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Vicki’s Baby 



By Stella Satin 

"You don't want to buy that. Very non- nutritious!" 


The voice was feminine, though deep and sultry. I was standing in the grocery store looking at some oats with the idea of purchasing some. It's not that I'm into health foods or things like that. I long ago accepted the fact that I'm small and skinny. A lot weaker than I should be. Just every so often I get the feeling to eat healthy. Improve myself, sort of thing. 

And I'd heard that oats were good for one. Didn't feel like bothering Maria with it, so had gone to the store by myself. That day, I was kinda bored to tell the truth. 

The voice was lovely and well above my shoulder. 

I'm well aware that most people tower over me, even women, but when I turned around, I could feel my mouth drop open. The woman who had spoken to me was downright gorgeous! Tall, well over six feet, skin that had a slight tan and raven black hair. Wide shoulders and slim hipped and in the peak of physical perfection. I couldn't see any signs of cosmetics, but her lips were deeply red and luscious with dark and sultry eyes. Absolutely beautiful! 

"I've... I've... I've heard that oats were good...” I stammered. 

"Silly goose!" she admonished me nicely. "That's you men that depend on your wife to do all the shopping for 2 
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you. Can't tell a good product from a bad and...” 

"I'm not married." I interrupted quickly and hope-fully. "Just not very good at shopping." 

Her face showed astonishment. "Not married? Why, I'd have thought a nice looking man like you would have been snapped up  years ago. If  I were your girlfriend I wouldn't let you out of my sight!" She grinned. "Certainly wouldn't let you go shopping in a big grocery store like this, full of predatory girls like me! Keep you all locked up!" 

She giggled musically to show she was only kidding. 

"But I don't have a girlfriend." I started, then was shocked out of my mind! 

"You're not gay! Please tell me that you like girls!" 

She sounded odd and looked deadly serious - as if she really  cared!  

I giggled. "No, I'm not gay. I really like girls of course but..." 

She  kissed me. Right there in the middle of the grocery store! Swept me into her arms and kissed me on the lips, with her tongue insistent after a second, forcing its way into my mouth! I didn't struggle. Didn't think this was proper - or want to do things like this in this way. To tell the truth I was embarrassed out of my mind but was immediately conscious of her strength. Aroused sexually as well if you want to know. I was weak in the knees when she let me go and stepped back a pace. 

"Oh! I'm SORRY!" she said. "I just couldn't resist! 

You looked so lovely and irresistible!" 

 "Lovely?"  I was blushing. "Not quite the word I'd use. It's not normally associated with..." 
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"You're going to say 'men' aren't you," she was smiling again, softly. Patted my cheek in an affectionate manner. 

"Yes." I found myself feeling small and terribly shy. 

"That's silly. You must have heard the term about opposites attracting each other?" She was cooing at me now. 

"Yes. But I don't see what..." 

She grimaced. "I've been BIG since day one. I have two daughters from a man who was even bigger than me. 

Found out quite quickly that I don't care for big, muscular, men. That it is the smaller ones like you that attract me. I’ve been divorced for quite some time now and frankly? I'm starting to feel kinda - well -." She smiled a beautiful smile. 

"Sexy! And you looked good enough to EAT!" She almost looked as if she were blushing again. "Please say you'll forgive me! I'm not normally this forward!" 

I was really red myself with a kind of pleasure, yet this woman scared me in a way though I knew that I was very attracted to her. She just seemed SO confident! It just seemed so  wrong though somehow. She was so beautiful, so big and strong - and yet she was coming on to ME! I've never been successful, even with plain girls and here's this gorgeous creature seems to want me. Yet, complimented and delighted as I was, I felt somehow swept of my feet. 

Didn't know how to slow her down. She was just like a force of nature, making me feel small and defenseless. 

Found myself feeling shy and soft. Looked down at the ground. 

"I don't think I've anything to forgive! Maybe just a little,” I muttered. 

"WONDERFUL!" She boomed, interrupting- and 4 
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pulled me in for another kiss! 

There were women shoppers all around us and they looked on grinning as I was swept into her arms and under her charms. Felt just like a doll in the arms of its affectionate owner. Blatantly, ignoring everyone, she simply put an arm through my coat opening and felt my erection. 

"Lovely!" she whispered, her hand staying on my erection to let me know that she was doing this on purpose. 

"Let's go to your place!" 

"Eh, well... I don't..." I stammered. 

"I just LOVE shyness in a man!" she boomed, but then kissed me again. "Come along!" she added as I stood shaking and helpless when she finished. "You haven't bought anything yet. You can get it later! Would you like me to put you up in my cart?" 

She was obviously joking - but looked  serious!  Put me in her shopping cart as if I were a little kid? 

"No. I don't think so." I gasped. 

"Okay." She said simply. With that, she simply put and arm around me and I was half lifted, then pulled me along to a cashier, while Vicki - she told me her name as she paid for her purchases, openly fondled me disregarding the people around us. Dazed I found myself out in the parking space at my car - my Mercedes. 

"Nice car!" she smiled as she opened the passenger door for me. "I came here by taxi. Now give me your keys darling. I've found that sweet men are SUCH poor drivers!" 

Weakly I did as she asked and discovered that she wanted me to cuddle into her as she drove to my apartment building after adjusting the seat and the mirrors to her 5 
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liking. 

"Very ritzy!" she said admiringly as she drove into our parking space and took the elevator up to my penthouse suite. As she left her purchases in the car, her arms were free and she kissed and caressed me all the way to my apartment. 

"There's Maria!" I said to her warmly as she simply picked me up and cradled me in her arms just before we reached the door to my apartment, obviously going to carry me across the threshold as if I were the bride. 

She stopped dead and looked at me solemnly. "You said you weren't married! Didn't  have a girlfriend!" 

"It's only Maria, the maid." I told her. 

"Oh, THAT?" she laughed, and rang the bell, with me still cradled in her arms. 

Maria answered the door in a few seconds. In that time I had tried to struggle but gave up. Now the maid in her pretty uniform stood in front of us, a look of surprise on her face. 

"Hi Maria!" Vicki said pleasantly. "Me and your boss need to talk about something. I'll meet you properly later on - but for right now? Where's the bedroom?" 

Maria pointed upstairs, smiling a little at the strange picture in front of her. "Up there ma'am. Second on the right." 

"Thank you Maria. I'll call you when I want you. 

Okay?" 

"Yes ma'am." Maria said, still grinning but obviously at a loss. Curtseyed this new power in her life. 

6 
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"Thank you." Vicki said to her politely, then she gave me a deep kiss. "Come along darling! We have so MUCH to talk about!" 

I looked up at her dazed as she started on the stairs and heard what sounded like muffled giggling coming from behind us. Seconds later, Vicki carried me across the bedroom door then kicked it shut behind her. Laid me flat on my back on the bed, then stood beside me, towering above me. 

"I AM impulsive, aren't I?" She laughed and kicked her shoes off and was throwing her clothes aside until she was down to a sports bra and panties! Then she knelt beside me on the bed. Leaned over and kissed me again. 

"It's about time that you made love to me. Don't you think so darling?" She whispered this, then leaned into me. 

Undid my pant front and found my penis. 

"Oh, that's  darling]"  she said. "So tiny and CUTE! 

Like a miniature version of a real thing! What DO you do for sex? Want to climb on top of Vicki and be her man?" 

I was SO embarrassed! She lay over on her back but only waited for me to do something for a short moment but just about then - to add to my shame, my erection died. 

Crimson with humiliation I didn't know what to do, but then she was back, gently laying me on my back again and kneeling over me. 

"Poor little darling! Does baby know just how perfect Vicki thinks he is!" 

"Huh?" I had to ask, amazed. This was NOT the reaction I expected at all! 

"Yes! All sweet and shy! But can you wait a little 7 



The Humiliation of Vicki’s Baby By Stella Satin 

minute?" 

"Huh?" Was all I could say again, still befuddled. 

"Hold on JUST a second. Vicki has an idea!" With that, she jumped off the bed. Made it rock with the reduction in weight and padded quietly to the door. 

Opened it. To my surprise I heard voices, then a pause for a second or two, then the door closed and she was back. 

"Thought so!" She whispered. "Maria was there, listening. That naughty girl! And look what she loaned me!" 

She was stretching out something fine and lacy. 

"Don't you think Maria's panties are pretty darling? Here. 

Take them in your hands!" 

"What...? What. I don't understand. What...?" 

"I asked you a  question darling! You don't want to ignore Vicki, do you? Aren't these panties lovely?" 

"Oh yes," I quavered, frightened by what sounded like a threat in her voice. "You just took me by surprise." 

She patted my cheek. "Much better my little darling! 

Yes I was sure you'd like them. Borrowed them from Maria. 

Far too feminine for me, but girls and soft little men like you just love the feeling! I’m SO glad you like them! Feel them again and tell me how pretty they feel!" 

I thought it best to humor this madwoman so felt the panties again. In all honesty the felt very nice. All lacy and soft and satiny. Maria, let's face it, is a damn nice looking woman, I'd just never thought of her wearing such pretty lingerie. 

"Oh yes Vicki. They feel lovely. Lacy and nice." Here I couldn't help but giggle a little. "And I can feel the warmth 8 
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of Maria still on them!" 

Then, instantly, the panties were on my face! 

"And doesn't she smell nice and feminine? All warm and body odor! Some bath powder there, wouldn't you think?" 

"Yes Vicki!" I mumbled through the fabric. "Lovely!" 

"I think that feminine women smell so lovely! Not like big cart horses like me! Don't you agree?" Vicki laughed as she continued to gently press the panties into my face. 

"Ha ha Vicki! You know I can't answer that! Get me in trouble!" I mumbled and gasped, trying for humor through the panties. 

"Oh, you don't have to worry about MY feelings!" 

She said. Then she added seductively. "I'm certainly too smart to consider myself pretty - but wouldn't  you like to smell nice and soft like this?" With that, she took it away from my face - but wadded the panties around my penis. 

"Feel nice?" she teased. 

"Ah... Oh... Please?" I gasped. 

"Feels nice, huh?" She whispered again in my ear as she started to stroke me, the silky panties moving silkily up and down my penis. 

I gasped incoherently then, but she kept on stroking me gently. "There! There! Vicki knows how to treat her soft little boys. She knows that you don't feel like proper men when you can't make love to a woman - but tell Vicki that it feels nice to have lacy panties around your tiny little cock. 

Come on now!" 

"Please Vicki? It feels nice!" I was writhing under her hands now. "Please stop!" But my voice was weak and had 9 
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no real desire in it. 

"Bet that you'd like to feel nice and soft and smell pretty for Vicki, wouldn't you? Come on my pretty little darling boy. You'd like to be sweet and nice for Vicki, wouldn't you?" 

"Oh Vicki!" I cried out softly and weakly as I ejaculated into Maria's panties. 

She felt me cum and simply held still me until I had finished. "There! Wasn't that nice?" She asked sweetly after I'd relaxed. 

"Oh Vicki!" I said, exhausted. 

"We'll have to do that again!" she laughed. "But first, don't you think you'd like to please Vicki?" 

"Eh?" I asked. 

"Well? I spent some time pleasing you. Don't you think it fair to spend some time on me?" 

She'd had this shoulder bag with her and now it was close to the bed. She casually reached over and rummaged in it for a moment. Then she brought out this broad plastic wand and out twelve inches long and rounded at one end. 

Passed it to me. 

"Vicki's little portable friend!" She laughed. "One of Vicki's MEN! Just a nice size for me!" 

And I realized that I had a large vibrator in my hand! "I... I... What... What am I supposed to do with this?" I managed. 

10 
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"Why don't you start off by giving him a little kiss? 

Moisten him up a little bit for Vicki?" And before I could say a word, there was a thrumming noise and the vibrator was gently pressing against my lips! I then made the mistake of trying to say something and opened my mouth - 

and the throbbing thing was inside my mouth - with her moving it in and out! 

She straddled me now, smiling and pushing the thing in and out. "Oh! You look so natural! Like a girl giving a man a blow job! SO lovely! Think you could please Vicki by making some sucking noises and showing by your eyes how much you like her toy? I know you can't talk properly - but some smiles would help a LOT!" 

It didn't last long but it was awful - as I smiled and made noises that were supposed to show how much I was enjoying myself - and I laid there and was raped in a fashion by a large woman. To make things worse, she constantly asked me "Wasn't that GREAT?" when she finished and I had to make sure that I answered positively - 

and happily. She even had me smother her face in kisses to show how wonderful I thought it had been. 

Then my next test was to lie beside her after I'd taken her bra off. I fumbled with it which led to a cryptic remark that I'd soon learn to be expert in putting bras on and off - but then had to lie beside her and suck on her humongous nipples. Then after her breath started getting a little short, she said "Now? I want you to feel like a REAL 

man! Not a little soft, nice, one. With that, she had me take the vibrator in my hand and enter her with it, basically providing her with the services of a live dildo. But then after a while she shuddered convulsively - THEN she had me lick her clean. Yech! 

12 
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But I hadn't noticed. In the time we'd spent on her, I'd recuperated some. This time, she got dressed before she left the room - warning me to stay very still. She wasn't long. This time she brought Maria with her - then Vicki lay beside me on the bed, removing my clothes while kissing and fondling me as Maria ran a bath. It was embarrassing when Maria came out of the bathroom and grinned as Vicki quickly took my naked body and cradled me in her arms again as she carried me in there. I smelled the perfumed water as we entered the bathroom. 

"Isn't that lovely my little sweetmeat?" Vicki cooed as she laid me into the scented bubble bath. "Now you'll smell just like Maria! I had her use her favorite bath soaps in here - and I had her leave some lovely scented oils for you when I finish!" 

Teasing me, she gently masturbated me, commenting about my soft white body and how lovely my arms were. SO different from those other men who were so proud of their hair and their manly muscles. I was EXACTLY just as she liked. All sweet and soft. And now that I smelled so prettily? Using one finger, she stroked me until I came again. I had the awful feeling that my maid stood and watched the whole performance but I didn’t have the strength to stop and find out. 

Gently she dried me and applied some scented oil, then powdered me. Exhausted I didn't even try to struggle. 

I wondered at the disapproving noises she made as she pulled fresh clothes for me and dressed me. Then she combed my hair in a way that she liked and picked me up effortlessly again. Carried me down to the dining room - 

where I guess that Maria had set the table. Sleepily, I wondered why it was only set for one, then stopped 13 
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wondering why when Vicki sat down, with me cradled in her lap. Looked helplessly at Maria as she brought some dishes to the table and smiled prettily at me. 

"Isn't he just the cutest thing?" Vicki asked her tenderly, to which she smiled even more broadly at me and nodded in agreement. Then. "And your perfumed bath stuff! Doesn't he smell just heavenly?" 

And I had to simply lie there as a maidservant came up to me and sniffed me audibly and commented. "Isn't it lovely how perfumes smell delightfully different on different people? If I closed my eyes I would think it was some other woman completely!" 

"Well!" Vicki laughed. "I can see that I'll have to keep an eye on YOU! You may want to run off with him - and he’s MINE!" 

"Oh, I don't like women!" Maria laughed. "I like rough and tough men." 

"Well I'm safe then, I guess. He doesn't seem to be that way." Vicki laughed and Maria laughed in agreement. 

"I'm afraid he made a mess in your panties. 

Should I have him wash them for you?" Vicki asked. 

"No. Perfectly okay. Next time perhaps?" Maria answered. 

Vicki had a great big steak and potatoes from the oven. I was beginning to feel hungry and asked her nicely if I could have something to eat? That steak looked lovely? 

Vicki just told me to be patient. She'd be right with me. Then she started feeding me. Don't get me wrong. It was tasty enough, but it was all sweet stuff. Creams and soft puddings. It was also very embarrassing to be sitting 14 
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on a woman's lap like a little child as Maria looked on smiling. 

"I don't feel right. Maria standing there!" I finally said between mouthfuls. 

"Oh dear! I'm SO sorry!" Vicki said contritely. I wasn't sure what she meant as she handled the spoon to Maria - then it was the maid that was feeding me! 

I tried to shut my mouth and twist my head. 

"Now don't be a naughty little boy!" Vicki said se-verely. "I went along with you when you wanted Maria to feed you - but no more changing your mind until you've finished your nice lunch. Vicki wants you all plump and soft, just for her!" 

"I used to feed my little nieces this way!" Maria laughed as she spooned the puddings into my mouth. "It was so nice when they'd say Ga-Ga - and Goo-Goo! Sweet little girls. So beautiful a feeling I used to get." 

"Awww!" Vicki said. "That's lovely. Isn't it Michelle?" 

"His name's Michael!" Maria laughed. 

"A rose by any other name!" Vicki laughed. "I don't think my sweet little boys should get those masculine names." She spoke to me again." and, as I was saying Michelle? Why don't you please Maria, huh? Make some baby noises? Remind her of those nice times?" 

I will say that I started to object, but as Vicki quickly turned me over and gave me a quick light warning spank, I decided  to  do  as  I  was  told.  Both  women  laughed  then delightedly  as  I  made  sweet  baby  noises  while  Maria  fed 15 
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me carefully and addressed me as 'Baby Michelle' and they both teasingly answered my goo-goo's and ga-ga’s, patting me  softly  and  saying  what  a  lovely  baby  I  was  as  Maria would  pretend  to  wipe  my  mouth  clean.  Finally,  that shameful episode was over. 

I'm an adult - or think of myself that way, but there is conflicting emotions when a big strong woman just picks you up and carries you as if you were a child. It's not a thing you expect when you're showing someone around your lavish apartment - at her request of course. You tend to forget the humiliating way you've been treated and start feeling a little proud in yourself as you show off your household - and let's face it, my mother had left me very well off a few years back when she was killed. She had been a very successful songwriter and the royalties coming in made it clear that there was no need for me to ever work. 

As a matter of fact, Maria had been her personal maid - and I didn't see much sense in letting her go - although I always sensed an air of disapproval coming from her when she looked at me. Now, to myself, I quietly thought that she would have to go the minute I got shot of Vicki. Maria had just mocked me a little too much I thought. I would get some degree of spite in letting her know that she had over stepped the line. Teach her to be more of a maid with her next boss. 

But to get back to my subject. I was regaining some pride as I showed Vicki around and she made noises of awe and astonishment at how lovely the large apartment was. I really couldn't even tell her how many bedrooms and bathrooms we had. I knew that Maria had gritted her teeth at me after mother had been dead for a while, but I’d simply had her close the doors and ignore the closed off rooms, although I was pretty sure that she sneaked in and 16 
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cleaned quite often. Anyway, I was lost in my prideful boasting when Vicki said. "You know dear? Are you feeling all right? You look quite tired?" 

How can a man admit to being tired after two ejaculations? I knew that's what had done it, but was not about to admit same. "Maybe a touch of the flu? Nothing much. I'm just a trifle tired is all," I said bravely. 

"Oh! My poor darling!" she said. And I found myself simply scooped up into her arms again and set on her hip. 

Very much like a toddler is taken by his mummy. 

"Now just you rest, darling!" she cooed. "Just keep on showing Vicki your lovely home!" 

Now like I just said? There are humiliations and humiliations. But she was treating me like a child - and a favorite, spoiled, child at that. Of course I felt wrong - but it was almost as if I were reverting to childhood. It didn't make much sense to fight, so instead I found myself accepting what she was doing and cuddling into her in a childlike manner. Found my sentences becoming shorter and the words had less syllables as I retreated into her dominance. Cuddled into her in a sleepy way. I even found myself hardly embarrassed when we ran into Maria again. 

"The little darling was tired." Vicki explained. 

"Poor little lamb." Maria said sympathetically. 

"Maybe needs a nap?" 

"Not tired!" I said childishly - and the two women smiled at each other - as mothers tend to do. 

"I probably should put him down," Vicki said thoughtfully. "But I did so want to take him to meet my daughters. A pair of scamps I'm afraid." 

17 
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"Well!" Maria said and thought it over for a moment. 

"He's a big boy. And as long as you don't let the girls play rough games with him? It would probably do him some good. He's in this apartment playing on his computer far too much! If the girls even have some nice dollies?" 

"That settles it then!" Vicki said then cooed down to me. "I don't think my girls have any dollies now, but let's get your nice warm coat on darling and we'll go meet Bonnie and Sabrina. They'd be SO upset if they knew I'd discovered a new beau and they hadn't had the chance to meet him! Come along little baby boy and get you all comfy!" 

What do you call it? Hypnotized? Brainwashed? 

Whatever it was, Vicki did it to me. Somehow, all bundled up like a child, I found myself in my own Mercedes, with Vicki driving, which by now was starting to feel perfectly natural. It was a fair ways to her house - but on the way she thought it a good idea if we dropped by her gym - after all, I wasn't going to argue, was I? She also assured me that it was only for a few moments but I felt later that she simply wanted to show me off. 

It was a well-lit place. Treadmills, weight machines, stationary bikes - loud music. A traditional fitness gym. Just one exception - all the customers were women. Big ones at that. Though that's not true exactly. There were four or five little women all dressed alike. Not gym clothes, but short heavily pleated skirts in yellow and green, with white sweaters. It didn't dawn on me for a while, but they were some sort of personal cheerleaders. Had those green, yellow, and white pompom things that girls wave about. 

"Some of the big girls like to have their own personal cheerleaders. I had one for myself for a while. Very 18 
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vainglorious - but makes a girl feel sorta proud!" Vicki said as she took me around. Once again, I blushed furiously and suffered the indignity of being scooped up onto her hip, before being introduced to the big girls around. 

The girls on the machines were all of Vicki's type. 

Large, muscular girls with short hair and flat hard tummies. 

They looked at me in a very predatory manner when Vicki told them what a find she had made. It was also SO 

embarrassing when still scooped in her arms, she took me into the Ladies room (I don't think there was a Gents), laid me on my back and opened up my pants to show off my penis. The girls were SO admiring, commenting about the fact that it was so tiny - almost like a real one! One or two even fingered me, just to make sure. 

They all thought I was so cute when I hid my face in Vicki's shoulders and cried a little from embarrassment. 

Yes, it was childish for a grown man to act in this fashion, but it was seeming more and more natural to me. 

She put me down and left me alone for a while as she attended to some business. I think she must have said something to the larger girls because, although they eyed me hungrily, they stayed away. One of the girls who was dressed as a cheerleader, did come over to me though. 

Smiled. 

"Hi! My name is Tiffany. That's quite a catch you've made. Vicki is SO strong and masculine!" 

It wasn't the words I'd have used, but I didn't want to look disagreeable, so I nodded shyly and introduced myself. 

"We have a small group of cheerleaders who come here fairly regularly," she said. 

19 
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"And you all look very lovely in your uniforms." I said gallantly. 

She smiled and curtsied prettily. "Thank you kind sir. Green and yellow - with a slash of white. That's the gym colors." 

"Oh?" I said, wondering why she was telling me all this. 

She smiled. "Well, when a girl like Vicki has a girl - 

or in your case, a beau - and her 'friend' visits here? We take it as a nice sign when the friend wears the gym colors. And you're perfectly willing to join us. We LOVE to have new members. We can teach you steps, cheers - and all the other things. Keeps you from getting bored while Vicki does her thing. We would have pompoms for you as well." 

I couldn't help but chortle a little. "I think you have things all mixed up. I couldn't join your group." 

"Eh? Why not?" she asked. 

I laughed out loud. "I'm a GUY!" I said. 

"Oh. That it?" Was all she said. She shook her head and said vaguely that she'd enjoyed meeting me, then walked away. 

We weren't there too long and Vicki told me how sorry she had been for humiliating me in front of the other women. "I had no original intention of taking you there," 

she admitted as she drove. "But I just couldn't resist taking you and showing you off. Wanted to make them so jealous." 

She grinned. "And they WERE! Lots of them wanted you. 

But you're mine, aren't you?" 

She thought she was fondly grabbing my thigh with her free hand as she asked me this, but I felt my bones 20 
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begin to creak as I assured her that I was her boyfriend or, as she coyly insisted, her  little soft boyfriend. I finally laughingly told her about the cheerleader. She didn't seem to find a lot of humor in it. 

"That Tiffany. Lovely girl! She was very pally with a girl called Sandra who used to be my," she blushed, 

"  girlfriend. She was the one who used to be my personal cheerleader." She glanced at me. "Very flattering." 

Her house was fairly small, but in a nice neighbor-hood. I don't think she was very happy with me as I managed to dodge her on the way to the door. From curtains rustling so was quite sure that someone was inside. 

Not wishing to be picked up and meet two small girls while nestled in their mummy's arms I managed to pretend interest in flowers and bushes up the walkway. The door opened and Vicki called out "Girls! Girls! Look what mummy has brought home for us!" 

She was at my back and had my keys, so there was no chance of me running away, although I felt like it. Vicki had never given me any factual description of her 'little' 

children and maybe to her they were just that way. But in front of me were two raven haired girls probably two or three inches smaller than their mother - but that still made them giants to me. Now, I was being herded into the house. 

Talk about being feeling dominated! 

Let's be honest. I've always fantasized about being loved by a big girl - but within  reason! Five nine or five ten at the most and very docile, almost reverential to me. Vicki at my back was six foot five if she was an inch. Both girls facing me were probably six two, with one being slightly smaller and broader than the other. Both were indubitably Vicki's children. The same dark skin and voluptuous lips. 

21 
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The same arrogant hook to the nose. Sabrina was seventeen years old and did have blue eyes. Bonnie was fifteen and had the same sleepy brown eyes as her mother. As far as reverence was considered, Vicki obviously wanted it from ME - and there were absolutely no signs of docility there in the children either. As a matter of fact, both looked at me with disdain. Were polite enough and addressed me as 'sir', but were decidedly distant. 

"Good grief!" Vicki finally said to them. "I know he's NOT Sandra! But she was just to fill the gap so to speak. 

You both know how I love soft little men - and Michelle here is available!" 

"Michelle?" Sabrina said with some interest. "Funny name for a guy!" 

Vicki tutted. "Don't start! That's just my pet name for the little dear. His real name is Michael!" 

"Don't you object to her calling you by a girl's name?" Bonnie asked me now. 

"Well it's not something I'm very used to. Can't say that.." I started. 

"He's just being shy! He'll get used to my ways in a little while. Won't you dear?" Vicki smiled at me. 

Before I could answer Sabrina broke in. "Mom! You said you'd bring back a pizza! We're starving!" 

"Oh grief!" Vicki said. "I forgot. But I met Michelle while I was shopping. I forgot the pizza. Maybe we can make up a sandwich?" She turned to me. "You any good with sandwiches? None of us can boil water." 

I'm actually quite a good cook. Got cocky I guess. "If you have proper ingredients? I can wrassle up a sandwich 22 
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in nothing flat." 

"Didn't I tell you he was a little darling?" Vicki said to the girls. "Sabrina. Get him an apron. Sandra left at least one." 

I've had my fantasies of standing in full control of a kitchen while a tall woman sat all agog at my skills as I slapped up a fancy meal with practically nothing - all the while captivating her with my cool demeanor. This was not the same. I was in a frilly, ruffled, pink apron, while three huge beasts stood beside me gobbling down open faced sandwiches as I prepared them - practically fighting over whose turn it was. They were in jeans and tank tops, their muscular bodies rippling, while I worked as a cook, my effete body in a pretty feminine apron. 

Finally, after they seemed satisfied, I made myself a lovely open faced sandwich. The girls were all now sitting at the table, Vicki with a beer, the other two with sodas. I started heading for the table. 

"Where do you think you're going with that?" Vicki asked me, half smiling. 

"It's my meal dear. I'm really hungry! That food you gave me earlier just wasn't enough!" 

"Isn't he the cutest little silly?" Vicki cooed at the girls. Then she spoke to me. "Come and sit on Mummy's lap dear!" 

"I don't want to be a bother dear." I tried vainly to disobey. 

"  Michelle? Do you want to be naughty in front of my girls? Do you?" 

"No Vicki. Please ..." 
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"Trust me Michelle. You'd better go." Bonnie laughed. 

I tried to smile as if this were all a joke. Took my plate with me and settled down onto Vicki's lap. She reached in front of me and took my plate. Handed it to Sabrina, who simply halved it roughly and passed the other half to Bonnie. 

"They're just growing girls!" Vicki said. "Look! 

I've got Michelle's food ALL ready!" 

With  dread  I  then  noticed  the  glass  of  thick  cream and the box of chocolate truffles. 

"Here's  a  goody  for  my  soft  little  baby  dumpling!" 

Vicki smiled in a motherly fashion and held a chocolate up to my mouth. "Open up now!" she cooed. 

"Mom!" Bonnie wailed. "We never get chocolates in this house. You say they're not healthy! That box only has a few taken from it." 

"They're not healthy for growing girls like you." 

Vicki retorted. "Just lucky we had some food for Michelle here. He'll never get all soft and plump and pretty if he continues to eat real food." She chucked me under the chin as I slowly opened my mouth and docile as a little lamb, took the chocolate. "That's my little softy!" she crowed smoothly as I took the candy into my mouth and chewed slowly, my eyes big and focused on her. 

"See you girls? Just do as Vicki tells you just like Michelle here, and you'll be okay." 

Sabrina  butted  in.  "But  mom?  We  don't  want  to  be Financial Planners. We want to be beauty operators!" 

I fought my way through the sexual fog that was 24 
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closing in on me. Tried to speak with the assurance of an adult. Show these children that I wasn't some doll for their mother to play with. Spoke with all the assurance I could muster. "You should LISTEN to your mommy girls! A Financial Planner is someone to be reckoned with! I know this for a fact! I'm pretty well off, if I do say so, and I need one badly! Been looking for a Financial Planner for a LONG 

time!" 

Then mommy -1 mean Vicki kissed me gently on the lips,  for  the  longest  time  and  I  found  myself  sleepily looking  into  her  amused  eyes  as  she  spoke.  "Sweet  little doll?  Your  troubles  are  over!  Vicki  IS  a  Financial  Planner! 

Why don't I get you home and into bed? You've had a long day. Vicki will come and see you tomorrow, and she'll see what  she  can  do.  Does  that  sound  nice  for  her  little  doll boy?" 

"Huh?" I asked. 

"Let's get you home, lover." She said. 

I don't remember too much about the drive back to my apartment. She didn't carry me before we reached the floor, although when Maria answered my door, I was cradled in Vicki's arms. "Snug as a little bug!" As she put it. 

"Need to put my little baby to bed." 

I was starting to wake up, but found myself in the embarrassing position of having Vicki undress me and put me into pajamas. 

"Ha Ha Vicki! It's barely nine-thirty" I said. 

"Time for beddy-bye!" She answered, then added. 

"Look what Vicki has for her little doll!" And she was tying some sort of satin, pink, bonnet on my head. Tying the satin ribbons under my chin into an ornate bow! 
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Then she had folded my bed covers back and was putting me into bed! Tucking me in - and kissing me as I stared up at her with disbelieving eyes - then with horror saw that Maria was standing just behind her, looking on with a smile. 

"I hadn't realized what a little doll you really are! So lovely in your bonnet!" Vicki smiled down on me. "Have a nice sleep - but make sure that Maria unties your bow tomorrow morning. I know that you might feel old for a sweet bonnet, but have tied a special knot and want only Maria to untie it." Her voice grew stem. "Now don't let me find out that you took it off! Don't be naughty! Do what Maria says, like a good little baby! Now give her a kiss too!" 

I couldn't believe my eyes! Now a grinning Maria was bending over me. "Pout those pretty lips for me baby?" 

she asked, and I'm afraid to admit that I did. Found myself lying there and the women bidding me good night! 

Thankfully, the light went out and I heard the women laughing quietly as they shut the door. Was I wrong to think there was some mockery there? 

I wanted to get up right away, but was scared of Vicki being there to tell the truth, so lay quietly until I was sure she had left. Got up quietly and tip toed to the door. 

No noise from below. Released my held-in breath with relief. Vicki had gone. Started to go down the stairs. 

Wanted to remove that silly bonnet, but thought it might be best if Maria took it off for me. She was in the living room, her feet up and watching television. 

She looked up lazily as I came in, then straightened in her chair. Before I could speak, she spoke up. 

"MICHELLE! What are you doing UP?" 
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"Maria! Stop this nonsense and... 

"Didn't Miss Vicki  tell you to stay in bed?" 

"Yes. But..." 

"Want me to tell her you were naughty?" 

"Well - no. But..." 

"Well? If little sissy boy Michelle doesn't get his little ass back into bed - RIGHT this minute? I'll call her on her cell phone. That's what she asked me to do if you were naughty!" 

"Ha ha! She was only kidding!" Then I saw the cell phone in her hand. "Please Maria? Don't call her!" I was pleading now. 

She was grinning openly. Saw that she had the open hand "Little baby boy in the pretty pink bonnet scared that Miss Vicki will spank him for being naughty?" 

"Yeth Maria," I found myself lisping for some reason. 

Admitting my shame. 

Then she was leading me quietly back to my bed. I did manage a humble "Please Maria?" but she ignored me, then tucked me in then leaned over me. "Little sissy like the pretty pink bonnet?" 

"Yeth Mawia," I mumbled. 

"Hold on a minute!" she said, and went away for a few seconds. "Shouldn't little baby sissies have nice coloring?" she asked. 

"Huh? I gueth tho" I replied. 

"Make a pretty face for Maria then!" she said. 

27 



The Humiliation of Vicki’s Baby By Stella Satin 

"Nighty night babykins!" She said a little while later, heading for the door 

Knew  what  was  wanted  by  her  now.  "Night  night Mawia,"  I  replied.  Felt  the  taste  of  lipstick  on  my  lips  and could smell the flowery perfume. 

"You little god-damned sissy!" she laughed with distinct mockery and sudden clarity as she closed the door behind her. Then she opened it up and spoke to me again. 

Threateningly this time. "Get up ONE more time - and you'll be sorry!" 

I didn't know what to do. In less than twenty four hours my life had turned around. I had some warm feelings to tell the truth. It was so unusual to have a gorgeous woman like Vicki interested in me and with her being so aggressive I didn't have to worry about figuring how to move on her as she was doing all the work. Nevertheless, I could feel control of my life ebbing away from me. I fell asleep. 

I felt strange the next morning but was too sleepy to be fully aware. Didn't even remember about my bonnet until I saw it in the bathroom mirror. My first impression was to tear off this sign of my cowardice, but then I thought that doing this might not be too good an idea. I did what I had to, then brushed my teeth. Put on my dressing gown and went looking for Maria. 

She was readying the dining room when I saw her. 

"Good morning Maria." I said. 

"Good morning." She said pleasantly. 

"I was wondering? Do you think I could take this bonnet off now?" 

"I don't see why not." She smiled. "It DOES look a 28 
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little childish on you. But remind me. Didn't Miss Vicki say that you should have ME take it off?" 

"Yes." I smiled. "That's why I'm asking. Silly, but I suppose she has her reasons." 

"Let me see now then." She paused then came and stood in front of me. To my horror, she reached under the hood of the bonnet and pulled out a lock of my hair so that it fell over my forehead. "You know? That looks quite nice! 

Maybe I should leave it like that to see what Miss Vicki thinks of it this morning when she comes?" 

"She's coming this morning?" 

"You don't remember asking her to be your Financial Planner? I'm sure she'd be hurt!" 

"Oh! I just remembered. Hadn't thought she'd want to come on board so soon." I mumbled. 

"Well, she is. A real go-getter I'd say!" Maria laughed gently, then put on a serious face. "I'm not so sure now that I should take off that pretty bonnet. It's growing on me." 

She teasingly fingered the bow under my chin. "SO pretty!" 

I gave up all pretense. "Please Maria? Please take it off me. Please?" 

"You're asking me so nicely, I find it hard to refuse. 

Want me to untie you?" 

I nodded. Gently she lifted my chin and untied the bow. Folded the ribbons into the bonnet and handed it to me. "May I suggest that you give it to Miss Vicki - you might even want to thank her for letting you wear it? But why don't you come and have the breakfast I've made for you?" 
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but knew that Vicki had told Maria what to give me. 

Accordingly, I smiled most appreciatively and ate the creamy gruel and drank the big glass of cream that was laid out for me. Maria watched me with a benign air, with just a tinge of superiority. Made me sit while she fed me. 

Vicki arrived with the two girls shortly after I'd had breakfast and changed. She was all over me, kissing and calling me her little darling. The girls pretty well ignored me other than to say hello. Sabrina was carrying some sort of large folded up 'thing'. I meant to ask what it was, but never got the chance as Vicki hauled me off to my office to see my financial statements. 

She was no amateur. That was immediately appar-ent as she perused my financial statements and brokerage accounts with an eagle eye. 

"Michelle? You have been very naughty!" She chided me quite some while later. "You have let your accounts and statements get into a mess!" She waved some papers in front of me. "Now, just sit on my lap and answer some questions for me. Okay? This is going to take a while to straighten out. But let's make a start." 

We spent a few hours there and finally she looked at her watch. "I have to leave on another matter, so why don't you have lunch with the girls. They were so demanding today. Wanted to see your place. I was sure you wouldn't mind. You don't, do you?" 

"Certainly not," I said, although she was looking at her watch again. "Good. You just have lunch with the girls and I'd appreciate it if you kept them entertained. I'll be a few hours. I told Maria what to give you for lunch." 

"Oh Vicki! Must I?" I complained. 
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"Yes! You want to be nice and soft for me, don't you?" 

"Well - yes- but it gets so awful after a while!" 

She smiled. "You'll get used to it, my little sweetmeat! Now I must be off!" With that, she swept me into her arms and kissed me. Seconds later, I was alone. 

I  drew  my  breath  and  wandered  out  into  the  main apartment. "There he is!" Bonnie cried out as she saw me. 

"It's about time!" Sabrina said. Then she opened up the pink bonnet! "Come along baby! Lunchtime!" 

"No! No!" I called. "Vicki didn't say anything about.." 

"Silly!" Sabrina said. "She's gone - and we're in charge. Now, come and get your lunch!" 

"NOOOO!" I screamed and turned to make a dash for it. 

But the girls were too quick. "Isn't this FUN?" Bonnie laughed as she wrapped me in her arms. 

"Oh yes! He looks SO cute!" Sabrina laughed as she fitted the bonnet to my head. Then to my shame, Bonnie picked me up and cradled me just as easily as her mother had done, and carried me into the dining room. 

"Hello girls! I see you have Michelle?" Maria smiled, standing by. "His chair is all ready." 

"What... What..." I started as Bonnie gently loaded me into a sort of 'thing, feet first and snapped a tray down in front of me. 

"We thought it might be appropriate. It's Bonnie old high chair! Don't you feel nice?" 
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sticking out, then to my chagrin, my shoes were pulled off - 

and they laughed as pink wool booties were fitted on my feet. 

I tried to unlatch the steel tray in front of me, mumbling and close to tears as I tried to free myself. 

"Naughty. Naughty!" Bonnie cried - and a large pacifier was plopped into my mouth. "Now just be still and behave!" she said warmly. "Your din-din will be ready in a minute! Don't you DARE take that pacifier out until we tell you!" 

To make matters worse, they gave me a large rattle and threatened me until I sat there in my high chair, rattling my rattle, kicking my feet, and making baby noises through the pacifier. After a while, they took the pacifier out and fed me - the same old puddings and chocolate. 

"Baby Michelle is crying. Do you think we went too far?" Sabrina said seriously to Bonnie. 

"Maybe. But I thought he'd like this." Bonnie answered. 

Hope surged through me. "Honest ladies! I don't like this at all!" 

"You don't WANT to be a cuddly baby?" Sabrina asked me in a tone of disbelief. 

"NO - honest!" 

"But that's how mom wants you! She LOVES soft, sissy men who are close to being babies!" 

I felt lost, but managed. "But she and I haven't really worked things out yet. I think she just might be a bit headstrong?" 
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thought that's what you wanted - and we're kinda bored. 

Tell you what? Mom doesn't know it - but Bonnie and I brought our makeup kits. How would you like to get out of this chair and let us use you as a model? Bet you'd be pretty if we made you up." 

I swallowed. "But your mom would know the minute she saw me with makeup on. I wouldn't look very childish, would I?" 

Both girls looked at each other. "She'd guess that we brought our makeup kits." Bonnie said. 

"Yeah,"  Sabrina  agreed.  "Might  get  mad.  But  suppose we just made him up for a little while. Cleaned him up before mom gets back?" 

They both looked at me. "We gotta deal?" 

I was between the devil and the deep blue sea. I wanted OUT of this babyish situation - but letting the girls use me for makeup lessons? God knows what that would be like. Then I had an idea. If I could just hold them up long enough? Maybe they wouldn't have enough time to make me up? 

"Sounds fair to me ladies," I said. "But I haven't showered yet today. Would you object if I took a shower first?" 

Bonnie shrugged, but Sabrina looked at me. "You wouldn't take too much time, would you?" 

"No. No. Just a normal shower is all." 

"Promise?" 

"Oh yes!" 

She pulled the booties from my feet and took the 33 
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bonnet from my head. "Thank you Sabrina." I said meekly and put the rattle down. She did something to the tray and then lifted me out of the chair, adding more humiliation. 

"Off you go now! Just remember to hurry up!" 

"Oh yes Sabrina!" I said untruthfully and hurried away. 

I then proceeded to take my time, lounging around as I picked the clothes I'd wear and laying them on the bed. 

Then I took my time going into my bathroom. It is well appointed having both a large bath and a separate shower stall. Slowly I set the water temperature to what I wanted, then got undressed and went into the shower. 

I breathed a big sigh of relief as the water cascaded over the top of me. Stood with my eyes closed and let the hot water wash onto my face. Sighed in a sort of ecstasy. 

"Enjoy this do you?" Sabrina's voice was right beside me! 

"Eh - What - What - Oh Sabrina!" I wailed. She was standing in the shower, right beside me - completely nude! 

"What's the matter you little sissy? Don't you like a woman's body?" She was asking with a lot of humor. 

"Maybe you'd prefer Bonnie?" 

The door opened and closed again and now Bonnie, also nude was in the shower as well. Grinning evilly and crowding me! 

It's a large shower, but three bodies in it were pushing the confines. I looked at the big, wet, hard female muscles that surrounded me. 

"Isn't he just CUTE?" Bonnie laughed. "Would you look at that tiny excuse for a cock?" She pulled me into her 34 
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body - HARD! Snarled at me. 

"You said you'd hurry! But you didn't did you? Now tell the truth or Sabrina and I will punish you!" she grated. 

"Oh leave the little sissy alone and let's have some fun!" Sabrina giggled. 

Bonnie's smoothness was beside mine then Sabrina was washing me, the scented soap slowly gliding over my body and the steam rising and making our bodies indistinct as Bonnie turned up the heat. I came, pumping, as Sabrina washed my privates, and she laughed as I exploded into her hand. 

"The little darling! I think he had some joy juice inside him after all!" With that, she reached around me and lifted me a little by simply putting her hands into the crack of my ass. "Suck me darling!" she cooed, and worked one of her nipples into my mouth. 

I had no choice. Started to suck, then I felt Bonnie start to wash my anus. But then I realized it wasn't soap that she working inside me - it didn't wash away. Then I screamed. She had opened the shower door for a second, then paused. Now she had a dildo on - and was entering me! 

"Put your legs around me - like a good little girl!" 

Sabrina laughed as she opened me up more for her sister. 

Then, warm water running down all over us, and my head being forced onto Sabrina's breasts, I sucked feverishly, as her sister calmly and methodically fucked me. 

The pair of them laughed as all this was going on. 

"I wonder if he'll ever take a long shower again?" 

Sabrina laughed. 
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"Doubt it." Bonnie giggled. 

I was dazed, exhausted - and sore, by the time they had finished with me. Tiredly, I knew that Bonnie had left the shower momentarily, didn't hear the sound of running water coming from the bathtub - maybe the sounds of the water shower disguised it. But finally, Bonnie came back in and the water was turned off a minute or so later. Sabrina now cradled me in her arms, just exactly as her mother did, and I had no energy to object as I was lifted.. 

I wondered what Maria was doing there as she handed a big towel to Bonnie, but then I was being lowered into a steaming hot, scented bath. I let out a yell as my backside stung. Then looked up helplessly as Sabrina started to dry herself and now the three women were looking down on me with amused smiles. 

"I don't think he liked me very much!" Bonnie said with a false petulance. 

"Never mind Bonnie!" Sabrina laughed. "Once he gets used to taking it up the ass? He'll just love you to pieces! Probably chase you around, begging for it!" 

"Won't your mother object?" Maria asked casually. 

"After all, you ARE both on the young side." 

"Not much." Sabrina said. "She's a firm believer in the old saying - if you're big enough, you’re old enough. 

Both of us have been with girls for a while now. He's our first sissy!" 

"Well? He's not very big though. Maybe it's him that's not old enough?" Maria laughed. 
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Sabrina shrugged. "With girls and sissies, it's not the same thing. Anyway, he's old enough." She leaned over the bath as she knelt down. "Aren't you my little sweety? Never mind the sting in your ass too much. You'll get used to it. 

Even get to like it!" 

"I don't understand?" Maria said. "He's just HAD a shower. Why a bath too?" 

"Well? I want him to feel soft and scented. More like a girl." 

"Oh, is that why you wanted my nightgown?" Maria laughed. 

I didn't quite understand the verbal byplay, but luxuriated in the bath. Was embarrassed naturally, as Sabrina washed me gently, crooning to me as a mother would to a baby. During that time, the other two left. I was SO tired when Sabrina finished, then lifted me from the water into big fluffy towels, speaking soft words to me as she dried me off. Then I must admit the liking to the smells of the oils, lotions, and powders she applied. If course they were feminine, but I just felt so soft and smooth. 

Then something was slipping over my head and I remembered Maria’s statement about a nightgown. "Please Sabrina? Don't!" I said weakly. "I'm not a girl!" 

"But don't you remember what Bonnie did to you?" 

"Yes." 

"Well? Didn't she make you her girl?" 

"Well - not really." 

"But now here you are. All soft and silky and smelling SO nice. Just like a girl. Wearing a pretty 38 
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nightgown - just like a girl. What are you trying to do - 

confuse me?" 

"I think it's  me that's getting confused." I confessed sleepily trying to be funny. 

"Well then. Time we cleared that up, isn't it?" she asked. Then I found myself picked up and being carried into the other room. Sleepily saw that Bonnie and Maria were in there. They came over. 

"My, he smells pretty!" Bonnie said. 

"Some lipstick wouldn't hurt?" Maria offered. "I left some here last night. He looked quite pretty." 

"Good idea!" Sabrina laughed. 

A few seconds later, I lay there placidly in Sabrina's arms, pouting prettily for a smiling Maria who gently touched my lips up. I just felt so nice and pampered. Then Sabrina laid me down on the bed beside some pillows that seemed to be in the wrong place. 

"What are you doing Sabrina?" I asked as she turned me over and started putting some of the pillows underneath me. 

"Making you comfy darling," she said. 

I started to say something else, but she had spread my nightdress wide and was baring my backside. Then, as she lubricated me, I knew what was coming. 

"Please Sabrina? Don't." 

"Hush, you silly little pansy! Be nice!" she whispered softly. 

She entered me a lot slower than Bonnie. "Be a good girl and relax. You're doing really well. You can moan or 39 
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groan - but do it nicely now!" 

I could just turn my head and there were Bonnie and Maria watching me getting raped, smiling as Sabrina took her time by entering and pulling back from me. 

Then, to my everlasting shame, I heard Vicki's voice. 

"Oh for goodness sake you two! Couldn't you wait?" Her voice had a tinge of exasperation. Just as if her teenage daughter was up to 'something' not quite right. 

I  thought  at  first  that  I  was  one  of  the  two  she  was referring  to  -  but  then  as  I  heard  Bonnie  and  Sabrina laughingly  tell  her  that  she  shouldn't  have  left  them  and knew I wasn't included. Then as Sabrina continued, I could feel Vicki right there beside us. 

"He DOES smell nice Sabrina! Very sweet. And where did you get the nightgown. Ah, Maria? I should have thought so." Then she spoke impatiently. "Would you hurry up Sabrina? I don't have all day!" 

Later  on,  as  I  lay  in  Vicki's  arms,  I  still  had  on  the nightgown,  but  had  a  matching  peignoir  as  well.  She seemed preoccupied. 

"I'm REALLY sore Vicki!" I said, and started to cry. 

"What with?"" she asked, with perfect sincerity. 

"Poor baby." With that, she caressed me absently. 

"YOUR daughters Vicki! They raped me! Surely you could see that?" 

I had her attention now. "Rape, darling? That's a pretty strong word! Didn't you lead them on?" 

I blinked. "Lead them on? Certainly not! And Maria looked on! Never did a thing to stop it!" 
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"We'll have to look into this!" she said grimly. "I have to tell you. You're finances are in a mess. I think it best if me and my daughters stay here for a while - but I can't have them going around, raping you!" Then she called out for her daughters and Maria. 

It's odd how complacent and protected I felt there in her arms. I realized the feminine picture I made, but that weakness actually proved my case I thought. I hoped she would give her girls trouble - a LOT of trouble. Maybe even fire Maria! 

The three of them came in, all casual, as if there was nothing wrong. I didn't sneer at them, but gloried inwardly. 

Boy, were they in trouble! Just wait until Vicki got to them! 

She asked very cogent questions and I must admit that they answered honestly. I was embarrassed when it turned out that I'd lied about my time in the shower - but after all, it was only a white lie, so I didn't worry. Then Vicki started questioning ME! As if I was the guilty party! I answered her honestly. She finished with me then took a little while to think. 

"You were in little baby clothes at the table and didn't like them?" 

"No. I didn't like them much. Not really." I was careful with the truth. 

"Even when it was obvious that the girls were trying to make friends by doing what you wanted. At least that's what they thought you wanted?" 

"Well - that's not really what I wanted. Not quite" I added the last when I saw her frown. 

"So  you  wanted  down  from  your  high  chair  -  that 41 
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Sabrina  went to  all  the  trouble  to  bring here, thinking that you'd like it?" 

"Well - yes." I was getting confused. This wasn't working out the way I'd thought. 

She paused again. "Then you promised that you'd shower and be a makeup model for my girls - even though they said they wanted it done quickly, because I might not like it?" 

"Yes." 

"And by the sounds of it, you spent a LOT of time getting ready for your shower?" 

"Well, darling? Maybe not a LOT of time  exactly." 

"But you took a fair amount of time?" 

"Yes. I guess so." 

"So? When my girls got worried and came to check, you were flaunting your lovely naked body in the shower?" 

"My WHAT?" 

"You know that a soft little pumpkin like you is desirable to big girls like us, huh? That wandering around naked is going to inflame our sexual wants - especially the excitable young ones?" 

How can I describe how flattered I was? It was utterly wrong, but yet it was the very first time that my attributes had been described in such a manner. "Well? I blushed. "I never thought of it that way!" 

"You soft little boys don't know your own power! 

Didn't you think when even a big girl like Bonnie has to have her big sister in the shower to help overcome you?" 
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I found myself snuggling into Vicki's strength even more. "Overcome ME? Dear? That's not exactly accurate!" I found myself giggle. 

"Seems that way to me, though. Then when I come in, you're lying in bed all perfumed and pretty, letting my big girl make love to you while you wear your girly clothes? Are you going to tell me that you didn't seduce her with all your flirty ways and seductive charm?" 

"But Maria ...?" I wailed. 

Her voice was stern. "That really gets me mad! You get  all  seductive  and  seduce  my  two  innocent  girls  -  then BLAME  Maria?  Your  maidservant!  I'm  really  upset  with you! Go over to her, right now! Say that you're sorry!" 

"What?" 

With ease she simply turned me over and in a flurry of silks and laces I found myself over her knees! She SPANKED me! Hard. It was strange. Even though it hurt I was getting the feeling that I deserved it. Then crying, I found myself back staring up at her face. 

"Now go to Maria! In the pretty seductive outfit that SHE loaned you? And KISS her! Tell her how sorry you are! 

Go on now! Do it properly! Walk and act like a proper young miss should. If you don't? I'll put you over my knees again!" 

I knew what Vicki wanted and was powerless. 

Concentrating on doing it prettily, I got up from her knees and making sure that my diaphanous gown and robe swirled about me, went over to Maria. 

"Maria?" I said almost weeping with shame at having to apologize to a servant as the women surrounding me giggled and laughed at me. "I'm terribly sorry. Will you 43 
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ever forgive me?" 

She sniggered openly. "I'm not sure. What do you have in mind?" 

I looked at her in amazement. She was just supposed to accept my apology. "I'm not sure. I'm just sorry." 

She tossed her pretty hair and teased me. "Sorry enough to go over MY knees?" 

I stared at her. Tried to make her see reason. "Please Maria! You  know.  

She smiled gently and crooked her fingers at me in a 

'come-here' motion. Smoothed out her skirts and crooked her head. "I think you should. It's about time!" 

As I settled down over her knees, she plucked at my nightgown and negligee. "You just borrowed these to seduce young Sabrina - right?" 

I knew I was defeated. Nodded. 

"Well  that  was  okay.  I  just  want  you  to  know  that you  can  borrow  ANY  of  my  pretty  lingerie  as  long as  you ask me nicely. Does that sound fair?" 

"Yes Maria." 

Her voice was softly curious. "You think Sabrina will like you if you have on my pretty bras or panties?" 

"I don't know Maria." I said this thoroughly cowed and miserable. 

"Oh, I will! I WILL!" Sabrina laughed from across the room. 

Then, as I wiggled and writhed, screamed softly, and pleaded for mercy, my  maidservant spanked me. 
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Finally, I just lay over her knees as she finished, weeping softly. 

"There, there! My darling little sissy! Don't you feel SO much better now that you've said you're sorry?" Vicki was asking as she picked me from Maria's knees. Cradled me in her arms. Kissed my wet eyes. 

The other three let out audible sounds of laughter at my indignity as I looked up at her and softly agreed that yes, I felt MUCH better. 

She smiled. "Then? Think how WONDERFUL you'll feel after you've said how sorry you are to Sabrina and Bonnie!" 

I clung to her neck in terror, but she put me back on my feet and gently disengaged my soft weak arms from around her neck. Patted me on my soft, silky, feminine ass. 

"Off you go! Be a GOOD little sissy now!" 

By the time I got back to the warmth and safety of her arms I had been spanked by two teenagers, as well as a maid - for something they had done to me. 

I knew then that one of Vicki's rules were that a sissy, never, NEVER, argued with a 'real' woman. I found myself looking at her trustingly again once my tears had dried. 

"I know it's quick. But I think we two should fly to Vegas and get married. Wouldn't that be wonderful?" 

I stared at her, horrified. 

"The little darling is speechless! Overcome with joy!" 

She said, chucking me under the chin. 

"But mom!" Sabrina said, a shocked sound in her voice. "You hardly know him!" 
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"I know him well enough to see that he needs someone firm to handle his money. The poor dear is SO 

helpless. This afternoon he's going to free himself from ALL 

worry by signing everything over to me! Then the poor little dear is so physically powerless, he  needs a big strong woman like me to take care of him. Isn't THAT right dearest?" She kissed me on the mouth for such a long time that I was breathless. "There, there! Everything's settled now. Right dearest? No need for you to worry anymore!" 

She smiled tenderly at me. 

That afternoon, sitting on her lap, I signed everything over to her management and allowed her to make all transactions in my name. Gave her my account numbers, passwords, everything. Was kissed by Sabrina and Bonnie in thanks for the immediate and on-going healthy payments I made to them for pocket money. After all they were going to be my 'daughters’ - right. Maria kissed me sexily on the lips and stuck her tongue in my mouth for the increase stipend I was paying her. I was to get nothing. After all, I was just a silly sissy - and now had a big strong woman to look after my EVERY need. Wasn't that right? 

The following day, all five of us took a chartered plane to Las Vegas and we were all given a superb four bedroom suite. Bonnie and Sabrina took me in hand immediately to prepare me for the wedding, while Maria and Vicki went shopping. I did protest a little while my body was waxed, my eyebrows plucked, and my ears pierced. But after Sabrina spanked me - hard -1 never even complained when the girls dyed my hair, then put it in rollers. After all, they explained, it was great for them to have a model - and I didn't mind - did I? 
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had bought for me. All satin, with white calf length pants that tied at the waist end calves with green satin ribbon. A yellow frilled blouse that tied at tire neck with a pink satin bow. A green jacket - no pockets of course, and that was cut in such a way that I looked as if I had girlish hips. Green satin Mary Jane shoes - though they had jeweled straps. 

Because I had no pockets, it made sense for me to have a green satin clutch purse. 

The worst thing though was the fact that when Maria and Vicki had bought my outfit, they had been frightened that my pants might be so tight as to disallow underpants - so they had bought little lacy panties for me to wear. Then as they had though my blouse might be a little too big at the front? Why not a matching bra? As my hose were lace topped thigh highs, it might be a good idea for a garter belt? Stop them from falling. Naturally then, a camisole as it might stop my bra from showing under my blouse. I was to wear girl undies under my sissy clothes. 

Then with the two girls giggling as they dressed me? 

I stood there helplessly in my lace edged satin undies - 

while they teasingly padded my bra - just a little - they laughed. "If I didn't watch out – some people might think I was a girl!" They suggested that I try to walk more like a boy but after making me try a few times, decided that I couldn't. 

Maria came in wearing a rose colored pant suit. She grinned when she me in front of her. "What lovely hair!" 

She cooed. "You look SO pretty as a blonde! And those curls! The girls did a LOVELY job! Don’t you agree?" 

"Don't you think it's maybe a bit effeminate?" I asked weakly hoping against hope for some reassurance.. 
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"Well?" She looked me over. "Some people might think that the satin outfit wasn’t TOO masculine. Others might say that your lacy undies peeking under your blouse were a bit feminine - but they just wouldn't understand the need the girls had to pad your blouse." 

"You think so?" I asked weakly. 

She roared with laughter. "Did you just believe me? 

Vicki wants a little pansy!  That's what you are - and that's what you look like!" Then the door opened behind her and both girls came in. 

I was quite astonished. They were both in formal dresses and looked stunning, even though they towered over me. Green, yellow, and white satin were the predominant colors. 

Then Maria looked at her watch. "We better get to the chapel. Vicki will be waiting for us there." 

We had a penthouse elevator but had to get out on the main floor. Vegas is used to many sights, but there were a few awe struck faces at my appearance as we made our way through the gamblers to the waiting limo. It didn't take us long to get to the chapel. 

"Dead on time!" Maria said. 

"Shouldn't I go down to the front?" I asked. 

"Just hold on here a second little sissy," Sabrina said as Maria left us to stand behind Vicki who was standing looking back at us. 

"Eh - Eh?" I said, but just then the music started playing "Here comes the bride" 

"They're playing your song!" Sabrina laughed as she placed this sort of gauzy thing over my head, the arranged 48 
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it quickly in place, holding it with some sort of ringlet on the top of my head. 

"Eh?" I repeated in a daze but she was ignoring me as she linked one arm into mine and as Bonnie went around the other side where she linked my other arm. Then they started leading me down the aisle - and the reason they were dressed the way they were flashed at me. 

"Isn't this nice?" Bonnie whispered. "Having your two daughters to be, escorting you down the aisle - as your bridesmaids?" 

I looked at what the set up was, and it should have been obvious. The minister was a woman and she smiled nervously at me as I was led down the aisle, but Vicki was standing where the groom would normally stand - and Maria was obviously her best man. In my sissy satin outfit - 

and now the veil -1 was to be the bride. The minister confirmed this. 

"I have the power under California law to marry a man and a woman, so this is legal as far as I can tell, but as this is a quite unusual arrangement you seem to have, I must ask you - Michelle - if you will accept Vicki here as your husband. Promise to love, honor, and obey her in everything? 

I felt a slight pinch from Sabrina, so answered automatically even though I was well aware that no threat of any kind was needed.. Found my voice to be sweet and shy. "Yes ma'am'" 

She continued. "This again is unusual, so I must ask. 

Do you accept the authority of her daughters..." 

"WHAT?" I couldn't help myself. This was totally unexpected. 
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" . . .  Her daughters! Accepting the fact that you are a sissy and that they, being REAL women, have power and dominion over you when Vicki is not there to command you?" She paused and smiled at me. "You may answer now." 

Helplessly, I looked around me. "Yes," I answered meekly. I didn't really feel that I had much choice. 

She spoke to the women. "Do you then, Vicki, Sabrina, and Bonnie, take this little sissy into bondage? 

Promise to command him in everything?" 

"Yes ma'am" the three women answered heartily, and with high good humor, in unison. 

The minister stepped towards us and took a hold of my shoulders, turning me. "Allow me to present Mrs. Vicki Sabrina Bonnie Smith." Then she urged me to turn around as she introduced me to the small congregation of curious and hanger on's. "You all may kiss the bride then!" she added. 

Gently, Vicki pulled me towards her and lifted the veil from my face. "Hello my soft little bride. My Mrs. 

Vicki," she said, then kissed me. 

"Hello you dear little thing." Sabrina said, taking me in her arms and kissing me next.. 

It seemed perfectly natural now, to pout my lips invitingly for Bonnie now - she wasn't much more than a child - but if she was big enough, she was old enough. She kissed me without a word, but then surrounded by large muscular women, I was being led back down the aisle, seemingly a bride for the three - while Maria smiled and clapped at the back of our our procession. 
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suite, but Vicki explained that we were in VEGAS surely - 

and as we weren't staying very long, we should gamble. 

She smiled softly at me and whispered. "It's actually your money - but you don't mind, do you? My little bride?" 

When I shyly shook my head, she had the limo driver take us all to Caesar's Palace. "Lots of people here to admire your outfit darling." She said as she led us into the gambling area. 

The girls weren't old enough to gamble but the pit bosses let them stay at the crap tables for a little time while Vicki gambled some. There I was in a masculine environment like a crap table in my pretty satins, while three large women surrounded me who cheered and clapped enthusiastically. The pit bosses actually referred to me as 'Miss'. I'd have let this pass, but Bonnie acted all offended and told them that I was a man. They looked at each other with half hidden smiles and apologized. 

Vicki was actually winning when the girls suggested I leave with them. Eager to escape, I was smart enough to ask Vicki humbly if I could leave. She beamed approval at me knowing now to ask her permission and graciously allowed us to go, saying she'd meet us back at our hotel - 

she suggested that we take the limo, she'd get a taxi later. 

I'd thought that the girls wanted to go back, but I was wrong. Arm in arm they escorted me down the main thoroughfare inside Caesar's then took me into a makeup shop. There they explained that they wanted to be beauticians - and were using me as their model. Did the salesgirls have any ideas? 

I was perched on a stool and though at first, the salesgirls were a little shy, it wasn't long before I had two of them "Making me all pretty". At the egging on of the two 51 
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sisters, they weren’t too shy about putting plenty of makeup on me. By the time I left that shop I was in full makeup - iridescent green eyes (Goes so well with your outfit dear) blush, dark brown mascara and eyeliner. Lovely red lipstick and matching nails. "What a pretty man!" the girls kept assuring me loudly as we meandered through the crowds making sure that few misunderstood my sex, and finally made it back to our hotel. In the elevator, they kept caressing my backside and I was feeling very sexy by the time we got back. Let's face it. I knew they were just young girls, but it was ME that was dressed and made up seductively - and they were SO strong! Plus their hands on my satin things made me tremble a lot. 

It seemed that we had spent more time than was intended, because Vicki had beaten us to it. Was waiting for us. "I won a bundle!" She announced happily "And I couldn't resist it! I went into that super lingerie place there - 

and bought my new bride some nightwear. I didn't get it wrapped so you could wear it tonight. What do you think Michelle?" 

I took the white, diaphanous nightgown and peignoir in my hands. Took my last try at manliness. "But dear? It's a girl's nightgown." 

She smiled. "And you’ll look just  marvelous in it when we go to our wedding bed in a little while. But first, why don't we all go into the hot tub?" 

Maria came in at that moment, smiled at us new-comers. "The water is run now Vicki. It's all ready for you girls." 

Then she paused. "I was just thinking?" 

"Yes Maria?" Vicki responded. 
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"Well, seeing as how Sabrina and Bonnie are so nicely dressed - they might enjoy having a maid undress them?" 

"But you're dressed all nice Maria. Why would you want..." 

"Well I know that Miss Sabrina and Miss Bonnie want some  personal attention from Michelle and I was thinking . . . " 

Vicki broke in. "That  now might be a great place to start for our little sissy! Don't you think so Michelle? The girls are dressed all pretty for a change. You're dressed just as a sissy should be and looking SO gorgeous in your makeup - and Maria's here, all ready to teach you how to start being a proper maid. The tub is just waiting for them, so the timing couldn't be better! Doesn't that sound marvelous?" 

Sabrina and Bonnie made a game of me undressing them, walking and swaying around me and having me neatly fold their clothes for later hanging. They did this until they were completely nude. Then, for fun, they had me mince around like a girl, while they slowly undressed ME. Believe it or not, this was most embarrassing! They pretended they had forgotten that I had ladies lingerie on underneath my sissy satins, but had me put on the new peignoir that Vicki had bought me over them- and then undress her, while she laughingly said how pretty I was - 

even prettier than her old flame Sandra. Then the three huge, nude, women finally undressed me completely and led me into the hot tub. 

I was glad for a minute, but then the three laughed and lined up together with their backs against the edge. I 53 
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wondered what I was supposed to do until Vicki 

'suggested' I might want to be a man for all three of them. I was therefore given a small vibrator for Bonnie, then a larger one for Sabrina, then an even bigger one for Vicki. 

Then I had to kneel beside each in the hot water and play as portable dildo for each of them, moving from body to body. 

They giggled and laughed. Moved suggestively at me, undulating in the water. Panted. 

Bonnie was the first to crack. With an excited moan she simply grabbed me and, to the whistling and cheering of the two put me face down over the tub, then ran the vibrator up into my ass - with very little foreplay, as Vicki pointed out. Then within a few moments they all giggled as I squealed and pleaded, while Sabrina demonstrated her talents with the vibrator on me. In the steam, I hadn't seen Vicki leave the hot tub, but now she was back as I lay back, exhausted... 

With wide eyes I had to admit that she was very good looking and that the dildo inserted into her vagina made her a  very handsome husband indeed. At her suggestion, I 'welcomed' her dildo with a big kiss, then squealed happily as I was turned over - not as gently as she should have - and she made me her wife. I was crying with shame and pain, but Maria took me from the tub and dried me, before having me wear the nightgown that Vicki had bought me. 

"Go to bed now Michelle. You haven't been a girl too much but you'll get used to Vicki and the girls. Just wait and see." 

I did sob later that night when Vicki made me her wife again, but Maria was right. It wasn't as painful and she told me that she loved me, which was nice and I think I 54 
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pleased her more. Found myself rubbing my gorgeous nightgown up against her. Even cried out a little as she penetrated me - this time I may not have been acting quite so much. 

But the next morning, I started discovering that my status wasn't even as high as I'd thought. Okay, I thought a little bitterly to myself once Maria came in and shook me awake and had me join her. I was still the bride - and surely deserved that treatment! To be carefully folding up the girls 

- and Vicki's clothes - while they snored on, wasn't fair. 

Then having to help Maria make and serve breakfast to the other three wasn't my idea of a wedding breakfast either. 

They didn't even seem to notice that I had made myself look nice for them! 

Okay, it was still a little embarrassing for me to be dressed the way I was? But in all honesty, neither Vicki, Sabrina, nor Bonnie seemed to notice my pretty clothes. 

SURE I was being forced to wear them - but you'd think they'd at least NOTICE! But they didn't. It was silly, but I just seemed like I was another serving girl to them! 

But if I felt bad at that point, worse was to follow. I'd been stupid enough to figure that I'd been dressed all fancy for my wedding. Now, I was a married man or whatever - 

and surely deserved to be dressed more in accordance with everyday wear. But I felt the ghastly look on my face when the two girls produce my traveling outfit. The underwear - 

again - was women's lingerie. The outerwear was, once more, satin breeches, waistcoat, jacket, blouse - or shirt, and hose. There was one difference in that the shoes were no longer Mary Janes. They were of some kind of velvet - that TIED in with large ribbons! Not only that? Everything was in pink! Different hues of course, but the colors ranged from soft ladylike pink to hot and sexy pink! 

55 



The Humiliation of Vicki’s Baby By Stella Satin 

"Please ladies? I can't wear that! Please don't make me!" I cried softly. 

"You're just being a silly little pansy!" Sabrina said sensibly. "We all thought you looked so lovely yesterday? 

Vicki couldn’t resist buying you some more outfits. She wanted to make sure that any other sissy that saw you would be jealous! Now come along and we'll get you in your nice lingerie first!" 

"But Sabrina? Bonnie?" I practically wept. "That's ladies lingerie and..." 

"AND? And? It looks lovely on you!" Bonnie laughed. "A little padding in the bra and at the hips? Even some of the  real girls will be jealous! Come on now!" 

They tried not to giggle and laugh - or at least  pretended to try but it didn't take too long before they had me all dressed in my satins and laces. Then they had me walk to see how I looked in my new shoes - or slippers. Fancy, feminine things with the girls carefully tying large bows to tie me in. 

"You know Bonnie?" Sabrina said. "He's close to walking like a sissy should. But there's something missing." 

"Why don't we ask mom?" Bonnie said. "I think that you're right." 

Vicki was just getting finished getting ready for our flight. Like the girls, she was in comfortable jeans and sweatshirt. 

"What a gorgeous little sissy you are!" she cried as soon as she saw me. "Can I kiss him girls? Or will I spoil his makeup?" 

"Oh, just go ahead mom. We still have time to do his 56 



The Humiliation of Vicki’s Baby By Stella Satin 

face up again." Sabrina answered. 

"Here you ARE, my pretty Michelle! Come to Vicki! 

Let her kiss you!" She beckoned to me with her fingers and I walked over to her and let her enfold me, all the time commenting how lovely my satin felt - and how dainty my lingerie looked when it showed. 

"That's the problem mom!" Sabrina said. "Did you notice just how  masculine he looked, walking to you just now? Not like a sissy should, I'm afraid." She didn't do too good a job of hiding the laughter in her voice as she spoke. 

Vicki choked at the use of the word 'masculine' but at least tried to hide it more successfully. "Now that you mention it darling? He IS looking a little  mannish."  At that point, all three women laughed heartily, while I blushed furiously. Then Vicki said. 

"I see what needs to be done!" She hugged me again. 

"It WILL be a little embarrassing for you in public my dear - 

but you understand that Vicki and the girls only want you to look your nicest?" She gave me a squeeze, but didn't wait for me to answer her, going into another room to get something. 

Once she was finished with me - it didn't take long - 

she smiled beatifically at me as I cried when I walked. She had put me over her knees, and then untied the pink sash that held my pants up. She commented how lovely my panties suited me as she pushed them down, then inserted a butt plug up my anus until my backside clamped shut around it. Then she rearranged my sissy clothes back and had me walk across the room. Even the girls breathed delightedly as I minced there in the most feminine manner possible. 
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Then the girls sat me down and made me up while Vicki got Maria and all of our luggage - there wasn't much - 

together. Maria sniggered and tittered when the girls led me to her. She was to take my hand and be in charge of me all the way home. 

The girls found new ways to torment me all the way from that point. Maria wouldn't let my hand go and was leading me along as if I were a little child, tottering and mincing slowly, as my upper thighs were forced together by the butt plug being there. 

Now, in private, nobody referred to me by Michael - 

it was always Michelle. But now, in public, Vicki and the girls would always be in front of us because I was going at such a slow pace. And they'd call back impatiently, things like: 

"Would you stop dawdling Michael - Michelle - or whatever you want to be called now" or "Michael? Would you STOP looking at all the cosmetic or girl's clothes? We told you before, we're in a HURRY! You can have all the time you want for girly stuff when we get home!" 

So they harassed and cajoled me as if it was my intention to hold them up. It was dreadful! Maria didn't give me a hard time - far from it - but she was treating me as if I were a reluctant little child! Smiling nicely and telling me out loud not to cry - the cruel girls were only joking! 

Naturally, this made me feel worse. 

To make things even slower, I was starting to get sore muscles and cramps from my strange way of walking. 

Finally, in frustration and pain, I called out to Vicki. 

"Please darling? I'm terribly sore. Can we slow down?" 
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She seemed to be getting aggravated a little by our slowness now but was just as sweet as anyone could want. 

"We have a plane to catch dearest. Would you like to be carried?" 

It was a terrible choice. Keep on as I was being taunted by the two large daughters and having them draw attention to me as I minced along, or suffer the indignity of being carried? I couldn't make up my mind. 

Sabrina did it for me. Circled back. "Poor little thing tired. Need to be carried?" 

"Just for a little while Sabrina? Until I'm not so... 

"Want to be Sabrina's little baby?" 

"Please Sabrina? I just..." 

To my bewilderment, she foraged in her purse for a moment, then found what she wanted. Her hand disguised it for a second, and then I had a big pacifier in my mouth! 

Before I could even mouth a protest, I was picked up and cradled. 

She spoke to me firmly. "If you want to be a baby, you'll be treated like one! Sabrina will put you down when SHE wants to! She'll also take your pacifier out when she wants to! You won't argue or ask questions, will you?" 

And now, in my pretty pink satin outfit, a pacifier in my mouth and surrounded by three large women, one who carried me as if I were a child, I was transported all the way home. The humiliation was terrible, but imagine how I felt when I was carried into a Ladies restroom and sat down on a ledge that women normally stored their makeup on while the three women tended to business. As this was in the airport, it was quite busy, while a bunch of smiling or perplexed women looked on as I was treated like a little 59 
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baby. 

When the girls had finished, Bonnie came and smiling, felt my front! "GOOD little baby Michelle!" she called out. "Still dry! But need to go wee wee?" 

Shamed, I nodded. Then, to worsen things, she undid the ribbon that held my pants up and pulled them down below my knees. This naturally, revealed my pink panties, which she also pulled down - so that the showed, then she simply carried me to an open stall and sat me down. Once I had finished she scooped me up again and returned me to my bench. 

"Have to get your panties up now - don't we?" 

She said loudly, then proceeded to dress me. 

The rest of the journey was very much the same. 

Naturally, to the stewardess’s amusement, I was strapped into my seat - although I was allowed a Shirley Temple drink, but the flight wasn't too bad. Mostly because I fell asleep. Groggy, I was picked up and carried to a taxi, and thence back to the apartment - my face buried childishly in Sabrina's breasts. 

The next few days taught me. I may have been Vicki's "bride - but the girls thought of me as theirs just as much, and I don't necessarily mean sexually. 

If they had been on the untidy side before? Now they had ME to clean up after them. They made it pretty clear - and Maria hastened to assure me that she did NOT 

clean up after young girls - that this was now MY job. So, I became a slattern. Not in cleanliness - Maria would never have stood for that - but a slave, a chattel. Something to be ordered about. I tried to, quietly, let Vicki know what was going on, but it was pretty clear that her 'children' could do 60 
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no wrong. And? Although it is embarrassing for me to admit? I was her wife in bed more times than I care to think about. 

This may sound wrong as well, but I'd had the notion that by being Vicki's 'other half so to speak, that I'd be given some sort of status by the girls, but wasn't the case at all. Vicki seemed fond of me - but in a sort of half humorous, half bossy way. To make things worse I suppose, I found myself responding to a light spank on my backside with maybe a girlish giggle - or maybe even (I found myself blush when I did this) a slight toss of my hair 

- or a seductive look. She loved to initiate sex anywhere, by chucking me under the chin and calling me her little sissy - 

or pansy. Loved to stroke my satin outer garments and call me names - but they were nice names. Often carried me into the bedroom to have sex. A relationship with her was undeniably degrading, I was less than a man to her, but in sex she was at least reasonable. 

Though looking at it now? Life was becoming an almost on going round of embarrassment and humiliation. 

Vicki treated me in one way and each girl treated me differently. 

To the girls, I was different all right - but I was their sex toy, and they weren't slow about letting me become aware of what they wanted from me. You'd think that as I did more and more what they wished that they'd become satisfied with me, but that wasn't the case by any means. I soon learned that they were different from Vicki in what they wanted - but just as different from each other as well. 

Relationships with them were sexual, I don't want to lie about that - but they weren't looking to satisfy ME in any way. It was my job to satisfy THEM - and I'd better be good 61 
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at it. 

For example? Bonnie was a nut on me wearing feminine lingerie. Would lead, rather than carry me, into their bedroom if she got in the mood for sex. There, she'd lie on the bed, stroking herself as I undressed - slowly. Then she'd have me strut up and down in front of her while wearing nothing but high heels and pretty lingerie. Believe me, I wasn't really into strutting but did so because Bonnie was SO volatile and I was probably more scared of her than I was of the other two. I just did what she wanted, and tried like hell to look happy. She had her own ideas of how I should look and happily plucked my eyebrows down to fine arches. Demanded - and got - that all my body hair be shaved down - except my pubic hair - which she shaved and fixed herself - was now a deep shade of pink and heart shaped. 

Once she was in the mood? She'd just grab me - 

believe me, there wasn't much foreplay - put me face down on the bed, then take me. But she wanted me to behave like a young girl - all shy and virginal. I was supposed to deny her sexual advances, and then accept them in the shyest, most girlish manner as she plunged her dildo up my ass as I would lie face down on the bed, sighing in (supposed) delight. 

On the other hand, Sabrina laughed one day and confided that "It's silly - but I get the biggest kick out of having you be my little baby! Isn't that silly of me?" 

By this time I had realized that few threats ever mentioned by a girl wouldn't be carried out sooner or later. 

I managed a grin and muttered that she was far too old - 

and handsome - for such games, but little good that did me. 

Being quite well off now that she had my money to 62 
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spend, it wasn't long before she had bought the clothes she wanted me to wear and, despite my heartfelt crying and pleas, she would dress me as a little baby - a GIRL baby of course - pretty little dresses and Rumba panties, Mary Jane shoes with white anklets and satin bonnets to match my dresses. I wasn't allowed to speak when she dressed me this way and when she got really sexy? She'd dress me, make me up - funnily enough - LOTS of makeup - and put me in the high chair at dinner time. There, I'd have to suck on a pacifier and rattle my rattle. 

Any deviation from that or to say anything but make infant noises was followed by her lifting me out of my high chair and putting me over her knees. Then, she'd slowly lift my dress and pull down my Rumba panties - and spank me. 

I soon learned to do exactly what she wanted - she spanked SORE. So it wasn't long before I knew to goo goo happily as she lifted me from my chair, then carry me to her room. Then I'd have to continue with my happy noises as she worked a vibrator slowly up my ass. She didn't always use a dildo, and I'll admit that when she did, it was smaller than what the other two would use on me, but it WAS 

beyond humiliation to suck on my pacifier and sound happy as she would tenderly come in behind me, pull my panties down, and make a woman out of me - and talking baby talk as she did so was terrible in its own way. 

There was another aspect. None of the three seemed to care what the others wanted. Vicki liked me in the sissy satins and laces - but would mock the lingerie that Bonnie wanted me to wear, while that daughter couldn't wait to make me undress and show of my lacy undies - and act like her girl. And the mockery I went through when Sabrina 63 
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would dress me as an infant? That was terrible. Vicki and Bonnie would mock and taunt me at the dinner table as I sat in my little girl dressings and rattled my rattle. Then they'd often spank me for crying when I couldn't take their mockery any more. 

Maria was probably the nicest to me, though she was downright mean at times. Never did spank me in front of the others though. One night she was in a bad mood I guess and decided to set the record straight. I was in one of Vicki's satin pink outfits. Maria looked at me with a disgusted look on her face. 

"Sissy? Go and pour me a drink. After that? Finish tidying up the dinner dishes, I don't feel like it tonight." 

I had been helping her clear off the table anyway, so this was nothing new, but the three women were looking at her, then me, then each other. Her tone was letting them know that something was up. They perked up, sensing that something enjoyable might be coming. Sat up straighter with looks of potential enjoyment on their faces. Let's put it this way. They all loved to see me humiliated and up until now, Maria had shown her scorn of me in many ways, but this looked like she might be wanting to secure her position over me. 

I wasn't stupid enough not to see the signs. "No problem Maria," I said submissively. "Just you sit there and take it easy. I'll be glad to do the rest of the clean up once I pour you a drink. Scotch and water all right?" 

She nodded curtly and I sped away to fill that order. 

Was  especially  careful  to  pour  her  a  nice  strong  one,  then put it on a tray. 
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"Here you are, dear Maria," I said, offering her the tray. 

She  took  it,  then  smiled  at  me.  It  was  not  a  nice smile. "Do you like being Vicki's little pansy boy, huh?" she asked. 

"Ha Ha Maria!" I tried a laugh. "In a bad mood tonight?" 

"Nah. Just tired of looking at a weak little powder puff like you! Letting a few women beat the shit outta you. 

Have you no shame?" 

"Not  much  I'm  afraid,"  I  said,  still  trying  to  be friendly. 

"Mince around and be Bonnie's girl. Wearing nice - 

women's lingerie?" She was openly sneering. 

"Please Maria?" 

She ignored me. "Dress up as a little baby - a baby GIRL for Chrissakes? Let Sabrina spank you? Let all the women shove dildos up your ass? Just whimper and cry and LET them? If you have balls under your satins and your panties? Maybe I should cut them off, huh? Make you more like the girl you are?" 

I hoped like hell that I could show her some signs of my old authority. After all, she was still only a maid! Drew myself up as far as my velvet slippers would allow. 

"I think that's enough Maria. I think I've taken enough of your abuse!" I was very pleased with the cold tone in my voice. 

She smiled at me! Took a good drink, then looked at the other women. "Any of you want this little pansy for 66 
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tonight? Vicki, Sabrina, Bonnie?" 

"You got something in mind for him?" Vicki asked amusedly. "I don't." She said, then looked at her daughters. 

"You two?" 

They smiled at each other. "No mom. We don't need him." 

I felt a worm of fright crawl through my innards. 

 "Maria?  Honestly! If you're in a bad mood, I'm very sorry, but I don't think I had anything to do with it. Please don't get mad at me." 

Even I could hear the fear and trembling in my voice. Then she surprised me again. Shrugged and stood up from her position in her chair. Stood stock still for a moment then pulled her ribbon cap off. Laid it on a chair. 

Still smiling, she reached behind herself and undid her apron. Pulled it over her head then threw it beside her cap on the chair. Eyes fixed on mine, she started to undo the front of her maid uniform. It was a sort of Navy blue with white cuffs and hem with large buttons all the way down the front. Slowly she undid them, then shrugged her way out of the dress. Now stood in front of us all, resplendent in matching, white, lingerie. 

We all stared at her. Then she smiled. "I want a maid. I pretty, submissive, maid for tonight. I don't think that any of these big girls want to help me out?" She turned to them. Grinning now, they all nodded negatively. She picked up the dress, apron, and cap and threw them in my direction. "But YOU wouldn't mind, would you pansy? 

Why don't you take off those silly fairy clothes you have on, and put some REAL women's clothes on, huh?  Then I'll tell you what to do. Sound good?" 
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"Maria? I'll be GLAD to do what you want." I said. 

"But I don't need your clothes. I don't." 

"Yes you DO!" She answered. "I want a maid tonight 

- that LOOKS like a maid. That will answer me properly! So why don't you just take those silly satin pansy clothes off - 

then put on a nice dress, apron and cap. Then you can curtsey me, and we'll know exactly where we stand? I won't beat you -1 promise! Now just put your pretty dress on - 

I'm sure we're about the same size." She stood expectantly, and waited for me to respond. 

I looked around me. There was nothing there but curiosity - what was I going to do? But it was asking too much of me. 

"Please Maria? You know I'll do anything you want me to? But your dress? I think you're asking too much." 

She was smiling that terrible smile now, but advancing on me. "A maid's dress is asking too much? You put on all sorts of silly feminine outfits? But I ask you simply to put on something that has some respect? 

Something I wear  every day - and it's demeaning to you? 

Put  on that dress, sissy!" She was now very demanding. 

I saw her coming. "I can't! Maria! Please don't make me..." I started. But then she was on me. 

I'd always had the excuse that the girls who were ordering me about, and into feminine modes of behavior, were all bigger and stronger than me. But now this was Maria - of all people- who'd been a lowly servant in my household. Whom I'd told to do things for YEARS! Now wanted to reverse the order of things! Was NOT much bigger than me.  Was feminine to boot! Smiling easily, she took a hold of me. 
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I think I must have known that this was the last straw. I fought. I actually did! Found myself clawing and scratching, pulling hair. At the same time, it wasn't too long before I could feel myself weakening, realizing that it was ME that was fighting like a girl, while she was simply using superior strength, without all the histrionics. I tried to fight more like a man now, but I think I'd forgotten - and it didn't do any good. "Please Maria?" I finally found myself mewl-ing as she gradually forced me onto my back and smiled down. Patted my cheek gently. 

"Time for your pretty maid uniform? You must know it by now Michelle! Now be a good girl and let me help put your dress on. Now?" 

I continued to struggle a bit. Then she leaned over and whispered impatiently in my ears. "Look Michelle! All I want to do is put you in a dress and treat you properly! 

Would you prefer that I spank you first - in front of Vicki and the girls? That what you want? Now help me, or that's what I'll do!" 

Let's face it. Wearing the uniform, cap, and apron, wasn't much different than I'd been doing for a while, but being the object of catcalls, whistles, and pats on my rump while I did the rest of the cleanup didn't make me feel any better. The topper was when, as I finished, Maria spoke. 

"Michelle dear? My negligee is in my closet - the blue one. Would you go and get it for me, please?" 

I meekly said okay, and started away on my errand. 

"Michelle?" She cooed. "You are a maid. What do maids do?" 

I was lost. "As they're told?" (This got a loud laugh from Vicki and the girls). 
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"Perfectly correct - but not completely what I wanted. Think you can come up with something else?" 

"Yes ma'am?" I said. 

"Yes!  Very  good.  But  don’t  you  think  you  should curtsey  to  me  -  or  anybody  else  who  tells  you  to  do something? Don’t you?" 

To be honest? It made perfect sense. I even felt a blush of shame in having to be told and, let's face it, I was simply being asked to act in the way that went with my dress. It didn't dawn on me as I stood there and practiced until Maria was satisfied but it crossed my mind later. I now acted five different personas. There was myself - even though that was gradually being submerged, then there were the other four. Vicki's swish, satin clad, little pansy boy: Bonnie's femme fatale: Sabrina's baby girl: and now, Maria's maid. And in all of the latter four, I had to behave in a feminine manner. It wasn't until much later that it dawned on me that when acting as a maid - a FEMALE 

servant, it was the only time that I was treated with some respect. It was the only activity where I hadn't to pretend happiness as my panties were lowered and I had something 

- either a dildo or vibrator, to make me a compliant and obedient woman. 

The days passed and I acted more and more as they wanted. Maria wasn't too bad, and probably used me less than the others. My backside was constantly sore and being a maid was about the only time I had a break from the attentions of the three large women. 

Then they started taking turns at taking me down to the gym with them. It was terrible! 

Vicki took me as her sissy - always in satins, laces, 70 
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and velvets. My hair was always curled and I had to wear some makeup - after all, I was a BOY, she'd comment as she laughed. A sissy perhaps, but a boy nonetheless. The cheer girls section didn't want to take me in as part of them - after all, I wasn't dressed  properly.  But after a little while they relented. When I was with Vicki, she made sure that I wore the Green Yellow and White satin. 

The other girls weren't keen at first as I said, but then found out that it was fun to bundle me in amongst them. Okay, I wasn't dressed the same as them, but the colors of my outfits did blend in - and they soon demanded that I act like the little sissy I was. So there I'd be, all acting all swishy and effeminate, squealing and jumping and waving the pompoms they made me carry, while the other girls, though feminine, were lithe and athletic around me - 

and coordinated. Then, if Vicki were doing something by herself - luckily not very often - I'd be forced to cheer her on in my satins and laces, jumping around amateurishly while the real girls jeered and taunted me, laughing at my antics. 

Naturally, when Bonnie and Sabrina saw this, nothing would do but that I had to cheer them too, when they were on. Then once they saw what fun they could have with me and what I was to wear, I'd be put in a flux - a sissy, a harlot - or worst of all - a baby. Some of the girls may have been jealous of me when I wore what Bonnie wanted me too - satins of course, but short enough to show off frilly and sexy undies, with a wavy wig that stressed my wantonness - but oh boy, did they enjoy me in my baby dress - green, white, and yellow of course - with my pacifier 

- to match - and my rattle instead of pompoms. 

I couldn’t help myself. My own persona that I talked about had been dissipated by what I had become to Vicki 71 
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and the three girls. So I cried, and quite often too. 

This, absolutely, delighted the cheer leaders. Can you imagine being dressed - and acting the way I did - then breaking down and crying? The soft, and phony, sympathy. 

The cooing and kissing while they commented upon how beastly my  guys were as they surrounded, and closed in on me! The tittering and laughing as they'd lead me into the Ladies restroom. More and more, I shrunk into female timidity. Trust me, this did NOT reduce the indignities that were heaped upon me. I was not only a figure of fun at home - but at the gym as well. 

But even that changed. Maria had troubles with her mother  in  another  part  of  the  States  and  had  to  leave  for quite a while. Truthfully? I was bereft. 

Maria had become my almost only touch with real-ity. She looked at me with a certain amount of fondness, but shook her head. Sighed. 

"I loved your mother Michael," she said. "But you are not in her image. If you had been nicer to me when you had the chance? I might have backed you against those three big girls. But you weren't." Then when they took over this house, I either had to back you - or them. Frankly dear? You weren't strong enough and I look at you today and wonder. 

Michelle? Get a little backbone in you! Start showing that you're SOME sort of a man!" She came and gave me a hug. 

"TRY and stand up for yourself dear!" 

Then she was gone. 

Maria's loss created quite a lot of confusion in the household. I don't think that any of the big women wanted to admit it, but the place soon fell into a disorganized mess. 

Believe me, by this time I had some idea of running a 72 
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house, but nobody had any respect for me the way they did Maria. I DID tidy up, but the place soon became a mess. I'd just get started doing 'something' to ease the mess, than either Vicki or one of the girls would want me - usually for something that involved sex. By the time they were done with me I wouldn't have the energy to clean up. Gradually the whole place fell into a terrible mess. 


*********** 

One day, there seemed to be a great hustle and bustle - and Vicki brought Sandra home! 

I have to admit a certain amount of jealousy existed in me. Here was what (I thought) had been an object of Vicki's attention. She was small - almost as small as me - 

with red hair, blue eyes and freckles. Not large in the bust but had enough, and her carriage gave her an air of confidence. I got my very first impression of her immediately. Sabrina ran over to her. "Sandra! My dear!" 

And picked her up in a huge hug. 

"Put me DOWN, you silly oaf!" Sandra laughed - 

then  punched Sabrina on the shoulder, and non-to- gently either. 

"Ooh!" Sabrina yowled. "I'd forgotten that you don't like that too much." But put Sandra down immediately. 

Then Sandra told her to introduce her to me. 

As I kissed her hello, she looked at me directly. "This is a nice place. Much nicer than Vicki could afford before. Is it yours?" 

"Used to be," I admitted. 

"Turn around for me," she said brusquely, and as I 73 
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did so, she simply said in a cool voice, lightly touching my satin blouse and pants at the back. "I'm assuming you  let Vicki DO this to you? 

"Don't forget us girls too!" Sabrina laughed, then added. "When Michelle got married, he took me and Bonnie on as well." She made a point of pausing between each name. "He's now Mrs. Vicki - Sabrina - Bonnie…" 

"You lot should be ashamed of yourselves, taking advantage of a poor sissy like this." Sandra interrupted and shook her head disapprovingly, then spoke directly to me. 

"Wearing a satin outfit indeed! You should be ashamed of yourself too. Have you no shame? No sense of masculine pride, walking around like a little pansy?" 

"You have the poor little thing blushing," Bonnie said, coming in. "Now just leave him be. He's our toy, and not to be messed with!" 

"You're not so big that you can't get a good spank-ing!" Sandra laughed. "You're just a kid - and kids like you shouldn't be able to bully a poor sissy. You don't have the maturity! He's a human being too, NOT a toy!" 

"Sissy Michelle? Don't listen to her. She's coming in here, but don't think she'll be the boss of this house!" 

Sabrina was talking at me now. 

I looked at her, aghast. "Coming in here? I haven't heard anything about this. Nobody told..." 

I faltered to a stop, suddenly aware that the two girls and the woman were embarrassed. Sandra was the one to break the silence. She stared angrily at the other two. "He hasn't been TOLD? This is abominable! I know that Vicki and you two are so big that you think that common decency 74 
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doesn't apply but.." 

"What's all the noise about?" Vicki asked coming into the room. 

Sandra turned on her angrily. "You have this poor little sissy at your beck and call. Dress him up like a little pansy and take away all his dignity. Don't even tell him that he's kicked out of his own bedroom? That's..." 

Vicki had crossed the carpet quickly and had taken Sandra in her arms and kissed her. She looked at me after she had kissed the woman. Smiled. 

"Feisty little shit, isn't she? I suppose I should have told you, but it turned out that Sandra here needed some therapy - has really missed being my girl - so I agreed to..." 

"What a load of shit!" Sandra cried out, but she was laughing. "You lost Maria - and need someone to take her place! You knew that I was a pushover - so picked on me!" 

Vicki continued to hold Sandra, but smiled at me. 

"Michelle? You understand, don't you? It's just too much for you and we really HAD to have someone. So Sandra is now the Mistress of this house!" 

Then she added the part that just about tore my heart out. "She needs... ahem... counseling - so I've decided to move her into my bedroom." 

Sandra was making a noise, but I couldn't hear what she  was  saying  for  the  noise  in  my  own  ears.  "But  Vicki darling? What about me? Where will I go?" 

She  hardly  paid  any  attention.  "You  can  move  to Maria's room, sissy. It looks as if she'll be a while in coming back, so you can take over her job - maid. 
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The uniforms should fit you just fine." 

"But Vicki? I'm your husband!" I whined. 

"You're a sissy that promised to obey me. Don't your marriage vows mean  anything to you?" She was scornful. 

"Yes, b u t … " 

"You  also  swore  that  you'd  do  what  Bonnie  and Sabrina  told  you.  Is  that  not  true?"  She  was  getting  bored with  me,  I  could  tell  -  hugging  Sandra,  barely  listening  to what I had to say. Impatient to get away. 

"Yes." 

"That's a good little sissy. Why don't you just ask them if you can move into Maria's room? It's VERY pretty - 

should suit you down to a T. I don't think I need you in your sissy outfits anymore, so after you make sure that the girls don't mind? Go and put on a nice uniform - like a good little sissy!" She kissed Sandra on the lips. "Then give Sandra and I a half hour or so in my bedroom -  our bedroom now, I guess? Then you can come in and help her unpack, like a good maid should." Her expression hardened. "Any questions?" 

"No, Vicki." I said meekly. Then jealousy ranged through me as she swept Sandra up into her arms and headed for the bedroom. In all honesty though, I had to admit that, despite a layer of lust on her face, Sandra actually showed some apology there as she was carried away, making a sympathetic face at me as she disappeared.. 

"Our new maid?" Bonnie was laughing at me. "I suspect Vicki's gonna be busy with her girlfriend for a while." She motioned at me. "C'mon. I don't think Sabrina's going to want you today..." 
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"No problem." Sabrina said, turning away. "I hated him in that sissy thing anyway. It'll be nice to see what you can do with him! Will HAVE to be an improvement!" 

"Let's go and get my dildo!" Bonnie whispered in my ear. "Maria has some of the most gorgeous outfits in there. 

"You can be Bonnie's sexy girl - and we have plenty of time. 

Won't that be fun?" 

"Ooooh  lovely!"  I  lied,  but  as  if  having  an  after-thought,  I  added  regretfully.  "Though  didn't  Vicki  say  she wanted me in half an hour?" 

"Shit!" She replied. "Forgot about that. Still let's see if we can get you looking in a way that'll please Sandra. 

Though?" She looked at her watch. "Maybe time for a blow job? If you HURRY UP?" 

Delighted to get off the hook I never really raised much protest when she had me parade around in Maria's sexier dress uniforms, made my face up (And Bonnie had a HEAVY hand with my makeup), then with a lot of happy sighs I put her dildo on her - lovingly - then gave her a quick blow job. 

She re-made my makeup after that - and though I felt rather garish, I was pleased to have got off so lightly. 

About thirty five minutes later, I knocked lightly on what had been my own bedroom door the night before and was told to enter. 

Vicki and Sandra were lying on top of the bed and, though reasonably tidy, had made love not that long before. 

Vicki had that sleepy look about her, but Sandra sat up in a hurry when she saw me. 

"What in God's name are YOU supposed to be? 

Some sort of whore? Go and wash your face, and come back 77 
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to help me when you have a decent amount of makeup on! 

Git!" 

I stared at her, tears in my eyes. 

"It's  not  the  little  sissy's  fault  Sandra,"  Vicki  said, kindly  enough.  "Bonnie's  been  at  him,  and  he  can't  very well refuse... " 

"Then there'll have to be changes around here!" 

Sandra said firmly. "You want me to run this house? My maid will look decent - not like some farcical slut!" She waved at me. "Michelle? You didn't marry me - but you better listen! Now go and make yourself look decent!" 

It  was  with  mixed  emotions  that  I  went  back  to Maria's  bathroom  (Luckily,  I  had  enough  sense  to  realize that  my  old  bathroom  was  now  out  of  bounds).  I  was frightened  of  meeting  Bonnie  again,  but  didn't.  Quickly creamed  off  the  load  of  makeup,  then  put  on  a  touch  of blusher,  mascara,  and  lipstick.  Reported  back  to  Sandra. 

She marched right up to me and checked. 

"A terrible job of makeup dear, but being at the beck and call of the three monsters that live here and don't know shit about cosmetics? I can understand that, so I'll spend some time with you later. But start emptying those cases over there. If you see anything that looks badly crumpled, put it aside for ironing. Okay?" 

"Yes ma'am" I said meekly, and curtsied. 

"Well, at least you got THAT right!" she laughed. 

Over the next few days, Sandra showed that she was, indeed, the boss. There was no question about her being small - but at the same time she was indomitable. She was maybe Vicki's girl in bed - but outside, she became the one who ran the house. She had little time for spinelessness 78 
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- and I was a prime example of same. She became damn near incensed when she saw how much power that Bonnie was able to exert on me - and when she first saw me in a baby outfit for Sabrina, she lost her temper - at just about everybody. 

She stormed at Vicki. "You've allowed these two daughters of yours free reign and you all should be ashamed of yourself! Two young girls with that kind of power over an adult! I will NOT have it!" 

"He's just a sissy dear!" Vicki said to her in as pla-cating a manner as I'd ever heard her use "That's what sissy's WANT! What they NEED!" 

"Not in MY house they don't!" Sandra turned to me. 

"Get out of those silly clothes at once - put on a uniform - 

and get back to ME. You're MY maid now. Ought to be ashamed of yourself!" 

To my amazement, neither of the two girls put up any argument. Looked abashed if anything - and I began to get a real insight of what a terrible coward I'd been. 

Quickly, I hurried away and got out of the childish dress and panties. Washed my face. 

Changed into decent clothes. I didn't sense it then, but later I knew that putting on proper lingerie and a nice dress seemed SO pleasant! So natural! Smiled at my reflection shyly as I put my makeup on carefully. With a scared feeling I knew that I didn't want Sandra mad at me anymore - she'd already had enough disappointments from me in that one episode. I combed my hair in as nice a way as I could, put on a fresh apron and cap - and reported for duty. 
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brage at me. One day when the three others were out, she had me sit down at the table with her and a cup of tea. 

"Fine mess you got yourself into, didn't you?" She said. 

"I'm sorry…" 

"Stop that nonsense! You  used to be a man. At first, I thought that all you needed was a good kick in the ass to see if you could get your pride back, but I'm beginning to see the mess that you've created. I'm not even sure that you want to get out of it!" 

I found myself giggling as I tried to sip my tea. 

"Looks that way, huh?" 

She nodded and saw the humor, because her face lightened. "You're a bit crazy on Vicki, huh?" she asked softly. 

I shrugged. "That's what got me into this mess in the first  place.  To be  honest?  Despite  appearances?  I  sorta  like the girls too." 

"It figures. But the way I see it? You'll have to make a choice - and pretty soon." 

"How come?" I asked, genuinely puzzled. 

"I could be wrong, but you've had it with Vicki. She SAYS she loves sissy boys, but I have the feeling she was that way until she got control of this house and your money. From here on in Michelle? I think she's gonna go with girls." 

"You lost me. You're a girl, huh?" I asked. "And she's happy with you." 

She shrugged. "For the time being. She really isn’t 80 
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bad - but I never see things as being permanent with her. 

Nor for myself either, if you want to know the truth." 

"You don't see her getting back with me?" I asked. 

"Don't see much chance if you want the truth." 

What she said had the ring of truth. "So?" I asked. 

"What's this about choices?" 

"You can do a hike. Bugger off and leave. Get rid of the girly stuff and get back to being a man again." She shrugged. "No offense - but if you were ever much of a man to begin with?" 

"Doesn't appeal to me. I've the notion that I'd have to give everything away? House, bank accounts, everything?" 

She looked at me shrewdly. "Yes, but you'd have your pride?" 

"Not much else?" 

"No." 

I shook my head. "I've got no skills and admit that I've given away any right to call myself a man. 

What's your other choices?" 

"Not many to tell the truth. You make not a bad looking woman. Get away from all this bullshit the gals - 

and Vicki - have been putting you through. Learn to make yourself look nice - as a girl. Learn how to be a maid - a GOOD maid. It's not much, but you'll have a skill at your back. If - and when-1 go? You have the abilities to hold this house together - and Vicki will realize this. She may bring another girl on to be your mistress? But you’ll have  value to her. 
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If you can develop some pride? You'll have a bar-gaining position." 

I thought over what she had said. "You think I should start to act like a girl?" 

She thought this over. "No Michelle. You have to start BEING one! Your days as a man - if they ever existed - 

are gone. This is NOT an order - but if you're going to last in this house, you’d better start getting some confidence. 

Get good enough to demand some salary - you're NOT 

some kind of slave you know, and Vicki really isn't that bad. Use the salary to make more of a woman of yourself. 

You might even start thinking about silicone breast implants? 

Hip enlargements? Tattooed cosmetics? Up to you  - 

maybe even a sex change?" 

She saw my astonishment. Shook her head. "As a man Michelle? You'll never have the slightest bit of power. 

As a girl? You'll have SOME - but only if you develop it on your own. You'll have the looks - and that helps - but you need the confidence that being good at what you do does. 

Simple. Start working at being a nice looking girl - and one who knows what's what. Make yourself valuable at looking after a house. That way, it won't  matter what girl Vicki brings in here. You'll have the background where you can tell them to shove it. By that time, you can get a job anywhere." 

"Can I think this over?" I asked. "I'm kinda scared, but what you say makes sense." 

"Okay by me, dear. But finish your tea first," she laughed. 

83 



The Humiliation of Vicki’s Baby By Stella Satin 


************* 

It's been a few months. Sandra has been absolutely correct. I don't think I'd have had the courage to stand up for myself, especially against the two girls, but with her to back me up, I've learned to become a good maid. I go to the beauty parlor regularly and I even have a special set of exercises to help me build up the proper physical areas properly. Of course, the fact that I've had silicon breasts surgically inserted and had my hips enlarged, doesn't hurt. 

The pills and creams I take daily seem to have softened my voice - even have lowered my shoe size, and there is no doubt that I'm becoming a fairly attractive girl. 

Vicki has been a big help. I think that she understands what I'm trying to do - and even though she has no intent of parting with all of the money that rightfully belongs to me, has no problems in paying me a damn good salary. 

I've discovered that this raises its own problems. I don't really have a lot of things to spend my money one. 

Sandra looks angry at the thought of either Bonnie or Sabrina making love to me, and as far as I can tell, they're kinda scared of her. 

But nobody knows of the gorgeous lingerie I've been buying in secret -1 betcha that Bonnie would go hog wild if she ever saw me in it. Then yesterday? I saw the  cutest little pinafore dress - in yellow lace - with matching Rumba panties! They even had matching Mary Jane shoes! I'm pretty sure that some nights when Sandra is busy with Vicki, they wouldn't hear me if I snuck into either of the girl's rooms? 

I wonder. Bet the girls would be glad to see me. 




The end 
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