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“Hello, girlfriend.” Caroline picked up on the third ring. “This is a little unexpected. What can I do for you?”

“Hey, Caroline.” The landline I was calling from was so old it had a cord. I twisted it nervously around my fingers as I spoke to the one woman who knew the truth about me. Other than my shrink. “I know it's short notice, but I could really use your help right now. Would it be asking too much for you to drop by? Soon.”

“You sound desperate.” Caroline's smirk came through the crackling phone line.

“You don't know the half of it.”

“What's the hubbub, Bud?”

“I need you to come over here …” I didn't want to say it, but I could feel Jesse's strong hand resting on my trembling butt cheek. “I need you to come over here and help punish me.”

“That sounds like a party. Who'd I be helping?”

“Jesse.”

SLAP!

Jesse didn't spank me hard, but the suddenness of the blow was enough to make me moan into the phone. I hoped Caroline hadn't heard it, but of course she had.

“Did you just get spanked?” Caroline sounded shocked. Or turned on. It was hard to tell.

“Yes, miss.” The spank reminded me to be more formal. To stay in character. “I'm not supposed to refer to Daddy by his first name so he spanked me.”

“Daddy?” Caroline's eyes must have gone wide. “I leave you two alone for a week and now he's your Daddy?”

“Yes, miss.” I trembled as Jesse placed his hand on my other exposed cheek.

“Listen.” Caroline whispered so low even I could barely hear her. “If this is a domestic abuse situation tell me your favorite color.”

“It's nothing like that, miss.”

“OK.” Caroline let her voice get closer to its regular volume. “If this is some kinky ass roleplay you want to get me involved in call me Mommy.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“I'm on my way, naughty girl.”

-----

Of course Jesse made me answer the door when Caroline rang the bell. At least I hoped it was Caroline. It was bad enough facing her like this; I'd be mortified if Dominoes got the wrong house.

There wasn't a peephole or a window. The wood was too thick to be heard through unless I shouted and Jesse … Daddy had ordered me to be soft spoken whenever I had to talk. I was already in enough trouble; I didn't need to invite more.

I opened the door as far as the chain let me, peeked around the corner, and let out a relaxed breath when I saw it was Caroline. At least this wasn't going to turn into a bad 80s porno.

“Thank you for coming, miss.” I opened the door wide, but stayed behind it letting only my face sneak around the corner.

“Call me Mommy or I don't come in.” Caroline had a shit eating grin on her face and a CVS bag in her dancing hands.

“You're seriously gonna make me call you that?”

“Serious as a heart attack.” Caroline tried to get a peek around the door, but I kept it between us. Only my face showed. “And with an attitude like that I can see why DADDY needs to punish you.”

“Thank you for coming, Mommy. Please come in.”

“You sound like you just asked the census worker inside. Say it like you mean it.”

“Serious?”

“You have NO idea how much I had to juggle to get my butt here. Treat me right or I take my goodies and go home.”

“I'm sorry. Of course I'm glad you're here. Mommy. This just wasn't part of the original roleplay and I'm having a little trouble wrapping my head around it. This is all new territory for me and I'm embarrassed as hell. But I can't think of another person I'd rather be humiliated in front of.”

“Aww. You are so sweet.” Caroline made a little clapping gesture with the tips of her fingers while still holding the bag.

“Please come inside, Mommy.” I felt myself easing into character more. “I promise to be a good girl from now on.”

“Before I do why don't you pop around from behind that door first.”

“Do I have to?”

“Are you the Mommy?” Caroline made an exaggerated pouty face.

“Nooo.”

“No.” Caroline shook her head. “So I think someone needs to march her little butt around so the real Mommy can get a good look at her.”

“You're enjoying this, aren't you?”

“Finding out my bestie and her husband switched bodies is the gift that keeps on giving. You inviting me to be part of your journey is the orgasm on the top of the sundae. Now enough ballon juice; I want to see what Jesse's got you decked up in. I want it to be a French maid's outfit so bad I can taste it, but all this Daddy talk makes me think you're diapered.”

“I'm not.” I stepped around the door and let her see all of me.

“Oh my goodness!”

“Yes. I know.” I could feel myself blushing as Caroline stared at my bare feet, exposed legs, and naked crotch. “I'm bottomless.”

“That is awesome.”

“It's humiliating.” I tried to lean forward so my shirt would cover a bit of my junk.

“Only for you. Now turn around so I can see that bare tushy.” Caroline made a little twirling gesture with her fingers.

“People will see.” I closed my legs tight together trying to keep my lady bits hidden.

“If I don't see that heinie in three seconds I'm gonna pull you outside and the whole neighborhood will get a look at your good stuff. I'll do it. I'm bigger than you. Now show me that cutie patootie.”

“Bully.” I stuck my tongue out at her before I turned around. At least anyone looking in wouldn't be able to see my face.

“You have the most adorable little tushy.” Caroline's voice grew louder the nearer she got. “I could just eat it up.”

“We've shared a fitting room; you've seen my butt.” I tried to sound exasperated, but I felt myself perking up at the unexpected compliment.

“That's the kind of naked that leads to a killer outfit; this is the kind that takes us somewhere over the rainbow. It's an altogether different flavor.”

“Seriously, thanks for coming. We both wanted to do this, but …”

I was going to say “we're a little freaked out playing these games in each others' bodies and having outside verification we aren't crazy is huge”, but what came out was a high pitched yelp as a thumb and two fingers tried to bury themselves in my exposed butt. It felt like I jumped twenty feet, but it was only a couple inches. Thank god I'd used the bathroom before we'd started this game or I might have left a puddle in the hall.

“Sounds like someone didn't like getting goosed,” Caroline said in a singsong voice. She made another grab for my rear, but I dodged forward swatting her lobster like pincher away with my wild hands.

“That's not goosing; that's a prostrate exam.” I swear she was aiming for my butthole each time she went in.

“Feeling nostalgic?” Caroline giggled and gave me a less invasive smack on the bum.

It took me a second for her joke to sink in.

“Caroline,” Jesse called from the living room. “If you're done toying with my husband I'd love if you could join me. We've got lots to talk about.”

“You're no fun since you grew a pair, Jess.”

“Don't be a wet blanket,” Jesse said to Caroline before addressing me. “Billie, I want you to go upstairs and wait while I explain some things to Mommy. Be a good girl for me. Remember you're not allowed on the furniture until after you're punished.”

“Yes, Daddy.” My whole body blushed calling him that in front of Caroline.

I tried to leave with some dignity intact, but Caroline came after me with both hands pinching at my bottom. I ran for dear life. The sounds that escaped my throat were nothing a grown man would ever admit to.

Mercifully, Caroline stopped when she reached the stairs. She didn't stop staring at my butt until it was safe behind my bedroom door.

“I squealed butcher than that when I was five,” Caroline called up after me.

-----

Jesse hadn't said anything about taking off my top when I got upstairs, but I knew I had to strip before we made it to the next part of the night. The blouse went in the hamper. I added the bra to the small pile of hand washing I'd built up over the week.

It may sound weird, but I found the idea of carefully washing, rinsing, and hanging up such intimately female items to be comforting. Soothing. The fact they were mine only made that feeling more sublime. That it was my sweat I was cleaning from the bras. My arousal or discharge I was washing from the panties. My panties. For half an hour a week I could turn my male brain off and surrender to this feminine task.

Now I need to prepare myself for another type of surrender.

The bed looked inviting, but I remembered Jesse's orders. I wasn't allowed on the furniture while we were playing this through. And the bed was the king of all furniture.

I cheated a little and sat on the toilet until I was sure I was empty. If everything went well this could go on all night and I didn't want to waste time for potty breaks.

I could have bathed myself. Or showered. I was already clean, but Jesse was going to want me pristine when he punished me. I debated about getting that out of the way as well, but decided against it. Jesse hadn't told me to. I could justify using the toilet without permission, but tonight I wanted to be his yielding submissive girl. Needed to be his.

The negotiations for full on sex were still ongoing. We both wanted it, but were both scared of what would happen once we did. Jesse had confided in me he loved his penis … my old penis, more than he cared for his vag. What was that old saying? “How do we keep them on the farm after they've seen Paris?”

How do you go back to vagina after you've had penis?

I wasn't sure if I was asking that for Jesse or me. Things had been very confused lately.

I was naked and shivering when I stepped out of the bathroom. The room was warm, almost too hot, but my nerves weren't letting me believe that. My nipples were bloated and full. Like a pair of little cocks at the end of my tits. Engorged and throbbing. Waiting to be touched.

I must be getting horny. I never even think those words unless I am.

The hardwood floor was cold against my bare knees as I knelt between the bed and the door. The first thing Caroline would see when she walked in would be my submission. That was important to me. I don't know why, but it was. I needed another human being to know that I, manly man Bill, wanted to be reduced to quivering female need. I needed a witness. I wanted someone to talk about it after. And there were some things too embarrassing to say. Jesse ordering her involvement let me off the hook. She would know everything and I wouldn't have to confess. The cost was I'd be submitting to her as well.

Whatever Jesse told her she must have found hilarious; I heard Caroline's laugh three times as I knelt there on the hard cold floor. She had a full loud laugh that was strong enough to be heard through the floor and the ceiling and all the pipes and wiring between us. It was the only part of their conversation I heard.

They took their time talking. I wanted to check the clock, but Jesse had already thought of that. My phone was downstairs with my purse. The alarm clock on my nightstand was unplugged. There was no way to tell the passing of time other than counting the beats of my steadily rising pulse. I might have knelt there twenty minutes. It might have been an hour.

I was ready to submit when I heard footsteps on the stairs. Slow. Steady. Lighter than Jesse's heavy tread. A wild uncontrolled part of my imagination wondered if there was a third person in the house. Some stranger who my new friend and my wife-turned-husband had sent up here to control and dominate me in their absence.

I wondered what they'd think if they found out I welcomed that fantasy. I wondered what it said about me that I pictured a man climbing those stairs. A man with Jesse's cock and muscles, and Caroline's face and laugh.

Caroline didn't bother knocking. That was the point. I wasn't expected any privacy. Not for tonight. Not till this was over and we could return to the strange new normal Jesse and I and now Caroline had fallen into.

I kept my eyes averted. It didn't feel right to look Caroline in the face now that we were fully in character. I tried to keep my eyes on the floor, but my will wasn't strong enough. I kept my eyes from wandering higher than her waist, but the sight of Caroline's tight jeans and the knee length leather boots she wore was enough to make me gush between my legs. I squeezed my thighs together and said a silent prayer to those boots.

“You've been a bad girl.” Caroline didn't stop until she was standing in front of me so close I could have kissed the crotch of her jeans if I had the nerve to lift my face. “I've had a long talk with Daddy about you. He's very disappointed in you. Does that make you feel bad, pet?”

“It does, Mommy.” And it did. I could feel Daddy's disappointment radiating out from the living room, through the floor, and into me. It was as real and palpable as the heartbeat in a Poe story.

“I know a way you can feel better.” Caroline brushed a finger along a strand of my hair that had fallen over my face. “A way to earn Daddy's forgiveness. Would you like to know what it is, pet?”

“I would do anything to make Daddy feel better. Anything, Mommy.”

“Maybe there's a good girl in there after all.” Caroline ran her fingers through my hair, wrapped her hand around the back of my head, and pulled me forward until my cheek was resting against her zipper.

Caroline held me there for several minutes. My heart slowed to meet the tempo of her gently swaying hips. I could taste her heat and scent through the denim and cotton that separated us. I wanted to stay there forever on the edge of sex, but never crossing over. I wanted Daddy to walk in and fuck me till I was a good girl again.

“Daddy's going to have to punish you, of course.” Caroline stroked my hair as she held me to her burning center. “It makes Daddy sad he has to do that, but you don't give him any choice when you decide to be naughty. Do you understand me, little girl?”

“Yes, Mommy.” I nodded as much as she'd let me, my face brushing the front of her pants.

“When I bring you to Daddy I want you to ask him to do what it takes to make you good again. When it's over. No matter how bad you feel or how much you're crying. I want you to thank him. A good proper thank you.”

“Yes, Mommy. I will ask Daddy to make me good again. I'll beg him if I have to. And I'll thank him when I'm done.”

“That's a good start.” Caroline took her hand out of my hair and ran her knuckles over the cheek not resting on her pants. “Now I'm going to have to get you cleaned up and dressed in your good girl clothes. I hope you prove yourself worthy of them.”

“I'll try, Mommy. I really will.”

“I know, sweetie.”

Caroline pulled away. My body felt cold in her absence. She took my hand in hers and pulled me gently to my feet. She was only a little bit taller than me, but at that moment she towered over me like a real mother over her toddler. She pulled me towards the bathroom and I meekly followed keeping my eyes on those boots.

Caroline made me sit on the closed toilet while she ran a bath. I found out later she'd got the Mr. Bubble at the drugstore. It was one of the items she'd brought with her in the bag. It was the first, but not the last thing she used on me that night.

I wasn't allowed to wash myself. I wasn't even allowed to step into the tub without Mommy holding my hand and carefully lowering me into the suds.

“Put your hands on your knees and leave them there till I tell you otherwise,” Mommy ordered. “I don't want you touching yourself in any bad places while I'm trying to make you good.”

I obeyed like the meek little girl I was expected to be, staring up at my friend waiting for her to take the next step in this strange new fantasy. I thought she'd get on her knees and start washing me, but she started undoing the buttons on her long sleeved blouse. I couldn't pull my eyes away as she slowly revealed the white lace underneath.

I had something like it in my own lingerie drawer. Strapless. Tight. Reaching up below the belt and not stopping till it cover the bare minimum of nipple required. I had no idea what it was called a bra or a corset or whatever. Caroline's was the same. Only a couple cup sizes bigger.

I was left alone while Caroline walked the blouse to the bedroom. I heard my closet open through the open door. I assumed she hung it up with my things, but she might as well have tossed it in the trash for all I knew.

She was smiling when she came back into the bath. Smiling and looking at me like I was some prize she'd been trying to win for years and finally captured. She got down on her knees and reached her bare arms into the water.

Caroline took her time washing every square inch of me. I was already aroused and needy when she knocked on our door. The hour I spent kneeling put that lust on a slow simmer. Her wet probing fingers fanned my flames higher than they'd been before. I wanted to cum so badly before; now I was gagging for it.

When she was done bathing me Caroline made me stand in the tub while she carefully shaved my legs, armpits, and crotch. She wasn't going as fast as I wanted, but she did seem to be speeding faster than she had before. Was she worried about Jesse growing impatient? Or was her own need driving her to get this done?

“There you are, pet. Nice and clean for your trip to Daddy.” Caroline had the shower on low as she ran the head over me. Rinsing away the last of the soap, dirt, and hair. “Nothing left, but a sweet girl ready to prove how good she is.”

Caroline was laying it on thick, but the waterfall between my legs didn't care. I'd bought into this roleplay and I wasn't gonna let go till I'd seen it through to the bitter end.

Mommy held my hand as she helped me from the tub. She was able to gently pat me dry with the thick fluffy towel I'd laid out before. Most of me anyway. There was still one part of me that insisted on being wet.

I blushed and lowered my head when Caroline noticed that. I was surprised when when her finger went inside me. Surprised, but pleased. I moaned a little when she entered me. A little more when she pulled her finger out. My mouth was already open when she fed me my juices from her dripping finger.

I'd tasted myself before. Off my own fingers when I was Bill. Off the sex toys I'd played with as Billie. I liked the taste then, but I loved it on Caroline. I licked until all that was left was Mommy.

Caroline went back for seconds only this time she was the one licking me off her skin. She smirked at me as she caught me looking at her jealously.

“It's time to get dressed, pet.” Caroline pulled me gently back into the bedroom.

The outfit was laid out on the bed. It wasn't there before. Had Caroline put it there when she was dealing with her blouse? Had Daddy somehow snuck upstairs while Mommy was distracting me in the bath? It didn't matter. The clothes were there now. That was all that was important.

I'd been humiliated when Jesse suggested this fantasy. It wasn't hers. It was mine. Back when I wore the dick. I bought the little schoolgirl outfit for our anniversary. Something to spice up a marriage that was too troubled to be saved by spice. Jessica was pissed at me when I gave it to her.

Tonight was a little bit of revenge on her part. A weird consensual revenge where we talked about what would happen and what it might mean for our relationship. I agreed to play the role I wanted her to play when I gave her the costume. To be the wife I wanted Jessica to be. To feel what it was like to submit to a powerful male figure.

To call him Daddy.

My male ego should have been killing itself over how aroused I found the fantasy once I dipped my toes in it. But that didn't seem to matter to me anymore. I couldn't explain it now. Maybe after we dissected the night in therapy I'd be able to understand why I was pushing myself to be the woman I secretly wanted Jessica to be. For the moment I was about to do a lot more than dip my toes.

The panties were cut for a little girl, but sized for a woman's hips and ass. They were pink, came up high on my waist, and covered all of my bottom. I didn't recognize the cartoon animal on the seat when I bought them for Jessica. All I knew was they looked girly and cute. Jesse found the cartoon they'd come from and made me binge every episode I could stream in the days leading up to this fantasy. He wanted me to know exactly who it was on my butt when he was spanking it.

Instead of a bra there was a matching camisole. It was tight enough to keep my breasts from bouncing too much, but offered next to no support otherwise. My engorged nipples poked obscenely through the thin cotton. Caroline cupped my breasts and gave each nipple a long painful pinch between thumb and forefinger. She didn't let go till I was biting my lip and almost crying in pain.

Where did this woman learn to be so dominant?

The top was a white blouse that buttoned up the front. Caroline called the black strip of fabric she handed me a tie, but it was like no tie I'd ever worn as a man. This was more a black bow I wrapped around my neck like a schoolgirl. This wasn't meant to convey power, authority, or elegance the way a man's necktie would. This was a bow to wrap around a present. And I was happy to be that present.

The checkered skirt was pleated and so short there was no hope of covering my panties. I'd applied starch to it when I ironed it that morning. It stood out at an angle from my body exposing even more of my girly underwear.

“Sit on the floor like a good girl and I'll get your shoes and socks on.”

Sitting on the floor in that juvenile outfit felt even lower than kneeling there naked had. Before I wanted to be a sex object; now I was one. A small soft thing done up pretty and femme meekly waiting on her Mommy to finish getting dressed.

I silently thanked Jesse for ordering me off the furniture. I wouldn't have felt half as intense if I'd been allowed to plop my butt down on the bed and slide the socks on myself.

Caroline pushed me onto my back with one gentle hand. She hadn't bothered putting her blouse back on. She knelt between my legs like a mother getting ready to change her baby's diaper. The thought of that made me wet. I hoped it was just a response to the power dynamic; I didn't need any more fetishes.

She made soothing sounds with her mouth and lips while she worked each sock over my foot and up to my knee. They felt amazing against my fresh shaved skin. I wondered if Daddy would be the one to take them off or if I'd be wearing them the whole time. I was ok not knowing for sure. I was learning that part of the joy of submission was letting the other person make the decisions.

The shoes were flats. Mary Janes. They shone like black mirrors. After Caroline brought me to my feet she knelt down and stared at my feet until she could see the reflection of my underwear in them.

Caroline gathered my hair together at the sides of my head and worked it into two short childish pigtails. The CVS bag was on the bed too. The cherry lip smackers Caroline pulled out of it was the only makeup I'd be allowed. Of course she'd be the one applying it.

“Purse your lips and go like this.” Caroline did a thing with her mouth I tried to replicate. She made me do it twice more till she was satisfied.

When we were done she pulled me towards the closet and the full length mirror inside. I looked like I felt. Nervous. Slutty. On edge.

“Now there's a girl who wants to please her Daddy,” Caroline said.

She ran a hand down the front of blouse. My erect nipples were poking through the material before she made it even tauter. She didn't bother flipping my skirt up; my panties were plainly visible under the hem. I'd only been in them a few minutes, but a dark wet spot had already formed through the cotton crotch.

I was every inch the fantasy I wanted Jessica to be for me and I wanted it to last forever. I wanted to be his little girl. His dependent needy woman trapped in a child's role. I wanted Jesse to make my decisions. Inflict my punishments. Give me my rewards.

Mostly I wanted Daddy to like me like this. I wanted that more than anything in the world.

-----

Caroline started down the stairs first. She reached a hand behind her and I took it with my trembling fingers. Was I really going to go through with this? Was I ready to embrace the feminine cliché I'd expected Jessica to become just a few months ago? It was only for a few hours. Only a bit of role play. But there was no way that either she, now he, or Caroline would look at me the same way again.

My Mary Janes threatened to slip on the wooden steps, but my Mommy for the night didn't slow her stride. If I tried I was yanked forward by the larger, stronger woman.

I wondered what she was getting out of it. She had been Jessica's best friend so long. I knew they talked sometimes since Jessica had taken over my body and become Jesse, but I had no idea how their relationship had changed. Was Caroline into this because her friend wanted it, or did making a man live out his sex fantasies in the wrong body turn her on.

Jesse was reading the paper when Caroline pulled me into the living room. He was holding it open in front of him hiding every part of him above the waist except the fingers. Was Jesse smirking at me from behind her paper curtain? Slowly putting on his game face before the main event.

“Little Billie has something she wants to tell you, dear.” Caroline was channeling every 50s sitcom mom stereotype.

Jesse didn't say anything or lower her paper. If I hadn't shifted slightly in his seat I wouldn't have been sure he'd even heard us. I recognized Jesse's move. I'd made it a hundred times myself. Sometimes in the same chair. My submission had gotten him hard. He was making room in his pants for his growing erection.

“I'm sorry, Daddy.” I took a couple steps forward until I was between my “parents”.

“That's not good enough, Billie,” Caroline scolded. “Tell your father why you're here.”

“I … I was bad, Daddy.” God, was I really starting to hyperventilate? “Can you please make me good again? Please, Daddy. Please.”

“What did she do?” Daddy's voice was stern and mysterious behind his paper.

The fact Jesse hadn't bothered talking to me only made this more intense. More humiliating. I hadn't discussed that part of the fantasy with Caroline. I wasn't sure how she'd answer.

“Tell your father what I caught you doing, Billie. Tell him everything or I'll wash your mouth out with soap after he's done with you. If that's acceptable with you, dear.” That last part was directed at Daddy. All punishments came through him, even the ones he didn't administer himself.

Daddy grunted his ascent.

“Mommy … Mommy caught me … I was wearing pants. And touching myself. Not like a good girl. I was a very bad girl, Daddy.”

Daddy took his time closing and carefully folding his newspaper. His expression was stern and disappointed. He didn't say anything for a very long time. Just watched me shiver and twist as he looked me over from head to toe.

“Come here.” Daddy pointed his index finger straight down at a spot right in front of his chair.

I looked nervously over my shoulder at Caroline. She nodded her head and gestured me forward.

I knew Daddy could see so much of me as my short skirt kept riding up with each step. I knew he was going to see even more of me before the night was over. I walked until I was inches from Daddy's chair. My old chair.

Daddy wrapped his huge hand around the back of my upper legs and pulled me towards him until my knees pressed against the upholstery.

“Give me your hands, baby girl,” Daddy ordered.

I held them up in front of me like a little girl getting her fingernails inspected. Daddy took my tiny trembling right hand in his and brought it to his face. I thought he was going to kiss it which seemed out of character. I wasn't expecting him to sniff my fingers. I actually had played with myself a little when no one was looking. I knew he could smell the stale arousal still on me.

“You know you're not allowed to touch yourself like that, don't you, baby girl?” Daddy didn't let go of my hands.

“Yes, Daddy. I know.”

“Only I'm allowed to touch you there. No one else. Not even you.”

“I'm sorry, Daddy. I was bad.”

“Very bad. And what's this about wearing pants?”

“I … I thought …”

“You thought you could get away with it? Just this once?”

Waves of guilt washed over me. It didn't make sense, but I felt horrible for disappointing Daddy. The fact that Jesse didn't give a rat's ass what I wore or how much I masturbated didn't even register with me as I stood there so close to Daddy, feeling the heat of his body, breathing in his musk. My eyes were staring at my shoes. I lifted them up enough to catch a glimpse of Daddy's erect cock tenting the front of his pants.

I blushed furiously and quickly looked back at my shoes.

“You want to be a good girl, don't you, baby?”

I gave a small nod.

“Would you like to make me you good?”

I started to nod again, but Daddy squeezed my bare thighs. “Use your words.”

“I want to be good, Daddy. So, so bad. Please make me good.”

“It will hurt, baby girl.”

“I know.”

“You'll cry like a baby.” Daddy ran his hand up my thigh. “But I can make you good.”

“I'd like that very much.”

“Would you like it as much knowing Mommy will see everything? Watch me break you of all your bad habits?”

“no”

“Mother,” Daddy called over me. “What do you think about that?”

“Sounds like I need to be here.” Caroline's voice came closer, but I couldn't turn to look at her with Jesse holding me so tight. “I'll pull up a seat.”

“Me too.”

I'd grown used to Daddy's pressure on me by then. When Jesse let go I sprang away from him only to be caught again further from the seat. I yelped like the little schoolgirl I was roleplaying when he pulled me over his lap. The erect penis I'd seen from above was now poking into my tummy. The fact that it used to be mine made this all the more humiliating.

“Pull your feet closer to the chair, Jess.” Caroline was smiling at all this. “Yes. That's perfect.”

That pushed Jesse's knees higher. High enough my feet no longer touched the floor. I had to stretch my arms to even be able to reach the ground at all.

“It's like she's balance on your cock.” Caroline leaned forward, put her chin on her fist, and licked her lips. “This is absolutely delicious.”

“You're making it worse for the poor girl.” Jesse rested his huge hand on my tiny ass. “Thank you.”

“She hasn't let you fuck her yet, has she?”

“You're breaking character, Mother.”

“Screw character. A little reality makes things more intense.”

“I don't need words to make things intense.”

The first spank was the lightning, my high pitched yelp was the thunder that followed a split second after the bolt.

“You have to do a better job holding her down, Jess. She almost hit the ceiling that time.”

“Call me 'Jess' one more time and I'll take you over my knee too.” Jesse lay his left forearm over my shoulders. He didn't apply much pressure, but he was so much stronger than me it felt like an iron bar was holding me down.

“You'd just love it if I called you Daddy.”

“And you'd be love getting your fanny warmed.”

“Focus on the fanny in front of you. Your husband has a fantasy to fulfill and flirting with me isn't going to make that tushy glow.”

“Mother has a point, baby girl.” Jesse rubbed my still smarting bottom. “Daddy'll explain how this is going to work. Put on your listening ears and let me know if things are getting too hard for you to understand. Ok?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“I think it's fairly obvious that you're going to get all the bad girl spanked out of you. That first one was to get your attention. They won't all be that bad. As long as you do exactly what I tell you.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Your punishment has four stages. Stage one. Spanks on your skirt. Two. Spanks on your pretty panties. Three. Spanks on your bare bottom. Four. Corner time. Does that make sense, baby girl?”

“I understand.”

“For you to move on from one stage to the other you need to ask me real sweet. Beg me to flip up your skirt, pull down your undies, and send you to the corner to think about what you've done. If you beg too soon I'll keep you over my knee longer. Or maybe I'll turn you over to Mommy's tender mercies.”

“You don't want that, Billie. I know exactly how much punishment that tender tushy of yours can take and I won't stop till you're a puddle on my lap.”

I started to respond, but Daddy began began the first round of spanks so I shut up. He wasn't hitting as hard as he'd done with the first strike, but the steady rain of blows had me biting my lip and trying my best to avoid crying out. I knew I'd be break down sooner or later, but my pride wouldn't let me give up too soon.

“This has got to be the most boring spanking I've ever seen.” Caroline made a frowny face. “Are you even hitting her, or are you just getting dust off her butt?”

“Slow and steady wins the race.” Daddy kept on the unrelenting string of hits.

“If you insist on being dull can we at least catch up?” Georgie leaned back in her seat. “It's been forever since I had the chance to talk with my girl.”

“You talking about me or her?” Daddy punctuated his question with the first heavy spank he'd made since the first.

I was getting tired of making high pitched girly yelps.

“I'm talking to you. Tall, dark, and penised.”

“Cute.” Daddy resumed the steady stream of slaps.

“You are aware this is some pretty weird shit?”

“Weird's relative.”

“What's the point of this? Other than making it hard for Billie to sit for the next couple days?”

Jesse paused the spanking, but left his hand resting on my warm cheeks.

“You want to field that one, baby girl?”

I didn't, but there wasn't much of a choice.

“Our therapist says …” <spank> “I need to learn what it means to …” <spank> “be objectified. How it feels for Jessica …”

SPANK!

“No real names, baby girl.”

“Sorry, Daddy.”

“You were saying?”

“I need to learn how it feels to be the girl in a male fantasy.” I spoke fast to get it all out between spanks. “I need to be humiliated. I need to learn a lesson.”
“Have you?” Caroline tilted her head to the side.

“Yes, Mommy. I have.”

“Kinky. And what about you, 'Daddy'? Have you learned anything?”

“No. I'm as stupid as I was when we started this thing.”

“Bullshit.”

“Oh, I'm happier. Male privilege is a hell of a drug, but I knew that when I signed up for the penis. And I have to admit it's a lot better being on this side of the spanking. No offense, but I was never as into 50 Shades as you were.”

“You don't know what you're missing.”

I knew exactly what Caroline was missing. Only I wasn't missing it. I'd lost track around the 20th spank and Jesse made no show of slowing down. I wasn't going to last much longer.

“I was serious about giving you a turn.”

“What? And take some of Billie's punishment for her?”

“No. Billie's going to get absolutely everything she has coming to her.”

“And me?”

“You like. You'll get more.”
“How much more?”

“Ten minutes after you stop liking it.”
“What about you? It doesn't take a rocket scientist to see that monolith popping out of your lap. When I could still see your lap. Don't you think it's hilarious that you're living out a man's fantasy as a man and you're having a typical male reaction?”

“I appreciate the irony. And the erection. God, having a dick is amazing.”

“What about you, schoolgirl? You turned on?”

“I don't … Please pull up my skirt, Daddy. I want you to spank me on my panties please. Pretty please with sugar on it.”

“Sounds like someone wants to change the subject.” Caroline chuckled.

“Do you think she deserves to be spanked on the pants?” Daddy kept on the steady pace.

“I don't know. She's being evasive as fuck and I don't think she's really feeling it, do you? I mean she's barely tearing up and I haven't seen her kick her legs once. Ok, maybe the first time.”

“She has a point, baby girl.”

The next spank hit harder than the first. I kicked my legs all right. Kicked them like the hysterical schoolgirl I was roleplaying. Only this wasn't acting.

“pleasepleaseplease I'll be good. I'll be sooooo good.”

“I still don't hear an answer.” Caroline's eyes were glued to my butt. “Why don't you slip a finger down there and suss out the situation.”

“No!”

I don't know where that came from, but I knew I meant it. This time when I kicked it wasn't in response to the spanking – it was to keep him from finding out what was going on in my panties.

“Looks like you struck a nerve, Mother.”

“I usually do … Daddy.”

Kicking wasn't doing anything. I pulled my thighs together as tight as I could. The truth between my legs was too embarrassing.

But Jesse's fingers were stronger.

“Holy crap!” Jesse didn't bother trying to sound dignified or powerful.

“She wet?”

“Gushing. I owned that vagina all my life and it NEVER got that sloppy. My god, honey. Are you really getting off being the submissive girl in your own pervy sexist fantasy?”

“Jesus!” Caroline was laughing her ass off.

“I don't think I can spank you on the panties, baby girl. I think if I did they'd splatter.”

“I'm not … it's not …” My voice was already hoarse with emotion, my breathing hard from the spanking. Words weren't coming. Not the words that would make this go away.

“I hope you weren't trying to say you aren't wet, baby girl. Cause we both know that'd be a lie.” Jesse moved the tip of his finger deeper inside my underwear. My body jerked when he grazed my sensitive labia. Inhaled deeply when he casually penetrated me with first one then two and finally three fingers.

“Maybe it's from when I touched myself. Earlier. I was real wet then, Daddy. Honest.”

“Not this wet. Not three fingers knuckle deep on the first try wet.”

“Oh, my god. I think you're a slut, Billie.” Caroline was still laughing at me. That made it worse. Or better. “Why don't you two just say screw this schoolgirl crap and fuck? You're both hornier than a fifty piece brass band.”

“Would you like that?” Daddy took his hand out of me and petted my head like a good dog. A good bitch. He wiped my juices off in my hair. “Would you like me to fuck you? Right here? Right now? With my best friend watching everything?”

“yes”

The word came out of my mouth so soft even I wasn't sure I'd answered.

“Louder, baby girl.”

“Yes, please.”

“It's consent, but I'm a little fuzzy on the details.” Caroline smirked at us. Me. “I think you should tell us exactly what you want me to see … William.”

The use of my real name almost drug me back to reality. The monstrous spank Daddy delivered at the word brought me back. It was the hardest one yet. My tears had been gathering like rainclouds for the past ten minutes. That last lightning strike was enough to make them downpour.

“What did I tell you about real names?” Daddy asked.

Great. I was facing the consequences for Caroline's mistakes. It was so damn unfair. So terrible. Why was my pussy flooding? Was I really getting off being in this female body, doing these submissive things, being treated so low?

“Answer the question, baby girl. What do you want me to do to you?”

“I wa … I want …” I tried to focus thoughts into words, but my brain had exploded. “I want you … Daddy to put down on the floor. I want to be on all fours. I want you to push my face down until my

ass is high enough. For your cock. I want you to rip my wet panties off with your strong hands. Gag me with them.

“I want to feel your hands on my hips. Grabbing me. Holding me as you slam that huge cock of yours deep inside me. I want to feel your balls against my pussy lips. I want you to spank me with your thighs as you fuck me harder and harder. I want to try to scream only to taste myself in my gag.”

“Oh, god. I think we created a monster, Daddy.”

Daddy rolled me off his lap. It wasn't much of a fall, but it was sudden. I managed to land on my hands and knees in close to the position I'd described. It was defensive, not intentional.

Powerful hands dug into the cheap material of my schoolgirl drag. I could feel seams give way, hear them rip as Jesse casually lifted me into the air and carried me at waist level to the middle of the room. The cheap clothing lasted long enough to get me into position, but it was already ripping by the time Daddy put me in my place.

I was facing Caroline. Our eyes met and for a moment I could see she was trying to look beyond the tears and the wet pussy. See if this was what I truly wanted.

I gave her a small nod before Daddy shoved my face into the floor. I saw the smile return to Caroline before my view became the floor and her shoes and my tears.

My panties are so wet. So goddamn wet. Instead of a ripping sound they almost squelch as Jesse pulls them apart. I swear I hear a plop when they land on the floor between my spread legs. Rough hands take the strip of white cotton off the floor and between my teeth before I can think. My first instincts tell me I was tasting Jessica's pussy on the cheap material. When I could think I knew it was mine.

My pussy.

My clit throbbed the way my cock used to at the thought of it.

I started to say something, but that only let Jesse pull the gag further into my mouth. All the dangling ends of the ripped leg holes got bunched together and tied into a tight knot against my scalp. I couldn't smell anything that wasn't my pussy. Taste anything that wasn't my twat. Or feel anything that wasn't my yearning needing cunt.

Hands as big as my hips grabbed me around the waist. Was this really happening? After all the push offs and excuses was I about to be fucked? Like a woman? Like a whore of the ground in ripped clothes and tears on my face?

The Bill part of my brain tried to rebel, but Billie was stronger. Billie was in control. At least as much control as any woman could have with a man on top of her, his cock inches from her opening.

Billie wanted this.

The first spank came as a surprise. My eyes went wide at the shock of the blow. This wasn't the plan. This wasn't the fantasy.

“We're not fucking today,” Daddy said with an air of finality. I couldn't argue if I wanted to. He landed another hard smack before going on. “Today is about learning lessons. Figuring out what we want. What we both want.”

Daddy cupped my vulva with one huge hand.

“This tells me what you want, Billie. More than words. More than actions. This is primal. This you can't fake or make excuses.”

I heard a zipper somewhere above and behind. Followed by a couple clinks of metal and the rustle of cloth. A few seconds later Jesse's pants and underwear were piled in front of me. I thought I could smell his musk, but that was just imagination. It was feet away and I was gagged with my own arousal.

Jesse took his time walking around in front of me. His bare feet and legs looked better than I could've imagine. I had an almost uncontrollable urge to kiss those feet. Show my submission. Affirm my position beneath him. I'd never wanted to do that to Jessica's feet. Or any other woman for that matter.

Powerful fingers wrapped themselves deep inside my scalp. Jesse didn't lift me up by the hair, but the slow rise of his arm motivated me to go from bowing to kneeling. Not stopping till my face was level with his crotch.

It wasn't the first time I'd been on my knees in front of his dick. I was a cocksucker. That bridge had been crossed a long long time ago.

“I can't fake this either.” Jesse slapped the side of my face with her monster cock. God. I don't think I ever got that hard. That big.

“If this is getting too much for you hold up two fingers.” Caroline's voice came from behind Jesse, but all I could see was a wall of his crotch.

I balled my hands into little fists.

“I'm going to ask you a question, Billie.” Daddy's voice was calm. Controlled. “No, I don't need to take your gag out. It's a simple yes or no question. I don't want any hemming and hawing. Just nod yes or shake no. Do you understand?”
I nodded.

“Do you want to stay a woman?”

I looked down at the floor unable to even move my head. All the heat that had built up in my abused ass migrated up to my face. Blood pumped embarrassment flushed my face so bad I must've looked like the red light on a whorehouse.

“We've played other games, Billie.” Jesse put his fingers under my chin and lifted my face up until I was gazing in his eyes. I'd looked at Jessica from that same position dozens of times before. Maybe hundreds. This time it felt different. This time it felt right. “But this one hit a nerve for both of us. But you're the one on her knees so I'm gonna make you answer my question before I tell you what I feel.

“Do you want to stay a woman?”

I closed my eyes and nodded.

I expected Caroline to laugh or say something snarky, but she was quiet. The tower of flesh looming above me collapsed into a kneeling position beside me. When I opened my eyes Jesse was smiling at me. Wide and loving.

God, I loved him so much.

“I like this body.” Jesse started undoing the knotted panties. “I love its strength. I love the way it makes people take me seriously. And the feeling of having a penis dangling between my legs. And I love the roles we've fallen into.”

Half a gallon of drool came out of my mouth when the gag came out. Jesse kissed me anyway.

“We're both a little high on endorphins right now. We'll have a good talk later. After we've showered and calmed down. I want us as clear headed as possible before we make any decisions we can't take back.”

“Am I still getting spanked?”

“No.” Jesse shook his head. “No, sweetie. You've been spanked enough for one day. Your butts glowing already. I can't imagine how red it's gonna be once the color comes in.”

“Thanks. I don't think I could take much more punishment.”

“I said no more spanks. You've still got more punishment to go.”
“Please, no, Daddy.” Even I thought I was whining, but Jesse smiled when I called her that. I might be protesting, but I was doing it as the naughty little girl I was roleplaying, not his equal partner.

“I'm going to need you to be a big strong brave girl for me.”

“What are ya gonna do to me?”

“I want you to think about what you've done.” Daddy rose to his feet pulling me with him. “In the corner.”

Caroline laughed as I was slowly marched to the other side of the room and parked in the corner. Daddy pulled my skirt and my shirttails up wadding them in a bunch and securing the wad under my belt. The cool air danced over my bare ass. I knew he and Caroline could see it on full lewd display. I tried to keep my legs together to keep them from getting a glimpse of my glistening pussy, but Daddy spanked my thighs apart.

“How long do I have to stay here, Daddy?”

“Until I tell you you can leave, Princess.”

My heart skipped at the childish endearment.

“Am I a good girl now, Daddy?”

“Almost. You just need a little more time to bake.” Daddy leaned down and kissed the top of my head. “Now be the best girl you can be. Stand there quiet and sweet and don't touch yourself. No matter how good you think it'd feel. Daddy's got something else to do. When he's finished he'll rub some cream on that red ol' butt of yours. And give you cummies. You'd like that, wouldn't you? Cummies and cream.”

“Yes, Daddy. I would love cummies and cream.”

“Good girl.” Daddy ran a hot hand over my overheated rump and walked away.

“What now?” Caroline sounded so happy.

“I do believe I promised you something.”

It was Caroline's turn to yelp. I couldn't see from my corner, but it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out she'd been yanked out of her seat. I don't know if he dragged or carried her to his chair, but when I dared sneak a peek Caroline was kicking her legs over Daddy's lap.

“I want you to know this is going to hurt you more than it does me,” Daddy said as the first spank landed.

I looked back at the corner fighting a twinge of jealousy. Caroline was getting his attention now. I blushed deeper when I realized Daddy hadn't put his pants back on.
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