slipped out. I looked up in worry as my taste
buds touched my own salty mess for the first time.

I can't believe I'm doing this. Ughh, so
salty.

But I didn't complain out loud. Instead, I
pressed my mouth against Karen's palm and sucked all of my mess off
of her small hand. She smiled as I did. And as I looked upon her
pleased face, I couldn't help but stare. She was so pretty when she
was happy. Her eyes sparkled and her dimples made the sick feeling
in the pit of my stomach fade away the longer I looked at her.

The cum didn't taste so bad anymore. I pulled
my lips from her palm and took her wrist between my hands. Karen
looked surprised for a moment, and probably a little worried that I
might try something, but the only thing I did was to suck her wet
fingers into my mouth while letting my tongue slide up and down her
knuckles. I looked at her with wide eyes as I slipped her fingers
in and out of my mouth. She giggled as she watched.

"Ohh you make me wish I had a cock of my own
Marcus. You suck so well! Now swallow it all. Show me what a good
girl you want to be!"

I kept licking, letting my own cum coalesce
into tiny puddles on my tongue. And as I worked on cleaning off
Karen, she worked on herself. Her other hand snaked down and
dropped underneath the waistband of her black slacks. Her head
tilted back and she slid down in her seat as she spread her legs. I
could see her fingers moving underneath the tight fabric of her
pants, giving her an unnatural bulge between her legs.

She was touching herself to the thought of
what she was going to do to me. And that, more than anything, made
me relax. Karen truly wanted this. She wanted to see me in panties.
She wanted me to prance around in a dress. She wanted to see my
smooth legs peeking out from below the hemline of a skirt. And I
wanted to see her as turned on as she was right now.

My cock swelled again but I ignored myself.
Instead, I squeezed Karen's wrist and dipped my head faster,
sucking and licking her fingers in my mouth.

"Ohh! Yes Marcus... show me what a little
panty waist can do with her mouth. I bet you'd love a cock between
those puffy lips of yours."

Her words pierced me like a knife, sending my
stomach roiling once more. But they also made my heart beat faster.
My cock ached as she spoke. Part of me was loving this. And that
part was growing quickly.

Karen pulled her hand away but I wouldn't let
go of her wrist. That was okay with her though. Instead of telling
me to let go, she led me off of the bench seat and back onto the
floor. She guided me between her legs and positioned her hand as
close to her crotch as she could without interfering with her own
pleasure. Now she was smiling down at me as I looked up at her from
my place on the floor. I was sucking her fingers wildly, but we
both knew what I was really doing.

I was pretending to suck her cock.

Karen's sultry sighs filled the backseat of
the car as she came. Her body jerked spastically and her legs
closed in around me, trapping me between her encroaching thighs. I
didn't move to stop her. I just let it happen.

"Ohhhhh..." she moaned as I watched her pants
grow damp in front of my eyes. "Ohhhh god!"

She'd squirted just like she had our first
time together. The black pants hid the wet spot well, but we both
knew what had just happened. And we both knew what it meant. I'd
made her explode and I hadn't even had my tongue on anything
important. Karen was that turned on by all of this!

I popped her fingers out of my mouth to say
something, anything at the moment, but as soon as I did, her spit
soaked digits wrapped themselves in my hair. Without warning she
pulled my head towards the wet spot between her legs and before I
could stop her, my face, already covered in my own sticky juices,
was pressed fully against her warm, wet pants.

"Mmmm," she moaned as she ground her crotch
against my face, "I haven't felt that good in years. That little
sissy ass of yours... I love it." She pulled me back and stared
down at me. "I can't wait to get you all dolled up if you are
already doing things like this to me. God Marcus! I can't even go
into the salon with you now. Not as wet as I am."

In all the excitement, I'd completely
forgotten we were actually heading somewhere. My eyes dropped to
the floor. Once the car stopped, my transformation would start.
This is actually happening. Karen is going to force me into a
dress.

"Why do you look so sad Marcus?" asked Karen,
sounding almost bored.

"I don't want this! I just want to play
baseball. I'll even stop wearing the panties if you want, just
please don't do this Karen. Please!"

Her eyes turned cold again. "You can deny
what you are all you want Marcus, but you liked it when I talked
about it years ago and you liked it when I brought it up three
minutes ago. Quit getting in your own way and enjoy yourself." Her
hand stroked my cheek as she smiled warmly. "Just give in Marcus.
Wear the pretty panties and the matching bra. Slip into a
nice dress or tight little jeans. I want to see that feminine
figure of yours. I want to touch your smooth skin, kiss your
painted lips, grab your pantied ass..."

My cock was once again throbbing and fighting
to get out of my panties. My panties. This really is all my
fault. What kind of man wears panties?

"Be my sissy Marcus," Karen continued. "Be my
sissy and I promise, you will enjoy it."

Her tone was clear. She wasn't reassuring me.
She was commanding me.

I would enjoy it. Whether I wanted to or
not.




 


Seven

 


After Karen's driver came back with the news
that the salon would keep my treatment a secret, the large man took
me by the arm and dragged me out of the car. Unable to shake myself
out of the bigger man's grasp, I did the only thing I could do and
let him pull me into the beauty parlor. And once inside, he shoved
me at a buxom blonde with a fluffed out hairdo that reminded me of
my mother. She took me by the arm as I stumbled into her arms. To
my dismay, she was just as strong as Karen's driver.

And before he left, the well dressed chauffer
pressed one of his thick fingers into my chest, locking his beady
black eyes onto mine. In something akin to a growl he told me to
behave. Or else.

Once he was gone, I wasn't treated any
better. The stylist who held my arm tight introduced herself as
Susie. And Susie made sure to let me know she was being paid very
well to get me ready for Miss Woodward's return. "A full body
treatment," she said with a southern twang as she pulled me towards
a door in the back of the well-lit salon. "From the toes up!"

I had no idea what she meant before she
pulled me through the door, but once I was inside the next room,
the picture came together instantly. And once it did, I wanted to
run for it.

A masseuse table took up the middle spot in
the room, and waiting to either side of the table were two small
Asian women, possibly twins, each holding wooden sticks covered in
hot wax.

"I didn't agree to this!" I yelled as Susie
forced me towards the table. "She didn't say anything about
waxing!"

But my words fell onto deaf ears. The twins
chittered away in a language I didn't understand while Susie
planted a hand in my back and pushed me bodily over the table. And
before I could stop her, she leaned over and dropped an elbow
midback, pressing me down with her considerable weight. Her other
hand yanked at my pants while my legs kicked out and my arm flailed
in front of me. I couldn't stop her. My pants slipped down and the
room erupted in laughter.

"Well this explains the hush hush treatment.
Ohh Honey, you're so cute." She looked up at the other two in the
room. "Don't you agree girls? I mean, look at those undies. Mmm mmm
mmm. I wish I had your body sweetie. To wear something so cute
again. What a lucky girl you are."

"I'm not a fucking girl!" I screamed. I
kicked out and caught Susie in the thigh with one of my cleats.

Big mistake.

The large woman grunted as my foot bounced
off of her leg. And when I looked back to see if she was crying,
all of the blood drained from my face. Susie wasn't crying at all.
Instead, her face was a mask of fury, with a large, pulsing vein
popping out from her neck. I'd never seen someone so angry.

Through clenched teeth, Susie snarled at me.
"You're going to be sorry about that Honey. Real sorry." Susie
dropped her weight into her elbow again and my entire body erupted
in pain as she pressed me into the table. But that was only a cover
for her real intent. While I was screaming in pain, Susie pulled my
panties down to my knees, leaving my ass up in the air and
unprotected. "Shoulda just agreed about being a pretty little girl.
Woulda been the smart move Honey. 'Cause I don't hit girls."

Her hand came down quick and hard. In an
instant, my ass was on fire. And she didn't stop at one. Or two. Or
ten. Her hand kept falling with a quickness and harshness that only
real anger brought out. The sound of her slaps echoed off of the
walls, filling the room with the sound of my pain. And the only
other sound heard in the room was my crying as I was spanked like a
child.

I was numb by the time she finished. Body
and mind. All I could do was cry as Susie pulled my clothes
off and positioned me on the table. She tried to calm me down with
soft shushing and hands rubbing my sore backside, but I wasn't
crying because of the pain.

I'd been a person when I woke up this
morning. I had a career, a home, and a future. I walked tall. I was
proud. I was cocky. Now I was nothing. I was naked in a room where
the women saw me as nothing more than a strange, pitiful man. A
sissy. Some pantied freak that needed to be laughed at. And I
couldn't do anything to stop it. I was completely helpless.

Susie gave up on me and threw her hands in
the air. "You deal with the cryin'. Just make sure the little
princess here is done within the next couple o' hours. She still
needs hair, nails, and makeup before Miss Woodward arrives."

"Okay Miss Susie. We get him all smooth. You
no worry," said one of the small Asian women.

The other chimed in. "He-she will be very
pretty when we done. No worry. No worry."

Susie turned and left, leaving me with the
twins and their small hands that immediately dropped to my body.
Their touches were gentle, and it took me a moment to realize they
were not just trying to clam me down. They were rubbing something
into my skin. And everywhere they touched, I felt a tingling
coolness a few seconds later.

"What is that?" I asked between sobs. "So
cold!"

One of the women answered. "It help with
pain. Next part, you no like. "

The other agreed. "No like. Never like. But
when we done, you be soooo pretty."

The hot wax touched my calves, sending a
tingle of dread up my back. And when I felt the cotton strips being
pressed against my skin I knew I was only moments away from another
round of pain. But when I heard the women grunt and felt the sting
of the strips being pulled away in unison, I was surprised at how
little it hurt.

Not to say that I enjoyed it. The smooth
patches of skin where only moments before there had been a forest
of hair burned like a bitch, but the pain was nothing like the
spanking I'd just endured. If anything, the throbbing soreness left
over from my impromptu punishment hurt more than the waxing. And
now that I knew, I relaxed and let the women work.

They finished in under ninety minutes. And
when I was done, there wasn't a hair left anywhere below my neck.
My legs, ass, chest, back, pits, and pubes; all smooth to the
touch.

But when I tried to sit up and hop off the
table, the women pushed me back.

"You no done yet. Still too hairy!"

I looked down at my bare skin. Even the light
fuzz on my arms had been ripped out by the twins. What's
left?

"Sit back and stay still. Face is hard
part."

Ohh no.

The wax hit my cheeks, burning my skin
underneath. I should have known they'd to my face too, but somehow
the thought had never crossed my mind. It took another half an hour
to pluck every last hair from my chin and cheeks. And when Susie
came strolling back through the door two hours after the twins had
begun, the skilled women were just finishing up my eyebrows. Gone
was my bushy black brows and my well kept goatee. Now my face was
as smooth and feminine as the rest of my body.

"Ohh Honey, you look amazin'! Miss Woodward's
gonna be so smitten!" Susie said as she took my hand and pulled me
from the table. She tossed me a robe and waited for me to cinch the
waist tight around my middle before she yanked me from the room.
"We still gotta lot of work to do on you. Your lady friend left
pretty specific instructions."

Instructions? What more does Karen want?

I kept my mouth shut. It didn't matter what
Karen wanted. She was going to get it. That much had been made
clear in the short time since she'd picked me up from the police
station.

Susie washed my hair, then started painting
large locks with a flat brush before wrapping it up with tinfoil.
When she saw the confused look on my face, she smiled at me through
the mirror. "Just some hair dye Honey. You'll be a brunette in
about an hour."

This just keeps getting better...

I sighed and watched Susie work. And about
half way through my hair treatment was when the twins returned with
a full tray of nail products. While Susie worked on my hair, the
twins buffed and painted my toes and fingers to a high gloss. My
dirty man hands were gone; replaced by bubblegum pink nails and
toes.

"Ohh you're gonna look so good when we're all
done Honey. You'll have to beat the men off with a stick." Susie
spun me around and popped open a makeup case. "Time to make you
shine."

In less time than I thought it would take,
Susie finished up my make up and took a step back. She had me tilt
my head up and turn to the side a few times, but when she had
enough, she smiled and gave me a thumbs up. "Almost done."

She unwrapped my hair and picked up a pair of
scissors next. Hair fell to the ground as she trimmed me up and
gave me bangs. I wished Susie would just shave my head at this
point but I knew that wasn't in the cards. I cursed myself for ever
growing my hair out in the first place.

"All done!" Susie yelled as she brushed out
my hair. "Now, it's time to meet the new you Honey."

I held my breath as Susie spun the chair. In
my mind I expected to look like a clown, with scraggly hair and
enough makeup on to entertain at children's birthday parties. But
when I saw myself in the mirror for the first time since we'd
started, my jaw nearly hit the ground. I was...
beautiful.

How is this even possible? I thought
as I ran a hand across my cheek. My pink nails in the mirror only
added to the feminine effect that the makeup and newly teased hair
gave me. I blinked my eyes, watching with amazement as my long,
thick lashes bobbed on command. My eyelids shimmered with a light
dusting of bronze eye shadow. My skin was smooth and flawless, with
my cheeks glowing rosily. And my lips... My naturally puffy lips
looked even larger now as light seemed to curve along the muted red
color and high shine of the lip gloss.

There was nothing masculine left on my face.
I'd dated girls less pretty than I was right now. And that's when I
noticed I was popping wood again. Damn it! This shouldn't be
turning me on!

"So? What do you think Honey?" Susie asked
form behind me. "Feels strange doesn't it? Knowing that you look
better as a woman than you ever did as a man."

Wait. What? "That's not true..."

Susie laughed and spun me away from the
mirror so she could look me in the eyes. "Sweetie, I've been doing
this a long time and you're not the first man who's come through my
door who wanted to feel pretty. But I can tell you honestly that
very few come out looking as good as you. God made a mistake when
she gave you a set of balls darlin'. You were meant to be a
girl."

My cock jumped again and my mind rebelled.
I'm not a girl. I'm not a girl! "I'm not a girl!"

My hands clapped over my mouth as my eyes
went wide and my ass started to throb, reminding me of what
happened last time I'd yelled at Miss Susie. But she didn't look
angry this time. She just looked amused.

"Honey, it doesn't matter what's swingin'
between your legs any more. All anyone is gonna see when they look
at you is a little princess. You're gorgeous."

I dropped my head to the chest and swung my
bare feet under the chair. "I'm not a girl..."

Susie was about to correct me again when the
bell chimes went off and the front door swung open silently. Karen
walked through the door with her driver in tow. She'd changed her
clothes since I'd last seen her. Now she was dressed simply, in a
pair of dark blue jeans that flared at the knee, black boots with a
three inch heel, and a simple button up blouse that hung loosely
off her thin frame.

"Right on time I see," Karen said when she
saw me. She was trying to keep the excitement out of her voice, but
she was failing miserably. And even if she did, her face betrayed
just how much she was enjoying my misery. "I can't believe this is
the same man I dropped off earlier. Susie, you are an artist."

Susie bowed. "I try to please."

"Then you won't mind if I take my little
sissy here into the back to get her dressed?" asked Karen.

"Mind? No. In fact, I'd like to be there when
you do. She's just so pretty. I don't want to miss the final
product."

Karen shrugged. "Fine with me." She turned to
me and curled her finger in a come-hither motion. "Come Marcus. I
had to guess at your size, but I have a feeling the clothes I
bought you will fit perfectly."

My bare feet hit the cold floor and I pulled
the robe tighter around my body. Not because of the chill in the
room, but because I was trying to hide the boner I was sporting. My
cock hadn't gone down since I'd seen my reflection. And once I saw
Karen again, I'd only gotten harder. I tried to push away the
thoughts and feelings welling up inside of me, but every time I
dumped one thought about my situation, a new, sexier idea took its
place.

By the time I walked into the back room once
more, my mind was a mess of confused images of me on the floor
between the two powerful women in the room with me. I was wearing a
light blue summer dress and sitting on my knees with my legs bent
backwards as I stared up at my betters. And when they snapped their
fingers, I took position on the floor, on all fours, with my ass up
and my head out. Karen sat down on the floor in front of me and
pulled my head down to her dripping wet pussy, while Susie dropped
her pants to reveal a thick cock, hard a steel and twice as wide as
my own. She grabbed my hips and lifted up my skirt, lining herself
up...

"Marcus!"

 

I shook my head, sending my newly styled hair
flying in every direction. I blinked a few times to clear my head
and when I looked at Karen, it was clear she was annoyed with me.
Her booted foot was tapping on the ground and her hands were
sitting on her waist. Behind her, Susie was giggling, clearly
entertained by something. And when I saw her eyes dart down, I knew
exactly what she was laughing at.

My robe had opened enough to let my cock slip
out between the folds of terrycloth. I quickly hid myself away
again but it was too late. Karen was furious.

"How am I supposed to convince people that
you're a girl if your little cock keeps popping out? I know how
much this is turning you on Marcus, but we have to do something
about that."

"It's not-"

Karen cut me off. "I don't want excuses. I
want solutions. You were bulging out of your panties earlier and
it's clear that if I put you in a dress, you'll just pop right out
of that too. So what am I supposed to do with you?" She was
standing only inches from me now. And as my cock bounced out,
trying in vain to reach her hole, I noticed I was looking up at
her. With her in heels and myself barefoot, Karen was nearly three
inches taller than I was.

Susie spoke up from across the room. "I might
have a solution Miss Woodward. Marcus here isn't the first cross
dresser to come through my shop. And the full up queens love to
share their secrets while I fix up their hair."

Karen stepped aside and waved Susie in. "Be
my guest. I just want my sissy boy to look perfect."

Susie smiled and stepped forward. But before
she reached me, she turned back to Karen. "Do you have her
panties?"

Karen handed over a bright pink bikini with
the word "sexy" across the ass in bright white block print. My
cheeks grew red as Susie held the up for me to see.

"You are gonna look so cute in these!"

She handed me the panties and pulled the sash
of my robe free before I could stop her. The terrycloth robe
slipped open and revealed Susie's handiwork to Karen. This time she
couldn't hold back her gasp of surprise.

"Wow... He looks so soft!" Karen stepped
forward and ran her hand across my chest, then my legs. And as a
final insult, she let her fingers wander across my hairless mound
before she walked them down my hard cock like a prisoner walking
the plank. She pushed down on my tip before pulling her fingers
away, making my dick bob in the air like a springboard.

"Pull them up to your knees Honey," commanded
Susie. "But no farther until I say so."

I did as I was told. And when the pink
panties were hanging at my knees, Susie stepped in close, grabbing
my shaft as she smiled. I smiled back. Another orgasm was just what
I needed.

But a rub and tug wasn't why Susie grabbed
me. Her other hand flew out and grabbed my sack. And in an instant,
blinding pain filled my entire body. She was pulling my cock up and
my balls down.

"What the fuck!" I screamed as my knees
buckled and my hand shot out.

Susie let go of my goodies before I fell over
and grabbed my arms instead. She stood me back up and once she was
sure my feet were back under me, her hand came out and caught me
across the face. "Watch your mouth girlie."

She looked down and smiled at her handiwork.
I wasn't hard anymore. The shock and pain had made sure of that.
Now I hung limply, looking small and pitiful. Susie grabbed me
again, holding my sack in her hand. She rubbed my balls slowly
between her fingers before pressing one, then the other, up into my
abdomen. Smiling still, she circled behind me and moved the robe
off to my side before reaching between my legs and grabbing hold of
my cock. In one swift motion, she pulled my manhood firmly between
my legs.

When I looked down, all I saw was a smooth,
feminine front where my cock used to be. Hidden between my legs
like it was, and with my balls now nestled up inside of my body
instead of swinging freely, I no longer resembled anything close to
a man. I wanted to cry again but that would have just solidified my
femininity.

"Pull up your panties Honey." Susie said,
still holding my cock against my taint.

I followed directions, sliding the soft
cotton undies in place, only stopping for a moment so that Susie
could pull her hand out from between my legs. But once the tight
cotton panties were pulled up, Susie's hand wasn't needed. My limp
dick stayed right where she'd left it, hidden away shamefully
between my thighs.

Susie turned to Karen and smiled. "Problem
solved. Now your boy truly looks like the sissy little girl she was
always meant to be."

Karen couldn't keep her eyes off of me. She
nodded her head and dropped a finger into her mouth, lightly
sucking on her knuckle as she stared. "Marcus... God you look
amazing..."

Susie spoke up. "You know, something as
pretty as her needs a name more suitable. Marcus just doesn't do
this sweet little piece of pie justice."

Karen nodded as she mumbled, still lost in my
beauty. "New name... Sure..."

"Well? You have any suggestions Miss
Woodward? She's your toy. Only right you get to name her."

I don't even get to choose my own name.
Not my gender, not my career, not my hair color. I don't make
decisions anymore. The stray thought made my cock pulse between
my legs, but with no room to grow, the feeling was nothing more
than an annoyance. Karen owns me. I'm her toy...

"Miss Woodward?" Susie called out. "Hey!
They'll be plenty of time to stare. Name your new doll and let's
get her dressed and out the door before midnight."

Karen finally snapped out of her daydream.
Her eyes focused and turned towards me. "Have to name my sweet
thing. Hey Marcus, what was the name of your girlfriend back in
college? The one who gave you your first pair of panties?
Jamie?"

"Jenny."

She smiled. "Well I think it's only fitting
that we pay tribute to the girl who made this all possible. So
until I'm done with you Marcus, you'll be my Jennie.
Understood?"

Jennie. My name is Jennie. "Yes Miss
Woodward. My name is Jennie."

Karen smiled wickedly. "And what are you
Jennie?"

I bowed my head, looking at the flat front of
my panties. "I'm a sissy. Your sissy..."

Karen rocked back on her heels as my words
hit her. "Mmm. That's right Jennie. You're my little sissy girl.
And we're going to have a lot of fun." Karen stepped close
and took my head in her hands, pulling me close and kissing me
deeply. "Now let's get you dressed."




 


Eight

 


I couldn't stop fidgeting as the car sped
towards the Woodward estate. Everything felt wrong. My legs were
cold, my hair touched my neck in all the wrong spots and my
earlobes were burning. I still couldn't believe this was real. And
the way Karen was looking at me, with her eyes wandering up and
down my body as I tugged on the hem of my dress and recrossed my
legs for the hundredth time; it made me so confused. I was
embarrassed by everything she'd done to me, but loved the way she
was staring, with hungry eyes that begged for my body.

Susie and Karen hadn't wasted any time after
"fixing" my little problem back at the salon. With my dick hidden
between my legs, the two women unpacked half a dozen outfits from a
bag that Karen's driver brought in and laid at my feet. I could see
the tall man staring down at me, struggling to suppress a
laugh.

The girl's pressed shirts, pants, skirts and
dresses against my body as I shivered in the cold room. And when
they finally settled on a pair of strappy black shoes with a three
inch heel, a gel filled bra that matched the pink panties I already
had on, and a simple red dress with a high waist, I was almost glad
to put the clothes on.

Almost.

The bra fit me in a way no other piece of
clothing ever had. With the bra hugging my chest and the arm straps
digging into my shoulders, the restrictive undergarment reminded me
more than anything that I was no long a man in the eyes of everyone
else in the room. And when I dropped the slinky red dress over my
head, letting the silky fabric settle over my body, I saw that the
gel lined cups of the bra gave me enough up top that I didn't look
completely ridiculous. Combined with the high waist and a hemline
that ended a few inches above my knees, my body looked every bit
the part of a woman.

The strappy heels were the final touch,
giving me the few inches I needed to match Karen's height. But that
didn't make us equals. If anything, the shoes only made my
predicament that much clearer. My whole center of balance was off
and I became conscious of every step. So with small, hobbled steps,
I walked to the mirror and took a look at the new me.

The person staring back at me in the mirror
wasn't Marcus Chase. He was a man. A baseball superstar. But the
girl who looked back at me with fuck-me eyes and pouty lips was no
one. Her name was Jennie and her only job in life was to look
pretty. And so far, it was a job she was really good at.

Karen didn't agree. She stepped up behind me,
with her reflection joining my own as her arms wrapped around my
waist and her head resting on my shoulder. She stared into the
mirror with a smile on her face but wrinkles on her brow.

"Something's missing." Her eyes opened a bit
wider as her eyes scanned my body. "Ahh. There it is."

Karen let me go and turned to Susie. "Her
ears. Do you do piercings here?"

I almost broke my ankle when I turned too
quickly in my new heels. "No! That's permanent!"

Karen's hand slid across my cheek. "Ohh
sweetie, you'll be so pretty for me . And besides, lots of
real men have pierced ears now. You'll be covered either
way."

I stomped my heel against the ground in
protest. "But I don't want to!"

All that earned me was a hard slap across the
face which dropped me to my knees in the unfamiliar shoes. And when
I stood back up, Karen's driver was there to grab my arms and lift
me off my feet.

"Let me go!" I screamed, but it didn't help.
He was too strong and I had no leverage. I was helpless.

Susie and Karen followed behind us, back out
to the salon. I was thrown back into a chair and spun around
quickly, with the driver staring daggers at me. It was clear that
if I tried to move, he'd stop me immediately. And if he did, I
doubted I would like the end result. No one in the room had shown
any restraint so far when it came to putting me in my place
physically.

"Hmmm," Karen hummed as she circled around
me, brushing my hair back behind my ears as she did. "I think I
want them here, here-" Karen pinched my earlobes, once low and in
the spot I'd expected an ear ring, then once more slightly higher.
"And here." She touched me once more near the top back part of my
ear.

Three piercings?!

"Two lobes and a helix. That'll look nice.
Ohh you're a lucky girl Jennie," Susie said as she picked up the
piercing gun.

The driver leaned down and grabbed my wrists,
holding my arms down against the chair as Susie pressed the
piercing gun to my earlobe. I shut my eyes and tensed my body as
the sharp sound of the gun filled my ears and pain shot through my
lobe. By the time the sixth stud slid through my skin, I was ready
to pass out.

Back in the car, I touched the small silver
ringlet that now hung off the top of my ear. When Susie had spun me
around and I saw the new piercings, I had to admit that Karen was
right. I might not have liked what she was doing to me, but the
earrings added another layer to the persona Karen was cultivating.
And any extra distance we could put between Marcus and Jennie was
for the best. If someone found out who the pretty girl in the red
dress really was, my career would be just as dead as if Karen
leaked my secrets.

The car slowed as we neared a gated driveway
at the end of a well lit street. A large W sat center mass in the
gate, and as the metal barrier opened in front of us, the letter
split in half, granting us entry to the private street that led to
a mansion on the hill. I couldn't help but press my face against
the window as the car pulled up. I'd never seen a house so big.

When the car stopped in front of the house,
Karen's driver opened my door and dropped his hand cordially,
helping me out from the backseat. His gesture caught me off guard
since our last interaction was a bit more on the rough side. But
when he smiled and flexed his hand in front of me, my hesitation
vanished. This wasn't a trick. He truly was helping me out of the
backseat.

My hand slipped into his and I noticed
immediately just how small my palm was compared to his. And with my
pink nails, my fingers looked so delicate in his large hand. I
couldn't help but think about what Susie had said to me earlier in
the night.

God made a mistake. You were meant to be a
girl.

I tried to shake the thought from my head but
it was starting to make sense. Had my whole life been leading up to
this? Was Karen right? Was I nothing but a sissy?

I tried to slide out of the car like I was
used to doing in pants, but Karen's hand dropped to my shoulder.
"Ladylike," she said behind me. "Remember Jennie, you're in a
dress. And I don't think you want the world to see what's between
your legs."

I blushed at her words but took them to
heart. Inching my way across the seat now and mindful of my dress,
and everything concealed under it, I finally reached the edge and
dropped a heeled foot onto the ground. The driver helped me stand
up, though I had to grab onto his arm to keep steady when I got my
feet under me. And he didn't let go of me once I was standing.
Instead, he held my hand tightly, with our fingers interlaced,
until Karen came over and took me from him.

"Welcome to your new home Jennie." she said
as she waved her hand in front of me. "We have anything you could
ever want here. A full staff to meet your every need, a stocked
kitchen with whatever you want to eat, and enough entertainment to
make sure you're never bored."

The sound of our heels on the cobblestone
steps echoed in the darkness. I was surprised by how little I was
worried about staying here with Karen, in a house that wasn't my
own. But when I thought about it, it was no different than spending
half of my season on the road. I learned to sleep anywhere and this
would be no different.

Well, maybe a little different.

And I was about to find out just how
different. Karen skipped the dime tour and pulled me right up the
grand curving stairs in the entryway. "I wished we could have had
more fun today with you all dolled up, but I'm drained and I can't
imagine you have much energy left either Jennie. Besides, us
girls need our beauty sleep."

Karen pushed a door open at the end of the
hall and pulled me inside. I could tell she was waiting for a
startled reaction to the ultra feminine room, with its light pink
walls, lacy four post bed, and open walk-in closet filled with all
manner of women's clothing, but after everything else that had
happened to me today, a girl's room wasn't much of a surprise.

"It's pretty," I said in a flat voice as I
sat down on the edge of the bed. My eyes closed as my ass sunk into
the mattress. So soft...

I fell backwards, letting my back hit the bed
while my legs hung off the mattress. I spread my arms out and
enjoyed the feeling of lying on a cloud with my eyes still shut. I
could have fallen asleep right then if it hadn't been for
Karen.

I felt the mattress flex under my back as she
climbed onto the bed next to me. And when I opened my eyes, her
face was hovering over me. With her scarlet hair hanging down and
the soft glow of the built in lamp above her head behind her, she
looked like an angel. And her smile helped that image. My mouth
opened. "Karen, I jus-"

She was on me in two seconds. Her eyes flared
as she pounced and I thought for a moment that she was going to hit
me for not calling her Miss Woodward. But instead of her hand
across my face, it was her lips that found my cheek. And from
there, her mouth wandered until it was over mine. Her hands slipped
into my hair and she tugged harshly, forcing me to tilt my head
back and letting her slip her tongue into my mouth.

My cock pulsed between my legs, growing with
each forceful kiss delivered from the woman on top of me. Karen
tore at my clothes, stretching out the expensive dress I'd only
worn for little over an hour as she tried to pull me out of it. And
when she had my chest exposed, with my pink bra out for her to see,
her head lifted and a feral grin spread as her hands found my
little lumps.

"So small, but they look so right on you."
Karen flipped her hair and dropped her mouth back to mine. Her
hands squeezed the gel lined cups of the bra as her tongue darted
in and out of my mouth. "But we can find something to fill out that
bra of yours. Susie was quite helpful."

Between my legs, my cock was throbbing,
begging to be set free. But as it grew, my panties held me back
painfully, leaving me frustrated, horny, and confused.

Karen lifted her head again. "God Marcus, I'm
so fucking horny right now!" Her head dropped to my neck and her
teeth sunk into my skin. I gasped as her mouth locked onto me and
she began to suck. My skin prickled and my fingers dug into the
downy bedspread below me. And when Karen finally pulled her head
away from my neck, she left behind a large purple hicky where her
lips had been only a moment before. "Take off your dress. Now!"

Karen slipped off of me and I spring to my
feet quickly. As fast as I could, I shimmied out of the dress,
letting it pool at my feet. Karen pushed herself to the head of the
bed and leaned back into the mountain of pillows behind her. Her
hand raised and her wrist twisted as her fingers curled inwards
with a wave of motion. Her index finger curled slower than the
rest, inviting me to climb up onto the bed with her.

I obeyed immediately.

In nothing but my pink undies and my heels, I
moved across the bed on all fours, positioning myself between
Karen's spread legs. I drank in her smile and bit my lip when she
sat up, her hands reaching for me. I didn't feel silly at all
anymore. Instead, I felt wanted. I felt sexy. I'd never seen Karen
so worked up.

She practically pounced on me, pushing me
over and sending my arms and legs flailing as she climbed back on
top of me. I giggled, high pitched and feminine, as she leaned back
while she straddled my stomach and pulled off her blouse. Her bra
followed, exposing her perky pink nipples to me for the first time
in years. I'd forgotten just how much I loved staring at her
breasts.

When Karen leaned back in, I pressed one of
her tits to my lips while my hand played with her other one. I
heard her sigh above me and her long hair tickled my face as it
fell between us. My tongue rolled and pressed against her nipple as
I sucked on her gently, keeping rhythm with the sultry sounds she
made. I'd always been good at this part.

But Karen wasn't in the mood for extended
foreplay. She pulled her tit from my mouth and yanked my head back
to the bed by my hair. Pain blossomed across my scalp but it was a
good kind of pain. I was starting to understand why so many of the
women I'd been with loved it when I ran my hand through their hair
and tugged gently, or sometimes not so gently, while we made love.
The power behind it, the rush of knowing your partner had such
control, it was intoxicating.

She was intoxicating. I wanted Karen now more
than ever. And I couldn't wait any longer. The male me, the
real me, woke up. In an instant I'd pulled my panties down
and yanked my cock out from its hiding place between my legs. I
stroked it a few times to relieve the pressure that had built up
but then my hands left my own body and found Karen's instead. With
my hands on her hips and a look of triumph on my beautiful face, I
rolled us both across the bed, switching positions with Karen as
she cried out in the excitement of the moment.

"Such a bad girl!" she said as she looked up
at me from her back while waggling a finger through the air. Her
tone was serious but her expression wasn't. She was smiling from
ear to ear and her angry hand gesture turned into desperate
grasping as she reached out to pull me back down on top of her for
another round of kisses. I let her guide me back to her mouth when
her fingers found the straps of my bra and she started to tug. It
didn't matter at the moment who was in control of the situation. We
both wanted the same thing.

As we kissed, my hands worked the zipper of
her pants. Unlike any pants I'd ever worn, the zipper on hers was
hidden on the side, and she giggled under my kisses as my fingers
tickled her hips. And the only time we quit kissing was when she
lifted her lower body up so I could pull her pants, and panties,
off of her shapely ass. Soon enough, the only one wearing panties
on the bed was me.

Karen slapped my shoulders and our mouths
parted once more. "Susie said I shouldn't let you take control.
That you needed to learn your place first."

Susie. Trying to cock block me from miles
away. I cursed the southern stylist silently. "So what? You told me
once that if I put on a dress, I'd get that pussy. And well, I wore
the dress." My fingers slipped down between our pressed bodies,
sliding across Karen's soft skin. My palm rested on top of her
trimmed tuft as my digits dipped into her. So was so wet and
warm.

"Ohhh... Ohh... Ohh!" Karen moaned as my
fingers curled within her. "Ohh yes!" Her body shuddered under my
touch and her eyes closed as she bit her lip. For a moment I
worried that she'd come from my quick touch alone, but when her
eyes opened again, burning with desire, I knew that she wasn't
satisfied yet.

"Mmm... You can have my pussy Marcus. But
only on one condition."

I slid my hand farther between Karen's legs,
letting my fingers dig deeper into her. The sounds she made was
music to my ears. "And what condition would that be Karen?"

"That I... Ohh, just like that... god that
feels so good." For a moment Karen was lost to my touch, but she
shook her head and looked back up at me, eyes filled with purpose.
"I get to be on top when we fuck or no deal."

I pressed my fingers into Karen's slick pussy
one more time, hard and deep. But then I pulled my hand away from
her body and rolled to my left. I slipped my wet fingers into my
mouth, savoring her sweet taste before I pulled them back out and
laced my fingers behind my head. "You have yourself a deal!" If she
wanted to do all of the work, I wasn't going to stop her.

Karen pulled my panties all the way off
before sitting down on top of me, her warm pussy pressing against
my cock. But she didn't slide me into her. Instead, she smiled and
dropped a finger to my chin as she looked down at me from up high.
"I want you to tell me when you're close Marcus. I want us to come
at the same time. Understand?"

I nodded quickly. I'd been waiting for this
for three years and I didn't care anymore that it took a day of
embarrassment to get here. I didn't care that I was still wearing a
bra, or that my ears were pierced, or that my lipstick had left
tiny red rings around Karen's nipple. It was all worth it to get
here, with her on the bed and my cock only moments from pushing
deep into her body. I wasn't a sissy. I was a man and I wanted the
woman on top of me right now.

Karen spun around, showing me her back and
her perfect bubble butt before she took my dick in her hand. She
turned her head and looked at me as she lifted her hips and
positioned me under her. "Hope you don't mind reverse cowgirl," she
said as she pressed herself down on my steel shaft.

I didn't care about anything but the feeling
of her warm pussy engulfing my cock. Her head tilted back and she
sighed softly as I filled her slowly while my eyes closed tightly.
Every ounce of my concentration was laser focused on the sensations
down below.

"Remember, tell me before you cum
Marcus."

I mumbled a reply before sinking back against
the bed and letting Karen work. Her hips bounced up and down, with
her ass slapping against my hips each time she dipped down and took
me fully into her weeping slit. And as she sped up, her breathing
became ragged. Before long, she was panting like a dog as she slid
herself over my pole as quickly as she could.

I was only seconds away from exploding when I
remembered what she wanted me to do. Quickly, I yelled out to the
ceiling, "I'm gonna blow!"

And a moment later, pain blossomed down
below. A deep, angry throbbing that caused darkness to pour into
the corners of my vision and my heart to seize in my chest as I
screamed out in agony. I had no idea what was happening. All I knew
was that Karen was somehow the cause of my torment.

The pain subsided just as Karen's hips slowed
and a sigh slipped from between her puffy lips. She pulled herself
off of my cock and dropped back down across my stomach, soaking my
belly button in her juices as she turned her body and smiled down
at me wickedly. "Susie was right."

"Wha-"

Another wave of intense, throbbing pain
flooded through me. This time I knew what was happening. Karen had
my balls in her hand and she was squeezing them in her tiny
fist.

I couldn't breathe. "Why?" I asked between
clenched teeth.

Karen squeezed a third time, but let go
quickly. "Because my little sissy needs to learn her place. And if
she wants any pleasure tonight, I want to hear an apology for
acting like she still wears the pants in this relationship."

"But I-"

Karen squeezed again. I couldn't take it
anymore.

"Okay!" I screamed as loud as I could.
"Okay!"

"That's my good girl. Now apologize Jennie.
And if I don't think you mean it, I'll squeeze your little grapes
till they pop."

I didn't know if she was serious or not, but
I didn't want to take any chances. I wasn't sure what Karen was
capable of anymore. "I'm so sorry Miss Woodward! I was... wrong...
to try and act like the man." I gulped when I felt the pressure
around my nuts increase slightly. "I'm a sissy! My name is Jennie
and I'm a girl. Your girl!"

Karen smiled and tapped a finger on my balls.
"And do girls have nuts? How about a cock?"

I shook my head no.

"Then what do you do with all this? So
gross." She slapped my erection as she spoke.

"Be-be-between my legs Miss Woodward. I put
my icky dick between my legs so I don't make my panties look
funny." Please just let me go!

She smiled down at me and her hand fell away
from my balls as she climbed off of my stomach. "That's my good
girl. And since you've learned your lesson, I think you've even
earned a reward." Karen popped a finger into her mouth and sucked
on it slowly before she pulled it back out. It was coated in her
spit and I wondered why she'd done that, but I didn't have to wait
for long. Her hand reached out for my privates once more and I
flinched in fear, exposing my asshole to Karen's probing.

It only took a second. I didn't even have
time to process what Karen had done to me before I felt her finger
wiggle inside of my ass. And when it did, her finger pressed
against something deep inside of me, sending a wave of strange
pleasure rushing through me.

"Grab your little dick Jennie. I want you to
cum tonight. I want you to explode all over that flat little tummy
of yours while I fuck your ass. I want to hear you moan like the
little pussy you really are. And then when you finally do cum, I'm
going to make you drink every last drop of your own spunk.
Understood?"

I nodded my head slowly as I reached out and
grabbed my throbbing cock. As emasculated as I was, the feeling of
Karen's finger in my ass actually felt good. And every time she
pressed against a certain spot, deep within me, my dick swelled
with pleasure.

I pumped quickly, with Karen's single finger
thrust keeping time. But as I came closer to cumming, I pulled in
my legs and drove my heels into the mattress as I spread my legs.
Karen smiled and took it as a sign that I wanted more from her than
a single finger. Before I knew it, she had three pressed inside of
my ass, holding me wide open as she pushed herself in and out of my
backside while my mind floated on a sea of mixed thoughts and
erotic feelings.

When I finally came, it was the most intense
orgasm I'd ever had. Not only was my cock throbbing as bliss took
hold of me, but my asshole was stretching and constricting as well,
adding a whole new layer to the experience, and increasing the
feeling of my self applied hand job tenfold.

As I moaned, shooting my load across my
hairless belly, Karen smiled and slipped her fingers out of me.
"That's my girl. Now lick it up. I know you like the taste."

I lifted my head to take stock of the mess
I'd just made across my front. Thin streamers of milky cum
crisscrossed my skin all the way up to the edges of my bra. And
when I looked at Karen, her eyes told me not to disobey. Slowly, I
let go of my still throbbing cock and started to scoop up the
sticky mess. I tried to look happy as my cum covered fingers
dropped into my mouth, but the tangy taste of my own spunk made me
shake when it hit my tongue.

Karen didn't seem to care. She just patted me
on the knee and hopped off the bed. Her breasts swayed as she
walked and her firm ass cheeks bounced with every step. I couldn't
take her eyes off of her as I shoveled my own cum into my
mouth.

"Stay here and finish up your late night
snack Jennie. I'll be back with something more fitting for you to
wear to bed."

I did as I was told. By the time Karen came
back in carrying a silky pink nightie, I'd swallowed every drop of
cum I could find. I didn't even think of cheating, or trying to
clean myself off in some other way, until I'd gulped down the last
of my salty snack.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

Karen picked up my discarded panties and
looked at them closely before tossing them towards me. "Tsk tsk
Jennie. You leaked all over your pretty little undies." She
shrugged and tossed the nightgown in my direction as well. "I guess
you'll just have to sleep in your gross panties until morning. Now
get dressed sweetie."

I held up the panties like Karen had done and
saw immediately what she'd been talking about. Pre-cum had soaked
the back of the pink underwear where my cock had pressed into the
soft cotton. I blushed when I looked at the drying stain of my
excitement. My dick might have been between my legs when I was
wearing these, but I'd clearly been enjoying myself.

Karen watched as I dressed, making sure I
popped my balls back up into my body and bent my dick back between
my thighs like Susie had shown me. When my panties settled in
place, my cock was once again hidden and Karen nodded approvingly.
And as I was dropping the nightgown over my head, reveling in how
the silky, cool material felt against my smooth skin, Karen turned
down the sheets on the bed.

As I crawled under the covers, Karen stood
over me and for a moment I felt twenty years younger. And when she
leaned in and dropped a kiss on my forehead while she pulled the
blankets to my chin, I couldn't help but feel even smaller now.
Even more helpless. Karen had taken my manhood by force. Now she
was humiliating me in an entirely new way.

Once I was tucked in, Karen stood up and made
a beeline for the door. "Nighty night."

"You aren't sleeping with me?" I called out
as her fingers hovered over the light switch.

Karen turned and shook her head. "No sweetie.
Don't be silly. This is your room. You have to earn your way into
my bed."

I looked around, taking in everything around
me once more. The four post bed, the closet full of clothes, the
pink walls and built-in vanity. It was all mine. Had she really put
this all together in a day? No. This isn't new. How had
she...

Karen turned the lights off but I called out
to her again before she shut the door to my new room. "How
long?"

Karen turned. "Excuse me?"

"How long?" I said again. I sat up in bed,
tossing the covers away. "How long have you been waiting for this?
When did you fix up this room?"

Karen understood now. Her smile grew as she
looked at me. "I've been waiting for years now. I was honestly
worried for awhile that you'd never come around."

She planned all of this! Holy shit....
"You set me up! The suspension? The drunk in the bar? The arrest?!
How could you ruin my life just so you could dress me up like a
fucking doll?!"

Karen backed out of the room, with one hand
resting on the handle of the door and the light of the hallway
framing her figure from behind her. She shook her head. "No
sweetie, you did all of that on your own. I just used the situation
to my favor. And everything I told you was true. So close those
pretty eyes and have sweet dreams. You're mine for another two
weeks and I want my little sissy well rested."

The door shut, cloaking the room in darkness.
I dropped my head back into the pillows and tried to process
everything that happened to me today. I'd lost everything, all
because I wore the wrong pair of panties out onto the mound.

No. All because I wore panties period. Men
didn't wear panties. Men didn't have drawers overflowing with
feminine underwear. Men didn't enjoy the feeling of soft cotton
cupping their junk. But I did. I wore panties. And for the first
time in my life, I realized that I wasn't wearing them for luck. I
was wearing them because I wanted to wear them.

I lifted the covers and ran my hand across my
smooth mound. The panties were soft to the touch. I'm a
sissy...
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For days after that first night, Karen and I
ran through the same routine. I'd wake up to her gently shaking my
arm and smiling down at me. I'd shower, clean my new piercings,
brush my teeth, comb my new hair, then step out of my adjoining
bathroom and back into the pink bedroom that was my own.

Karen would be waiting for me, with my outfit
for the day laid out on the bed. I'd slip into my underwear first.
My cock would be hidden away and my bra would be fastened tightly
over my chest. Then Karen would lead me to the vanity where she
would watch as I applied my makeup. She helped me out quite a bit
on the first day, but by my fourth day she didn't have to say a
word.

Once my makeup was done I'd finish getting
dressed. And every day it was a dress. Sometimes they were loose
flowing summer dresses, and sometimes they were form fitting
cocktail numbers, but always a dress. I'd finish up by strapping a
pair of heeled sandals to my feet. Then I'd spin around, letting
Karen inspect me. If I looked good, she'd pinch my ass and tell me
what a good girl I was, and if I was bad, well, I tried not to be
bad. I didn't want to know what Karen would do if I disobeyed her.
The things she made me do when I was being good were bad
enough.

After getting dressed, I'd follow Karen
downstairs and we'd eat breakfast together, with servants laying
out our food in front of us. The first day I'd been served I nearly
died of embarrassment, sure that the wait staff knew exactly what I
was. But once the butler disappeared back into the kitchen, Karen
leaned in and told me that only her driver knew my real secret.

That only made me worry more. Now I had to
act the part of Karen's friend. And I had to worry every time one
of the many house staff walked by, afraid that somehow they would
discover that I wasn't the woman I was pretending to be, but a man
in a dress, confused and broken by their boss.

But every day it got easier. After less than
a week, I barely thought about how strange it was that I was
wearing a dress, or that I answered to a name that wasn't my own.
When someone called out for Jennie, my head swiveled and I answered
the call in a high pitched voice that seemed to grow higher daily.
It was as if my body wanted to be the girl I was dressing up
as every morning.

And our days consisted of activities that
seemed to be designed to remind me that I wasn't Marcus anymore. We
hadn't left the expansive ground of the Woodward estate since I'd
arrived, but that didn't mean that we lacked in things to do. Karen
kept me busy. We ran around the grounds in matching outfits, with
only sports bras up top while ponytails bounced behind our heads.
We watched girlie movies as we snuggled closed together on the
couch. We talked for hours and sat in silence reading for more.

It wasn't anything I expected my two weeks to
be. I thought Karen would keep me constantly on edge, reminding me
every second of how embarrassing my situation was. Instead, I
became her best friend almost overnight. And as I climbed out of
the steaming shower this morning, I found myself actually giddy as
I thought about what we might do today.

I stood in front of the mirror and brushed my
teeth while I stared at my feminine tan lines. The sports bras had
left their mark on me and the hours Karen and I had spent outside
in the sun by the pool, wearing nothing but bikini bottoms and
untied tops, only added to my strange tan. No man I knew had skin
that looked like mine.

When I was done staring, I wrapped a towel
around my body and ran a comb through my chestnut hair as I stepped
out into my room. I saw Karen waiting by the vanity like she did
every morning, with a smile on her face and already fully dressed.
She wore her business best this morning; a look I hadn't seen her
in since the police station.

In black heels, dark stockings, a charcoal
pencil skirt that hugged her figure nicely, and a tucked in blouse
with ruffles along the collar, Karen looked ready to deal. Combined
with the severe bun that held her hair in place and the deep red
lipstick that graced her lips, Karen looked almost menacing.

Why is she all dressed up?

I looked at the foot of the bed where I
expected my clothes to be. And sure enough, an outfit was laid out,
but not one that I expected. Instead of panties and a dress, I saw
my underwear lying on top of a closed wooden box. And next to the
box was another package, wrapped in brown paper with a pink satin
ribbon wrapped around it.

"What's going on?" I asked as I stared at the
unfamiliar bundle on the bed.

Karen just smiled. "You'll see. Get
dressed."

I tucked myself away and pulled a pair of jet
black panties up my still smooth legs, then reached for the bra.
I'd become a pro at bra hooks in the last few days, managing to
snag the hooks on the eye loops with my arms bent behind my back on
the first try. But when the bra snapped back against my skin, I
noticed something off about the black lace demi-cup. The cups were
much larger than I usually wore and left an ample amount of empty
space between my skin and the fabric.

"I don't think this is the right size Miss
Woodward."

She pointed at the small lacquered box that
my underwear had been resting on. "Open it."

Whatever was in there, Karen was excited
about it. My fingers touched the polish wood of the rectangular box
and a tingle of nervousness shot through me. But when I opened the
lid, my hand flew to my mouth in shock. I couldn't believe what I
was seeing.

Nestled inside of two concave dimples in the
crushed red velvet interior was a pair of breasts. They looked so
real that I had to touch one of them to make sure. And when I did,
the detached boob gave a little under my finger, just like so many
real breasts had done under my hands in the past. With a creamy
skin tone that nearly matched my own, and capped with a realistic
raised nipple that stood erect on the rounded mound, I knew exactly
what I was supposed to do with Karen's gift box.

I picked up one of the fake tits and slipped
it into the loose fitting bra. And once I had one positioned, I
repeated the process with the second. And already I felt the
difference. The weight alone was a change that I was having trouble
wrapping my head around. While the falsies couldn't have weighed
much, it was enough to pull on the bra, which drove the straps into
my shoulders. For the first time since I started wearing one, I
actually needed a bra.

"That looks amazing," said Karen as she
walked over. When she was close enough, she gave my tits a test
squeeze and I could practically hear her pussy moisten. She pulled
me in close and kissed me roughly, letting her tongue slide across
my chin and down my neck where she peppered my exposed chest with
kisses. "I love it Jennie."

Anything that made Karen this happy was
something I approved of. But there was a slight issue. The teardrop
shaped falsies had already shifted in place from Karen's fondling.
How was I supposed to wear the fake breasts without looking like
some kind of misshapen monster? "Miss Woodward, they won't stay
straight."

She pulled herself away from me long enough
to look at my skewed bust line. "That is a problem," she said. "But
luckily, there is a solution." Karen reached back into the box and
pulled out a small white spray bottle.

"What is that?"

Karen spun the can towards me and let me read
the label while she spoke. "Hollister medical adhesive. It'll keep
your new tits in place."

Glue? "You want to stick them to
me?"

Karen grabbed one of the falsies from out of
my bra and popped the cap off of the adhesive spray. "Yep. And
you'll look so good when I'm done. Slip your bra down."

Two minutes later and I had a pair of breasts
pressed against my skin, coated in adhesive that according to Karen
would keep my new chest in place for days. I looked down at my new
breasts, still trying to get comfortable with the strange weight on
my chest. I thought dressing me up and making me over days ago was
as far as we could take my new persona, but I'd clearly been wrong.
I was no longer the shy girl with tiny tits who followed Karen
around all day. Now I was stacked. Bigger than Karen even!

She told me not to move much while the
adhesive dried. So Karen pulled me over to the vanity where she
spent the next twenty minutes making sure my makeup was perfect.
Bubblegum lips, thick lashes, rosy cheeks, and the barest hint of
blue eye shadow completely my look. And once she slipped a pink
headband into my hair, my sparkling ears were on display, adding to
my femininity. Four days ago and I would have hated the reflection
in the mirror, but now I was excited every time I saw just how
pretty I could be.

"Stand up and take the bra off," she
said.

I followed directions and unhooked my bra,
letting the cups slide down to my elbows as I brought my arms up,
ready to catch the falsies when they peeled away from my skin. But
they never did. Instead of falling to the floor, the breasts clung
to me as if they were my own. The weight pulled at me, and when I
moved, my new boobs jiggled right along with me.

"Bounce up and down," said Karen.

I did and my new breasts bounced too.

"Lean over."

I bent at the waist and my breasts hung like
fleshy stalactites, swaying with the movement of my body. I stood
back up, impressed with the new additions to my body.

And from the look of Karen, so was she. I
watched as she licked her lips and stared right into my fake
nipples. Even through her own bra, I could see how hard her own
tits were.

"How do you like them?" she asked me without
pulling her eyes away from my breasts.

I pushed my bra back to my chest and hooked
it back together. How do I feel? This is so weird. "I uhh, I
like them I guess." With the weight of the forms supported by the
demi-cup, I finally appreciated my bras. I looked down and adjusted
the cups, making sure I wasn't lopsided. And when I did, my cock
jumped between my legs. I felt sexy. And feeling sexy made me
horny. "I think I like them a lot..."

That was exactly what Karen wanted to hear.
One moment and I was standing up straight, and the next I was on my
back, pushed against the bed by Karen who was in the middle of
tearing her clothes off. I'd never seen her so excited. She was
pulling at my panties, trying to yank them off my legs as she
clawed at my cock.

I lifted my hips and let her pull the undies
right off. But as soon as my dick sprang out from between my legs,
everything simply stopped. Whatever magic had been in the air was
lost when Karen flicked my hard cock with her fingers.

"I wish that wasn't there," she said before
flicking it again. "I wish I was the one with the cock. I want to
fuck you Jennie. Not be fucked by you."

I was so swollen that even her angry taps
against the side of my dick felt good. "We could pretend! I'll even
swallow again Miss Woodward. Just, could we please do something?
Anything?"

Instead of sliding her own panties down, she
pushed mine back up and looked at her watch. "Finish getting
dressed Jennie. We have to go. And if you are a good girl today,
maybe we'll have some fun later. Okay?"

I sighed and wrestled my cock back into its
hiding place between my legs. It was painful, but I managed.
"Okay..."

Karen walked out of the room, leaving me
alone to get dressed for the first time since I'd moved in. And the
only thing left on the bed now was the paper wrapped package with
the satin bow. I picked it up and from the weight alone I knew
there were clothes hidden inside. I pulled the bow open and tore at
the paper. Hidden inside was something I never expected to wear in
front of Karen.

It was my jersey. Well, not mine, but a
souvenir jersey with my name and number. But instead of team
colors, pink and white dominated the button up shirt. I didn't even
care. I ran my painted fingers over the stenciled name on the back
and traced the lines of my number slowly. I missed this so
much.

I shook in place when I slipped my arms into
the shirt. And when I buttoned it up, I felt at home again. It
didn't matter that the jersey was light pink, or that my new
breasts were pressing outwards, straining the material of my top.
All that mattered was that it felt right. I belonged in a baseball
jersey, not a summer dress.

Not that there were pants waiting for me in
the parcel. A pink and white striped skirt waited instead. Coming
down to only halfway to my knees, I felt incredibly exposed in the
short skirt. I knew Karen wouldn't care about my issues with the
outfit she picked out however. And since all we did all day was
lounge around the house, I didn't care much either. Besides, when I
looked at myself in the mirror, I had to admit, I looked hot!

I walked out of my room with my strapped
sandals dangling from my fingers. Karen hadn't left me a pair of
shoes to wear so I grabbed the sandals from my closet but I was too
afraid to put them on without her permission. I thought they'd look
good with the outfit, but it wasn't up to me.

When I walked down the stairs, Karen and her
driver were waiting. She turned to me when her driver looked up,
and I could see by the growing erection his pants couldn't conceal
that he liked the way I looked, and he clearly didn't care about
what I secretly was.

"Grab your purse Jennie, we're going out,"
said Karen, barely glancing at me.

Out? "Like outside? In the car?" I
couldn't leave the house like this! I couldn't leave the house
period. I could run around the estate or suntan by the pool, but we
didn't have to leave property for that.

Karen just looked annoyed. "Yes. Out. In the
car. Now put your shoes on and let's get going."

This is really happening! "Whe- where
are we going Miss Woodward?"

This time she looked up at me and smiled; a
large wicked smile. "Why Jennie, I'm going to take you out to see a
ballgame."




 


Ten

 


I couldn't believe I was back in the owner's
box, staring out over the stands as my team warmed up on the field
in front of crowds that were just starting to shuffle in to their
seats. The game wasn't set to start for another two hours but the
real fans didn't care. They were happy watching the warm-ups.

I was shaking nervously as I stood in front
of the large tinted window. And as I bounced from foot to foot,
acutely aware of how every little movement I made sent my new
breasts jiggling in my bra, Karen came over and wrapped her hands
around my tummy, pulling me close to her as she stared out of the
window with me.

"Relax Jennie. No one will recognize you.
Marcus isn't here anymore. Now it's just you. My sweet little
girl." Her fingers ran through my hair as she spoke, relaxing me
while also making me nervous in a different way. Marcus is here.
I'm Marcus! Right?

Truth was, I didn't even know anymore. It
hadn't even been a week, but I was already forgetting what it was
like to be a man, while learning how good it felt to be a woman. I
loved the feeling of my smooth skin, and how people looked at me
when I walked past. I loved how full my breasts felt now, even if
my tits were just loaners that I'd pulled from a box. I loved
looking at myself in the mirror and seeing a girl looking back at
me, prettier than she had any right to be.

And I loved... Karen. I wasn't sure how, or
why, but something between us changed since I became her toy. I
loved it when she brushed my hair and helped me get dressed in the
morning. I loved spending time with her in the day and being the
last person she talked to at night. I loved the way she looked at
me now, in my cute summer dresses with my makeup on. I just wished
she looked at me that way when I was still a man. And I really
wanted to love her, truly love her, not just fuck her. I
wanted to slide into her, but she didn't see me in that way. And
the more I thought about it, I didn't think she ever did.

I never had a chance with her.

"I have a surprise for you Jennie," Karen
said, breaking me out of my own head. "And I think you'll like it
if you give it a chance."

Karen stepped back and walked toward the
large double doors that led out of the owner's box. I made to
follow but she waved me back. "Just stay there. I'll bring him
in."

Him?

The double doors opened and Orlando Cipriani,
starting pitcher and my mentor when I'd first joined the team,
stepped through the door. He pulled Karen close and kissed her on
both cheeks before backing away with a smile. A stab of jealousy
cut through me as I watched the taller man touched Karen. And the
pain only grew worse when her hand reached out and rubbed his arm,
with her fingers lingering on his skin as she stared up into his
eyes.

Why doesn't she look at me like that?
I looked down at my body and answered my own question. Why did
she want me to dress like this if she didn't like it?

Orlando broke the silence, and the spell he
seemed to have over Karen, when he turned his head in my direction.
"This the girl?" He asked Karen as he stared at me. "She's
cute."

Karen nodded and pulled her hand away from
Orlando. Her heels tapped against the stone floor as she walked
over and stood behind me. "This is Jennie. She has a, thing,
for pitchers." Karen's hands dropped to my ass and she pushed me
forward. "And she's agreed to help you out with your pre-game
ritual."

Ritual? What ritual?

Cipriani moved towards the couch against the
wall and sat down with his large legs spread. And when his fingers
closed around his zipper, my heart stopped. The sound of the metal
teeth being pulled apart filled the room with its deafening noise.
I couldn't look away. And when his fly was down, his hand
disappeared into his pants, pulling out a cock so massive that I
wondered how he even managed to walk around without a limp.

"Well? You gonna just stand there?" He said,
staring right at me. He glanced down at the meaty monster in his
hand, then back up to my eyes. "Ain't gonna suck itself sweetheart.
Now you want some famous cock in your mouth or not?"

Karen pushed me again, making me stumble in
Cipriani's direction. But as soon as I caught myself, I stopped
moving. There was no way. No fucking way. I turned back to Karen
with pleading eyes but she just pointed at Orlando and his thick
cock.

When I wouldn't move, Karen stepped in close
and whispered into my ear. "Make it through today Marcus and we're
done. I have your contract ready to sign in my desk. All you need
to do now is humor me. I want this. So now ask yourself, what would
you do to become the highest paid player in the league?"

Did she just say what I think she
said? I whispered back quickly. "Highest paid in the league? No
joking?"

"Highest paid in the history of the
league. And a signing bonus. All you have to do is suck. Be my good
girl for one more day."

I looked back at Orlando, with his cock still
out and an impatient look on his face. "We gonna do this or what? I
can find another girl Karen. I thought I was doing you a favor,
letting your little friend get close to a real ballplayer."

Karen nodded in agreement. "She's just a
little shy. And well, she didn't expect you."

Orlando looked me up and down. I couldn't
believe he didn't recognize me. "What? She was expecting someone
else? I'm the best you got on this team."

My mouth opened and the words were falling
out before I could stop myself. "Chase is better."

His eyes locked on me and a flash of anger
passed over his rough features before he burst out into laughter.
"The Rocket? He's a punk."

My blood was pumping now. I took a step
closer. "Chase wins games."

"Ain't nothing special about him sweet
cheeks. It's the starting pitcher that wins games. They only put
him in when the game is already over. The only thing Chase does is
fuck up and ruin a sure thing."

I took another step. "That's not true!" And
another.

I was within Orlando's reach now. He held his
arms open wide and dropped his feet against the stone with a loud
thud, making sure there was plenty of room between his legs for me
to kneel. "Chase has pitched sixty innings this season. I've
pitched two hundred. What do you have to say about that?"

I smiled and dropped to my knees in front of
him, looking up at the man I once counted as a friend. "I think
Chase's earned run average is only .4 to your 4.3. And out of his
66 innings, he managed to strike out all but three people who came
up to the plate."

Cipriani looked up at Karen who just
shrugged. "I told you she liked pitchers."

The large man looked back down at me and in
an instant, his hand found my hair. I shrieked as he pulled my head
down to his crotch. "I'm tired of hearing you talk slut. Now start
sucking sweetheart. Taste what a real man is like."

There was nothing I could do. I tried to
stand up, to back away, but it was too late. Cipriani just pushed
me back down to my knees and pulled me forward by my hair once
more. I wasn't going anywhere before he came. Why did I goad him
on? Why did I even walk over to him? What the hell was I doing?

Cipriani pressed the head of his cock against
my pink painted lips, trying to force his way inside of my mouth. I
refused to open but my stubbornness only lasted as long as it took
for him to pull my hair again, dragging me to my feet.

"If you won't open up and suck," he said as
he turned me around and pushed me against the couch," then I'm
gonna spread you wide and fuck the first hole I fit in. Doesn't
matter to me how you swallow. Cunt, ass, or mouth. It's all the
same to me." His hands slipped up my legs as I struggled under
him.

He can't find out! I have to stop this!

"Stop! I'll give you a BJ! I'll open up for
you!"

Cipriani stood up and pulled me back to the
floor before dropping himself heavily onto the couch in front of
me. With his hard cock in his hand, he pulled me close and pressed
the tip of his swollen member to my lips.

Highest paid in the league. Just remember
that Marcus. Highest paid in the league.

My lips parted and Orlando slid right in,
forcing me to open side as his thick dick pushed its way deep into
my throat. I'd never felt so low. And as my tongue ran out of
places to hide from the encroaching intruder, I had no choice but
to lick his dick. I closed my eyes and took his shaft in my hand as
my tongue ran wild over his silky hood. The faster he cums, the
sooner we're done.

He grunted above me as I ran the tip of my
tongue across the tiny hole in his tip, catching a drop of pre-cum
in the process. He tasted far saltier than my own cum. Almost to
the point where his burned my mouth. But I pressed on, opening my
eyes as I started to bob my head up and down over his swollen
cock.

I could see Karen out of the corner of my
eye, sitting at her desk with her feet up and her legs spread. She
had something in her hand but I couldn't tell what it was until I
turned my attention towards her. It made my neck hurt to look at
her while trying to keep my momentum on Ciprinani's cock, but when
I finally figured out what Karen was holding, I didn't want to look
away.

She'd picked up a souvenir bat off of the
desk. It was one of the miniature ones, only about a foot and a
half long. That in itself wasn't what caught my attention though.
It was what she was doing with the tiny wooden bat that kept my
eyes on her and my neck bent unnaturally. Because as I sucked
Cipriani, Karen was sliding the thick end of the wooden bat into
her pussy.

I felt my cock grow stiff as I watched the
head of the bat disappear between Karen's long legs. She was
getting off while watching me service another man! I was so
confused.

I turned my attention back to the task at
hand, pumping the pitcher's cock quickly as my tongue slipped and
dipped along his dick. I wanted him to cum. My mind was filled with
thoughts of her at her desk now, with the bat buried in her warm
slit as she watched me be the best girl I could be. Between the
money and Karen's wild desire, I'd never wanted something so bad in
my life!

But wanting something and actually receiving
something are two wildly different feelings. I found that out as
soon as Cipriani pushed my head down, forcing himself deep into my
throat. And a moment later, his whole member swelled within my
mouth right before I tasted the strange saltiness of his load. I'd
just done something I'd never thought I'd do, but that seemed to be
happening a lot lately.

I'd just become a cocksucker.

Cipriani pulled me off his dick as soon as he
was done shooting. I was still trying to swallow the last of his
load when he tipped my head back and smiled down at me while
rubbing my head like some kind of obedient puppy. "That was
amazing," he said as he watched me swallow. "I feel like I could
throw a no hitter tonight now."

I wiped my mouth and turned my head in time
to see Karen's legs lock and her head tip back, her mouth open in a
silent scream. A third of the bat was buried out of sight as she
came too. Now I was the only one in the room that hadn't cum, and
my cock was in desperate need of release. I was hornier than ever
even though I knew I shouldn't be. Karen had sold me out, then
tricked me into selling myself. Soon I'd be the best paid baseball
player in the world but I didn't get there by being the best. All
it took was a blowjob.

You did it because she asked Marcus. Not for
the money.

I shook my head, trying to clear away the
stray thought.

You wanted it as much as she did. You like
what she's turned you into Marcus.

Cipriani was on his feet and heading towards
the door. I watched from my knees as Karen slid the bat out from
her pussy and laid it across the table. She jumped up and nearly
ran to lead her starting pitcher out of the door.

"I hope my girl performed for you. I wouldn't
want your head somewhere else during the game," she said as she
opened the door.

Orlando smiled. "No, your little whore did
her job well. I'm glad I came up here." He turned to me and waved.
"You might be the better pitcher Marcus, but I think we both know
that doesn't matter anymore."

Karen's head snapped to the side as if she'd
been slapped. Her eyes met mine just as mine found hers. And the
horror on both of our faces confirmed my worst fear. Whatever I'd
just heard, Karen heard too. Orlando Cipriani, teammate, mentor,
and the man I'd just sucked to competition, knew my secret.

He turned back to Karen before walking out of
the door completely. "Don't worry Karen, your secret is safe with
me." He smiled wickedly. "As long as Jennie here makes it to
the rest of the games this season. And find her a different jersey
to wear. I'm not a fan of that one." He closed the doors behind
him.

I sank to the floor, curling up into a ball
with tears streaming from my eyes. My life was over. My career was
done. I could never go back now. Not after what I'd just done. Not
with someone else blackmailing me to keep my secret safe.

Karen was by my side in an instant, with her
hands rubbing my back as she helped me sit up.

I pressed my head against her shoulder as I
cried. "What are we going to do now?"

"Shhh. Nothing's changed Jennie. I didn't
think he'd find out sweetie, but there's nothing we can do now. And
as soon as his contract is over, he'll be gone. Everything will be
okay."

I couldn't believe she was saying that.
Everything will be okay? I'm a freak! Everybody knows! I
jumped to my feet. "Everything won't be okay! Look at me
Karen! Look what you turned me into! I just sucked dick for a
baseball contract while wearing fake tits and women's clothes!"

Karen pushed herself to her feet and her eyes
were blazing with fire as she stared at me. "I didn't force you to
do anything Marcus. I gave you a choice. I gave you lots of
choices." She looked down and when her head tipped back up, she was
smiling. "And you've been enjoying every second of what I've been
doing to you. You're a sissy Marcus. You like being Jennie. You've
been hard and horny for days. Admit it! You like this!"

It wasn't true. "I don't! I can't stand it!
I'm not a sissy!"

Karen's hand dropped to the hem of my skirt
and I felt her grab my hard cock. It must have slipped out from
between my legs when I jumped to my feet. "If you don't like it
Jennie, then why are you always so hard?" She pressed her
body against me as her other hand wrapped around the back of my
neck and she pulled me into her kiss. She started stroking me
slowly. "You like it Jennie. You crave it. And I know you don't
want me to stop."

I melted into her kiss. With her hand on my
throbbing cock and the warmth of her body pressed up against mine,
I lost myself in the moment. And as her tongue dipped in and out of
my mouth, replacing the salty taste of Cipriani with the taste of
her lips, I forgot why I'd been so mad. This was all I wanted.

Karen started leading me towards her desk. "I
want you Jennie. I want to keep you. And I think you want the same
thing." She started stoking me harder, making my knees quake. "And
I can prove it Jennie. I want you to bend over my desk and hold on.
I want to show you just how much of a sissy you are. Think you can
do that for me?"

I nodded eagerly. I didn't care what she
wanted right now. I was close to finally cumming.

"Then bend over Jennie. Bend over and show me
that cute little ass of yours." Karen pushed me to the desk and
pressed my hips against the dark wood. She reached around and
stroked me while she rubbed my ass softly in her other hand. I was
so close.

Both of her hands lifted from my body at the
same time. I sprang up but Karen pushed me back down. She picked up
the souvenir bat that she'd used to make herself come only minutes
ago and spun it between her fingers in lazy, ugly arcs. And when
her other hand lifted the hem of my skirt up before pulling my
panties down, I knew exactly what she intended to use the bat for
now.

I was so horny that I didn't care. When her
fingers had been in my ass that first night, my orgasm felt
amazing. If the only way I was going to be able to cum was to have
her fuck me the same way she fucked herself, then that's what
needed to happen. Instead of holding onto the desk like Karen
asked, I reached behind and spread my ass cheeks for Miss
Woodward.

I couldn't see her right now but I knew she
was smiling. "That's my good girl. I knew you wanted this Jennie.
You were always meant to be my sissy." The tip of the bat pressed
against my ass. It was still wet with Karen's juices, but even
then, her lube was minimal at best. But that didn't stop Karen.
With a twist of the handle and a little force, my anus gave up
fighting, letting in inch after inch of the wooden intruder.

I moaned as Karen fucked me. The bat slid in
an out of my ass, with who knows how much of the wooden shaft
slipping into me at any one time. All I knew was that it was like
nothing I'd ever felt before. As my knees bashed against the desk
and my breasts bounced beneath me, one hand held on to the desk
like Karen asked while the other worked my shaft, bringing me
closer and closer to the orgasm I'd been chasing for days.

I tried to justify what was happening to me.
I tried to tell myself that I just wanted to cum. That it was all
just to get off, but I knew that was a lie. I could have gotten it
with only my hand. And I could have gotten it thinking about
fucking a woman. I could have been thinking about Karen bent over
the desk while I took her from behind.

Instead, I was picturing myself, sandwiched
between Cipriani in front of me, with his hand in my hair and my
mouth on his cock, and Miss Woodward behind me, wearing a strap-on,
with my skirt up and her fake dick pumping away in my ass while
making my equally fake breasts bounce with the motion of her
hips.

I came hard and fast, spraying all over the
side of Karen's desk as I moaned until I was out of breath. My
orgasm felt even better than the one I'd had my first night when
Karen used her fingers. I couldn't believe how much I liked her
taking me from behind.

Karen was all smiles when I stood back up and
pulled my panties back into place. "You're a sissy Jennie. It
doesn't matter if you want to deny it. You can't walk away from
this. You'll miss it too much."

I smoothed out my skirt and stared down at
the floor, letting Karen's words sink in. A minute ago I might have
agreed with her, but now, with my cock shrinking back and my shame
sliding down the side of Karen's desk, I wasn't so sure. All I knew
was that I was out of control.

The tiny voices inside of my head didn't
agree with me. You're a sissy Marcus. Karen's right. You love
her. You want her. Be her sissy forever. I wanted the voices to
shut the hell up.

Karen broke through my thoughts. "I have one
more thing I want you to do for me before I bring out the contracts
Jennie. Just one more thing, then we're done if you want to
be."

If I want to be. What do I want?

I decided that whatever I wanted could wait.
There was only one more thing between me and my lifelong dream. One
more test of Karen's and then I would make history. I lifted my
head from the floor and looked her straight in the eyes. "Let's do
it."




 


Eleven

 


I was back in the bullpen, with my name on my
back and the number 42 displayed proudly in large white numbers.
Karen handed me a glove, but she slipped it onto the wrong hand. I
didn't complain. Everything else I was wearing was wrong too. The
heels, the skirt, the pink jersey, and the bra that hid
underneath.

Marcus Chase wasn't in the bullpen. Jennie
the sissy was. And in only a few minutes, the large double doors
would open, ushering me out onto the familiar field where'd I'd
played so many times. But I wasn't heading to the mound to close
the game. No, this time I'd be throwing the first pitch of the
game.

My heart was beating faster than it ever had
in my life. In only a few minutes, 30,000 fans would be watching me
as I crossed the field in a skirt and high heels, with my face
painted and my hair cut into a cute little bob. My diamond studs
would twinkle under the bright lights and thousands of camera
flashes. I just hoped a strong wind didn't kick up. My skirt was
too short to hide my pantied ass for very long.

The doors opened. My heart skipped a beat.
This was it.

Karen stepped in front of me and dropped her
hands on my shoulders. "Showtime Jennie. And remember, you aren't a
professional pitcher right now. Just throw the ball home and get
your cute little ass back here."

I held my breath, then blew it out slowly,
taking my first cautious step out onto the field. And when I
emerged from the bullpen, wearing nothing but my pink jersey and
short skirt, the crowds went wild. I wasn't sure why they were
cheering until I looked over at the jumbo-tron and saw myself up on
screen, fifty feet tall, with the words "Clap! Clap! Clap!" popping
up at random angles across the screen.

I didn't remember the walk to the mound ever
being so long. And every time I looked over at the big screen, I
saw myself from yet another angle. Music boomed over the loud
speakers as I made my way to the center of the diamond. And when I
finally made it to the small hill of dirt, Cipriani was waiting
with a ball in his hand. He winked at me as he dropped the familiar
sphere into my palm.

He leaned in and shouted into my ear, trying
to beat out the noise o the stadium around us. "Let's see what kind
of pitcher you are in a skirt Chase. And I tell you what, you make
it to home plate and you can forget about showing up tomorrow to
wish me luck before the game."

Time seemed to slow down around me. I looked
at the baseball in my hand, then at Cipriani. I could switch hands
right now and show him up in front of thousands. But then everyone
would know. There would be no hiding what I was anymore.

I looked up at the jumbo-tron and saw my
headshot, my female headshot, up next to a bunch of made up stats.
But it was the name next to the pretty face that caught my eye. In
letters as tall as a house, it read Jennifer Woodward. I turned
back and looked towards the bullpen, where Karen was standing in
the open doorway, watching me with a smile on her face.

It was time. I fingered the ball in my left
hand. It didn't feel right at all. And when I tried to shift my
feet, nothing felt natural. My heels kept me off balance on the
mound and all I could think about was the short skirt that I was
wearing. If I lifted my leg too high, I'd show an entire stadium my
undies, and possibly the secret I was hiding under them. My foot
barely lifted from the dirt as my arm swung.

The ball drifted lazily off the tips of my
fingers, far too early in my windup. With a slow, ugly spin, the
ball arced upwards before dropping back down. The entire stadium
went silent as my pitch sailed slowly through the air on its way to
home plate.

It never made it. Only six inches away, the
ball hit the dirt before rolling left and missing the plate
altogether. I could hear Orlando laughing next to me as I watched
the catcher scramble to pick up the ball but the rest of the
stadium stayed quiet as I turned and walked off the mound.

Three steps back to the bullpen and the
entire stadium exploded into cheers. They might have been borne of
pity, or commanded in big letters by the giant screen, but it
didn't matter. I walked back to Karen with a smile on my face and a
spring in my step. The whole world saw me in my skirt. And they
were cheering.




 


Twelve

 


Karen sat down at her desk and pulled open a
drawer. A moment later and a thick sheaf of papers landed in front
of me.

"Just sign on every page and you'll be in the
history books. But before you do anything Marcus, you should read
the last page carefully," said Karen.

I flipped to the last page and started
reading. But by the end of the first paragraph, I was already
worried. And when I finished, my stomach was doing flips. I was
glad we'd skipped breakfast this morning. I wanted to throw up.

"No more panties or the contract is void? No
more of any of this? Why Karen?" I was so confused. "I thought you
wanted this? This doesn't make sense!"

Karen sighed and reached back into the drawer
by her foot. She pulled out a much smaller bundle of papers, but
she didn't slide them over to me. Not yet.

"You can't be a professional baseball player
and be with me Marcus. Not as Jennie. And not in panties.
Especially now that Cipriani knows. If people found out about us,
it wouldn't just ruin your career anymore. This is a business
decision Marcus." Karen sighed softly as she dropped her head and
stared at the papers in front of her. She pushed them towards me.
"But this isn't. You know what I want but it's your choice now. I
wish you didn't have to choose, but it’s either me, or
baseball."

I picked up the new bundle and my jaw dropped
as I scanned through the pages. "You're serious?"

Karen nodded.

In my hands was a new name. A new identity.
Everything I needed to become Jennifer Woodward was at my
fingertips. All I had to do was sign on the dotted line. I'd be
Jennie permanently.

I reached for the pen lying in the middle of
the table but I had no idea what to do. On my left was the future
I'd always dreamed of growing up. I'd have more money than I'd ever
be able to spend and millions of people would shout my name when I
walked out onto a field. I'd be a hero to millions, but disowned by
the one person in my life who truly knew me.

And to my right was a future I'd never even
thought about until today. It was a life I'd been trying to deny
since Karen forced me into a dress. And even now, I wasn't sure if
I really wanted to be Jennie, or if I was just confused beyond all
reason.

I leaned back and dropped the pen back onto
the table. "I can't do this! I don't know what I want anymore. Just
tell me what you want me to do!"

Karen stood up and walked around the table.
She leaned over and hugged me from behind, with her chin resting on
the top of the plastic headband in my hair. Her touch helped calm
the queasiness in my stomach. "You know what I want. But it's not
up to me. You have to choose. Do you want to be Marcus, or do you
want to be Jennie? Do you want baseball, or do you want me?"

I relaxed into her hug and closed my eyes.
Thousands of possible futures filled my head, with each one winking
out of existence as I zeroed in on what I really wanted. And then
there was only one left. The only future that made sense to me
now.

My eyes opened. I was ready to sign the
papers. With the pen in my hand, I signed my name again and again
before I pushed the stack of pages away from me and dropped the pen
on top.

Karen let me go and sat back down as I hung
my head. Doubt was creeping back into my thoughts. I still wasn't
sure if this was what I wanted, but I knew what I didn't want to
lose.

"You're sure?" Karen asked as she tapped the
papers on the desk, evening out all the pages before sliding a
paper clip across the top.

I shook my head. "I don't think I'll ever be
sure. But I do have a question for you." I raised my head and met
Karen's eyes. She was tearing up and so was I. "This is just the
beginning isn't it. You'll keep pushing until there's nothing left
to change won't you?"

Karen looked lost in thought for a moment,
then nodded slowly. "I don't see any other way."

I sighed, letting the last of my queasiness
out with my breath. "Me either. So... now what?"

Karen stood up and held out her hand to me.
"Now we go back home Jennie. And I think tonight, you'll be moving
into my room."

I smiled and dropped my hand into hers. I'd
always thought my future was baseball, but today I made a different
choice. Now my future was one that didn't seem possible. My future
was a life with Karen Woodward, by her side as her secret sissy.
And all I could manage to say as I looked back at Karen was three
simple words that I knew I'd be repeating a lot in the coming
years.

"Yes Miss Woodward."
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