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Utter Debasement


By Tiffany Mellis

I was lost in space, the dainty Victoria’s Secret lace-up corset in my hands, standing there in the store, surrounded by sexy glamorous undies, just dreaming. 

“Bet it’d look nice on you,” the familiar girlish voice whispered in my ear, “Though I’m not too sure about that color. You’d need something more primary I think. Scarlet? Jet Black maybe?” 

I only jumped about a foot in the air, certainly not more than eighteen inches. Let out a squeal that reverberated around the store and had more than one of the salesgirls looking over at us. 

“Oh Cindi!” I gasped, when I landed back on the floor and recognized the young woman at my side, my hand involuntarily going to my chest – the light blue corset showing up nicely against my dark blue shirt as I did so. “You scared me out of a years growth!” 

My next-door neighbor giggled. “Oh Jerry! I’m sorry! I’d no idea that I’d scare you like that!” Then her eyes grew mischievous. “Found out your guilty secret, huh? Buying yourself some pretty undies? You one of those girly-boys that like to dress in pretty clothes?” 

I felt my eyes grow round with shock and blushed a glorious shade of beet red, for reasons I’ll go into in a moment, then stammered out. “Oh come ON Cindi! I’m buying a bunch of clothes for Laura. You must know how much wives love their husbands to buy them nice things!” 

She patted my arm conspiratorially, still grinning. “Yeah, sure! But aren’t you lucky she’s about the same size as you?” Her mouth took on a cute, quirky, look. “I bet you dress up in her clothes when she’s out. Betcha you look cute. Now that I think on it? You’d make a foxy looking girl!” 
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I almost blurted out the fact that she was wrong. I take a dress one size smaller than Laura. She’s got such a fantastic bust that the one or two times she’s had me try to wear one of her blouses or a dress, they always just hang on me. Then I realized what I’d been about to reveal, and stammered my intended statements to a halt, my face turning redder than ever. 

With her still smiling knowingly at me, I finally collected myself enough to ask what she was doing there. Again, she made me feel stupid as her lips quirked again and she smiled even more broadly. “This IS a girl’s store – or hadn’t you noticed? Or do you take me for a boy?” 

Though embarrassed anew by her remark, I knew that she was only teasing me – and still felt an immediate rapport with this pretty girl. I so much wanted someone to confide in and, somehow, since I’d married Laura I didn’t seem to have too many friends. But something held me back from unburdening myself to her. Last vestiges of male pride? I don’t know. 

Let’s face it. Cindi is pretty. Damn near as good looking as Laura, my wife – although where Laura is luscious and full bodied with a pair of breasts that won’t quit, Cindi is much slighter – much more feminine. Which is not to say that Laura isn’t feminine of course – she’s ALL woman. But she is so self-confident, so assured, that she doesn’t project that “protect me” aura that so many feminine women often do. As a matter of fact, it’s  her that teases  me  about being feminine – started off by calling me her little Jerry – and had re-cently got around to making my name sound almost like  Sherri. 

Don’t get me wrong. I’m not gay or anything. Kind of small and willowy maybe, and well aware that my married relationship isn’t quite – well normal – if you catch my drift –

but certainly not gay. I’d always worshiped Laura from afar, all the way through high school when she was the goddess of the campus – and I was the wimpy nerd. She didn’t go to college, like I did. And she didn’t have a rich aunt to leave her a business like I did. 

But when she came in to my company years later, looking for a job as a data entry operator? I damn near got burn marks on my fingers setting up the papers for signing her on. 

The business I own is not a big one, only does contract data entry work for legal offices and small firms, but it provides a nice income. At the time she came on board, I’d nothing but a bunch of frowzy older women and a couple of guys working for me, but without me really noticing it, as time went by and people came and went, I ended up having a bunch of nothing but hot looking girls working there – with Laura being the head girl. I started noticing that they all seemed to pay more attention to her than they did to me, but was so love struck and so impressed by the amount of business she was starting to pull in that I thought very little of it. Pretty soon after I hired her, she and I were dating – and she ended up taking me, and the business, over. Not that I minded of course. 

Our wedding night was a bit of a disaster. Laura looked like a dream in a white satin nightgown, trimmed with ermine. I was SO impressed at finally (She’d never let me get even close to first base with her) getting her into bed, that I became totally impotent! 

Couldn’t get an erection to save myself! But my goddess finally saved the day – or the night, I should say. Sure she teased me about being a little sissy and not being much of a man - stuff like that, but she took me in her surprisingly strong arms, and jokingly told me how pretty I was, all the time rubbing the fur trim and satin material of her nightdress Page - 4
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over my body, until my sexuality was aroused again. Okay, maybe it doesn’t sound like a typical wedding night to you – but I AM ticklish and under her laughing assault, finally laid back, giggling and protesting weakly, and had her mount me. Yeah – again, I also know it’s the husband who’s supposed to undress the wife – but by the time she started taking my pajamas off? I was totally helpless, although by that time, I had the biggest erection I’d ever had in my life. 

Okay. It’s perfectly understandable that she got upset when I got over excited and ejaculated before she’d even got properly on top of me. Let’s face it, I don’t blame her one little bit for getting a hold of my earlobe and pulling me up out of bed, then taking me over her knees and spanking me on my bare backside as I squealed and protested unavailingly. She admitted later that she maybe shouldn’t have done it - but said she was only teasing me, and apologized nicely when I cried. Shortly thereafter she gave me my first lesson on servicing her with my tongue, and after a while, when she was nice and moist, said she for-gave me and mounted me again. This time, I didn’t disappoint her. I did get a lecture when I came a few seconds before she gave me permission, but she didn’t get mad –

though did teasingly warn me that I’d better learn to do as I was told in bed. 

We’d been married for well over a year when Jill and Cindi moved in next door. Cindi had actually worked for me for almost a year but left about six months after Laura started. 

I was quite shocked to discover that she and Jill were lesbians. Laura laughed at me when I voiced my shock – by that time, she got around to often referring to me as her ‘little lesbian lover’. This because she’d usually find me wanting in performing my ‘husbandly duties’ –

so would often take over the masculine role in our lovemaking. Naturally, this meant that I had to both act – then gradually dress – in the female role. (This is why I was so well ac-quainted with our relative sizes when it came to women’s apparel – Laura seemed to be increasingly enjoying dressing me up – maintaining it was the only way she had of getting sexually relieved herself). 

Hopefully? This might explain why I wanted a close friend so much – and Cindy was SO nice. Okay, I hadn’t been so friendly when I’d been her boss, but I was almost sure that she didn’t hold that against me. Okay, she was teasing me as we stood there in the store but, as can be expected, I was well used to this by now. As a matter of fact, I was starting to enjoy it if the truth were known. (Laura was always threatening to have Jill and Cindi come visit us when she’d have me dressed up in something slutty and feminine. I wasn’t sure, but had the feeling that this might happen some day. Felt that it might be an idea to sort of broach the subject before being forcibly revealed in my feminine persona?) But? Back in the present, I looked at Cindi smiling beside me. “Gonna hold that corset up against yourself all day?” she said. “People will TALK!” 

Blushing again, I pulled my hand down. 

“Oh Jerry! Stop being so silly! I’m only teasing you!  I’m  in the mall to do some shopping.  You’re  in the mall to do some shopping! Why don’t we shop together, huh? Want a hand to pick some nice outfits?” 

Must admit it - the thought of shopping for women’s clothes, while accompanied by a pretty girl like Cindy was somehow most attractive. “Sure!” I said. “I’ll take any help I can get!” 
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So the two of us joined forces, first of all in Victoria’s Secret but then through the rest of the mall. There were times when I felt that saleswomen were looking at me strangely – by that time Cindy was talking and acting towards me as if I were another girl and it just felt so  natural  somehow! 

First, I bought some great stuff for Laura in Victoria’s Secret. A short mini skirt that I knew would show off her great legs to perfection, then a hot blouse – so sheer I knew that all of the undies I then bought would be on show – and you should have SEEN the undies! 

Scarlet satin, edged in jet-black lace. Crotchless panties, demi-monde bra, short camisole. 

Garter belt with suspender straps that I knew would just show under the hem of the skirt –

SHEER black, seamed, stockings that would be practically invisible when she put them on. 

WOW! 

As I was putting all this

stuff together, Cindi suddenly

found some stuff that really

turned her on and pleaded for

me to come into the changing

rooms and give her the benefit

of my  masculine  outlook. What

could I say? The salesgirl

brought up the point that some

of the stuff I’d bought had

slight flaws – so if I wanted her

to look out better quality stuff? 

As long as Cindi would be

needing a little of my time, 

wouldn’t it be a good idea for

her to go and get more perfect

items for my wife? 

What could I say? Made

good sense to me. I thanked the

girl and went and joined Cindi

in the changing rooms. As I

said, it was as if the salespeo-

ple were considering me a girl, 

so no objection was raised as I

entered the feminine holy of

holies. 

For the next few hours, I

lived the life of a girl. As re-

quested I started by watching –

and giving my opinion as

Cindy tried on clothes in Victo-

ria’s Secret. We lunched to-

gether after I picked up my
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purchases from the salesgirl – and I felt that, somehow, I was chattering like a woman. We shopped in a few more stores – and I bought a really pretty Hermes scarf – it was on sale -

and added that to my collection of bags. Then we went into a Nordstrom’s Department store – naturally had to pass the cosmetics counter first. 

“Oh Jerry!” Cindy said excitedly. (Was it my imagination, or was she calling me Sherri?) “Look! A Chantilly salesgirl! C’mere!” And she pulled me towards a smiling saleslady who was standing in the middle of an aisle. “Here!” Cindy said to the woman. “Give him a little spritz!” 

The woman smiled gently. “Well, are you  sure  miss? It IS a lady’s perfume you know?” 

“Of COURSE I know! But maybe he’ll buy some for his wife – once he knows how lovely it smells!” Cindy replied. 

“Oh? Well then,” the woman said – and sprayed me! 

“A little more, maybe?” Cindy said. 

The woman shrugged, smiled – then before I could even thing of objecting – sprayed me again! I stared at her, horrified, but my innate politeness took over. “Thank you. It smells lovely, ” I said. Her expression changed and a little contempt showed in her eyes. 

“You’re welcome - - - - Sir?” she said. 

Cindy and I parted soon after that as we had arrived in our separate cars. Traffic was awful and I was getting a little concerned. Laura WAS kind of picky about getting her dinner made – and served – on time. Not only that, I knew it was her day to be paying the bills – not a chore that improved her disposition any at the best of times. 

So? I can’t say that I was expecting a wife full of sweetness and light when I got home –

but the reception I did get, stunned me. 

“Hi Laura! I’m home! Sorry I’m late dear. But I’ll get dinner on right away!” I shouted, hiding my purchases (I DID want to surprise her) taking my jacket off and putting on my pretty apron as soon as I got in the door. 

She appeared in the kitchen door – and the temperature fell by about thirty degrees. 

“Hello  macho  man!” she whispered. “Been having a good time chatting up pretty little Cindy next door, huh? Tired of poor old Laura who’s working her fingers to the bone? I’m getting too OLD for you now? That it?” 

I could only stare, then I managed. “Darling? I’ve no idea what you’re  talking  about!” 

Before I could expect the slightest reaction from her, she had the lobe of my ear in her fingers – and was squeezing – hard! “So? My little pantywaist husband learns out how to satisfy a poor woman like me –  from  me? Then casts her aside for a  young  thing? I just wonder what JILL is going to say when she hears that you’ve been trying to make out with HER girlfriend!” 

A tremor of fear ran through me at those words. “Darling! I can explain!” I bleated. 

“Oh yeah?” she said. “Explain! But first, get over there!” and she let my ear go. 

I approached where she pointed slowly. “Laura darling? I don’t know what you’re talking about1 I’ve been good. Honestly!” 
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She glared at me. “NOT what I heard! Strip! Get those clothes off! Put these on! We’ll soon find out what the truth is! Get a move on!” 

My heart lurched within me as I saw what she had draped over the back of a chair. 

Through time, I’d learned that what she dressed me in when she wanted me ‘femme’ was an indication of what was in store for me. Whites, Pinks, neutral colors? She just wanted me soft and cuddly. Dark colors? She was going to punish me. The undies draped over the chair were midnight blue! I was in some trouble, but they were NOT black – thank god! 

I knew better than protest and quickly undressed. Felt the thrill as if it were the first time, that I’d emasculated myself in front of her by putting on the clothes of the opposite sex. She had that look in her eyes that I’d learned to fear – and love. A look that told me that if I wasn’t able to act like a man – then I’d better dress in a proper manner. Accord-ingly, I stepped into the panties, shrugged my way into the bra – expertly fastening it at the back once I’d inserted the breast forms into the cups, then got into my garter belt and stockings in record time. Still hurrying, I pulled the slip on over my head, enjoying the sensation as it slid down over my body. I didn’t feel too happy when I saw the spike heeled stiletto shoes I was to wear, but hurriedly strapped them around my feet and fastened the tiny buckles that strapped them on. 

Quite expertly then, I approached her, actually feeling quite sensual in my lace edged undies, the hem of my slip sliding back and forwards on my nylon sheathed legs, the straps on my bra, garter belt, and slip giving their tender little tugs, reminding me of what I was wearing; my panties snug around my straining erection. I tried, very hard, to keep my eyes fixed on hers – to show that I was guiltless of whatever she thought of me, but as always, found it next to impossible to meet my blonde goddess’s eyes. Instead, I pretended to be concentrating in unfastening the band I used for my pony tail and let my hair fan out to shoulder length. “Would you like me to comb my hair and put on a little makeup darling?” I asked softly, but she shook her head, and approached me, her eyes shining wetly. 

“Has my little Jerry been a naughty girl?” she purred, tying my wrists together with a silk scarf. 

“Please mistress Laura? Please don’t hurt me! I’ve been a good girl!” I whimpered as she wrapped the bindings around the hook connected to the pulley in the ceiling. 

“Of COURSE you have! Mistress Laura is  always  wrong! That what you’re saying? 

Come on with you now. Up on your tippy-toes!” She hummed happily as she pulled the chain that raised me until I was stretched almost off my feet. Then she came and checked me out, running her fingertips under my arms and checking the smoothness of my legs. 

“Well?” she purred after a moment. “I must admit that you’re still nice and smooth. 

Been keeping yourself like the girl that Laura knows you can be, huh?” She cupped one of my panty-clad buttocks in her hand and gave it an appreciative pat. 

“Mistress Laura is never wrong!” I said hurriedly, knowing full well the danger in not contradicting her previous statement, “And? Of course I keep myself pretty and smooth for her!” 

“So? What’s this about my pretty little husband thinking he’s a  man? Getting all friendly and attentive to our frilly little feminine neighbor next door, huh? Think I wouldn’t find out, huh?” As she said this, Laura gave my backside a sharp spank. 
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“She met me in the mall darling!” I yelped. 

“Oh? You had a date with her. That it? Instead of staying at home, doing your housework and keeping yourself nice for your faithful wife? You’re out there in the mall – panting after a girl like a dog in heat?” With that, she hit me sharply with a riding crop that she’d bought for that special purpose and kept beside the apparatus she’d had installed for punishing me. I let out a girlish squeal, knowing what she wanted to hear. It still didn’t deter her from repeating it by hitting me once more – and I squealed again. 

My arms were getting sore and my toes just took enough weight off them to ease the pain a little. I started to cry. “I was shopping at the mall darling. For you! I didn’t want to tell you! Wanted it to be a surprise! I met Cindi by accident! Honestly sweetheart!” 

She snorted. “Don’t weep for me  bitch! You come in here – to MY house! Reeking of that woman’s perfume – Chantilly! Did you think I wouldn’t smell it? Are you stupid, you little slut? Telling me a bunch of lies! Buying clothes for me, huh? How come I haven’t seen them, huh? Where ARE they?” 

Eagerly, I grabbed this chance to demonstrate my sincerity. “I hid them in the hall closet, as soon as I came in the house darling! Wanted to give them to you at the right moment! Please mistress? Won’t you let me down? My arms are really hurting!” 

“Mmm,” she mused. “Let me go check.” She said. “And just in case you’re telling the truth? I’ll ease your bindings a little.” With that, she pulled on the chain loop a little which allowed me to settle more of my weight back onto my feet. “Thank you mistress!” I sobbed, but she paid me no mind as she left. 

When she came back into the room she was carrying the bra I had bought in her hands and all of the other bags by the carrying handles. She had a puzzled look on her face. “You bought this bra for me, hmmm?” 

“Yes Laura. Isn’t it pretty? I hope you like it,” I fawned desperately. 

She nodded her head absently, staring at the bra. Then she came over to where I was and lowered the chains but stayed silent. I babbled my thanks, working my arms back and forward until the circulation was restored. 

She gave me a smile, although there was something ominous in it that disturbed me. 

“Would you like to be my lady’s maid for a little while Jerry? I need to change my clothes.” Despite the look in her eyes, she was purring sensuously. 

I stared at her, awestruck. This was an honor I only got when she was extremely pleased with me. Quickly, I took the sides of my slip in my hands and bobbed as deep a curtsey as the tightness of the slip would allow. “Oh YES mistress! May I? May I?” 

Her eyes got that sleepy sexy way that I loved. She didn’t answer, just held the bra out to me. I took the dainty, lacy, thing and to free my hands, laid it over my shoulder. Then, my fingers trembling with delight, I unfastened the buttons of her blouse, one by one. 

Then I pulled it up and out from the waistband of her skirt. She turned a little and I took her blouse completely from her shoulders and laid it over the back of a chair. 

Fascinated, I stared at the huge globes of her breasts that were now partially revealed, then reverently slid her camisole up and off and laid it over. “Oh darling!” I breathed excitedly as I unfastened her bra at the front and her glorious orbs sprang free. 
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She took a deep breath and her breasts stood out proudly in front of me. “You may worship me for a moment – maid!” she commanded and hurriedly, I started sucking on her nipples and kissing her breasts, feeling them becoming even firmer under my ministrations. After a few minutes, she hiked up the front of her skirt. “Down girl!” she commanded me and I dropped to my knees and plunged my face into her crotch, my tongue sliding around her panty thong and slipping into her vagina. Her hand grabbed the back of my head and she started to quickly ram her groin, hard, against my nose. It wasn’t long before her musky scent filled my nostrils and she gasped with release. 

She shuddered for a second then gave my hair a tug. “Up girl! I want to see how this new bra looks when I have it on!” 

I scrambled to my feet and asked her meekly if I could put the bra on her. She nodded regally and I slid one of her arms through the loop, then the other. Then I went to fasten it at the back – and it wasn’t even close! I could feel my mouth gape in astonishment. “I don’t understand!” I sputtered. “I know your size! No way would I make a mistake!” 

Her eyes were fixed on mine again, with the same cool expression in them. “Where, exactly, did you meet Cindi?” she asked thoughtfully. 

“In Victoria’s Secret,” I answered. 

“And you weren’t expecting to meet her there?” 

“Oh no, Laura. Not at all!” 

“Hmm. But then you went to other places in the mall with her, did you not?” 

“Yes. We had lunch there, then went around a few other places. Nordstroms and some of the little boutiques – it was at Nordstroms that the woman sprayed me with the perfume! Cindi thought that I might like it,” then, realizing what that sounded like, hurriedly added “But for YOU of course!” 

“Of course!” she said, though there was a sarcastic inflexion in her voice that bothered me. But then she added. “Get me dressed then, maid! Hurry up!” 

Quickly, I removed the offending bra from her beautiful body, then put her own clothes back on her again. Then, to my surprise, she pulled all of the items I’d bought from the mall out of the bags and laid them on the chair. 

“Bear with me a moment, will you sissy Jerry?” 

“Of course ma’am” I said, curtseying as prettily as I could, recognizing danger signals back in the silky tone of her voice. 

“Very good! So put on all of those pretty clothes you bought for me, would you?” 

“Of course ma’am,” I said, shrugging. “But they won’t fit me. I got them for you. 

Maybe I made a mistake with the bra, but there’s no way . .” 

“Would you stop with the girlish prattle? Get on with it!” she snapped. 

Horror stricken – dumbfounded, I stood in front of her a few minutes later. The scarlet and black undies fitted me perfectly – and showed up beautifully under the sheer chiffon of the blouse. Even the straps of the suspender straps of the garter belt had been set perfectly to size showing – just a trace – below the hem of my perfectly fitting micro skirt. 
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I stared at my beautiful wife. “I don’t understand, Laura. There’s something wrong here. I don’t get it . . I think. . .” Then, a memory flitted across my brain. That sales girl? 

The one that had said she’s pick better items for my wife? Perhaps it had been her? My thoughts were interrupted by Laura speaking in a voice that brooked no interruption

“Jerry? Go next door and ask Jill and Cindi if they’d mind coming in and talking with me for a moment.  Now  please!” 

“Ha Ha!” I said in an attempt at humor. “I can’t go like this. Why don’t I just phone . 

.?” 

“You  can  go like that – and you  will! Or would you like a little session over my knees?” 

Laura asked dangerously. Then started counting backwards, “Five, four, Three . .” 

my hips swaying and my heels clicking on the concrete driveways that separated our two houses, I minced my way over to Jill and Cindi’s house. Cindi answered the door. To my amazement, she did not seem surprised – not in the slightest! “Yes Jerry? Can I do something for you?” she asked sweetly. 

Suddenly conscious of the cool, late afternoon air on my flimsily dressed arms, I hugged myself. “Laura was wondering? Could you and Jill come over for a little while? 

There’s something she wants to talk about.” 

A dubious expression crossed her face. “I don’t  know  Jerry. Jill’s pretty mad at you just now.” 

“About what?” I gasped. 

“Why, coming on to me at the mall! Somebody told her . .” 

“Must have been the same person that told Laura!” I panted in pure abject fear. “And anyway? I wasn’t coming on to you at the mall!” 

She looked at me indignantly. “Oh! That’s your story, is it? It was ME that was coming on to you? Is  that  it? That what you’re gonna tell Jill? Get ME in trouble?” 

“What are you talking about? I didn’t come on to you. Please Cindi? You  know  that!” 

She looked uncertain. “Jerry? Jill has an awful temper – and she’s really jealous! I tried to tell her that we’d met by accident in Victoria’s Secret – but she didn’t believe me! I even told her how I’d originally thought you were shopping for yourself – and although she’s always – kind of – thought you were a bit of a wimp? She didn’t buy it. Was gonna come over and beat the shit outta you! I had a helluva time talking her out of it. Now, you want her to come over  there – to your house?” 

“It’s not me!” I said, almost crying. “It’s Laura that wants you to come over!” 

As if on cue, I heard our front door open and Laura’s voice. “Jerry? MAID Jerry! Get back here!” My face suffused with blushes. Not only was Cindi seeing me in skirts and stuff for the first time – there was no doubting what Laura had just called me. I could see the humor dawn in Cindi’s eyes as her brain decoded the all too obvious meaning behind Laura’s command. “Sounds like you’d better get back to Laura,” she said. “I’ll pass on the invitation to Jill – but if she does decide to come over? You’d better be on the lookout –

 Sherri.” 
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As I started to move away, she remarked. “That really IS a nice outfit you’re wearing. 

Told you to try the scarlet and black undies, didn’t I?” 

“Yeah – but . .” I started, and then the glimmer of an idea crossed my mind and I shut up immediately. As I hurried back towards Laura, I tried to think it out in detail, but couldn’t get my mind to focus, scared of what she might want. 

As it turned out, my fears were groundless. “You looked so cold, standing over there,” 

she commiserated giving me a hug. “You really must learn not to go outside in flimsy little outfits like that.” She sounded so sincere and loving that I gave her an appreciative kiss and thanked her for looking after me. (I certainly didn’t want to remind her who’d made me put on the flimsy little outfit – then made me go out in it in the first place. I may be silly – but I’m not crazy!). 

I hadn’t too much time to think more on my idea because shortly after that I had to answer the door to Jill and Cindi. Jill looked as if she was going to attack me immediately, but Cindi grabbed a hold of her arm and pleaded with her to cool down. Jill snarled something like “He may be fooling you and Laura with this sissy act – but he’s not pulling the wool over MY eyes!” 

Her eyes flashing and her buff body taut with rage, she was not anybody that I had any intention of getting into an altercation with. I was perfectly aware that I’d never been much of a fighter as a kid at school – and knew that I hadn’t improved any. For me to fight a masculine woman like Jill would have been a one-way ticket into the hospital. I made sure to stand behind Laura while she explained why she’d asked them to come over. “I know you heard the same story that I did Jill, and, like you, I was really pissed off – but once I cooled down? There were a few things that didn’t add up. I’ve been putting two and two together and think that I may have an explanation. Want to hear it?” 

Jill sat down on the couch and seemed to relax. “Maybe. Can I have a drink first?” she asked. 

“Surely Jill!” I twittered. “Your usual. Scotch and water?” 

As Jill nodded, Laura added. “Make that two, sweetie, huh?” 

“And can I have a white wine?” Cindi asked. 

“Of course Cindi,” Laura said. “You can have a white wine too, Jerry.” 

Once I had poured the drinks and we had all settled down, Laura started immediately. 

“Cindi? What was Jerry doing when you first met him?” 

Cindi thought for a second. “I just happened to see him the minute I walked into Victoria’s Secret. He was holding the cutest little lace up corset up against himself – you know? 

As if seeing how it would fit?” 

My mouth dropped open in astonishment as this was a far ways from the truth, but then I realized that maybe she  had  seen things that way. In many ways it was falling in with the idea I had hatching in my head, but some remnant of my masculinity had to protest. “I don’t see where you got the idea I was buying it for myself,” I protested. 

She pouted a little and tossed her head. “Well, I’m sorrreee if I made a mistake. I’m just telling Laura and Jill what I thought I saw.” She paused. “As a matter of fact? Didn’t I say Page - 12
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that I didn’t think the color would suit you? Didn’t I say you’d look nicer in scarlet or black? And didn’t you end up buying those undies that you’re wearing right now? Just like I suggested? Scarlet and black?” She pointed a finger at me. “AND? I  distinctly  remember asking you if you were going to hold the corset up against yourself all day – said that people would talk. You going to tell me I am wrong?” 

My full blush was answer enough. But, she was actually  re-enforcing  the idea I’d been thinking about. From the time when I’d been standing, shivering with fright at her front door the concept had been sprouting in my brain. She had mentioned then that she’d been trying to convince Jill that Jill’s perception  that I was a wimp  was correct. 

Suppose, just suppose that I could now convince her that I WAS? I’d been too ashamed to admit to our neighbors that Laura considered me a sissy – and often made me dress like a woman – act like one? Hell,  perform  like one! Now, wasn’t my secret out anyway? I couldn’t very well hide the fact that I was wearing a full set of lingerie, micro skirt – and high heels, could I? Had even demonstrated my capabilities in  walking  in them! 

My internal excitement was growing as the idea continued to blossom in my mind. 

There were still a few obstacles though. But, as I listened to the conversation between the women, the obstacles in my mind were, as if by magic, either eliminated or reduced for me. 

“But he didn’t  buy  the corset, did he?” Laura asked. 

“Now that you mention it? No.” Cindy said. 

“But he bought other stuff?” 

Cindy smiled. “Oh yes. Everything he’s wearing just now – except the shoes – and maybe the stockings, I’m not sure about them.” 

“Told you they were all for me, huh?” Laura continued to press. 

Cindy nodded. 

“But the pair of you are going around, with him buying lingerie, you looking at dresses. Maybe started to flirt with you a little?” Laura hinted. 

Jill let out a growl in the background that scared me. Seemed to scare Cindi a little as well, because she flinched before she answered. “Well? Maybe a little. Told me how pretty I looked when I was trying on dresses a couple of times . .” She let out a squeal as Jill started to rise from her chair, flexing her muscles, her eyes glaring at me. “I’m gonna pound you – you little cocksucker! Making a pass at my girl . .” 

Considering how Laura had acted when I’d first got home, I wasn’t sure how she’d feel about me being beat up but to my relief, she held up a restraining hand. “Jill? Hear me out, would you? There might be an explanation for this. I’m starting to think that my theory might be correct. Just a few other things, okay? If I’m wrong? You can have him – and I might even  help  you!” 

I could feel the sweat collect under my bra straps. Wondered what Laura was thinking. 

Wished sincerely that I knew what it was – could back it up to the hilt if it would get me out of this fix. 
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But Laura was speaking again. “So Cindi? You and Jerry joined forces, eh? He helped you buy some dresses at Victoria’s Secret. Came into the changing rooms with you?” 

“Oh yes. Kind of strange to have a guy in there, but he didn’t seem to mind. Seemed right at home there as a matter of fact.” 

I blushed, but what better way to demonstrate how much of a wimp I was by admitting that that I frequented changing rooms in Victoria’s Secret – without the embarrassment that a  normal  guy would feel? I was unsure of how Laura would react to this, but she was nodding sagely as if everything that was being said made sense. I resolved to shut up and listen. 

“So you had lunch there together?” Laura continued. 

“Yes. Then, we went to a few boutiques – and Nordstroms.” 

“Nordstroms, huh? Pass the cos-

metics counter going in?” 

Cindi shrugged. “Of course.” 

“Did he buy any cosmetics there? 

Lipstick, blush, anything?” 

“No. Not really. Though when the

woman giving the trial spritzes of

Chantilly came by? I thought he

looked as if he would like some, so

suggested she try some on him.” 

“He didn’t object?” 

“Not that I remember, though the

sales lady DID say it was a woman’s

perfume.” 

“Mmm. And he  still  didn’t object?” 

Cindi laughed. “No. Not even

when I told her to put some more on

him!” 

“Why’d you do that?” Laura

asked, smiling. 

It was Cindi’s turn to blush. “Well

Jill always says that he’s a wimp. But I

felt that he’d been sort of, you know, 

coming on to me a little? (Jill let out

another growl) So? It’s kind of fun

sometimes, you know – to sissify a

guy. I think that’s why I did it. I don’t

know.” 
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“Okay. You said goodbye after that?” 

Cindi nodded. 

“Did he try and kiss you. Feel you up in any way?” 

“I’d have slapped his face if he’d tried!” Cindi retorted. 

“Okay Jill,” Laura spoke. “Want to hear my thinking now?” 

Jill was looking a lot less angry, although vestiges of bad temper seemed to be seeping out of her body still. She nodded though. 

Laura started talking. “Jerry was pretty hopeless in bed when we got married. Kinda weak and sissyish, you know? I really didn’t care that much, but a girl needs some kinda sex life, as you’re probably aware. So I started taking over the masculine role. Found out that I kinda liked it and, as time went by, found out that he made a very satisfactory little lesbian. I’ve been buying him pretty clothes for a while now. Have even started calling him  Sherri . .” 

“He didn’t  mind?” Jill asked incredulously. 

“Maybe at first. I can’t remember,” Laura replied. “But what I’m thinking? What if he’s starting to  want  to be a girl?  Likes  to wear pretty little skirts and blouses. Pretty undies? 

Makeup, perfume? Don’t you think he’d make a nice, foxy looking little bimbo?” 

“Dunno.” Jill grumbled. “I still have the feeling he’s just doing this to get out of getting a whacking from me!” 

“Oh JILL!” Cindi sputtered. “Stop being so unreasonable! Sherri? Come here please.” 

She stood up. 

I didn’t know what she wanted, but there was no threat in her voice or her stance so I got up and walked over to her. When I got to her, she took her fingers and gently re-arranged my hair, then turned me to face Jill. “See Jill? Did you notice the way she walked over here? Hips moving nicely? See the height of those heels? Bet YOU couldn’t walk in heels that high if you tried! Look at her hair. A little arranging? She’d be pretty!” 

It was total humiliation! But the thunder was gradually disappearing from Jill’s face, so I certainly didn’t want to complain about the way things were going. Then she spoke to Laura. “But? If he wants to be a woman? How come he denied it when she got him with the corset, huh? How come he said that all the stuff he was buying was for you, huh?” 

Laura didn’t even pause to think. Replied directly. “I think he wanted to come out, but was shy about it. If he HAD bought the corset? It would have shown Cindy that he WAS

buying it for himself – and he just didn’t have the courage. But once she couldn’t possibly know what he was doing? He immersed himself in the role of being a girl – out shopping with another girl! Secretly buying lingerie and outerwear for himself – joining her in the changing room! Helping her choose her dresses! Telling her how pretty they looked on! 

Don’t you see? He was having his cake – and eating it too!” 

Laura turned to me. “Now sweetie? I think it’s time to tell the truth. Am I anywhere close to being right?” 
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I sighed internally with relief. Laura herself had over-ridden the obstacles to my idea. 

Okay, it was hard to admit that I had feminine tendencies, but it was a helluva lot better than being beat up and put in the hospital by an angry bull dyke. 

I fluttered my eyelashes and looked shyly at the carpet. “Yes Laura. I’m sorry.” 

“So you actually bought those clothes you’re wearing for yourself? Not for me?” 

Again, I wondered just how it had come about that the clothes fitted me so well. I knew Laura’s sizes. Had them memorized! Could I have psychologically bought clothes to fit me? Was it possible that the salesgirl had goofed? Was I going to air those questions right at this moment? No! “I’m sorry for lying to you before Laura, I got them for myself, ” I whispered. 

She came and put an arm around me. Kissed me firmly on the lips. “Okay Sherri? Now I think you should apologize to Cindi for lying to her – and to Jill for upsetting her. 

“Well? I really wasn’t lying to Cindi. Not really,” I protested weakly. 

“But sweetheart? Haven’t you just admitted that you really want to be a girl? Dress up properly like one? Don’t you think you should have admitted it to her? I’ll bet she could be a big help in helping you change.” 

“Oh yes, Sherri!” Cindi squealed. “We could be SUCH good friends! I could help you with your hair and makeup – we could go shopping together!” 

Things were developing much too quickly for me. I wasn’t sure where all of this was leading and was about to give a sort of half-hearted response to her when I saw Jill looking at me closely. Obviously suspicious. So I worked hard at putting a delighted expression on my face. “Oh thank you Cindi! That would be great!” 

But Jill didn’t look altogether convinced and spoke up. “You know? Sherri? You want to be a girl. That right?” 

I was going to deny it? No way! I put on a meek, shy, smile. “Oh yes Jill. I can tell you don’t believe me yet, but Laura was telling the truth. At first, when she’d make me do ‘girl things’? I didn’t really like it, but now I’m starting to feel” – and here I snatched a line from some cheap movies and stories – “Like a girl in a man’s body!” 

Laura laughed. “Oh yes! I can attest that Sherri is starting to be a very adroit little tongue user! I love to call him my . .” she paused, then hugged me tenderly. “I’m sorry dear, I really MUST get out of the habit of thinking of you as a man, mustn’t I?” Then she spoke to Jill again. “Call  HER  my little lesbian lover!” 

Jill pursed her mouth, distrust written all over her face. “Well Laura? I’ve only got your word for  that, don’t I?” She held up a hand. “Now don’t start getting pissed off at me, Laura! Just think about it. You could be trying to save your husband from getting a good old fashioned ass-kicking as far as I can see. Isn’t that a fair statement?” 

Laura has the fair skin to go with her blonde hair and her face reddened as Jill stated to talk – not with embarrassment, but with temper – and though she’s all woman, I wouldn’t bet too much against her if she got into a tussle – even with Jill. But as Jill continued, Laura’s face lost the flush, and she even started to nod in agreement. 
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“Okay Jill,” she said after a

moment. “You don’t want

Sherri to put any macho moves

on Cindi – right?” 

“Damn right! He’d better

not!” Jill threatened again. 

“But what about being her

 girl  friend? You wouldn’t mind

a little girl to girl play now, 

would you?” 

“Huh?” Jill asked. 

“I’m saying that Sherri’s

good with her tongue. You

don’t believe me. Why not have

her give Cindi a little example

of her special techniques?” 

“Oh I  couldn’t!” Cindi said, 

flushing. 

“A little girlish love-mak-

ing? Of course you could!” 

Laura laughed. “And I can as-

sure you. Sherri’s very good. 

Trust me!” She turned around

to me. “Okay Sherri! Time to

strut your stuff! Get that tongue

of yours all loosened up! Then? 

Why don’t you get down on

your knees in front of Cindi.” 

Her eyes took on a speculative

glint. “Now that I think on it? 

I’ve got a few nagging doubts

myself!” She turned to Jill. 

“And don’t you DARE give me

any BS about objecting to a little girl to girl foreplay! You’ve done far too much of it yourself – right?” 

As Jill nodded in agreement, I was beginning to sense a staginess about the whole sce-nario. Nothing specific that I could put my finger on, just a feeling that they were all acting in sync with each other. Almost as if they’d been working together to get a big fish on board after catching it – and now it was lying on deck, gasping, they could relax – with little side glances of enjoyment and triumph being flashed from one to the other. Yet, what could I do? I’d nothing but intuition to go on – and if anything, the trouble I was in seemed to have been created by lies and half-truths – and most of the lies and half truths seemed to have come out of my own mouth! 
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Another thing that further reduced any possibility that any rebellion of mine might succeed. Laura by herself was probably more than I could handle at the best of times. 

Against Jill? No hope. And, to make matters worse, the fact that I was dressed in flimsy, diaphanous, clothes – high heels? I was the epitome of weak female. Knew that I looked it

– decidedly felt it. 

I looked at Cindy. Felt that she was wriggling in anticipation of what I was going to be doing to her, her eyes moist, her cheeks flushed, and licking her lips with excitement. She looked at me, her eyelids starting to droop seductively. “I think that would be very nice of you Sherri. Start our friendship off on the right footing? Why don’t we go and sit on the couch together?” Then she looked up at Laura and Jill. “I think me and Sherri would like some time to ourselves, so why don’t you guys disappear for a while?” 

Again, I immediately got the feeling that everything had been staged as the two ‘guys’

smiled and, saying nothing at all, left me to the tender mercies of my former employee. 

“You looked SO cold when you were standing at my door, you poor thing,” she said, curv-ing an arm around my shoulders and pulling me into her. “But that’s such a pretty blouse you have on – I can understand why you’d want to show it off.” She stroked my upper arm through the chiffon sleeve of the blouse. “But you feel warm enough now. Comfy?” 

she asked, then without waiting for an answer, kissed me on the lips – and then her tongue, soft and sensuous, was in my mouth and dazed, I found myself suddenly lying back in her arms, being kissed and fondled. 

“At work? All us girls used to talk about you. Did you know that?” she whispered, stroking my breasts. 

“I hope you all said nice things about me,” I said, trying to sound assured. 

“Oh, I don’t know. A lot of them thought you were gay – a pansy. But after Laura came? We all knew that at least you weren’t gay - she was the one for you. But let’s not talk about work, huh? Why don’t you get down Sherri? Give Cindi some nice kisses, huh? 

See who’s the boss now?  There’s  a good girl!” 

And somehow, without my quite realizing how she’d accomplished it, I was down on my knees, with my head between her thighs. She’d opened her legs wide, and pulled up her skirt and petticoat, but once my tongue was engaged in doing what it had been trained to do by Laura, she let out a contented sigh, then pulled her petticoat and skirt over my head! 

After a little while, there were many indications that Cindi found what I was doing very stimulating. She undulated. She moaned. She let out little yelps of ecstasy – and she came – and came – and came! The air supply under her skirts became saturated with female odors – musky and hot. Her thighs started tightening and slackening about my ears, another thing to increase my discomfort. Sweaty and acrid. I felt almost as if I was going to faint a few times, but Laura had trained me only too well, so I persevered. 

Then, to further my shame, I heard Laura and Jill come back into the room. Although the closing and opening of Cindi’s thighs about me ears limited my hearing, it became obvious that they had poured themselves drinks and sat down again. Then, not only did they converse with each other – they included Cindi who, though occasionally panting and squealing in pleasure, did try to maintain some semblance of a conversation, but every so Page - 18
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often saying things like “She’s SO good! OOOH! Laura? You’ve worked  wonders! Mmm Mmm What an educated tongue!” As for MY place in this social conversation? I was ignored. I could have been a vibrator - or even a dildo - for all the attention they paid to me! 

Finally, after a series of shudders passed through Cindi’s body, her petticoats and skirt were drawn back and a hand took hold of my hair and pulled me until my face was looking upwards. Cindi was smiling down on me. “Oh Sherri! That was lovely! Thank you – so very, very, much!” Then she blinked. “I’m SO tired! I need a nap!” she said. 

“Cindi!” Jill’s voice sounded. “You can’t sleep yet! Aren’t you going to  thank  Sherri? 

Show her how much you appreciate her?” 

Cindi blushed. “How terrible of me! Sherri? Please say you’ll forgive me! Here, you’ve been SO nice, and I wasn’t thinking of you at all. Got you all hot and bothered looking.” 

She turned to Laura. “Laura? 

Sherri is everything you said

she’d be. Mmm!” Then she

turned to Jill. “You ought to be

ashamed of yourself!” 

Jill looked perplexed. 

“Huh? Wasn’t me that was go-

ing to have a nap, was it? And

what have  I  done to be

ashamed of?” 

Cindi blushed an even

deeper shade of red. “I just

meant that Sherri . . well . . she

pleasured me very much! Just

meant that it was about time

that you learned to be a little

more affectionate . . take a little

more time . . down there, I

mean!” 

Laura laughed. “Oh Jill! 

You should see your face!” 

I could see what she meant

as I clambered to my feet. Jill

looked absolutely mortified

and, though I knew I was

flushed and untidy, I had got a

little thrill of pleasure at

Cindi’s comment. I had per-

formed a service to a woman –

and evaluated as being better

at satisfying her than her mas-

culine partner! 
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Cindi had also got to her feet and after smoothing her skirts out, she took a gentle hold of my arm. 

“I’ve just had an idea Sherri. C’mon sweetie. Show me the way to your bedroom and I’ll tidy you up a little bit. Maybe give you a few tips on makeup while I’m at it?” She turned to Laura. “Does Sherri have her own makeup yet – or do I need to use some of yours?” 

Laura shrugged. “Hasn’t had much need for it up until now. But there’s tons of mine in our bathroom, so help yourself.” 

Cindi was gentle and kind. Had me wash my face off in cool water, then slowly applied makeup. She made a few ‘tutting’ noises at the state of my eyebrows, but only plucked a few. She also apologized at not being able to do much with my hair because there simply wasn’t enough time, but by the time she had finished, I looked like a new . . 

girl. After putting on the cosmetics, she’d put a center part in my hair, then brushed the sides back and held them in place with barrettes – but wasn’t satisfied with the results. She rooted about amongst Laura’s wigs and finally came up with an auburn, shoulder length, one that cascaded down the sides of my face and completely altered my appearance. 

She’d shown me how to outline my lips with a darker shade of lip liner, then filled in the shape created with a glossy red lipstick. She’d used a soft brown eye shadow, and a tinted green eyeliner – and then a lustrous dark mascara. I felt she’d overdone the blusher a little bit – but had to admit that I looked a LOT sexier after her ministrations than I had before she had started working on making me up. She had me take my blouse off, then lifted my camisole up to bare my tummy. Slid what I recognized as a lace up corset – very like the one I’d been admiring earlier that day – was it JUST that day that this whole transformation had begun? The she laced me into it – so tightly that I could hardly breathe. She assured me that I’d get used to it in a little while but frankly? I didn’t – and felt breathless for all the time that I wore it that evening. The last thing she did was touch me up with her own Chantilly perfume. “I can still smell what you put on today. No sense in mixing it up now,” she said. 

The corset did do wonders for my figure though and, in a mixture of pride and embarrassment, I was led back to where the two ‘guys’ were sitting. Laura was the first to see me coming in. Let out a low wolf whistle then got up out of her chair and came over to where I stood beside Cindi. “Hi Sherri! Aren’t you pretty. Do a turn and let me see how you look. 

Did you thank Cindi for making you look so nice?” 

Blushing at her comments, I did a slow pirouette and shook my head. 

“Seems it’s ME she should be thanking!” Jill boomed from the chair where she still sat. 

“Why on earth should Sherri thank YOU?” Cindi asked caustically. “All you’ve done is be mean and nasty to her. If anybody owes anybody an apology, it’s you that owes her!” 

Again, I got a sudden insight – but this time, it was as if something unrehearsed had come into the script they’d been following. The looks that appeared on both Cindi and Laura’s faces when Jill spoke next, reflected almost exactly the same look of surprise, then amusement, then hilarity. 
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“Whatever” she said. “So run back to the house Cindi and bring George back with you. 

Maybe  he’ll  apologize to her, though I doubt it!” 

Then, as Cindi ran, giggling, from the room and Laura looked all red from repressed laughter, Jill smiled at me. “Why don’t you come over here honey and we’ll have a nice little chat, huh?” 

“Oh Jill!” Laura finally said, though she was having a hard time speaking. “You sure you want to do this?” 

Jill showed her teeth in what was almost a predatory grin. “SHERRI  here seems to have convinced you that he wants to be a woman. And there’s no doubt about him convincing Cindi. Now don’t you think it’s fair that he should be convincing me?” She didn’t listen to Laura’s muffled reply, just beckoned to me. “C’mon doll. Don’t be keeping Jill waiting!” 

It was obvious what she expected me to do, so I went and sat daintily on her knees. 

Then she laughed and pulled me so that I was lying back in her embrace. Kissed me on the lips. 

And something strange happened. Jill is much more physically developed than I am, but not really that much bigger. Yet, as soon as her arms were around me? I felt small and weak – and protected by her. If she had makeup on, it was very hard to tell – so when her lips met mine, it was the very first time that I’d been kissed when I was wearing lipstick –

and my partner hadn’t. Not only that, her lips were firm – not soft like Laura’s or Cindi’s. 

It was mine that felt luscious and feminine! I couldn’t help myself. Slid the tip of my tongue into her mouth, then withdrew it shyly. 

Hers followed mine into my own mouth, but in a surprisingly gentle way. Then, once the tips of our tongues met, she backed away and broke off the kiss. “Mmm!” she said. 

“Gotta admit it Sherri, you sure  kiss  like a woman.” Then she looked across at Laura. “Sure it’s okay by you?” 

I couldn’t see Laura from my position in Jill’s lap, but she must have nodded because Jill was looking directly into my eyes now. “You sure are a pretty little thing Sherri. Hadn’t noticed before. But you’ve got the nicest eyes! All soft, and giving. And your lips? Luscious! And you smell nice. You even put on Chantilly for me, didn’t you? My favorite perfume! And you feel so nice.” She was stroking my breasts tenderly as she was talking and her hands felt so nice and strong that I felt myself trembling under her touch. “Want to be my woman?” she whispered softly in my ear. 

“Oh Jill!” I giggled, embarrassed with all of her compliments. “You’ve got my lipstick all over your mouth!” 

She smiled tenderly. “Aw I’m sorry doll, I seem to have mussed yours all up. But here comes Cindi. Why don’t we ask her nicely if she’ll make your lips all nice and red for Jill again, huh?” 

I opened my eyes and Cindi was, indeed, standing looking directly into my face, a half smile on her lips and in her eyes. “Would you like me to do your lips again Sherri?” she asked. 

“Sure she would,” Jill answered for me. “But use the real red, wet looking stuff that I like – and LOTS of it!” 
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I lay there in Jill’s arms, confused and – let’s admit it – in a daze of sexual longing. At Cindi’s request, I pouted my lips prettily and, as she applied the creamy lipstick, I saw Laura’s face come into my line of vision and she joined Jill in complimenting Cindi on how lovely she was making my lips. Then Cindi and Laura’s faces disappeared and something else was being held up to my face. “Sherri?” Jill was saying. “I’d like you to meet George. 

Why don’t you give him a nice ‘hello’ kiss?” 

I wasn’t quite sure what she was talking about, but obediently pouted my lips sexily and smiled, but felt the smile freeze on my face as I finally saw what was approaching my mouth – the tip end of a realistic looking male prick – a dildo! 

“Oh no Jill! Please Don’t . .MMfff” I spluttered as the end of it was up against my lips. 

Then I stared up into Jill’s eyes as she coaxed me gently. “There’s a girl! Open up for George now. C’mon pretty baby!” 

My lips opened, unwillingly perhaps, but they opened. “That’s a girl! Now, you want to be a woman just like Cindi, don’t you?” she cooed. 

I remembered the part I was supposed to be playing. Nodded dumbly. 

“Of course you do! But know what? Cindi just loves to suck on George. Licks him and makes all sorts of happy noises when he’s down about her mouth, so don’t you want to be just like her –and make happy little noises too?” 

Cindi and Laura couldn’t have gone too far away, because suddenly, there they were again, smiling down on me while Jill eased the dildo gently in and out of my mouth as I licked it and smiled, making happy little slurping sounds as I sucked on it and generally did exactly as I was told. I sighed a big sigh of relief when she finally took it away from me, but that changed when she gently pushed me to one side and left me on the chair. 

When I opened my eyes, I found out that she had strapped it on and was standing in the middle of the room, holding it out in front of her proudly. “Now doll? Why don’t you come and give Jill a blow job? A  proper  blow job?” 

“I wouldn’t expect too much Jill. Sherri’s never given a blow job before, as far as I know,” Laura told her. 

“I’m not worried about  that! She’ll be a natural!” Jill replied. “See the way she was sucking on George just a few minutes ago? Hear all that sucking and slurping she was doing? C’mon Sherri! Come and get a BIG mouthful of George! Be what you know you want to be – Jill’s woman!” 

Wobbling a little on my high heels and my miniskirt flouncing just a little, I made it out to where Jill was standing and knelt down. Got my first good look at George as I did so. 

I’ve never made any kind of study of men’s privates, so hadn’t much to go on – but it looked awfully real. It even had testicles – and they looked even more natural! Jill saw the direction of my gaze. “Aren’t they nice Sherri? I’ll bet you just love taking them into your mouth. Why don’t you do that, huh?” 

As I’ve said, Jill isn’t really that much bigger than me so I had a great deal of difficulty getting my mouth down into position to take the balls into my mouth. 

“Here,” Jill said. “I’ve got an idea. “ Why don’t you just lie down on your back, huh?” 
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I did, and she literally crawled over me until the balls dangled right over my mouth. I took them in although they were very big. I didn’t like the experience at all, but did try to make some happy sounds. I think she sensed that I wasn’t too keen on the experience though, so after a minute or two, eased away from me. Then got up. “Didn’t like that, huh?” 

I almost wept at the kindness and understanding in her tone. “No Jill, I’m sorry,” I snuffled. 

“That’s all right Sherri!” Cindi cried out. “I hate these hairy things too! And she just keeps on asking me to do it too Sherri. I just tell her ‘NO’!” 

“Okay, okay! I can’t fight TWO women,” Jill laughed. “So why don’t you go back onto your knees again Sherri – and then you can do what you  really  like to do.” 

I could feel the tears filling my eyes. “Again Jill? But I really don’t feel like doing it again. I’ve got a headache.” 

Everybody laughed. “See Jill? I told you that she was a woman! Need any  more  proof?” 

Laura said, though the humor in her voice negated any agreement with what I had said that could have possibly been found in her words So, within minutes, my tawny hair falling down on each side of my face and watched by my wife and new ‘girl friend’ I was kneeling in proper subjugated slave girl form at the foot of a dominant woman. I was well aware that my micro skirt wasn’t exactly covering my rear, as I distinctly heard Laura make a very complimentary remark about my panties. 

I had a mouth full of dildo, and was sliding my head up and down its’ shaft with one of Jill’s hands pressed firmly at the back of my head so that I would maintain the tempo that she desired, the other gently stroking my chiffon-covered shoulders, occasionally plucking gently at my bra or camisole straps. Naturally, I made all the appreciative noises expected of me. Then, to my amazement – and disgust – something flooded into my mouth! 

“Yech!” I said – or tried to anyway (It IS difficult to enunciate properly when one’s mouth is filled with a dildo and a pair of hairy, realistic, balls are banging against your upper lip!). But regardless? My mouth was filed with a sort of goo – and I HAD to swallow! 

Jill patted my head as one would pat a dog. “Good  girl,  Sherri! Did you like that?” 

Then she leered down at me. “If you didn’t maybe we could try it again?” 

I turned on my brightest smile and looked fawningly up at her. “Oh that was  lovely  Jill! 

I’ve never done that before, But it was SO much fun! I hope I pleased you?” 

Then Laura was beside me, helping me to my feet. “I think that she’s got no bitch coming Sherri dear. For a beginner, I would say you were admirable! Looked like you were putting your whole heart and soul into it!” 

“And – don’t forget – her mouth!” Jill cackled. The three women all laughed, though Cindi had the grace to look apologetically at me as she did so. 

I saw the mess my face was in when a mirror caught my eye. I asked Cindi if she’d mind coming and giving me a hand. She smiled agreeably and I led her back into the master bathroom. There, she taught me how to use cream to remove the makeup – and then had me wash my face gently in cool water before having me try to make my own face up this time. I was getting better at this all the time, but she suggested that she let me do it Page - 23

UTTER DEBASEMENT

BY TIFFANY MELLIS

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

again, to which I agreed readily – I’d discovered that it soothed me, almost made me feel pampered to have an attractive young woman apply sweet smelling emollients to my skin

– and, to tell the truth, enjoyed looking so much nicer. 

I wasn’t sure how to bring up the subject but first of all enquired how she felt about Jill having me service her. Cindi smiled. “It’s alright sweetie. I know her. She’s still not one hundred percent convinced that you are sincere – though I’ll admit that you’re convincing ME more and more. And anyway? What you and she did wasn’t love – love is me and her lying in bed and making sure that we’re pleasuring each other. What you and she did? 

Means  nothing  to me.” 

“She’s  still  not convinced?” I wailed. “Oh Cindi, what am I supposed to do?” 

She shrugged. “Truthfully? I’ve no idea. Maybe nothing? Though it probably wouldn’t hurt if you were attentive to her when we get back with she and Laura – you’d better watch that you don’t get  too  attentive though. Don’t want to be getting Laura jealous, do you?” 

“Attentive? What do you mean?” I asked. 

“I can’t say for sure. Make sure her drink is always replenished.” She shrugged. “That kind of thing. I don’t know. Fawn on her a little? Whatever you feel comfortable with.” 

“Well, I don’t see Laura as getting jealous, but I’m still concerned about me acting that way, and bothering you.” 

“Like I said – it doesn’t,” she said. “I’d just suggest that you try not to show any insincerity. Jill comes to thinking that you’re BS’ng her or lying? You’ll undo any good you’ve done – and piss her off into the bargain. So whatever you do, try to act natural and honest.” 

I thanked her for the help and the advice and we went back and joined Lara and Jill again. Feeling more natural and relaxed by the minute in my little flirty skirt and blouse, I made and served everybody drinks. I think that my attitude must have transmitted itself to Jill as she started giving me rather nice smiles. I couldn’t help it. Batted my eyelashes in my most alluring manner – then grinned openly at her, showing that I had only been acting the vamp for fun. She smiled back and we continued our wordless flirtation for quite a time, all the while watching some silly TV show. Remembering Cindi’s suggestion I made sure to keep Jill’s drink replenished and was very attentive to her. Finally, as I brushed past her chair, she took a hold of my arm. “Why don’t you sit down and we can have a little chat. This TV show sucks, don’t you think?” 

I nodded, in full agreement, and smoothing my skirts underneath me, sat down – and immediately found a strong arm around my shoulder, pulling me into her embrace. Not unintentionally, I turned my lips towards her provocatively – and found myself being well and truly kissed - immediately. 

I’m not going to even imply that it was unpleasant – far from it. I even reciprocated with some fervor of my own. But suddenly, she was becoming very forceful – her hands stroking me, one even finding its way under my skirt and – to my fright and dismay, a finger started probing into my backside! Frightened a little, I squirmed away from it, but it was relentless in following me and then, to my horror, I was lying supine, one of Jill’s arms Page - 24
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around my shoulders, holding me tight, the other up my skirt and the index finger working its way in and out of my ass! 

“Like this?” She whispered in my ear. 

“Honest Jill? Not very much. It’s sore!” I said, trying to soften my criticism with a kiss to her ear. 

“HEY! Would you two shut up?” Laura bellowed. “I’m trying to watch this show!” 

“Yeah!” Cindi agreed, laughing. “This show is really funny!” 

“Let’s go where we can talk in peace!” Jill whispered then, astounding me, stood up –

with me still in her arms – as if I were weightless! 

“Yeah! Take your noise somewhere else,” Laura laughed, not paying the slightest attention as Jill carried me from the room, up the stairs and into the master bed room. 

I thought for a minute that she was going to lay me down on top of the bed, but just before she did so took me into the bathroom, where she fumbled around looking for something in the vanity. She seemed to find it because she gave a sigh of satisfaction – then took me back and laid me down on the bed, with her arm still around me – and her hand back up my skirt again and her finger once more probing at me. This time though, it wasn’t quite as bad – then I figured that she was using her ring finger instead of the index finger. 

It wasn’t as big and though I clenched myself at first, finally grew tired of fighting it, and felt is slip ever so slowly, inside me. 

I sighed. It wasn’t so bad, really. Relaxed even more. 

“See?” she whispered. “Not so bad when you relax and take it easy, is it?” As she spoke, she moved her finger back out a little, then in again. 

“It’s okay, ” I admitted reluctantly, my body now moving in rhythm with her finger. 

“Well, just you hold on there sweetie. See what daddy has got for you!” she giggled. 

She took her hand away and I felt her fumbling around on the bed beside her. Then, the sound of a lid being unscrewed from a jar? Then her hand was back under my skirt again. I opened my legs to give her easier access – and something cold and slithery was being applied to my backside! “Yech!” I said and tried to squirm away again, but suddenly it wasn’t cold any more – and her index finger was inside me again – moving surely and easily, in and out. In and out. Then I let out a little gasp as she now had two fingers inside me. 

“Isn’t this much better now Sherri?” she asked. “Now that ‘m treating you the way a woman like you should be treated?” 

“Mmm” I hummed, undulating slowly, trying very hard not to appear eager.. 

“Even though you’re not plumbed like a woman, it’s still okay, huh?” Then she laughed. “You sure can blush sweetie! I can feel the heat off you! Like a little furnace!” 

Then she added. ”But don’t feel embarrassed about not being built right. I’m not either –

but look who’s here! Somebody who’ll solve ALL our problems! Why don’t you give old George a Hello kiss?" 

I was now lying flat on my back, my skirt pushed up, my panties pulled down and dangling from one foot, my legs wide apart. Jill was straddling me and I could make out Page - 25
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the head of the dildo coming slowly towards my lips even while her fingers were still inside me, driving me to distraction. My vision seemed to be distorted somehow though and my head kept shaking from side to side – as if something inside me was trying to say ‘no’ –

although my lower half was starting to writhe and my lips were involuntarily pouting and opening slightly to take the head of the dildo into my mouth. 

Jill used one of her hands to keep my head steady, and the other to gradually slide the dildo up to my waiting mouth. “Want to get it nice and moist sweetie?” she giggled. 

“Come ON now! Do it properly!” – and I started to lick and kiss it. Put my lips all the way around it – and sucked and slopped all over it! 

“Oh  THERE’S  a girl!” she crowed after a minute or two, then took it away and started adjusting something to herself. 

Then? I was effortlessly flipped over onto my face, and pulled over so that my legs were dangling over the side of the bed. Quickly then, a pillow was placed under my tummy, and Jill was now at my back, kneeling in between my legs and lifting my ass into the air a little. 

“NO!” I cried as I felt the tip of the dildo enter me. 

“Sherri? Don’t play a little cock tease with me, huh?” she said, though kindly enough. 

“Think you can give me all those flirty little looks and twitch that pretty ass of yours all night in front of me – then pretend you don’t want it? Smile honey – and meet George properly!” 

I finally had enough sense to stop fighting what she was doing to me. Felt George slide inside me slowly and slickly. Couldn’t stop myself. Let out a little moan, then started to move in the tempo that Jill was dictating. She started to move a little faster and let out noisy whoops – and before I knew it, I was squealing and squalling – though more in delight than pain if the truth be known, bucking up and down under this woman who was dominating me. Then, to my disbelief? I felt this tremendous pressure build up inside me –

unlike anything I’d ever known before – and I started ejaculating all over my skirt and the bed! 

“Oh Christ Jill! Didn’t you put a condom on her?” Laura was saying disgustedly. 

“Look at the damn mess she’s made!” Then the next thing is that Laura has a hand on my hair, pulling me up to look at her. “You’re  gonna change the bed tonight sweetie!  You’re

gonna wash the sheets – and iron them. Got it?” 

I’m lying there, face down on out marital bed. My ass is up in the air – impaled on a huge dildo that is still inserted in a young woman who is now standing between my parted legs – and all my wife can do is lecture me about making a mess of the bed! 

Then, to take the shame to a different level? Cindi comes into my view. “Oh Sherri! 

Look at your makeup!” She says, then addresses Jill. “You’ve been making her take that thing into her mouth again, haven’t you?” 

There is a brief, but significant, pause. “Maybe some other places  too?” Laura says sweetly – then roars with laughter. 

Cindi looks mortified for a second or two then starts to giggle herself. Finally, she manages to get out. “Well? I thought  that  went without saying!” And all three women go into a Page - 26
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fit of laughing, while I lie, still impaled on the bed and die a death of humiliation there, an example of a completely subjugated male. 

It had been one of the longest days of my life, and all I wanted to do was go to bed. But it turned out that I had absolutely no say in the matter. After Jill extracted herself from me, I continued to lie there, face down, feeling totally exhausted. Next thing, Jill and Laura left and Cindi started urging me to get up. “C’mon sleepyhead! Gonna lie there all night? The guys have gone out for pizza so let’s get our glad rags on before they get back?” 

The word pizza flagged my spirits immediately – it seemed ages since I’d had lunch. I was still sore, however, and very reluctant to face Cindi’s eyes, ashamed of how she’d seen me debased and humiliated. She sensed this, I think, so continued. “Look Sherri? I can understand it that you’re not feeling that hot – but you  did  come on to Jill, remember? Not only that, it’s a lesson that most girls learn pretty quickly. If you’re gonna flirt with a guy and get him randy? You’d better know when to divert his attention.” 

With that, she started stripping off her clothes! 

“What are your DOING?” I cried out. “What’ll Jill think if she comes back and finds you like this?” 

Cindi looked at me in surprise, then smiled. “She certainly doesn’t think you’re a  guy on the make for me – not now, do you think? Laura’s asked us to spend the night, so while you were having a good time with Jill?” She wagged her finger at me playfully, “You two were making a helluva racket, did you know that? Not very ladylike – but you  did  sound like a girl who was enjoying herself!” Then she continued. “I took a quick trip next door and got nightwear for both Jill and myself. Laura told me what she wanted you to wear –

so come on, let me untie that corset for you – you might have time for a quick shower before they get back!” 

What she said made sense, but I was still more than a little concerned. Cindi was trying to convince me that Jill would now see us no more than a couple of girls running around undressed? It had some logic to it – but not so much that I wanted to check out the hypoth-esis. But, still more than a little shy at revealing my naked body to Cindi I finally undressed. 

She seemed to have no compunctions in checking out my nudity. Saw my erection and got rid of it with a flick from her manicured fingernail. Had me show off my underarms and though she thought they were okay, told me that they would need to be maintained in a closer shave from then on. She shook her head at the state my pubic hair was in. (I was quite hurt by this. Laura had indicated that she’d wanted me smooth all over – and I thought I’d done a creditable job of it – little did I know!). 

I took a leisurely shower, enjoying the hot water and the scent of the soap and the powder that Cindi provided me. I wanted to demur – after all the fragrance was decidedly feminine – but with the scent of Chantilly still wafting about my body, there didn’t seem much sense in complaining. Still shy, I had dried and powdered myself inside the shower stall, but Cindi surprised me by handing me a pair of lustrous white satin panties with scads of lace. “Here. Why don’t you put these on first. I know that you’re shy about walking about nude in front of me.” 
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She was absolutely correct, so I followed her suggestion. “They’re very nice,” I admitted, stepping into them. “But I thought I was going to bed. So why am I putting panties on?” 

“Ask Laura when you see her. She told me what outfit you were to wear,” Cindi replied. “But would you get OUT of there? We don’t have all night you know!” 

She was looking wonderful herself in a teal nightgown and peignoir. She had also replenished her makeup and fixed her hair. She looked positively stunning – and I told her so. She preened a little. “Well? I just thought I’d make sure that Jill remembers who her REAL girlfriend is!” Then she giggled. “So let’s make you pretty for Laura, shall we?” 

She began by putting new breast forms on me. Up until then, I’d always just used the type that filled a bra cup, but these were attached to my chest by a special adhesive. The forms themselves were also different in that they were very flexible – almost like real flesh. 

They were also quite large and I got very embarrassed at the way they tended to flop until Cindi gave me a bra to contain them. 

“Oh! They look so real!” she enthused. “The skin tone may be a little off, but I’m sure they can fix that tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow? What are you talking about?” I asked. 

“Oh, just stop with the questions, would you?” she fussed. “Get your nightdress on!”. 

She held up the nightgown as she spoke, which immediately took my mind of the question I’d just asked. 

“Are you sure that Laura wants me to wear that?” I asked. “That was the nightgown she wore on our wedding night. I haven’t seen it since.” 

“Yes Sherri. I’m sure. Now let’s get it on – and stop all of this chatter. I want you to look especially pretty for Laura tonight.” 

I slid into the long, ermine trimmed, white satin nightdress and couldn’t stop from making a small sigh of contentment as the material slithered down over my body like silken ice. Then, I stood complacently un-resisting as Cindi held up the long sleeved, matching negligee for me to get into. Then, smiling, she fastened the tiny fasteners that enclosed the front at the breast line. 

She attached fingernails – long red ones. Then she used an electric curling machine to work some magic on my own hair this time. Pulled out a few more eyebrows. She deftly applied make up. Lipstick to match my fingernails. Muted eye shadow and blush – just a touch of mascara. Then she surprised me by producing a pair of velvet slippers that went with the outfit. I was surprised that they fitted me, because Laura doesn’t take the same size of shoe as I do, but they completed the outfit and I didn’t comment. 

She had me stand and look at myself in the full length mirror. I can’t say that I was astonished – let’s face it, I’d been changing into something more and more feminine as the day wore on – and was becoming prettier with every change. Where, before, I had probably been best described as a rather pretty male – that gender description was fast becoming totally erroneous and any indication I had of masculinity was fast being replaced by the appearance of a rather nice looking girl – totally in keeping with the glamorous outfit she was wearing. 
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I could see Cindi looking at me with a rather strange expression on her face and it somehow embarrassed me. Intimidated somewhat, I took the sides of my peignoir in my hands and twirled it gently, so that the ermine trim swung back and forward. “The fur is very pretty, but not very practical, huh?” I said. “Must have cost a bundle.” 

“As far as being practical? Would depend on what time of year the bride wore it,” she said straight-faced. “Especially if it was cold.” 

“What on earth would that have to do with it?” I asked, nonplussed. 

The sudden grin practically split her face. “Keep her  neck  warm.” She laughed as the implication in what she’d said impacted on my expression, then added “Wasn’t that a  nice idea of Laura’s to have you wear it tonight? It’s kinda cool!” She laughed even louder as I blushed furiously. 

Then I heard the door open downstairs and we immediately started down, my tummy starting to rumble at the thought of food. But as we approached the first landing I began to feel very uneasy. I couldn’t shake the feeling that someone other than Laura and Jill had come into the house as well. 

My intuition was correct – though only partially – there were actually TWO women talking quite easily to Laura. They both looked towards the door as Cindi and I came in and smiled in welcome. 

“Cindi!” they said in unison coming towards us and then “Jerry! How nice you look!” 

and I discovered myself being air-kissed by both women in greeting. It was then that I knew that I’d met them before. Just could not place them – and frozen in horror at the idea of two new women being aware of my new identity, couldn’t get my brain to function enough to figure out where I’d met them before. 

The elder of the two was probably in her mid forties. Pleasant features, conservatively dressed in a tailored skirt suit and blouse. Blonde hair. Well manicured fingers. Unobtru-sive jewelry at her neck, wrists, earlobes, and fingers – but with the glow of real money there. 

The younger lady was in a shirtwaist dress. Nice legs showing. Dark, shoulder length hair. Very little makeup, but had a sharp, intelligent look to her. Nice teeth that were smiling. No jewelry other than a wedding ring and plain gold hoop earrings. “You don’t remember us, do you Jerry?” she said. 

Cindi put a comforting arm around my shoulder. “He’s just probably too shy to tell you that he prefers to be called Sherri now. Isn’t that true, sweetie?” 

“Nah. Don’t think so.” Laura said. “He only met them for a few seconds, that time I gave them a tour of the office. That it, honeybunch? Anyway, it’s Dr. Mills and Rose. Both from Domanon.” 

“Oh! Please let’s not be so formal,” the elder lady said before I could ask what Domanon was. “Please call me Judith” 

“Hi Judith, Hi Rose” I said, even more humiliated now at the thought of them having known me as a male. 
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Jill came into the room from the dining room. “Okay ladies. The table’s set and pizza now awaits. Sherri, Cindi? Will you two girls pour the wine? Do something rather than stand there looking glamorous?” 

The excuse to do something energized me and, thankfully, I joined Cindi in pouring the wine and getting napkins that Jill had (like a man, naturally) forgot. Both of our guests declined offers of the pizza, but accepted our offer of wine. As the remaining four of us fell on the pizza like ravening dogs, they settled back in their chairs and smiled at us as we gorged ourselves – not maintaining much of a conversation I’m afraid. 

But, as the pizza disappeared, I suddenly discovered that my friends and wife were disappearing as well, leaving me alone with the two women who suggested that, once I was finished, we move back into the living room for a chat. Nervously, I stood and suggested that I go and get the others, but Judith laid a warm soft hand on my arm. “We don’t really  need  them, do we darling?” 

“No . . But . .” I faltered. 

“Very well then, why don’t you come along with us. You’re not  frightened  of us, surely?” she said lightly as she started to lead me towards the living room. 

“Frightened? Ha Ha. Of course not!” I said, though even I could hear a faint tremor in my voice and my laughter sounded decidedly forced. 

But then I found the three of us all sitting on the living room sofa, with me in the middle. Judith brought out a notebook and gold pencil from her handbag. Opened up the notebook and read what was written there, then looked up. “You don’t mind answering a few questions, do you Sherri?” 

“About what?” I said, feeling even more intimidated than I had been. 

She didn’t answer my question. “When did you start wanting to be called Sherri? Isn’t Gerald – or Jerry, your real name?” she said. 

“Sherri? Well it wasn’t me that started . . well . . Laura - . . Just in fun? It was  her! She started calling me . .” I babbled. 

Judith patted my arm and, obviously trying to calm me said “There, there. No need to be nervous dear. That’s an  absolutely  gorgeous nightgown and peignoir set you have on Sherri. Where did you buy it?” 

“Me? Buy it? Ha Ha! It’s  Laura’s! She wore it on our wedding night!” 

“But  you’re  wearing it now. Do you feel pretty in it? Feel like a bride?” She asked then stroked the material suggestively. Then, to my astonishment, looked me straight in the eye

– and stroked my breast! “Your breasts feel lovely and soft. I’ll bet you just love them, huh?” she cooed. 

I couldn’t answer her. My brain seemed to be frozen but, as I struggled to formulate a reply, Rose spoke “Have you  always  wanted to be a girl?” she asked at exactly that moment. 

“Huh? Wanted to be a girl? No! I never . .” 
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“It’s all  right  Sherri! We understand!” Judith said quietly from the other side of me, still lightly stroking me. “Tell us all about it. When was the first time you wore your sister’s clothes?” 

“Sister? Marsha? I never wore her clothes!” 

“Of course you didn’t!” Rose said soothingly. “What boy wants to put on his sister’s dresses!” Then, she added “Your mother’s panties then?” she asked gently. “Did they feel nice the first time you put them on?” 

I was almost at the point of weeping. “Marsha was too small. Never wore my mummy’s clothes either . .” 

“Mummy? Is that what you call your mother?” Judith asked quickly. “Don’t you think that is rather juvenile?” 

“Aha!” Rose interjected. “She ever dress you up in pretty little party dresses? Force you to play house with your little girl friends?” 

“NO!” I wailed. “She never!” 

Rose sighed, as if disappointed with me. “When you were off in college then. Did you ever dream of joining a sorority? Having parties with the other girls?” 

Judith made a tutting sound. “Rose? I don’t think we’re going to get any true responses from Sherri here. She’s just going to sit here in her pretty nightgown and prevaricate and obfuscate. I think we can close up shop and go home!” With that, she snapped her book shut with an aggravated thud. 

“Oh Judith! Don’t be so impatient!” Ruth chided her, then spoke to me. “It’s just that . . 

well? Laura will be SO disappointed in you!” 

“Might put you over her knees! Give you a good paddling! I know that  I  would!” Judith said briskly. 

“Laura? Disappointed? I haven’t done anything . .” I faltered. “And honestly? I’m not lying . I just don’t understand what . . . .” 

Rose stroked my thigh – and the touch was SO erotic. I was thankful for the heavy weight of the satin garments I was wearing – they managed to disguise my erection very well. She spoke softly to me. “Sherri? A little while ago you were asking what Domanon meant. Well, I don’t have the time to go into any details just now, but just let’s say that we’re an organization who are experts in gender difficulties. Laura has hired us – and one of the things she wanted from us was an investigation into what drives you...” 

“Wants to make  you  happy,” Judith interjected. 

“Yes.” Rose agreed. “And that’s why we’re trying to identify what exactly started you off wanting to be a girl.” She smiled. “Find your personal hot buttons, so to speak.” 

“But I never really wanted to be a girl,” I said. Then seeing Judith’s disappointed face close up, scrambled to say something that would please her – so added. “Well maybe I had some sort of internal desire – that I didn’t know about?” I felt much better as her glower lessened and a speculative look came into her eyes. 
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“Ah!” Rose exclaimed. “You didn’t uncover this desire to become a woman until you got married. That it?” 

It wasn’t exactly the terms that I’d have used, but a little scared of what Laura might do if she thought I hadn’t cooperated with these two women, I nodded thoughtfully. “Might have been about that time,” I said. 

“Mmm! Tell us about your wedding night,” Judith said, opening her notebook again. 

“Don’t be shy. Laura has already given us all the data, we just want to hear  your  version of it.” 

And somehow, I’m not sure of how it actually came about, I found myself reclining back into Rose, one of her arms embracing me around my shoulders with her hand lightly tracing my breasts, the other running feather-light fingertips up and down my thighs – all of this while Judith gradually drew out from me the humiliation of my wedding night and my increased subjugation to Laura – and, to my shame, the details of what had transpired earlier on that day. 

“So? Failing as a husband, you decided to take over the female role. That of the wife?” 

Judith asked. 

“Well, I wouldn’t put it exactly that way,” I protested sleepily. 

“No? Don’t you now do all of the housework? The laundry? The cooking?” 

“Yeah – well – I guess so.” 

“And? Who would you say is the boss around here?” 

“Our marriage is more like a partnership!” I protested drowsily. 

“An equal partnership?” 

“Yes. Of course!” 

“She ever spanked you?” 

“Just once or twice. And only when I deserved it!” 

“How many times have  you  spanked  her?” 

I couldn’t help it. Giggled. “Me? Spank Laura?” Giggled again. 

“C’mon Sherri,” Rose spoke for the first time in a while. “Don’t you see? You’ve been gradually becoming Laura’s wife for some time now. A perfect example of the little woman. C’mon now – admit it!” 

She said this in such a reasonable tone, and in such a logical manner, that it seemed ridiculous to argue. I just had to nod in agreement. 

Judith broke into the conversation again. “And now, tonight? You going to be Laura’s bride?” 

“Huh?” 

“You don’t see this as being the logical conclusion to your quest to become a woman? 

You’ve got yourself almost lovely. You’re in the closest thing to a wedding dress imaginable. Perhaps you wanted to prepare yourself for this by allowing Jill to make love to you tonight . .” 
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“What are you  talking  about?” I said, almost shouting. “Are you NUTS?”. But that reaction seemed to have exhausted me. I felt myself falling back into Rose’s embrace She shrugged. “So earlier on tonight? Jill actually raped you then? You fought her tooth and nail?” 

“No. I can’t say that. Not really.” 

“So there was  some  level of consent on your part?” 

I sighed. “Not really. It was just that . . ” My voice trailed off. 

“So you see where we’re coming from? You’ve been wanting to become a woman for some time – and now you’ve almost reached your goal. You’ve dressed yourself. Made yourself up. Put perfume on. Did your hair. You seduced Jill into penetrating you tonight. 

.” 

“Why . . why . . on earth would I do that?” I asked helplessly. 

Rose took another turn at speaking. “Sherri? You failed miserably in acting the male part in the marriage on your wedding night. Maybe you didn’t want to fail at playing the female. Maybe you wanted to make sure you would please Laura –  this  time?” 

I was having a terrible time keeping my eyes open, but looked at the two women, gaz-ing at me intently now. “Yes Rose? I think Sherri sees what we’re getting at now, don’t you dear?” Judith said. 

“I’m . . I’m . . not sure.” I faltered, sensing Rose’s hands busier at caressing me now. 

“We just wanted to make sure that you’ll try your very best to please Laura when you go to bed tonight. You wouldn’t want her to suffer  another  disappointment, would you?” 

“Oh no. I wouldn’t want to disappoint Laura. Not ever again,” I said, sure of myself again even though I seemed to be speaking from out of a thick fog. 

“That’s a girl! Gonna lube yourself up all nice for her – and be the sweet little bride that you’ve always wanted to be? Isn’t that right Sherri? Promise?” 

“Lube myself? Oh dear! I don’t think I want to do anything like  that!” I complained weakly. 

“Oh Judith! You’ve embarrassed poor Sherri!” Rose said. “Look at her blush!” 

“Well, it IS something I’d never . .” I mumbled. 

“That’s all right dear,” she continued. “Why don’t you let Cindi and I act as your bridesmaids, and help you get ready for bed? I can see that you’re very tired, so why don’t you just come along with me now.” 

“Eh . .Eh . .Eh .” I stammered but was totally powerless in resisting her suggestion. 

Within minutes, I was being led upstairs by Cindi and her, into my bedroom. 

There, I had my peignoir removed then, while Rose held the skirts of my nightgown up, Cindi pulled my panties down and, very delicately, applied lubricant to my anus. 

Then, after my panties and nightgown were re-arranged, a circlet of flowers with a short veil was pinned into my hair and I was led to the bed. The covers and sheets were pulled back and after I sat on the bed, Rose removed my slippers and humming happily, the two Page - 33
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women had me get in between the sheets, then packed pillows at my back so that I could sit there in comfort then finally pulled the sheets and covers up over my legs. 

“What a lovely bride!” Cindi said. 

“Yes. Lovely!” Rose agreed, then called out loudly. “Fellas? Judith? The bride is ready!” 

The door opened and Laura entered, followed by Jill and Judith. Laura smiled at me as she removed her dark red robe to reveal dark blue pajamas – with a huge bulge showing under the pants. “Hello my darling Sherri,” she said. “Sherri my sweet bride” 

And the smiling women crowded around the bed, applauding, as she came into bed with me. 

I did protest, but only in a weak fashion as Laura fondled me into a highly sexual state, but it was more the fact that the others didn’t go away that caused my discomfort. They pulled up chairs and sat there watching the proceedings, chatting quietly to each other –

and even Laura sometimes – as she gradually worked me into a face down position with pillows under my tummy. 

“There, there my little sweetie pie! Relax.  RELAX! Laura’s not going to hurt her girl. 

Trust me!” she said as I felt something tentatively prod my anus. 

Next, laughing throatily, she got out of bed and pulled my legs sideways until only the upper part of my torso was actually supported by the bed. Then she pulled my panties down and off, spread my legs and stepped in between them. She leaned over and whispered softly in my ear. “Never realized it before Sherri, but you DO have the most delight-fully soft, girlish, ass. Wasn’t it nice of Jill to unlock it for me? Now let’s see. Where was I? 

Oh  yes!” 

This time, there was nothing tentative about the tip of the dildo. It was a half inch or more inside me very quickly – then slowly, as I gasped underneath her, it forced its way in, obviously eased by the lubricant and the fact that I had definitely learned to relax. 

So, for some period of time – I’m not sure how long, I lay there in my wedding night satin finery while my wife humped me up the ass while four other women sat there ob-serving every move that was made, applauding enthusiastically as I suffered the ultimate debasement. When she finally withdrew she gave me a sharp slap on my bare backside that was still stuck up in the air. 

“Cover yourself up bitch! Have you no shame lying there like a trollop in front of my friends?” 

I squealed as she hit me again, harder. “Get into bed!” she ordered and, obediently, I rearranged my nightgown, took off my veil and circlet of flowers (which were all askew) and too ashamed to meet anyone’s eyes, slid back into bed. I was asleep before Laura finished talking to the other women. 

* * *

The following morning was also hugely embarrassing, though in an entirely different way. Judith and Rose were long gone leaving only Laura, myself, Jill and Cindi. Laura an-Page - 34
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nounced that she and Jill would be responsible for the bride and bridesmaid breakfast – so that all Cindi and I had to do was keep ourselves beautiful. 

In the cold light of day I was totally ashamed of my behavior the preceding day and yet, there seemed to be no way out of what was now becoming an established  fact.  There was no longer any feeling that a play was being performed around me. The scene, if any, was now fixed. I was now Laura’s wife – and any coercion that may have been needed before was no longer necessary. So I sat there in my bridal trousseau while Cindi chattered

‘girl things’ at me, Laura constantly hugging and kissing me – and calling me ‘sweetie’ and

‘my little wifie’, and Jill looking at me with no interest whatsoever now. Whatever had been needed to put me in my appropriate domestic status had been accomplished. I was now in it – and permanently, it seemed. 

Nonetheless, I was surprised when Laura notified me that Cindi was taking me to the mall that day. 

“What for? ” I asked innocently enough. 

“What else sweetie? Clothes! Think I want to have my girl with nothing decent to wear?” 

“Clothes?” I asked dully, finally seeing what the life stretching before me (or so I thought) was coming to because of my spineless behavior. 

“Of course! And makeup – and maybe some jewelry? Maybe even a makeover?” She added the last with a sly glance towards Cindi, but Cindi just looked as if butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth and ignored the comment. 

My sense of unreality wasn’t diminished any when it turned out that I was to go with Cindi in my male clothes, but still wearing my attached breasts – and a bra (naturally) and panties, garter belt and nylons. No makeup. 

“But why the stockings?” I moaned. 

“You going to buy shoes while you’re wearing ugly, thick, men’s socks?” 

“Shoes?” 

“Of course silly!” 

“But I’ll look weird!” I protested. 

“Darling? Maybe!” Laura comforted me with an arm around my shoulders. “But it’s only this once - and your only proper clothes that you bought yesterday are all crumpled and dirty looking. I don’t want my new bride to be embarrassed like that. And don’t you see? You’ll  have  to wear your breast forms if you’re picking nice blouses or dresses to wear. 

If you don’t wear you’re your forms? The clothes you buy probably won’t fit, and you don’t want that, surely. So you don’t really have much choice in the matter, do you?” 

The hint of iron in her voice was enough warning. “No Laura. I guess I don’t.” I said weakly. “But can’t I take these off?” waving my scarlet faux nails in front of her. 

“Now dear, you’re being ridiculous! Didn’t you just hear me say that you’re scheduled for a makeover? That’ll include a manicure and pedicure. Doesn’t it make sense to let the professionals  take care of your nails when you get there?” 
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Under Cindi’s control – well okay, it may have  looked  like a couple walking along arm in arm, but there wasn’t any question of who was leading and who following – the two of us entered the mall fairly early that morning, just as most of the stores were opening. I was very conscious of the fact that my nylons could be seen between the bottom of my pant legs and the tops of my shoes. My scarlet nails were a major cause for concern as well, though it was reasonably easy to keep them hidden from view – well at least as long as I wasn’t distracted.. It wasn’t long, however, before these concerns became academic – by that time I had a LOT more to concern myself with. 

In the first store we entered Cindi had me buy a flashy, transparent, vinyl raincoat. I was embarrassed at the attention I received when I was trying on various sizes to ensure a proper fit. Having to take of my jacket to ensure a proper fit, my breasts became visible immediately. The salesgirl who assisted me seemed nonplussed at first, but once she saw my nails and my nylons, she just grinned a little to herself, then settled down in helping me pick a ‘suitable’ coat. Both she and I were surprised when Cindi instructed her to put it in a shopping bag, then took a hold of my arm

“Come over here darling. There’s a new style of jacket that I’m sure will look  lovely  on you!” 

When we left the store, I was wearing a hot pink, shorty, swagger type jacket – with a lime green chiffon scarf around my neck as an accessory. If I say that a man wearing that kind of outfit draws more than his fair share of attention, I would not be exaggerating at all, trust me. The jacket I’d been wearing was relegated to a trash bin. 

At our next stop, I stood helplessly by as Cindi and another saleslady picked out handbags for me – and then had me try on shoes. “Just throw these old shoes of his away – he won’t be wanting them any more, will you darling?” Cindi said as she paid for the purchases. We left that store with me in black strappy shoes, with two and a half inch heels. A black patent leather clutch bag under my arm. The important contents of my wallet were now in a purse inside the handbag and my wallet (naturally) thrown away. 

Now, of course, the fact that I was wearing nylons was blatantly obvious. On top of that, having to carry the handbag made it more difficult to hide my nails. I tried to hide my hands inside the pockets of my jacket, but Cindi wouldn’t let me so that now at least one of my hands was far more visible to anyone interested enough to look – and more than one lady was interested. I got lots of quizzical glances shot at me from arched eyebrows as I was led through the mall. I felt as if I were shrinking in size and in personality. Cindi seemed to feel this as well as she now steered me from store to store, no longer pretending to be oblivious to by blushes and making it extremely obvious that any ‘suggestions’ she made were, in fact, commands that I had to obey. 

Finally, seeing my reflection in the windows of the shops that we passed, it dawned on me that there was no way out for me. I was going to be feminized and there was no doubt about it. It was obvious that my half of one gender, half of the other, appearance was attracting a lot more attention than I cared for. It was time for me to bite the bullet. Get the whole mess over and done with. “Can we get me some proper clothes now Cindi?” I asked meekly. 
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“Why, of  course  we can, Sherri!” she said beaming. “You DO mean dresses and stuff like that, don’t you? Nice pretty, girl clothes? That’s what you want, right?” 

I’d made the mistake of asking her while close to a group of women and although I’d spoken quietly her answer was loud enough for them to hear and I blushed gloriously as they cast amused glances in our direction as they heard her words. Then, an apologetic look came into her eyes. “I’m sorry Sherri. I guess that Laura’s right after all.” 

“Right? Right about what?” I asked. 

We were just passing a fountain that pulsated water prettily up into the air and made lovely liquid noises. Cindi took a hold of my arms and pulled me down to sit on an orna-mental bench. “Listen Sherri. Laura used to be a reasonable human being. Now? I see her doing things to you that make me wonder . . .” 

“Huh? What are you talking about?” I said huffily. 

Her eyes widened and she sat back against the bench backing. “You mean you don’t know? She’s saying that she’s become almost addicted to humiliating you – and she says that a large part of the blame with this lies with  you! That she’s just doing to you what you need!” 

I exhaled noisily and indignantly through my nostrils. “Cindy! I don’t know what you’re going on about! What do you mean?” 

She shook her head as if to clear it, thought for a second, then answered. “Look! Yesterday? Let’s just assume for the moment that you were manipulated – and look at what she did to you.” She started ticking off her fingers as she made her points. “One! She stood there and told two other women about your life together! How you’d been worthless as a man! How she’d started looking upon you as a WOMAN! Didn’t that humiliate you?” 

I started to answer, but couldn’t, as my tongue seemed thick and my mouth terribly dry. Cindy waited for a second, then tapped her finger again. “Two! She made you go down on me – and perform like a woman! What about  that?” 

I looked down at my feet. 

“Three! She had Jill fuck you up the ass!” She paused for a second then, nothing being said, ticked her finger one last time. 

“FOUR! She dressed you in white. Put you in a veil and fucked you up the ass  herself! 

Made you her  bride  for Christ’s sake!” 

“I don’t know what you’re getting at! What do you expect me to say, huh?” I finally retorted, almost weeping. “You trying to say that all of these things are what  I  wanted?” 

She thought for a second. “You know? I’ve always thought that I was a fairly decent person. Okay, I prefer the company of women to men, but that’s my own business, nobody else’s. You must have seen it yesterday, surely, but . .” 

“Seen what?” I interrupted. 

She sighed noisily. “Forget making assumptions about being manipulated! You were set up for Christ’s sake! The whole thing from me meeting you in Victoria’s Secret until now, if you want to know. Even the girl that served you there? She was in on it as well! 

Gonna say you didn’t think about how the clothes that you bought for Laura fitted  you  so Page - 37
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well? And all that bullshit with Laura and Jill kicking up such a fuss about you coming on to ME? A little sissy like you? They couldn’t keep a straight face, either one of them – were practically laughing in your face. You being so scared of Jill giving you a beating that you admitted buying those clothes for yourself? Good God! Give me a break!” 

Somehow, what she was saying made sense in a way, but I shook my head. “Well maybe it was a set up, like you say. But why are you telling me all this now. What does it have to do with me  needing  to be humiliated?” 

She cocked her head. “Like I was saying? I’ve always thought of myself as being a fairly decent human being. Now I find myself in the process of embarrassing you and putting you down – and gradually enjoying it more and more! I don’t want to get into the kind of mind set that Laura is talking about! Don’t you see? It’s like that old saying about power corrupting. Because you go along with all the indignities that are being piled on you, it’s just SO appealing to bully you more and more!” 

“But what am I supposed to do?” I whined. 

“If you’re not man enough to stand up for yourself? You might want to run away. Get out of Dodge while the going’s good. I don’t really know what Laura has in mind for you today, but I’d bet she’s gonna keep escalating and escalating what’s getting done to you! 

You don’t disappear or start fighting back? It’ll get worse. I’d  bet  on it.” 

I’ll admit it. Her words were actually starting to scare, as well as embarrass, me. “But Cindy? I’ve no money or credit cards any more. No way I can get money out of the house on quick notice. . .” 

“You’ve still got keys to the office, don’t you?” she replied with some impatience starting to show in her voice. 

“Yeah, but what good would they do?” 

“Don’t you still keep that big petty cash drawer? That could get you by for a while . .” 

“But that would be  stealing! And Laura would be awfully mad!” I gasped. 

She didn’t reply for a second, just stared into my eyes. Her face lost the impatience it had started to show and was replaced by a maternal expression. She then took me by the arm and helped raise me up from the bench. “Okay, Dearie! Let’s go and get your ears pierced, shall we?” she said. 

“Do I have to, Cindy?” I asked meekly. 

“Why, of course, Sherri! You want to look your prettiest for Laura, don’t you?” 

I didn’t answer, but with her arm linked to mine, felt myself being gently led through the mall to a chain outlet for jewelry. 

It was a man that did the piercing, with a strange little gun-like thing. Surprisingly it hardly hurt at all. He didn’t comment when Cindy told him what I was to have done, simply used a little white gun sort of thing to put two holes in each lobe, then three up the sides of each ear.. Then he asked me to stick my tongue out. 

“What for?” I asked nervously. 

He didn’t answer, just pursed his lips and looked at Cindi. 
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“Sherri? Don’t make a pest of yourself. Just do as the man says,” she said impatiently. 

I stuck my tongue out. “Just hold it there,” he said. “This’ll just take a second.” He then squirted the tip of my tongue with something that didn’t taste but had a sort of chemical smell to it. Seconds later I had no feeling in the area he’d just sprayed. 

When we left the store, I was resplendent with small hoop earrings in the lobes of my ears and bright studs in the upper sides. I also had a gold stud fixed into the tip of my tongue. It felt awful and even I had to laugh when I heard the nonsensical noise I made when I tried to talk at first. 

I was glad to finally end up in Victoria’s Secret again to buy my lingerie. This time, there was no question about who the clothes we were buying were for. The girl who had served me before was openly leering at me as she made suggestions for what would look good on me. She laughed openly when I tried to speak. The anesthetic having worn off, I now could only lisp effeminately, the tongue stud seeming to rattle against my teeth. I started to ignore her comments, but once when Cindy had gone to the Ladies, she pinched me hard. “You answer when I talk to you, you little pansy! Got it?” When I nodded, she patted me on the ass. 

When Cindy returned she seemed surprised at my willingness to “wisp” and giggle with the salesgirl as we worked our way through the lingerie racks, but I think she may have had a very good idea of what had transpired in her absence. 

After a few more boutiques I had a fairly extensive wardrobe. It may sound as if I’m out of my mind, but it wasn’t until a saw the skirts, blouses, dresses, and sweaters gradually accumulating that I knew my days of dressing as a male were over. When I finally re-ported to the beauty salon my last male attire was long gone and I was now in a flirty little floral sun dress with white sandals with a three inch heel and a white handbag to match. 

Apart from my lack of makeup, I garnered very few looks now – I was simply another young woman out shopping in the mall. My hair wasn’t particularly girlish, but it was long enough and asexual enough in style that it wasn’t altogether out of place. 

Elaine, the owner of the salon welcomed us both. “Ah!” she exclaimed coming forward to meet us. “Is  this  the little sissy Sherri I’ve heard so much about? My! Aren’t you  pretty!” 

She gave me a hug, then stood back. “But just you wait until my girls are finished with you! you’ll be  gorgeous! Come on now, Dearie. Lots to do!” Then she called out “Mandy? 

Steffi? Your client is here!” 

As this took place in a sort of ante-room to the store, there were a number of women close by – a couple of girls, who to my embarrassment, worked for me – or Laura, I should say. Naturally, they heard every word that Elaine uttered and a flicker of amused interest crossed their faces. I prayed inwardly that they wouldn’t recognize me but, naturally, keeping my eyes firmly pointed downwards, I could neither affirm or deny as to whether my prayers had been answered or not. 

My attention being diverted, I actually jumped when hands took my upper arms and I found two large, strapping women, one at either side of me. Both had upswept platinum blonde hair and were quite hard looking . Neither of them could possibly have been accused of going too light on the makeup, if you know what I mean. Both wore purple satin Page - 39
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smocks, tight to their bodies to show their magnificent breasts, and tight, short, black skirts of some shiny material

The truly intimidating factor, however, was their height. Okay, I’m certainly not tall, but even in my heels, both of those girls towered over me – and I noticed with some dismay that both wore relatively flat shoes with practically no heel whatsoever. They showed their teeth – to call them smiling would be not altogether factual – predatory teeth-showing would be a lot more accurate. 

“Hi sweetie! I’m Steffi.” The first one said. 

“And I’m Mandy!” the other added, then turned to her cohort. “Isn’t he just the cutest little thing? I just can’t  wait  to get started!” 

“Well than? What’s stopping us? Come ON Sherri! Bet you can’t wait either, can you?” 

Steffi said sharply. 

In an effort to get on their side, I tried to nod agreeably, but frankly, neither of them were now paying the slightest attention to me, and I found myself being practically lifted off my feet and hustled into a back room. 

“I’ll be back to pick you up later Sherri!” I heard Cindi call at my back, but didn’t have time to answer. 

“Okay girlie! Get your clothes off and this on!” Steffi commanded, handing me a short pink, nylon, tunic with a loose fitting gold nylon belt inserted into the loops. 

“And put these on your feet,” Mandy said, giving me a pair of what looked like pink woolen booties. “We don’t want your tootsies getting cold, do we?” 

“Take my clothes off?” I asked, suddenly shivering for no discernible reason. 

“Yes! And get a move on!” Mandy barked. “We don’t have ALL day!” 

“ALL of my clothes?” I quavered. 

“Sweet Jesus!” Steffi growled. “YES!” 

“Okay. I’m sorry!” I said, frightened out of my wits now. Then I paused. 

“Well? What are you waiting for, Christmas?” Mandy snorted. 

“I thought you ladies were leaving?” I answered helplessly. 

“C’mere!” Steffi said, then started unbuttoning my dress at the back. “You’d think he had something we’d never seen before!” she grated to Mandy. 

“Yeah! But just LOOK at his pretty undies!” Mandy said as Steffi pulled my dress down, a hint of jealousy in her voice. “Honestly! I don’t know how those sissies manage it! 

Would you just LOOK at the lace detail on his panties!” With that, she gave me a smart slap on my rear end, which was now completely exposed. “I hope you appreciate what Laura does for you!” 

“Pweath Steffi? Pweath Mandy? Pweath don’t?” I pleaded as they started in on removing my lingerie. 
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“Oh just shut up!” they said in almost perfect unison, removing what was left of my clothes, item by item until I stood completely nude, scared and trembling, my hands crossed over my genitals. 

“There! That wasn’t so bad, was it?” Steffi asked handing me the pink smock and laughing as I hurriedly put it on. 

“Notice how quickly he put that on?” she added. “These sissies just LOVE anything pink. Ever noticed that Mandy? Just couldn’t wait to put that nice smock on, could he?” 

“Oh, he’s a sissy all right – but did you notice his tiny little prick when he was doing it?” Mandy replied. “Standing at attention so it was! Here Sherri, take your hands away and show Steffi what a big boy you are!” 

A sharp spank on my ass made me move my hands and reveal my erection. Both women giggled, mocking the size of it. “Amazing! They just adore being bossed around by big dominant women like us!” Steffi sniggered putting her hand softly on top of my prick and fondling me. “Isn’t that so, wittle Sherry?” 

They both howled when I blushed and lisped “Yeth I gueth tho.” 

“Okay Sugar Plum! Up onto the table with you,” Steffi said putting her hands under my armpits and lifting me easily so that I sat on the edge of a long table. 

“Now just scoot round like a good girlie and lie flat down and spread your arms. 

There! Isn’t she just the nicest, most docile little thing Steffi?” Mandy added.. 

Then one of them on each side of the table, affixed something to my wrists, then spread my legs and did the same to my ankles. Horrified, I realized that I was now lying flat on my back, effectively bound to the table and could barely move. I stared up at the two women, now beaming down possessively at me. Was embarrassed once more when they simply untied the sash of my tunic and pushed it away to one side, baring my front completely, but said nothing. 

I stayed quiet, even after they used some remote control to crank the table to a vertical position and saw the full length mirror facing me. And then, Sherri on my left, Mandy on my right, they sprayed some foamy gel under my arms – and started shaving me clean! 

I wanted to complain at first because Laura had made me shave myself there for some time, but then I realized that experts were shaving me. When they finished, the rubbed some scented lotion there – then Mandy started trimming and shaping my pubic hair –

around my erection! Speechlessly, I watched as she formed it into a distinctively recogniz-able heart shape! 

After this, they snorted disparagingly and removed my false fingernails and used alco-hol or something to clean off the adhesive that had been used. Then, they gave me a wax job! It hurt and I’m pretty sure they took delight in hearing me squeal, especially when they did my thighs. They had no mercy, though they did work in the sweet smelling lotion afterwards that eased the stinging considerably. 

Suddenly Laura was there! She looked so lovely! Smiled so tenderly at me. “Hi Sherri. 

Enjoying yourself?” She didn’t wait for an answer, turning to Steffi instead. “She’s not giving you any trouble, is she?” 
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“Trouble? Sherri? Of course not! She’s as sweet as can be, isn’t she Mandy?” 

Mandy stepped back, admiring her handiwork. “Oh yes Laura. You’ve certainly trained him right!” Then she giggled. “What am I  saying! I meant SHE!” 

“Look what I’ve brought for you Sherri! Don’t you just love them?” Laura said this holding up a pair of weird looking things. It took me a few seconds to realize that the were breast forms. 

“Yes! I think she’s always been jealous of my large tits,” Laura laughed. “Thought I’d give him a try at these. Have him see how much  fun  it is to have them! Let’s get them on him, shall we?” 

It turned out that she’d brought a bra as well, so I had my wrists released, my tunic removed, then the bra put on. They used a hi-liter to make tiny indexing marks around the bra cups, then removed the bra. Then they placed the breasts hard up against my chest. 

“Aren’t you going to use an adhesive?” Laura asked. 

“Nah,” Mandy replied. “This type have a special adhesive that’s activated by Sherri’s body temperature. Ask Elaine. She’ll have some of the solution that you’ll need to use to get them off though. ”There, all done!" She said placing my arms back on the table and restraining them again. 

Laura was studying my genital area. “You know how I wanted yellow for his pubes? 

I’ve changed my mind. That pink tunic looks so good on him – can you match it?” 

“Sure. No problem,” Mandy answered. 

“Great!” Laura said. Then she frowned a little. “Sherri? I don’t think you’ve been moisturizing your skin.” 

“But I have, Wauwa!” I said in self defense. 

“Don’t argue with me Sherri! Even though,” she laughed, “you sound SO cute!” 

I knew enough to shut up. 

“I can go get some lotion from the other room,” Steffi offered. 

“Nah. Not necessary,” Laura said, coming forward had gently wrapping her fingers about my cock. “Come for Laura, pretty Sherri,” she suggested soothingly, then started stroking me gently as I writhed helplessly under her commanding, but oh so smooth, fingers. 

“Oh my! Would you look at those breasts bobble and bounce! Whhhoooo!” Steffi laughed. 

“I think you’re going to strike oil any second,” Mandy joked as I started to undulate. 

“Yes. Think I am, ” Laura sniggered. “ Look – a little gusher!" 

She caught my ejaculate in the palm of her hand then, using the tips of her fingers of the other, proceeded to work it like a lotion into my face. I started to cry, finally, the tears of humiliation running down my face. “Too late for moisturizing your face that way sissy,” she joked. And continued for a little while longer. Then she looked at her hands. 

“Look at what you’ve made me do, you silly sissy! Got my hands all icky! You sorry?” 
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“Yeth Wauwa I’m thorry!” I said. 

“Very good! Now show Laura how sorry you are,” she said, sticking her palm up to my face. “Why don’t you lick it nice and clean, huh?” 

She giggled as I obeyed her. “Oh my goodness! That stud in your tongue! Feels weird! 

Just can’t wait until you go down on me the next time!” she giggled, then pushed the fingertips she’d used into my mouth. “Now why don’t you suck and lick them too – like a good little pussy.” 

“You just called your husband a pussy!” Mandy chortled. “Doesn’t he object?” 

“My  husband?” Laura responded. “Well I guess that up until last night he did qualify as the man in the house. But after he put on a white satin nightie and a veil and put on his makeup? I just couldn’t resist it – made him my bride – didn’t I sweet thing?” 

I didn’t answer. “Her  bride?” Steffi leered at me. 

“Oh yes! Right up his plump little ass,” Laura said, then kissed me. “You really liked that bit, didn’t you Sherri?” 

I simply nodded – anything to acknowledge that she had spoken. And to indicate oth-erwise I’d learned was just going to generate new problems for me. 

Just then, a woman with a white coat - something like a doctor’s, came in. “Hi Laura. 

This your little sissy?” she asked, coming over and peering at me through her glasses. She didn’t wait for an answer just used her fingers to pinch my lips together and peer at the results myopically through thick glasses. “Good!” she said. “Get the table horizontal, would you girls?” 

I don’t know why I got so terrified immediately. She was very distant in her manner and went to a table where some instruments were laid out. Once I was lying horizontally again, she came over to where I lay. “Close you mouth, Dearie, and don’t open it until I tell you. Got it?” 

I did as she said, then nodded. She put a hand over my eyes, to protect them just in case, then used a small spray can to spray my lips – it reminded me of the stuff the guy had used on my tongue. In a little while my lips were numb. 

I could feel my eyes grow big in my head as she came back with a hypodermic needle, but truthfully, didn’t feel a thing. It seemed that she’d make one or two injections, then stand back and wait for a minute or two, then repeat the process. Finally, she called Laura over to see what she’d done. It was Laura’s turn to open her eyes wide – but with delight. 

“Oh doc! She looks just YUMMY now!” 

I wasn’t to see the results for another hour or so. Laura left shortly after ‘doc’ and left me to the tender (hah!) mercies of the two Amazons who were now really getting into the swing of tormenting “their’ little sissy. 

I had my eyebrows trimmed. Shaved – with the tiniest imaginable razor – then waxed. 

I was turned to lie face down on the table – and had my nether parts waxed. Something that I thought I’d become accustomed to – but still evoked the occasional feminine scream

– which would then result in a hard spank to my ass, and remarks regarding my

‘sissyhood’. 

Page - 43

UTTER DEBASEMENT

BY TIFFANY MELLIS

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

I was too exhausted to examine my reflection when I was finally allowed to shower. 

The steam in the bathroom also delayed a similar examination – but regardless of how tired I was, standing in front of the two women while they ‘tinted’ my new breast forms to match my natural skin tone, earned me a few mocking comments. 

I’d been distressed by the behavior of my breasts. They flopped. They wobbled. They seemed awfully heavy! I was SO grateful when the women were finished with me and I was allowed to put a bra on – it made such a difference. SUCH a relief! Then, to my shame, Steffi masturbated me by simply enfolding me in her embrace, stroking my penis in a business like manner and catching what little ejaculate I pumped out in her hand. I cringed, thinking she was then going to humiliate me in the same fashion as Laura had, but she simply wiped her hand on some towels. “Your prick is really too tiny to worry about – but we can’t be having all those ladies see it sticking up under your skirt, can we?” she asked in a reasonable tone of voice. 

Intimidated and tired enough to sleep, I simply shook my head, not really understanding what ladies she had alluded to. 

“I think little sissy needs a nap. Been a busy day for you, huh?” she then asked. 

I couldn’t help it. My eyes filled with tears at the kind warmth in her voice. “There there,” she said. “Just one other thing and you can have a little sleep. “ Upsa daisy!” With that, she lifted me up to sit on the table again. “Now Sherri? If you’ll just lie back down and spread your legs again, I promise not to hurt you and this’ll only take a minute, so I don’t need the ankle restraints, do I?” 

Thankfully, my eyes already closing sleepily, I did as she had suggested. “And now that your little pee-pee has got sleepy, we’ll put him to bed too, huh?” she whispered, gently taking my testicles in her hand. 

“Pweath don’t Theffi” I whispered, even though I’d absolutely NO idea of what she was talking about.. 

“Hush now sweetie. Not gonna hurt. Just relax!” she cooed – and I felt my right testicle being gently shoved back up, into my body! Then the other! 

As she’d promised, it didn’t hurt although there was some discomfort, but then Mandy was putting something on over my feet. I was pretty sure it was panties although they felt more elasticized than the ones I normally wore. Then, after she had pulled them almost into position, my flaccid penis was manipulated in some sort of pouch that seemed to be an integral part of the panties and then the panties were given a final adjustment. “Such a good girl!” Mandy cooed, putting a blanket over me. “You can have a nap for being so good! We’ll wake you in a little while.” 

They switched off the lights and left the room immediately. As they were in the process of doing this, I heard Mandy say “Gosh! Those cache sexe panties really work, don’t they?” 

“Yup! And it sure helps if the sissy has got a tiny dick as well.” Steffi sniggered. 

“I’ll bet!” Mandy replied as the door closed behind them. 

That was the last thing I heard for a while. 
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* * *

My arm was being shaken. “C’mon girlie. Up and at’em!” Someone was saying Groggily I opened my eyes and shook my head to clear my vision. A large woman with gleaming blonde hair was leaning over me. “C’mon now!” she urged me. “Wake up sleep-ing beauty. Time for your makeover!” 

Still semi-conscious, I found myself yawning and standing in front of the large mirror Mandy and Steffi on either side. Then it dawned on me – the tiny, big-breasted woman standing between the two Amazons and wearing nothing but a bra, panties, and little wooly pink socks in the mirror was ME! Then the shocking realization that one of the reasons I’d found it difficult to recognize myself was the fact that my face seemed to have been radically restructured. 

I’d never had what would be described as bushy eyebrows, but all that remained were very fine lines flaring slightly out and up towards my temples a little. This seemed to have heightened my cheek bones and made them more prominent, thinning my face down in the process. But though these were major components in my facial restructuring, it was probably my newly configured lips that made the biggest impression. 

I wasn’t wearing lipstick of course, but even without it, I could see that my mouth now projected a pouting, seductive, expression and I now understood Laura’s reaction to what had been done. Not only did I now appear to be even younger than before – my lips now bore a very strong resemblance to any sexually active young girl! 

Another astounding thing was the groin area. Yes, there was a small mound showing under the panties there, but it was no bigger than that shown by any woman I’d ever seen. 

Not the slightest vestige of masculinity! I felt my penis strain to erect itself, but something was restricting it, and there was absolutely no sign of any movement in the panties of my reflection in the mirror. 

“Let’s go! You can preen in the mirror all you want, later on.” Mandy said, pulling me away. “Why don’t you go and give your face a wash? It’ll freshen you up.” 

I was allowed to go and wash my face and, as I gradually woke up, I started becoming aware of the difficulties inherent in having large breasts. Even in my bra, they seemed to have a life of their own and, on top of that, gave me the distinct impression that they were changing my center of gravity. I became extremely conscious of them moving about, even after putting my pink tunic on and covering them up. As a male, I’d had the universal experience of trying to walk around in public with an erection and knew how uncomfortable it could be. This was infinitely more so. 

I was then led back into the section of the store where all of the chairs were. There wasn’t a clock so I didn’t really know what time it was, but it seemed late somehow. This was reinforced by the fact that I now seemed to be the only customer being worked on, although I did notice the occasional woman wandering about in the anteroom where Elaine had greeted me initially. I noticed that they’d often have drinks in their hands or small plates with some sort of munchies on them, which they’d pick away at. No one seemed interested in me, so I gradually learned to ignore them, though my tummy did start to rumble. 
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Mandy heard this and was kind enough to go and get a soft drink and some cheese and crackers, even though I had some difficulty in eating them as I was now engulfed by beauty operators – or so it seemed. 

My hair was shampooed, partially dried, cut quite short – much to my surprise – then set in tiny rollers and curls which were pinned in place with bobbi pins. Lotion of some sort was then applied onto the curls and rolls, then I was placed under a drier – for a quick

‘blow job’ as Mandy described it – something that caused a few of the other girls to titter quietly for some time. 

While all of this was going on I was given a pedicure and manicure – and a beauty masque applied to my face. 

To tell the truth? I rather enjoyed the pampering I was getting, the scent and feel of the lotions and also, the company of the women surrounding me. I wasn’t involved in their conversations of course. But it suddenly dawned on me that I was listening to snatches of a gossip fest amongst a group of women – who were not concerned about a ‘male’ listening to them in the slightest. (Obviously they either did not consider me as male or thought I wouldn’t hear them for the sound made by the drier). I can assure you that I was quite surprised at how bawdy they could be. Their references to me were scathing to tell the truth but, my attempts at erection being well and truly hidden by my restrictive panties, I found that I actually enjoyed their caustic comments and wondered what had become of me. Was Laura correct after all? Had I developed a need for contempt – a major desire to be humiliated? 

Shortly thereafter I was removed from under the dryer and was sitting facing the mirror as my face was made up. It was one of the younger girls who had been given this assignment though she was obviously considered an expert by the younger girls. It didn’t take her a long time to do this and, again, it was a very pleasant experience – though I found that getting my eyelashes curled – and her constant questions regarding my ‘boyfriends’ - made me uncomfortable. 

She left me for another young lady who now proceeded to remove all the hardware from my hair, then quickly brush and comb it out. When she left, I was finally free of ob-structions that blocked my vision. Perhaps Laura WAS correct, I thought, But if she was, why did I shrink back from the pretty, pouty, girl that stared back at me now from the mirror? Yes, my hair was short, but it had been set in a style that was not in the slightest an-drogynous. Started to shift uncomfortably in my chair. What was to become of me? I didn’t have to wait long to get back on to the humiliation treadmill that Laura had designed for me. 

Mandy came back and, finally, provided me with the clothes I was to wear – but what clothes! I had to exchange my bra for something more embroidered with some sort of glit-tering material . It also provided a different form of control over my breasts. The straps felt tighter across my back and shoulders and there was no doubt about it, they were now a lot more obvious, nestled in lace but with decided upthrust. 

I had to keep the panties, but was handed a cream colored skirt – very short though quite full and softly pleated all around. It fitted me extremely well though I noticed that it had a tendency to flounce out from my hips – which I noticed seemed far more predomi-Page - 46
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nant now. Mandy then helped me into a very strange blouse. A pale blue in color, and extremely skimpy at the front though extremely full in the long sleeves that cuffed and fastened at my wrists. 

A pair of control top thigh-high stockings, very sheer, was next and I had my first thrill of putting that type of garment on over silky smooth legs. Could not repress the sigh of enjoyment as I put them on – much to Mandy’s obvious amusement. I was surprised at the footwear – beige cowboy style boots though only coming up to slightly above my ankles –

and with fairly low heels. Again, the fact that they fitted me like a glove did not escape me Finally, a short, sleeveless, bolero type jacket in a darker shade of blue and heavily en-crusted with navy blue sequins was handed to me and I slipped it on. Mandy assisted me in enclosing it round me by fastening the fasteners. It was tight, but not uncomfortably so and I noticed that my feminine orbs were now even more obvious. It was also strange to see my bare midriff, though I had to admit it seemed rather attractive. Slim and smooth. 

Not masculine by any means. 

The only way I could describe my appearance? I was a cheer leader! But wondered what on earth were they doing, dressing me in this fashion? I was soon to find out. 

Two young ladies appeared – dressed in identical fashion to me! They were leggy blondes that walked with a kind of strut, with bright eyes and brighter smiles flashing from beautifully sculptured, bright red mouths. One of them carried a fairly large equip-ment-style bag but by the handles but it didn’t appear to be very heavy. 

“HI!” she said, laying it down on the ground and coming and giving me a hug. “You must be Sherri. I’m Tiffany and this is Melissa.” 

“Hi Tiffany. Hi Melissa,” I answered shyly. “Nice to meet you. Do you mind me asking what’s going on?” 

Before she could answer, Mandy broke in. “Think I’ll leave you girls to it. How long do you figure it’ll take you?” 

“Not a clue, ” Melissa said, opening up the bag and starting to pull out what looked like various wigs and bright shiny pom-poms made of some sort of acrylic tapes. “ But can we guess at half an hour? Depends on Sherri though." 

“Don’t see much of a problem with that. I’ll pass it along. If they want it quicker, I’ll get back to you, okay?” 

“Great!” Tiffany said. “Now Sherri? C’mere. We have some wigs for you to look at.” 

It wasn’t actually me that picked the wig – it was them, and they made the choice quickly because less than five minutes later I looked just like them, a blonde mane cascad-ing down to my shoulders. Then they made me jump up and down a few times to make sure it was fixed correctly and not inclined to slip. 

I was then given two pom-poms and shown how to display them most effectively. “We don’t have much time Sherri but the calls we’re gonna teach you are pretty simple, so you’d better learn to concentrate.” Tiffany said. 

“Yeah. We’re not gonna be any too happy if you screw up,” Melissa added. “Give us a bad name? We ain’t gonna be happy at all. Trust me!” 
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I was taught the calls and how to perform while calling them out. This involved much strutting, prancing about, twisting and contorting our bodies – smiling all the time and flaunting our breasts. I heard the wording with some dismay but was ‘motivated’ into calling them out clearly and with enthusiasm by a few nasty nips on my backside. Actually, I think both girls were impressed by how quickly I learned to perform to their satisfaction. 

Melissa was the lead girl and taught me the hand signals she’d use for each call and, once she was convinced I was completely conversant with the routines, the three of us went into the ante-room of the shop then stood there until one of the operators looked out from the other room. “Ready girls?” she called out. 

“Yeah.” Melissa answered. 

We then had to wait for about thirty seconds then someone must have made a signal because Melissa said. “Okay Sherri! Get those shoulders back. Good! Now let’s go strut our stuff!” 

And, our pom-poms held up at breast levels we high-stepped into the room in single file, as I heard Laura announce. “And Ladies? Here he is now. Sherri – the perfect husband! Brought to you by courtesy of DOMANON!” 

There were about thirty women, all fashionably dressed I noticed, sitting in a rough horseshoe shape around a large room with a round dais in the middle about a foot or so high and almost eight feet in diameter. Laura was standing on it addressing the audience who were all smiling and clapping as Melissa, Tiffany, and me all trooped in, now flipping our pom-poms from side to side and squealing out. 

“Is your hubby causing trouble? 

 Time to burst his macho bubble. 

 Put him in a frilly dress! 

 That’ll soon clean up HIS mess! 

 Go DOMANON!" 

Laura applauded us as we trooped up so that we were standing behind her. “Aren’t these girls, just the  cutest! Wondering which one is my husband? Here, let me give you a hint, huh?” She turned to us. “Girls? Lift the front of your skirts up high, would you? 

Show off your pretty panties for the ladies.” 

Hoping that no one would see my blushes, I did what she’d suggested as my two cohorts did the same. “Think you can make an educated guess now?” Laura chortled. 

“Somehow I doubt it. Okay girls, you can drop your skirts now.” 

We three let go our skirts, then stood perfectly still as Laura continued to speak. “Okay Ladies. You’ve been hearing some talk of DOMANON since you came here. Now, let me introduce Dr. Judith Mills, one of the founders. I’ll let her explain something about the organization. It’s goals, objectives, and so on.” 

At Melissa’s hand signal, we cheerleaders jumped up in the air and continued to do so squealing happily with our breasts bouncing up and down. 

 “If your husband’s mean and surly, 
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 make his hair all permed and curly, 

 have him act all nice and sweetly, 

 doing ALL the housework neatly. 

 GO DOMANON!" 

To the good round of applause and laughter generated by this, Laura stood aside and Judith, the visitor from the night before, replaced her on the dais after pinning on the col-lar microphone that Laura had been using. She beamed at us cheerleaders “Yes. It IS difficult to imagine that until just yesterday that one of those three girls was passing as a man, isn’t it?” 

There was some applause and she paused to let it subside before continuing. “I must admit that DOMANON just loves credit for our transformations, but in this case? Laura, deserves a great deal of the credit. Yes, she did approach us and we gave her some prelim-inary advice – but once she saw the advances she was making? She just picked up the ball and ran with it! The results you see before you.” 

I haven’t mentioned the fact that behind us on the dais was a sort of tripod easel con-traption with what appeared to be some small billboards – about two by three feet, though no printing was visible as only the backs were showing. As Judith finished speaking, she picked up one of the billboards and placed it on the easel. To my surprise, it was a photograph of me, sitting at what had been my desk in the office. It was obviously a candid type photo, certainly not posed and though it was anything but flattering, it was a fairly good representation of me, busy at work. No trace of femininity at all. None whatsoever. She started speaking again. 

“When I originally founded DOMANON, it was to gather information for my doctoral thesis which was an investigation into male gender difficulties. I truly meant to offer a service for the poor souls afflicted with confusion – sort of set them on the right path sort of thing, you know?” 

Again she paused as some ladies in the audience laughed. “But?” she continued, “It was amazing to me how difficult it was to cure those poor chaps and, being of a particularly frugal disposition, I started to dislike the idea of eliminating their fantasies, After all? 

Good maidservants and suchlike are SO difficult to acquire in this day and age, don’t you think?” 

She took a breath at the ensuing laughter, then continued. “And once it became obvious to me that so many males lacked the confidence to behave in the manner that society expected – well why not experiment and see if they could be  converted.” She smiled. “To my own amazement, it became apparent that just about  any  male could be forcibly feminized and, once this was done – it was  permanent! To this day, I have never seen a domesticated male return to what he had been before the program. Of course many of them make ludicrous attempts to escape and return to masculinity – but just gently coerce one of them into putting on a frilly apron or putting on lipstick? You can have them back in dresses in no time! Frankly I think the poor dears are delighted to get back to their proper stations in life!” 

“But I thought the original idea was just to help them?” one of the ladies called out. 
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Judith smiled. “Absolutely correct! That’s why I chose the name DOMANON. I wanted any male who was looking for feminine domination to be assured that I would help him either to eliminate his need - or provide him with what he needed – anonymously of course. Now? To be perfectly honest, the objectives of the organization have changed. 

We’re a profit making one – I hope. That is the reason why all of you ladies were invited to this private showing tonight.” 

“How did you know that I might be interested?” Another lady called this out. 

Judith cocked her head to one side. “That would be telling – but you’re free to leave if we’ve erred – with our apologies of course.” 

The woman smiled, a cold look in her eyes. “No. I’ll stay a while. Keep talking.” 

“What about your fees? Are you expensive?” Another lady shouted. 

“Yes, we are.” Judith answered, but these can be negotiated. “Let me demonstrate.” 

She pointed to the photograph on the easel. This male here. Not unattractive, not particularly girlish either, would you say? Laura, the lady who introduced me? As you could see, she is attractive and knew this young man at high school. Did not think too highly of him there, but was well aware that he was very attracted to her. He went off to college and she embraced various low paying jobs and taking up with one guy after another. By the time this young man had returned from college, she was just starting to doubt her own common sense in the males she was cohabitating with. After another few years, she was positive that she’d made terrible mistakes. When she discovered that he was now running a business that his aunt had left him, she decided to see if he was still attracted to her, by applying for a job." 

Judith put another photograph on the easel. This time, one of Laura, working at a desk out in the main office. “This is Laura, now one of the general office staff,” Judith said, then up came the next picture. Laura sitting at MY desk, with me standing beside her. She is smiling, but the obvious inference from my body language is that I’m taking commands from her. “And this, is just a few short months later,” Judith smiled. “After she’d been to visit DOMANON”. 

I nearly missed Melissa’s signal but then the three of us were enthusiastically flouncing around. 

 “DOMANON! DOMANON! 

 Lotsa fun to lead men on

 Lead them into frilly scanties

 SPANK them on their dainty panties! 

 You will know you have it made

 When your hubby is your MAID! 

 Go DOMANON! 

This time, the audience gave us a standing ovation, laughing and whistling approval. 

“Thank you girls,” Judith said. “But as I was saying? Laura came to us and, frankly, being still nothing much more than a clerical worker at that time, couldn’t afford us. It was-Page - 50
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n’t until we went and visited her fiancé at his place of business that we saw the potential. 

If she was able to force feminize him and take over the management of his office? We could then convert the business into one that would be very helpful to the organization.” 

“You took over the business?” somebody asked. “That seems kinda expensive to me!” 

“Oh no!” Judith laughed, “Certainly not! But think about this. If Laura succeeds and meets our conditions, we then have access to a company entirely staffed with women who are very much in agreement with our objectives. If any of you ladies are interested in having your husband or boyfriend ‘converted’? Think how much easier it is if we can introduce the poor dear to a work in an environment like that, huh? And then, on top of the fees you ladies would pay us, there’s the additional advantage of us having a lovely training location for our up and coming dominatrix crew.” She paused again. “By the way? If any of you ladies would be interested about training in that discipline, please talk to me after this presentation, okay?” 

A lot of conversation burst out amongst the audience, then one of the women who had asked a question previously called out. “Judith? I hate to say this, but it’s all very well to dress some pansy up in a dress and tell us how easy it is – but don’t you have a better example?” 

Judith simply pulled another photograph of me – in a little frilly apron doing housework Then another, where I’m intent on making a sewing repair to one of Laura’s blouse –

then one, which drew an appreciative sigh from the assembly – where I’m in another frilly apron, this time ironing. 

She didn’t say anything when the next shot showed me, my head up Cindi’s skirt and my panties showing under my flirty skirt. 

Then, face flaming, I saw the next as, still silent, she put it up on the easel – me sucking on Jill’s dildo – then in quick succession, taking it up the ass from Jill – then in my white satin bridal nightgown, Laura performing her male act on me. 

The audience was silent now. Judith turned to me. “Sherri darling. Come here please. 

Laura, you too?” She then addressed the audience. “Ladies? Until this moment, Laura has only managed the business. She holds her house in joint custody with Sherri. He still has his own bank accounts.” She turned to me. “Is all of that true Sherri?” 

“Yeth Yudith” I lisped. 

She turned to Laura. “Your turn Laura”. 

Laura came over and pinned a microphone to the front of my jacket and then stood beside me, one arm around my shoulder and openly fondling my breast. “Like having great big boobs sissy Sherri?” she asked. Then , before I could answer, she added. “If you tell me you do? You’ll spend the rest of your life with them. Now the truth if you don’t mind.” 

“Well Wauwa? They’ vewy nithe. But are kinda big – not comfy at all” I managed to get out. 

She smiled and bounced my breast up and down, while some of the audience sniggered. 
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“Thank you for your honesty. But I’ll want you to have breasts from now on. You know that, don’t you. So you’re saying you’d rather have smaller ones?” 

I nodded. 

But suppose I wanted them to be surgical implants? What would you rather have then?" 

“The thmawer oneth Wawau” I said. 

“And I got your hips enlarged surgically too?” 

I cringed. “I geth tho Wawau.” 

She kissed me. “Just one thing more sweetie. I’d like you to sign this piece of paper. It signs over the business to me. Signs over all of your assets, the house, your car, your bank account, to me. And? It’s an application for a position of maid in my household. You gonna sign it sweetie?” 

Melissa gave the last signal and after I nodded in response to Laura’s question, I pranced out to the front of the dais. Of course I lisped, but it did come out quite clearly. 

 “Thanks to Laura, Cindi, Jill

 I’ve become a lucky girl

 Have pretty clothes and pretty hair

 And lots of silky things to wear

 THANK YOU, DOMANON! 


The end
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