Dolly
Without boasting? Can I say that I am extremely good looking? Unfortunately I am small and not at all strong. I AM heterosexual and women find me very attractive. I am not rich but reasonably well off. My father was an inventor and made good money from royalties. When he died he passed that onto my mother who raised me. Then she died, leaving me an orphan who had a good income.

A lot of men would give their right arms to be like me – right? But I do have a deep secret. I am extremely passive with practically no capability of expressing an opinion. I tried working for a living, but women chased me a lot – and then I disappointed them as I wasn't as masculine as my appearance led them to believe. This raised a lot of problems so, as I could afford it, I stopped working for a living, taking employment only out of boredom. Worked primarily from my home on low class data entry processing. Then I met Ann.

About my size, maybe taller. Rather plain – and seemed in awe of my looks. Wasn't overly demanding of sex – which pleased me no end because she'd be kinda apologetic when she wanted some – just would simply take it. Naturally this saved me a lot of trouble and it was easy to pretend that I was just lazy in matters of sex – when in effect I had to wait for her and frankly? It was rather enjoyable being the sought after partner – with her being sorry for being so 'pushy' afterwards.

There was something else I enjoyed about her. She was adamant that I always be dressed properly. Didn't know how I made my money – and I didn't tell her. She figured that I made a small income at home – just enough to keep me going and as she made a good income as an office manager – and LOVED to spend money on clothes and accessories for me, used her own. I wasn't about to object. I have to admit being a little tight with money. Frugal perhaps?

She had a god friend – Amy – a divorced lady with twin girls of about ten or eleven years old, but other than that, spent most of her free time with me. Again, I thought this as wonderful as I spent my days elegant in new shirts, slacks – a model if you will. Did nothing constructive except be Ann's boy toy (though she never thought of me in that way) on a sometimes basis. A very sedentary, happy, life that suited me. I rather liked that idea, to tell you the truth.

Then one Saturday she came over to pick me up and take me to Amy's for dinner. We were a little late - and Ann HATES lateness with a passion. She picked me up and we were passing her place on the way to Amy's when I asked her to stop at a florist so that I could have some flowers to take. Ann was torn between her desire for punctuality and a need that her boyfriend not look cheap. She looked at her watch. "Okay. We've got a few minutes. But don't be long. Okay?"

"Yes dear!" I said mildly and got out of the car. Went and got the flowers and was on my way back to the car when a pigeon flew overhead and SHAT on me! I was informal in tan slacks, light blue shirt, and a brown cardigan sweater. Luckily, only the shirt was messed up – but it WAS a mess!

"Jesus!" Ann screamed. "Yech!" And she gave me some tissues to clean up my shirt.

She did start the car, but then muttered, but then shook her head violently. "You can't go like that! Let's go to my place and see if we can clean you up."

This made sense, so I didn't argue any and a few minutes later we were in her apartment. There she got different wet cloths and tried to clean me off. Finally glared at me in disgust – as if it were MY fault.

I looked at my watch. "Ann dear? Nothing for it. The stores aren't open – but we can go back to my place and change. Or I can go like this."

She looked at her watch again. "We're just a bit late – and if I hurry, we can get there on time. No time to go back to your place – it's going back again - the wrong way."

"Okay," I said. "My shirt's clean now. Just a little stained. Lets go like this. It'll probably dry."

She shook her head – aggravated. "You can't go like that. Take it off." With that, she disappeared into her bed room.

I had no idea what she had in mind, but took my sweater and the shirt off. Then Ann came back in. "Here," she said, handing me this blue 'thing' "Put this on instead. It should look nice on you."

I shook the blouse out because that's what it was. Laughed. "Come on Ann. This is a woman's blouse. Look at it. The sleeves are all filmy and everything. Amy would laugh her head off if she saw me in something like that!"

"Yes, the sleeves are kinda feminine," she agreed. "But they'll be hidden by your sweater and frankly?" she paused, "I think I prefer you in that color. Get it on."

Her tone brooked no nonsense and I knew that I was caught in one of my fantasies – under the control of a strong willed woman. Found myself responding weakly. "But Ann I can't . ."

I think she heard the weakness in my voice and took advantage. Was suddenly taking one of my arms and gently forcing my hand in through the blouse sleeve. Helplessly, I then stood as the blouse was put on me. A pleased look came on her face as she buttoned me in at the front. "You know? That color looks smashing on you!" She stroked the material and a strange, sort of lustful look came into her eyes. Then she buttoned the sleeves and a look almost of awe crossed her face and she patted the chiffon sleeves lustfully. "Oh! This looks wonderful on you! SO pretty! Do you think you have to put that sweater on?"

She was SERIOUS! Hastily, I grabbed my sweater and slid it on, realizing that she didn't really understand the power she had on me – that all she had to do was tell me not to wear the sweater. I'd have argued – but done what she wanted and the blouse was feminine enough without the blousy transparent, sleeves.

"We're going to be late!" I urged before she changed her mind about the sweater.

Almost as if she was wakening from a deep sleep she blinked and I realized that by appealing to her promptness feelings I may have got myself out of a jam. But she did come and arrange the 'V' neck collar of the blouse around my sweater – and I'll swear that a dreamy look started on her face again as she took the chance to caress it, but I said something and got her moving.

Amy had never seemed to like me very much. Had indicated a few times that I was too 'pretty' for Ann, but Ann had just pooh poohed her. When we arrived, she saw right away that I was wearing a blouse but didn't question it – and I was VERY glad she couldn't see the sleeves. She took the flowers from me and the bottle of wine from Ann with many thanks and we settled in.

The two twin girls, Gwyneth and Gwendolyn – or Gwyn and Gwen - came in and got fussed over by Ann. She really paid attention to them – and they lovingly showed her their dollies and the new dresses they'd bought. Ann was all ears and spent a fair amount of time examining them and making comments. This naturally left Amy and myself at loose ends. When she went to pour wine we drifted into the kitchen. She looked at me directly. "Why the blouse?" she asked me directly. Then she burst into laughter when I told her about the bird. Knowing Ann's need to be on time, she understood the reasons I was dressed the way I was. It was the most human I'd ever seen her. "I thought you were being a poofter – all pretty in your girly blouse," she explained. "Thought you had started wearing women's clothes to look nice." She looked at me with a slight smile, then commented dryly how nicely I blushed.

We spent what turned out to be a rainy afternoon just chatting and drinking wine. Quite pleasant Then Amy served up dinner to the children and Ann and I watched TV a little. Then once the kids were out of the way, us adults had dinner. After that, Amy laughed and said how she'd been amused when I told her about the bird episode.

"Oh? He told you? " Ann said. "I think he looks SO nice in that blouse. Doesn't he Amy"

"I guess so," she laughed. "Kinda girlish - But it's not that bad you know, once you get used to it.."

"Exactly what I told him, but he was just ridiculous about it!" Ann exclaimed. "Matter of fact dear? Why don't you take that sweater off and show Amy the full blouse?"

My mouth went dry. "Ha ha! She's not interested in what I'm wearing!"

I know that Amy heard a quaver – or something – in my voice because a peculiar smile came to her lips. "But that's silly Dennis! If Ann says it should be seen? Why don't you take that sweater off and show off the nice blouse, huh?"

I looked from one lady to the next. "I'd rather not," I said. But there was no oomph to it.

"You're just being silly!" Ann said, coming around to me and half lifting me from the chair. "C'mon now! Show Amy!"

And there I was, standing in front of two women in my pretty blue blouse. Ann examining me anew with practical measuring eyes and Amy with her eyebrows arched in a surprised mode as she took in the flowing diaphanous sleeves,

"Now isn't that gorgeous?" Ann asked Amy. "I never, ever, thought he'd look that good!"

"Looks good!" Amy agreed with a snigger. "Not very masculine perhaps. But nice. Kinda flat at the front though. Know what I mean?"

Ann nodded "Been thinking exactly the same thing myself. Just isn't fitting properly!"

"Maybe a nice bra?" Amy said. Then couldn't help herself. Looked slyly at me and giggled a little

"Can I put my sweater back on again" I asked in a reasonable tone. "After all Ann, Amy's seen it now."

"Oh stop it Dennis!" Ann said. "I really wish you would stop all of this nonsense. Amy's seen you now, so I think you can forget all this macho stuff."

"Yes Dennis!" Amy said almost straight faced. "There's nobody here would criticize you for wearing that. It's lovely!" Then she looked at her watch. "Time I got the twins bathed and put to bed. Why don't I pour you two a drink and you can retire to the sitting room. Let your dinner settle.".

"No!" Ann said firmly. "Dennis and I will clean up in here while you get the kids ready. That way you won't have a bunch of dirty dishes to face later on. Off with you – Shoo!"

Amy was pleased. "That IS nice of you tow. Sure it won't be a bother?

"Positive!" Ann said. "But we'll need aprons."

"Oh!" Amy said. Then a mischievous look came into her eyes. "I've got some clean ones around here somewhere. Let me get them for you."

"You don't need to go to any bother," Ann said.

She didn't see Amy look at me and wink slowly. "No bother at all! If you two are going to act so nice? The least I can do is get you some nice aprons." With that, she took off.

When she returned a few minutes later, she handed two colorful bundles to Ann. "My mom gave them to me. I use them for hostess wear myself – but they're the only clean ones I have – so I'll be VERY offended if you don't use them!"

Ann shrugged. "Okay dear. Off you go. Dennis and I will see to in here."

"Right!" Amy said with a grin, and disappeared.

Ann shook out one of the aprons. "Oh my! This is nice!" she said. "This one even has some blue in it that goes nicely with your blouse." She advanced on me. "Let me put it on you Dennis. Stand still."

It was a full apron, very full in the skirt and it had a frilled bodice. Mostly white, it had an embroidered skirt and bodice, mostly in a kind of blue. Stupidly, I stood there as Amy carefully tied me in, then fussed with the collar points of my blouse until they were satisfactory. Sighed happily then stood back. "You look SO nice?" she said as if surprised. "Now twirl for Ann, would you darling?"

"Ann? This is too . ."

"Dennis? Please do as I ask. It's not too much, is it?"

There was a bossy note that I'd never heard before – and I was incapable of disobeying. I pretended that I didn't know how to twirl, but went around,

"That was terrible!" she said somewhat angrily. "Now twirl properly!" Then she smiled and nodded as I twirled for her. "See? You can learn if you want!"

She put her apron on. Just as nice as mine, though different. I was extremely conscious of us both cleaning off the table and the feminine picture we made, but as Ann didn't seem to see this or pay the slightest attention to it, I gradually found myself relaxing and accepting what we appeared as.. Finally we had done everything we could. The place was tidied up and the dishes had been rinsed then put in the dishwasher. We could hear the sounds of Amy's laughter and the squeals of the two kids. "Let's go in and see them before they fall asleep." Ann said.

"Fine!" I said, reaching for my apron ties to loosen them.

"What on earth are you doing?" Ann said with some aggravation.

"Taking this apron OFF!" I said with some degree of sense, I thought.

"Dennis! Those kids aren't out of the bath completely. They'll be WET!" she said reasonably. "Keep your apron on until I tell you to take it off! Now c'mon!"

And therefore, as one of a feminine twosome. I went to meet the little girls as Amy brought them out of the bath. Although they were only pre teens, they knew that I was a male – and squealed their shyness at Amy. "What' s wrong my little girls?" she asked. Then she let them whisper shyly into her ear. Then with a surprise look of phony innocence she turned around. "Silly girls! Uncle Dennis? He's not a REAL man! Not someone you have to worry about! Just look at that nice apron – and that PRETTY blouse! Does he look like a normal man to you? One that you have to worry about?"

And the twin girls examined me, as only children can, their pale blue eyes scrutinizing me closely. Then they looked at each other and smiled. "Looks pretty!" They enthused. "But that's a pretty woman's blouse and apron. Should we call him 'Auntie' Dennis? Just like Auntie Ann?" they asked her.

She looked at me with a smile that said a lot, though seemingly speaking to them. "What do you think? Auntie Dennis? Or would you rather be Auntie Denise?"

I stared at her in consternation as the twins thought it over gravely, then voted that I was Auntie Denise. Then they asked if they could give me a 'hello' kiss. Ann grinned at them fondly, while Amy looked at me. "Hope you don't mind dear. But they're just little girls, you know?"

What could I do but gladly accept as the two damp bodies, totally nude, but with no shyness now, came and gave me damp kisses and hugs. Said hello to their new auntie.

I helped – as did any auntie – in helping them get into their pajamas and then kissed them goodnight – and was told that they would pray for me. The three adults then retired to the living room, where both Ann and Amy acclaimed me for how 'wonderful' I'd been with the children. What bothered me was how pragmatic Ann was – while Amy kept giving me sly glances and winks when Ann couldn't see her. Naturally, by that time, I'd removed my apron – but somehow the miasma of femaleness seemed to cloak me. Perhaps the filmy blouse? Anyhow I found myself getting quieter and quieter, Cuddling in to Ann more and more. Knew that I was acting more into the blouse as if I belonged there – but couldn't stop myself – despite Amy's growing, but not too obvious, amusement and Ann's constant stroking.

Slowly, Ann drew me into her more and more and then, despite Amy's facial expressions, drew me into her arms and enveloped me until I just lay there, the subject of Ann's kisses when she decided to bestow them. The soft and pliant recipient when she took a break from talking with Amy.

"I think he likes you doing all the work," Amy commented dryly, taking a sip of her drink.

"Yes. He's always liked that, now that I think on it." Ann said softly. Stroked my blouse sleeves again. "Maybe it's this soft nice material? Think so?"

"Could be." Amy said lazily, getting up and coming over. Gently touching my blouse sleeves. "Maybe he's just practicing being an auntie for the girls? He seems to be so soft and compliant now. Think it's that?"

"No idea!" Ann laughed. "But I must admit that I like it!"

Then they both agreed that Ann better get me home – either that or take me on the couch there and then. But she begged off.

Ann drove me home not long after that. Stopped at my apartment entrance without going in. "I drive us all the time, do I not?" she asked suddenly, without notice.

"Yes," I answered – "Most of the time. I must admit that I enjoy feeling pampered and having you drive."

"That's the way it should be," she said. "And you don't need a car for work or anything like that, do you?."

"True." I admitted. "It's probably stupid that I even have one. Don't go out much, except with you, and the work I do is mostly on the computer from the house. Kinda silly I suppose."

"That's why I think you should get rid of that car," she said factually. "Expensive – and hardly needed. On top of that I get nervous when I think about you driving alone. You might hurt yourself."

I didn't realize the seriousness of what I was getting into. Laughed. "But I need a car to get around in sometimes." I said lightly.

"You have one – mine," she said. "You admit that you hardly need one –and I'm available at most times and perfectly willing to drive you as needed. So? Sell your car."

"But I don't need . ."

"Dear? I don't think I'm being unreasonable." She interrupted me calmly. "I want to take CARE of you and I'm starting to realize how much I care. You can bring the car to my place tomorrow – with the pink slip – and I happen to know a lady in my office who wants a car just like it. She'll be glad to take it. Okay?"

I was internally thrilled out of my mind! This woman was taking me over! Just like I fantasized. But naturally I had to try and pretend to deny her this right.

"But suppose I . ."

"Dennis! You're not going to argue with me now. Are you?" Her voice had humor in it – like an adult talking to a child. But there wasn't any 'give' if you know what I mean.

"Well, no, but . ."

"That's fine then! From now on, if you need a ride anywhere? Call me."

"But what happens if you can't make it?"

"I'll tell you to call a taxi. But that will be rare. I don’t want you out on the streets by yourself!" She touched me possessively. "I'm starting to realize just how precious you are to me."

I was still in a state of semi-shock. Felt that I was accepting what she was telling me and furthermore she knew that I was. Wasn't in the slightest doubt about it.

"Let's say that this is all right by me?" I conceded. "What brought all of this on? I'm not used to you being so . so (I was going to say 'domineering' but didn't) protective?"

"That blouse you wore," she said simply.

"Blouse?" I admit that I was somewhat astonished by her quick statement.

"Yes. It dawned on me. As you've probably guessed I get a great deal of delight – you might even say 'sexual delight' in helping you look nice. Agreed?"

I tried hard not to sound smug as I answered. "Well – I don't know about the sexual bit on your side, but I must admit that yes, I've enjoyed you dressing me so far."

She nodded. "But I always felt that something was missing. You know that feeling when an action feels good – but you keep getting that nagging feeling that something's missing?"

"I can't think of anything as of this moment, but I guess that you're right," I admitted.

"Well it didn't dawn on me until a saw you wearing that lovely fabric. Right away I knew that there was something going on inside me. But it wasn't until I touched you! Do you have ANY idea of how sensual – how exciting – how BEAUTIFUL you feel to me when you're wearing that nice fabric? It turned me on like I've never been turned on before!" She was bright eyed in a way that I'd never seen her.

I blushed. "That's very complimentary," I said. "But it's not something I want to get in the habit of."

"What?" she asked.

I got even redder. "Wearing women's clothes. If you want, I can maybe get some men's that will . ."

"No" There wasn't any doubt in her mind as she interrupted me. "I've come to the conclusion that you need taking care of. That I need to take care of you. Maybe I'm wrong, but there's a sense of – dependency? – neediness? – about the nice clothes .that girls wear. On top of that? They feel nice. So if I like you in them? What's your problem?"

She was so pragmatic. So practical. I tried to start. "But Ann? I think you're being . ."

"Hush dear. Here we are at you're apartment. I think I want to see you to your door."

I found myself being very shy. "Don't you want to park your car in the garage and come in for a coffee or something?"

"No. This way I can't stay too long and get a ticket – which I would if I were to come into your apartment. And I need some time – as you do."

"What do I need time for?" I asked curiously.

"Tomorrow? You'll bring your car around. At that time dear? You'll put yourself in my hands. Once you do that? I'll know that you're mine. Let's go. But you stay there." She got out of the car

To my combination pride and shame I sat in the car and allowed her to come around and open the door to let me out. Then she suggested that I link my arm in hers and I did. As we went to my front door, she repeated more firmly what she had been saying..

"I could be wrong Dennis, but I think you need looking after – being taken care of by me. If I'm wrong, just avoid me. Don't bring your car around for me to get rid of. Don't pretend that we're romantically linked anymore. It's that simple. But once you do? You're putting yourself under MY protection. After that? I probably won't listen to any bitch you have. Now pout those lips and give me a kiss. We're at your door."

And as I pouted my lips as she wanted, she took me in her arms to kiss me. Idly, one of her hands came in between my sweater and my blouse. Stroked me – and I thought my eyes were going to cross! Her hand came down then and rested for a second on my massive (well, massive for ME – erection). "Thought so" was all she said, other than her good night.

Okay, I could say I tossed and turned all night making my decision – but that would be utter nonsense. I'd no more way of denying what Ann had told me than getting up and flying in the air. My only problem was how to appear that I didn't understand what she'd said. That I didn't realize that my whole life was going to be in her hands. That I really had no say in the matter. That I was going to do as she told me. I knew that I was kidding myself when I talked myself into the fact that she had simply been kidding – after all, the girl had had quite a few glasses of wine. But that's what I chose to tell myself.

The following morning I was a little surprised, even hurt, when I called her and found that she didn't want me over there right away. Said she had some shopping to do. As it was the week end, I didn't attach an awful lot of meaning to this. She did ask me to bring my car – and the pink slip over there in late afternoon and promised me drinks and dinner. I did say something about getting the blouse cleaned, but she told me NOT to take it into the cleaners – that it was perfectly reasonable to machine wash and dry it – and she'd show me how to do this some other time – no hurry. I must admit to being a little hurt at her demeanor – but showed up at the appointed time. I also must admit that I laughed at myself for being so ridiculous as to take the ownership slip and all – But seconds after I'd arrived, she asked me lightly if I had it. Grinning a little – I was sure it was a joke – I took it from my pocket. She delicately took it from me with a slight smile.

"Very good! That's a good boy!" She said, taking the slip from me and giving me a kiss. "I feel that you'll be MUCH safer now." She looked at her watch for some reason. "Now why don't you get that jacket off!"

"Why? You want us to do something?" I asked as I slipped it off.

"Of course! Here – isn't this lovely?" And she was holding a blouse up, still on it's hanger for my inspection. A tremor of fright ran through me, because I think I knew what she was about to do. The blouse was pristine white with a 'V' neck and small pearl buttons down the front. Rectangular lace inserts down the front on either side and long, sort of blousing chiffon sleeves, with heavy white silk cuffs.

"That's lovely!" I said with a dry mouth and I forced myself to feel the chiffon sleeves between my fingers. Then with a forced laugh, I added "You'll look lovely in it. You seem to have a thing for those chiffon sleeves."

She giggled softly and looked at the blouse fondly. "Yes! I saw it when I was shopping the other day and thought it was lovely. It's not for ME silly! Went and got it for you this morning. So why don't you try it on? I'm bursting to see how it looks on you."

I swallowed. "You bought that for me?"

"Are we going to get involved in that silly macho nonsense all over again? Come on now – get this shirt off and put your pretty new blouse on." She was unbuttoning my shirt and speaking very firmly as she spoke.

"But Ann – please don't" was all I could manage as the shirt was pulled out of my pants. Then I said weakly as the shirt was removed from my shoulders. "Just for a little while then – eh?"

"Maybe." She said, slipping my arms into the blouse. "Maybe – if you behave!"

Ann was looking at me calmly as she finished buttoning the blouse. Stroked me then stood back. "Lovely! But I'm afraid that Amy was correct. There's extra material here and it doesn't look as nice as it should. Let's get it off."

With an inward pang, but an outward sigh of relief, I allowed her to take the blouse off, thinking that as she was dissatisfied with the fit of the blouse, she was done. But then my eyes rounded with horror as she spoke to me. "Hold up your arms darling. I bought this bra for you as well. Didn't know if I'd need it or not – but it's obvious that I do."

"Don't you think you're taking this a little too far?" I asked nervously as she gently fitted me into the black lace bra and fastened me in, her eyes more and more amused, as she did this.

She gently reprimanded me then. "Can't you see that I need this if I'm to get the blouse filled out? Make it fit you properly? See how the bra's inflated to look as if the cups are full. I'll just BET that it will make the blouse look even MORE lovely. Now let's get this camisole on, and then your blouse again."

To say that my resistance was futile as she proceeded to show – and dress me in the long black evening, velvet pants – and the black lace undies to match the bra – is actually wrong. I couldn't resist her at all. Then to put black knee high stockings on, with black velvet slippers was almost a finishing touch – but my clothing was finished by a gold chain belt. "Now come and I'll do your hair – and just a little touch of lipstick?" She urged by gently pulling on my elbow.

"No lipstick – please Ann?" I was pleading now.

She pouted and considered. "Well all RIGHT! But it's just because you're not used to being dressed properly. But I don't suppose you have any problems with me brushing your hair a little differently? You'd better not!"

She was just finishing combing my hair into a different style. As it didn't want to lie down, she put a black ebony barrette in it to hold it in place. " Oooh!" She said delightedly. "Now for a necklace, bracelet . You'll be gorgeous! Just wait and see!"

She made me look at my reflection in a mirror. I sort of wished now that I hadn't moaned about the makeup. It was the only thing that detracted from my girlish appearance – I looked very much like a girl – but it was still easy enough to see that I was a male dressed up. Some make up would have helped a lot with the illusion. I didn't know what to say – when the door bell rang.

"That'll be Amy. Off you go and answer it," she told me in a matter of fact tone of voice. Then as I paused, there was a warning in her gaze. Frankly, she was becoming more and more openly dominant over me. I loved it even though I hid it, but figuring there wasn't much harm – after all Amy had already seen me in a blouse, I went and opened the door.

My god! Amy was there all right – but she had a male escort. She looked at me in astonishment, then a glimmer of amusement crossed her face. She led her boyfriend into the place and said. "Dennis? I'd like you to meet Bob."

I automatically held out my hand, although my welcoming grin was kind of sickly. I think he thought I was a girl at first, and took it. It wasn't until he was well inside that he realized what I was. His face took on a sickly look too as we shook.

"Dennis is Ann's - - boyfriend? " Ann said, almost laughing now. "Then she spoke directly to me in a light, teasing, tone. "You seem changed since I saw you last dear? Is there something about you? I can't quite put my finger on it?"

"Stop teasing him Amy!" Ann laughed, coming up behind us. "Hello again Bob. How are you. Yes, Amy is right. Dennis is my boyfriend. I just like to dress him up is all. Come in and have a drink before dinner."

Her common sense and practicality gave the scene a sense of normalcy and she led us into a living room where we sat down in easy chairs while Ann got us drinks. Bob tried to break the ice. "It feels a bit strange, me being the only male amongst three - three - - " He faltered as he realized what he was saying..

"Three girls?" Amy broke in. "Don't be shy Bob. I can see how come you feel that way. You Dennis? You understand why he would have a problem, don't you?"

"Well?" I sort of stammered. "I really don't know what to say, being sort of confused myself."

Ann, having finished serving sat down. "Frankly? I don't see where the confusion lies. To my mind, Dennis looks perfectly fine!"

"Well I must admit," Amy said. "I was taken aback to seeing a man wearing a bra at first, but it's showing under his blouse nicely – and it seems more and more suitable all the time." She turned to me. "How do you feel wearing a bra? Is it comfortable on you?"

"Well . . well . " I stammered.

"Yes! Doesn't it look REAL?" Ann butted in. "So natural! And that camisole?"

"Nice and lacy to match the bra?" Amy asked.

"Of COURSE! Panties as well!" Ann said as I cringed.

"That's SO nice!" Amy exclaimed. "Panties?"

"Hah! You should have seen the fuss he made when I wanted to put a little makeup on him!" Ann said indignantly.

"NO!" Amy said. "These MEN!" Then she turned to me. "Honest! You'd think you'd let Ann finish the job!" Then she looked slyly at me. "Just a little? Come on?"

"No!" I tried to say adamantly, but it was no use. She winked ostentatiously at Ann, and they both laughed.

"Excuse us Bob – for just a minute?" Amy said – and next thing, she and Ann were on either side of me, gently assuring me that it was 'just a touch' and putting light touches of foundation, eye shadow, mascara, blusher – then having me pout alluringly as they applied lipstick. I couldn't help but look at the smug face that Bob gradually put on – HE was too much of a man to put up with that shit. He was embarrassed, it was easy to see, but didn't try to help me in any way.

And now, though nothing was said, it seemed as if his earlier mistake had been proven correct. There was no way on earth that I could possibly act like a man now – not made up and dressed the way I was – and to my outrage it WAS as if we were now one male to three women! And he LOVED it. Smug bastard! Just before we sat down to dinner, Amy slyly mentioned how much her twins loved me. "They even call him Aunt Denise!" She giggled.

"I wonder why?" Bob said, hardly laughing at all – but you could tell he was being sarcastic and funny as his eyes took in my girlish dress and demeanor..

We had dinner and I must admit that it took me a while to get used to my bracelets sliding up and down my arm – even the gentle jangling of my necklace. Then Amy capped it off!

Bob had gone to the bathroom and she fixed her eye on me once he had gone. With a slight grin and a fatuous expression, she said to me "You know Denise? I think he fancies you!"

"Aw knock it OFF Amy!" I moaned quietly – scared that he would hear her.

"Don't see why not!" Ann commented laying an arm on mine. "You're becoming very attractive dear, you know? He knows that you're MINE of course, but that doesn't stop real men from wanting a girl. But when he comes back? I think I'll make him more aware of who you really belong to."

When he did return, she didn't do anything obvious to declare her ownership of me. Did have me wear a pretty black and white apron and help clean off the dishes – her, Amy, and myself – while Bob sat lording it over us with his male superiority. I found myself also acting more like Ann's girl. Couldn't have him getting any ideas about me, could I? I wasn't some homosexual! So, if anything, Amy's comment made in fun just separated me further from the male – Bob's – side if things.

To my horror I discovered that us all going out to an early movie had been considered, but much to my relief that the idea had been discarded by Ann. Amy and Bob took their departures with Amy making ridiculous and rolling goo-goo eyes at me, but finally I was left with Ann.

"Time you and I had a talk Dennis. I've been thinking, but it looks as if we have to get the financial picture settled. Take your apron off now and let's talk a minute."

"Financial situation?" I queried once I sat down beside her.

"Yes. I think you should come and stay with me here but I need to know how you're fixed money wise." She smiled. "You can probably tell that I'd like to dress you up properly, but I don't think I can afford what I want to do. I THINK I make enough to have you come and stay here and look after this place – but I need to know if you're carrying any major credit card debt. That sort of thing. I don't even know if you're rich enough to contribute a little something towards the rent. That would be LOVELY. But the major things are if you carry major debt – and how long it would take to get out of your lease or rental. So tell me please?"

Frankly I sort of liked the idea of her finding out what I was going to bring into the relationship. Almost like a bride telling a groom that she has a much bigger dowry than he expects. "Well? I don't have any credit card debt," I said. "That's paid off automatically."

"Whew! That's a relief. What kind of credit level do you have?" she asked.

I shrugged. "Don't know for sure, but it was about $25.000 the last time I looked."

She blinked. "That's a higher level than mine. But that's all to the good I suppose. I don't think that you're silly with money – but have you ever exceeded your limit?"

"Just once – but that was for a vacation – and like I said, it was taken care of automatically – and all I did have to make a phone call to identify to them what I was."

She took that in and blinked again. "Expensive vacation! But the big question is how much notice do you have to give to get out of your rental. You've never had me in your apartment, but I know that's a pretty snazzy place you live in – so I know that you have to probably have a lease – or rent."

I really loved doing this. In pretended innocence, I said. "But I don't do either."

Her eyes widened. "You buying that place?"

"No. I don't do that." I was still pretending innocence.

Ann looked at me. Aggravation starting to show. "Sweetie? You don't lease – or rent – or pay a mortgage." She added sweetly and phony .as all hell "You must do ONE of those things!"

"Aha! " I said, pretending to see what she was getting at. "Oh no dear. I own the place. Lock, stock, and barrel. I only have to pay taxes ion it – and I keep forgetting about them, because they're done automatically too."

I was delighted in her open mouth expression of amazement. Then she leaned forward and took my arm. Smiled. "Explain dear. If you're telling the truth I want to know why I've been buying all those things for you. If you're lying? I think I'll put you over my knee and give you a good old fashioned spanking!" Her eyes took on a dreamy expression. Then she looked at me in a decidedly sultry fashion. "But now that I think on it? I may just spank you anyway – just for the fun of it. Get it cleared up here, who is who – and who does what he is told to do!"

A funny dry taste filled my mouth and I had the feeling that the idea of going over her knee and being spanked both horrified and scared me. "It's true. Honest, You don't need to hurt me."

She shrugged and patted my knee in a reassuring way. . "Who said anything about hurting you? A little spanking? That's what I did with my dollies when I was a little girl when they were naughty." She smiled reminiscently - "Or to be honest? When I felt like it. But we'll see about that when the time comes. Now tell me more."

To tell the truth, I had never caught on to the word "Dollies" and what she meant, but I thought it best to explain everything about my financial situation. Right down to the details.

And then she spanked me. Put me over her knees and pulled my velvet pants down, with me sort of luxuriating as she did so very slowly. Then she basically just patted me on my panties, commenting on how she'd never spanked an adult before – but it was SO nice. To be quite honest? Only my pride was hurt probably more at the easiness in which she took me over her knees, but I found that I kinda liked it.

How can an adult male admit that he liked being spanked like a little child over the knees of a woman who is not much larger that he is? The very ACT of going over her knees? The shame and humiliation? The fact that his clothes are NOT masculine – velvet, then lace? Black? She had never spanked me before, but now I knew that the very act helped to define our relationship as it had never been defined before. She'd had NO problem with me. Just decided to do it – and I'd no choice. The fact that there were no unusual circumstances underlined the prospect that she could do the same thing any time she wished without any major problem.

I turned my lips up for a nice kiss when she was finished and let me back up. Looked at her with adoring eyes, but she'd have none of that.

"No time for sex just now," She said briskly. "Got your credit card here?" she asked practically as she let me up and rearrange myself.

"Yes dear. But why?" I said this humbly as my ass was still nice and warm and I luxuriated in it – though not openly to be honest..

She shook her head. "Stop being such a sissy! The shoes you have aren't really made for outside. But give me your credit card – and let's do some shopping!" She said.

"Just NOW?" I asked.

"Yes! And would you please hurry UP?"

I pulled out my wallet and started digging out my credit card.

"Just give me your wallet," she said. "Let me look you out a handbag and a nice coat to go with your outfit."

It didn't take her long to empty my wallet into a black patent leather clutch purse and for her to get me into a black swagger coat. She finished me off by gently arranging a black and white chiffon scarf around my neck. "Looking better all the time!" she said with a grin.

I had a problem breathing when she took me into the wig shop at the mall. Let's face it, I wasn't a girl – just a guy in girl's clothes, though I was starting to look pretty. Naturally, I was embarrassed, but she wasn't fazed at all. There was only one lady in the store as it was getting on in the evening I suppose. Rather plump with a pleasant expression and she approached Ann – with a look as if she were trying to avoid seeing me. Tactful, I suppose.

Her voice was pleasantly modulated as she spoke to Ann. "May I help you ma'am? I have a brunette job that just came in today if you're interested?"

Ann laughed. "No. I'd like some nice wigs for him."

The woman blinked. "But I'm afraid we don’t have men's wigs at all. And honestly? He doesn't look like he needs one at all."

Ann looked apologetic. "I'm sorry. I should have explained. I just LOVE to dress my boy friend up prettily – and his hair just doesn't cut it, the way it is. I have a really pretty, frothy blonde style – then a redhead – and then another in mind – though I haven't quite made up my mind about the third one as yet.."

The lady smiled. "If you'd sit down in front of this mirror sir? I'm SURE we can help you. A pretty blonde you said?" she asked Ann. "Short and curled – or long."

"Don't know yet for sure. Why not try a bunch?" Ann said.

"May I put a cap on sir?" The woman asked me.

"A cap?"

"Yes it'll help smooth out your hair and give me a uniform size to work with. Not all wig sellers use them, but I like to use them."

"Just do whatever you see fit," Ann said. "But looking around? I like that peroxide blonde one over there." She added pointing.

"That's the right size. Want to bring it here while I finish his hair?" the lady said, putting a sort of cap thing on my head and pinning it in place. Then she took the wig from Ann and placed it gently on my head. "Doesn't he object? He doesn't look very pleased?" the girl said.

"Him? He's just being a grouch. See Denise? The nice lady's making you look pretty. What do you think?"

"You call him Denise?" The woman obviously couldn't resist asking her.

"Well – that's close to his male name I guess. But I really think of him as Dolly."

The woman paused for a second, then stood back, admiring her handiwork. "But Dolly? Is that what you really think of him?"

Ann laughed after a short pause. "Yes I guess so.. When I was a kid. I loved dolls – I mean LOVED them.. Loved to dress them and make them look all lovely. Tell them what to do. Have little games with them. You know – just like little girls do. Once I grew up, I found that I got some kicks from having a guy put on clothes that I like, though they were mostly male stuff. Found that I got a big kick from seeing clothes I'd picked out for him. You see, accidentally? I got him in a lovely blouse one time – and it dawned on me! That's why I want to get him into some nice stuff instead. Can't wait for his hair to grow. Want to make him SO pretty! He's just my little starter dolly now – but I expect to make improvements."

"I see" the woman laughed, adjusting the back of my hair a little. "But doesn't he object?"

"Object?" Ann said thoughtfully. "Probably." She came up and kissed me at the back of my neck. "But Denise is my little dolly-wolly? Isn't he? C'mon now! Tell this nice lady that you're Ann's little dolly. Come on now!"

I looked at the grinning lady in the mirror reflection. She paused expectantly. Red faced I admitted. "Ann's right. I'm her doll."

"That's a lovely outfit you have on. Did she pick it out for you?" The woman asked as if she were talking to a little child.

"Yes." I admitted. Nearly screamed when I heard my own voice – it was becoming soft with a slight lisp.

"And after we get you some nice hair? We're gonna go and do some other girly stuff? Aren't we Dolly?" Ann tittered.

My!" The woman said. "He's so lovely and obedient! I'm married myself and my husband's not bad I guess, but wants his own way all the time. I think I'd like someone like this around. I don't know if I'd get all that fun out of dressing him. But I'd imagine that he does housework?"

"Haven't got around to that, but I'm sure he will," Ann gave a cute smile. "If I ask him properly, that is." She put on a little girl voice and spoke to me. "You wouldn't have any problems helping Ann do her household chores – would you Dolly?"

Both women laughed as I blushed and nodded slowly in agreement.

We purchased – or rather Ann used my card to but three wigs. Very blonde, redhead and brunette. The saleslady offered the opinion that the red might not suit my complexion, but Ann just smiled at her and said that she might change my coloring – when she was of a mind to, and the lady laughed.

When we left Ann put an arm around my waist and gave me a hefty squeeze.

"I just want to say 'thank you' " She said. "You've been SO sweet and obedient. First of all with Amy and Bob, and now with that lady in the store. Why don't you pout those pretty lips and let Ann give you a nice kiss, huh?"

There were still people walking around us and I felt strange, stopping and pouting my lips for a kiss amongst them, but I did. Knew that I looked like a lesbian to some – or an effeminate male to thers, but couldn't do a thing. She took her time too. Took me in her arms and kissed me firmly on the lips. I couldn't help myself by almost melting into her embrace. Finally, she let me go and stand upright, saying with relish. "You even kiss nicely. All nice and soft and yielding. I'd love to take you home and into bed right now – but let's go to the jewelers and get your ears pierced. Shall we?"

I knew better by this time than to show the fright she generated in me. Thought quickly and said "Don't you think we could maybe do it tomorrow Ann? When there'd be more time?"

She gave me a shrewd look that said she wasn't taken in at all. "I was just thinking about a single hole per lobe. Now I think we'll go double. Or would you rather have three per ear. What do you think?"

I swallowed fast. It looked as if the more I objected, the more holes my ears would have. "Whatever you think best, Ann."

She gave me a quick kiss. "Ooooh, it's lovely when you read my mind! I think we'll stay for two just now. We can always change our mind later, huh?" Then she giggled softly as I nodded quickly. "Just love an obedient boyfriend – and that's what you are. Right Dolly?"

She didn't speak quietly at all and where some passer byes may have just accepted me as female, I was now getting looks that searched for, and found, my true gender.

In the jewelers Ann asked who did the ear ring holes and we were directed to a young lady who was cleaning out a tray of ear rings in a glass compartment. "Want some additional ear rings love?" She asked Ann in a pleasant voice.

"Not for me dear," Ann replied. "For my little dolly here. I want him to look nice and figure that some nice earrings will help. Don't you?" She took one of my arms and gently pushed me forward as she spoke.

The girls eyebrows raised a trifle, but she first of all looked at me for confirmation and simply nodded as I blushingly nodded in agreement. "If you'll sit right there - sir?" she said, pointing to a chair. Then she asked me. "Have you chosen posts or studs yet?"

I looked helplessly at her, as Ann broke in. "Two on each ear please. One in the lobe and one about a half inch away. We'll just take the standard gold for a start – although you might want one set with small rubies? That right?" She asked me,

She was making it abundantly clear who was the boss and meekly I sat there agreeing with everything until my ears were pierced. The young girl was very professional about everything – a small dab of antiseptic and a white wand like thing placed up against each ear. A minor pin prick and Ann smilingly telling me how terrific I looked and we were out of there – though only after she 'suggested' I buy two pairs of long dangly ear rings she swore would look great on me.

On the way to the department store, she looked at her watch. "You know? If we hurry I can just have time to take you into a store not far down the mall here. I don't think I want to buy anything just yet – but I'd love to do it. You don't mind, do you?"

"What do you have in mind?" I asked innocently – and received a sore nip on my backside!

"Little dollies do NOT ask questions!" She told me as I let out a surprised ouch. "Little dollies like you ALWAYS agree. Right?"

"Yes Ann," I said meekly, rubbing my backside.

"Good. I don't think we need anything special in the department store. Get you some undies, shoes, skirts and tops. Just daily wear for you to do the housework in and that sort of stuff. Don't need to spend much time at all."

I'd learned a lesson, so coughed politely, then said. "May I ask you a question Ann?"

She beamed. "Now that's MUCH better dolly. What do you need to know, dear?"

"Well? It's not as if I disagree or anything? But what's all this about skirts and stuff – and housework?"

She stopped suddenly. "Didn't I tell you dear? You're moving in with me. And once you do that?" She smiled broadly. "You KNOW that I'm going to make you into my personal little dolly. You know that, don't you?"

"I'd guessed that you wanted me for . ." I gulped. "Your dolly. But I didn't know about the other stuff. You want me to wear girl stuff some of the time?"

"Some of the time? SOME of the time?" she scoffed. "You're MY dolly now. Think I want you in men's clothes?"

I found myself breathing heavily through my nose. "But Ann. I can see that you want to dress me . . me . . prettily . . some of the time?" I smiled weakly. "But you have work to go to – and all that. Those skirts and stuff you're talking about? Don't sound as if they're going to make me look like the dolly you want me to be."

She stopped and led me over to a bench. Patted me gently once we sat down. "I know I've been rushing things a little and so I suppose I owe you SOME explanation. But think about this. If I let you start walking about like a man again? Don't you think you're going to get some ideas? Like you're a guy. Want to argue?"

"Oh no Ann! Not at all!" I expostulated as sincerely as I could..

She shrugged. "Maybe not. But why should I take all that bother? You're probably good at housework – and I'm not. Then when I come home at night I want my little dolly in a pretty dress – and all made up – and everything?" her words got slower and a dreamy expression crossed her face, then hardened as a new picture crossed her mind.. "If you've been in pants and shirts all day – don't you think that you might give me a problem? Whereas I simply ask you to change out of a skirt into a nice pretty costume? When you've been doing girly work all day? I don't see a problem. Do you?"

"Girly work?" I asked with a feeling of dread yet fascination.

She got up from the bench and pulled me up with her. "Dolly? You're just being silly now. I don't know yet whether we're going to end up in your place or mine. But from now on? You're going to take care of ME. If you don't have a problem with that? Let's go. We don't have a lot of time." She looked at me challengingly. I looked down at the ground in a docile fashion and followed her.

Maybe I expected some of the women in the department store to raise some concern when Ann indicated clearly that it was ME that the clothes and stuff were being bought for? If so, I was wasting my time. There WERE a few sidelong glances amongst the sales ladies once Ann made her intentions known. Maybe there might have been some issues raised if there had been more lady customers? I don't know. But once she introduced me as Dolly? I didn't have a chance. Skirts, blouses, tops, were held up against me and Ann's opinion was asked as if I weren't there. Shoes, the same thing.

Laden with parcels – and I couldn't stop blushing at what was in them – we left and headed down the mall, with Ann looking impatiently at her watch the whole way. We finally stopped at a small store where a woman was just in the process of locking up.

"Hiya Hillary!" Ann said. "Thought I'd made it in time. Sorry."

The woman – a short blonde with a sharp intelligent face turned. "ANN! I didn't expect to see you. Come on in to the store!"

As she spoke, she led us into a brightly lit store with, as far as I can tell dresses and costumes, all bright colors on racks and on floor mannequins. Big signs stated that the costumes were for rental – while some of the dresses were for sale.

Ann sighed. "Nah. I didn't expect to buy or rent anything right now. Just look around." She took my upper arm and thrust me forward a little. "Hilary? I'd like you to meet my new dolly. His name's really Dennis – but I much prefer to use Dolly myself."

The woman widened her eyes then took my hand. "Hello . . Dennis? I'm sorry dear, I hadn't taken you all in. Thought you were a girl friend of Ann's that I didn't know. But please, you two? Come into the store." She turned to Ann. "I was just closing up a few minutes early because business is kinda slow. C'mon!" Without hesitation she led us into the store. As she did, she laughed over her shoulder. "Ann? What in all blazes are you up to? You're calling him Dolly – and I see that he's wearing nice clothes. Are you doing what I think you're doing?"

"I probably AM!" Ann answered back, laughing a little. "I've found me a real live dolly! Just learning what to do with him. That's why I thought a visit here might be a good idea."

Hilary shot back. "How did you do it? Advertise? If so, I want to find out how you DID it! I never knew that live dollies existed and could be gotten!"

"Do you mind if we look around while I tell you?" Ann asked. "I see a nice red part dress over there that I like."

"Wouldn't suit you." Hilary replied, then caught on. "Y'mean on HIM?

"Stand still!" Ann commanded me, then brought the dress, hangar and all over to me. Laid it up against my chest. Turned to Hilary. "STILL think it wouldn't look good?"

And the two of them talked and chatted, all the time moving us around the store while Ann tried various garments about me. I mean, it was bad enough in the department store

But in this case it was different, Multi-colored and flamboyant outfits were held up against me and considered but the women hadn't seen each other in a while and were catching up. Only once did they seem to be paying real attention.

"That sailor suit there. Wouldn't that look lovely on him?" Hilary said.

"Eh? That's a guys!" Ann replied.

"But isn't he . ." Then Hilary laughed and paused thoughtfully. "Was I being stupid?"

"Damn right!" Ann laughed. "But that green backless tutu?" And they both shrieked with enjoyment.

As she'd promised, Ann neither bought nor rented anything but then Hilary disappeared for a short moment. When she came back she pressed a small shopping bag into Ann's hands. "I was about to throw this away – didn't sell worth a shit. You might find a use for it" They argued for a brief moment, but Ann finally said her thanks and took the bag. They discussed something about the meeting of some small club they both belonged to but Ann simply said that she'd think about it and led me away.

The mall and the parking lot were practically deserted by the time we got to the car. Somehow, it was less embarrassing for me to have Ann open doors for me than it had been. It didn't take us long to reach her apartment.

She wouldn't let me take the clothes we'd bought out of the boxes and bags. "In the bedroom – quick!" She told me.

I thrilled to the sound of her voice and did what I was told. Then I lay on the bed as ordered, my erection trying it's best to break free. Then, smiling, she did something she'd never done before. Went and got four scarves, then came back and started tying each one of my arms and ankles to the bed clothes. Smiled and explained herself to me as she tied me to the bed.

"You see Dolly? I've been getting randy ALL night. I can't say I really like you in pants, but I just don't have the patience to change you now, so you'll just have to do." With that, she finished her tying and looked down on me. "I just want you to understand that dollies don't really have much to do during sex – and that's what I want you to be tonight. My soft, warm. . STILL! Dolly. Now just hold on a minute."

Without preamble, she slid my pants and panties down and freed them of my straining erection, so that it strained upwards. Then? Then she disappeared! I heard some sounds but couldn't lift my head up to see. Then she appeared in front of me – with nothing on but black lace panty, bra, garter belt, sexy stockings and high heeled shoes – and some sort of harness that held this big dildo!

She laughed at the expression on my face. "See dear? I figure that it's time we got the air cleared up." She laughed a little when she took a hold of the dildo and waved it at me. "Yes dear, I've used this before – although strictly on girls. But I got to thinking. . ."

"You don't intend to use that thing on me, do you?" I asked nervously.

"Yes dear. That IS something I have in mind – and if you don't speak to me properly? It'll be used on you a lot sooner that I intended to. Got that Dolly?"

"I'm sorry Ann," I said quickly.

She nodded approvingly. "Better! Now, as I was saying? I got to thinking. I enjoy my sex – and have been known to take it one way when I can't get it another" She paused. "Now, I'll admit that I like a man. No doubt about it. But looking back, although you performed okay, I usually had to force the issue to get you to act the part. But now that you're my little dolly? I can't let you even pretend to be the man any more. You see this, surely?"

"Eh? Sorry Ann, I don't get that at all." I said, honestly.

"I don't think that you're even trying!" She said reprovingly. "Same thing as you even dressing like a man. If I let you do that, even just a little? You might start getting ideas in your head. So the less I get you even thinking like a man? The better you'll satisfy me – huh?"

"But Ann? I'll admit that I may have been a bit short in the masculine department, but I still AM a man," I said softly.

She shrugged obviously uncaring. "That's nice dear. I just want to get you to start thinking differently Now watch this." She leaned over and kissed my cock! Then she lifted her head away and smiled. "How was that, huh?"

It took my breath away Then she stood over me, lightly stroking my body with her fingers and smiling at me as I soon developed a glazed look and started straining against the scarves that bound me. Then she simply scooted on to the bed and straddled me down about the knees. Then she leaned forward and gently took my erection into my mouth again. Worked it slowly up and down while I groaned. She stopped when I started jerking. "Calm down Dolly!" she said firmly. Then she started inching her way up my body, raising her body to get past my erection until she was sitting on my chest. Smiled down on me. "Your turn!" she said and used a hand to lift my head a little.

"Huh?" I started to say, but found her dildo was in my mouth!

"I did you. Now be a good Dolly and suck me a little! Come on now!"

I tried to mumble a refusal but she simply stroked my cheek. "Come ON Dolly. I won't do it to you as this is your first time. Just suck on it a few times, okay?" And she pushed it in a little, then pulled it back out. Then repeated the process until I couldn't do anything but suck.

"THAT'S a great little Dolly? Doing just FINE! Now just a few little grunts of enjoyment? Just for Ann?"

And she turned my face up to hers and smiled happily on me as I sucked and groaned under her. She kept her promise. Didn't make me do it that long. Finally withdrew and backed down my body a little. "See? That wasn't so bad now. Was it?

It had been embarrassing more than anything else, but I didn't answer because all of a sudden, she was taking her harness off and laying directly on top of me now. Stretching for something at the side of the bed. I heard an electrical buzzing and now she was lying to one side of me, and something was working it's way between my legs – and up to my anus. "Don't worry dear. It's lubricated – and I don't want to do this too much. Just open those pretty legs as much as you can – and relax."

She was slowly working a vibrator up inside me and playing around, humming at me as she did so. It never went into me that far, but it was definitely there and to my shame I started to undulate. She stopped and shut off the vibrator. "There! That wasn't too bad – was it Dolly? TELL me! Or I'll do it again!"

"It was okay Ann."

"Sexy?"

"Kinda."

"Well I guess I can't ask for more that that the first time. Now just hold on a little. I'll tell you when to come!" And now she had taken my erection in her hands and was working it inside herself as she straddled me again. I let out a moan of delight.

"Like this, do you?" She giggled. "Oh, I can tell. You are going to be the BEST little dolly!"

She stopped grinning as I shot my load. "Oh Dolly! How could you!" She started and then she simply leaned forward and stroked my cheek. "Asking too much of you, was I Dolly? It's okay. You'll learn to do as you're told soon enough."

That was the real beginning I guess. I mean, everything is all right in theory I guess but how does one describe one's feelings when he gas to stand with his new 'owner' and pick out nightwear for himself – in this case cream colored baby dolls? Not only that? But having it made VERY clear to me that I was to be as 'delighted' as any young girl would be? That I was now expected to share a bathroom with another girl? Where anything that even slightly smacked of masculine was met with a cold remark – or a warning that though this was early in my 'transition' I wouldn't be allowed too many mistakes..

Like a visiting girl I was given a robe to go over my nightwear and I helped Ann unpack my new clothes, cutting labels off and hanging them in a designated area of the closet or folding them nicely and putting my lingerie into drawers that Ann cleared out for me.

She called in to work the following day and said that she'd be late. Then she made some phone calls, then checked me out. I'd picked a brown patterned full skirt and a yellow blouse. Nodded approvingly.

"Not bad for a start. You're not that good at putting on makeup, so I suggest that you'd better learn as soon as you can by putting stuff on, then creaming it off again. I suppose you'd better learn quick – because I've made you an appointment for a waxing – and breast application down at the beauty shop for ten o'clock this morning. You can walk there of you want – it's only about a half mile down the road – or you can call a taxi. I've put more than enough money in your handbag – and Suzy, the girl at the beauty shop knows she's to put you on my account. I'll be home just after six o'clock. I want you to be a little heavy on the makeup – and have dinner made for me." She pointed to a paper on the table. "That's phone numbers you might need – so do you have any questions?"

"Breast application? What's that?" I asked, aghast at what she'd told me.

"What does it sound like silly? Suzy's been told what I want. She'll have some nice breasts for you. I know that you don't have much hair on the body – but I want it waxed off. If she feels like it, she'll give you a quick hair styling. Nothing permanent – but nice. You'll like her."

There's not much sense in me going into the trauma of that – and following days. My feelings at being left alone – now the woman of the house. My immediate actions to look for my male clothes once Ann had gone off to work - gone completely – as were my keys to my apartment. (To be honest? As I searched for them I hoped that I wouldn't find them – for the slightest reason that I'd absolutely NO idea what I'd do if I had the slightest chance of escaping. I think that there were a few anxious moments before I settled into my new career but I was finally able to maintain to myself that I had no choice,)

Ann's pragmatism helped. Never once did she fail to applaud anything I did to make myself more feminine. Never once did she fail to get on my back if I were slow at shedding masculine traits. She didn't really WANT me to be swish, I guess but, as that behavior was more doll-like to her, she accepted that. She was absolutely delighted to find out that being a housewife to me was almost second nature. I settled down into my new role as if I'd been born to it.

The visit to the beauty salon was traumatic for me. They treated me with all the niceness and deference that anyone could ask for – of course there were some glances amongst the girls as Suzy took me in hand and worked her magic. Without going into massive details, I came out of there that day completely different. Apart from my pubic hair, the top of my head, and my eyebrows? I had no hair left – and even my eyebrows were shaped and my pubic hair was dyed. My hair was fairly long but at Ann's suggestion, left pretty well alone – though set more in an androgynous style than anything else. My lips were enlarged by some minor botox shots so that I had a very kissable mouth – though I suppose that the addition of breasts were my biggest change.

They were state of the art – and as Suzy was licensed to apply them, she spent some time getting them set properly on my chest, then color coordinating them to my skin color. With the special solution, she informed me that I need only remove them about once every two weeks – and for about eight hours – to give my skin some 'breathing' room. Naturally, she showed me how to reattach them and gave me the solution I had to use. Needless to say, I had a set of prominent breasts and I discovered very quickly, the support that a bra gave. Ann was delighted and made a point of fondling me a lot that night.

It took me a little while to accept my new role in sex though. As you probably gathered, I was never that great at participating – but I'd always done 'something'! Now, I had to simply lie there – and with the exception of delighted squeals – do nothing as she worked on me. Don't get me wrong. When she was on top of me – at my front? The sex was fantastic. When she put a dildo on and took me at the back? I didn't like it that much – but again, I had to ACT as if I did. She didn't particularly care to tie me up, but she did occasionally if I started to show signs of wanting to participate. It didn't take me long to become the sweet little dolly that she craved.

After a while we moved back into my apartment. It was a lot roomier and actually nearer to Ann's work. The security guards at my place were female – thank goodness, as I always found it embarrassing for males to discover that I wasn't a girl – though by a few weeks, it was becoming more difficult to tell. As a matter of fact, I was decidedly girlish by this time..

We had a small crew of moving men – and Amy, come to help us move. It wasn't that I was physically incapable but I was allowed to serve up soft drinks for the all of us and do some general tidy up. I was not ALLOWED to do anything that needed the smallest amount of strength – I was Ann's DOLLY! Dollies had NO strength! I simply had to look decorative – and in my gingham blue checked dress and blonde, curly, wig – I did exactly that, Amy, dressed in jeans and a sweat shirt like Ann, helped to move a lot of the smaller things. Looked at me mincing around and shook her head a lot, but said nothing. The men, thank goodness, never took me for anything else than what I looked like. Just thanked me nicely before they left.

That night, the two girls sat, exhausted, as I served them up dinner – me wearing my pretty apron of course. They'd had a few drinks and although they were pleasant, there was an edge to Amy as she spoke to me.

"Like being Ann's little dolly now?" She asked me, peering over her glass.

"Yes – he DOES! Now shut up. You're becoming a pain in the ass Amy!" Ann said, but without rancor.

"Yeah. I'm sorry," Amy said – with no apology in her voice Spoke to me again. "Taking it up the ass now Denise? Enjoy that, do we?"

"Oh Amy!" Ann said, but she was laughing - as my blush was answer enough.

Then Amy turned to Ann. "But honey? What are you doing for REAL sex, huh? I can see that Denise here might be fun now and then – but isn't he a bit of a pansy for you?"

To my horror, Ann thought this over for a minute or so. "Gotta admit that he's becoming as nice a dolly as anyone could want . Becoming exactly what I am making him to be? But, you know . .? Watch what you want – you might get it?"

The subject was becoming too deep for me – and touching on areas that I didn't want touched on. "Ann bought me a cheer leader costume!" I interrupted quickly. "Pleated skirt – Angora sweater – gold pom-poms – calf length boots!" I heard the note of feminine boasting there. Couldn't help it. Knew that I sounded – and looked – proud.

"Screwed you in it yet?" Amy asked.

"Oh Amy!" Ann said. "Knock it off!" But the danger had passed – or so I thought.

I didn't think too much on it. Had actually forgotten all about the package that Hilary had given Ann that first night at the costume store, but on the Saturday afternoon following our move, Ann brought it out. It was a slave girl – or harem girl costume. All diaphanous and filmy – basically a bra and panty set in satin and lace, with long, voluminous chiffon pants with tight cuffs at the ankles – then a long sleeved jacket thing – just as transparent, cuffing at the wrists. Then a tight head scarf, with long flowing veils.

By this time, naturally, my nails were painted and manicured and my hair was long enough to be pulled down to frame my face. I had become quite expert at makeup, but to my surprise Ann wanted to do it. Spent a lot of time in making me look dark and sultry. Then she explained that she had never had me wear this costume before because she had wanted to get exactly the right jewelry for it And there was a LOT of it – necklaces and bracelets, rings and earrings – all fine and filigreed but when she finished? I couldn't MOVE without making a form of chiming noise.

She had rented various costumes from Hilary a few times by then – I had been a party hostess in a flaming red dress and a chorus girl for Ann. But these had all been inside the flat. On this particular early evening though, she simply had me put slippers on my feet – then join her to go down to the car! I knew better that question her by this time, so simply took her arm and cuddled in close, trying to ignore the few stares we got as we made our way to the car, me tinkling merrily with each step. I mean, it was easy enough to see that I was in fancy dress – but with Ann not, it was more difficult.

Regardless of my good intentions, I couldn't help but blurt out "But that's Amy's! Are we going to visit?" when we got there.

Ann blushed as she pulled the car to a stop. "Well. It's not exactly a visit. You're going to baby sit the twins because Amy is going out for the evening. Has a heavy date with Bob. Remember him?"

I plucked at my filmy coverings helplessly and blushed furiously. "Oh Ann. He's going to see me like this?"

She patted my knee. "Don't be silly my little dolly. He'll probably just think how cute you are!" she smiled. "And the kids will get a big kick out of you being there to look after them."

She got out of the car and then went around and opened my side. She smiled approvingly as I got out of the car, my legs together as if I were wearing a skirt, even though it was diaphanous pantaloons I was wearing. "Looks as if my training is paying off!" she laughed. "You're leaving that car like a lady!" Naturally, I blushed prettily – which made her laugh the more. I didn't think to ask her any more about me baby sitting duties – which is probably just as well, because I might have got a spanking there and then if I had.

To Amy, my appearance was of no great surprise – but Gwyn and Gwen just about fell over themselves with surprise – though with a little forcing from Amy, they came and kissed me as an 'hello'. "Auntie Denise feels SO much nicer now!" Gwyn said. And "Auntie Denise is wearing a fancy bra and panties as well!" Gwen added indignantly. "They look like satin! How come WE don't?"

"That's because he's an adult! And that's the way aunt Ann wants her dolly to dress!" Amy stated firmly. "When you two get older?" She left the rest unsaid.

The twins were surprised, jealously, by my appearance but quickly accepted that. Gwen had a new doll that aunt Ann HAD to see, and brought it out. I had to admit how Ann paid the most minute attention to that doll – examined every square inch carefully then the joints – the eye movement – and the clothes. Stated her opinion about the doll in perspective. Did not neglect to state what she saw as negatives – but both children beamed with her honest appraisal. Kissed her ardently.

Then Amy smiled. "I hope that you kids appreciate the fact that aunt Ann is lending you two HER dolly to look after you two tonight. I know that he's just a dolly – but he's an adult – and we need an adult to look after you if anything goes wrong."

"Like if a mean man tries to get in!" Gwen asked.

"Exactly! He'll know when to scream – or call the police." Amy added with a smile.

"And in the meantime? You all can get to know each other better by having aunt Denise join your tea party – along with you and your other dolls?" Ann said casually.

The two girls started screaming with excitement and told me to wait just a minute while they set the tea party things up – then ran off giggling and chattering.

"I'm sure you won't mind!" Amy said to me. "But the girls have a half notion that they're baby sitting you tonight – a sort of communal thing for the three of you. So if they get a little bossy just go along. Would you mind?"

"Of course he won't mind!" Ann interjected. "I like my dollies to understand that owners can tell them what to do – not the other way around. This will be good practice for all three of them. Right Dolly?" She was looking at me in a manner that brooked no argument, so I nodded in agreement meekly. Of course I understood that I'd been relegated to the level of two ten year old girls, but the awfulness hadn't got through to me yet. (Let's face it. Even if it had, I doubt if I'd have raised any complaint),

Then I had to sit cross legged on the floor with Gwyn and Gwen and accept tiny tea cups – from which I drank imaginary tea while Ann and Amy looked on with adult condescension. Naturally, I had to join in the lady like conversation as well which brought further enjoyment to the adults. Then the door bell rang and Amy went off to answer it, reappearing a few minutes later with TWO adult males. One was Bob, who I'd met before and was Amy's date. The other was Laird – Ann's date!

He was broader and taller than me. Seemed nice enough but puzzled when the two girls were introduced to him as Amy's – while I was introduced to him as Ann's dolly – of all things. My dress was excused laughingly – Ann SO liked her dollies to dress in costume – and there I had to sit and continue my childish nonsense with the tea party while the adults had drinks! They even necked when they thought the girls weren't looking. Not much, but short kisses, stroking – that sort of thing.

Bob looked a lot at me while this was going on – as if to say. "See? A man can do THIS – but a little sissy can't!" To make matters worse, I blushed a lot whenever I caught the eye of any one of the males. Then Gwen, innocently enough, complimented me on how nice my makeup was. Likened me to a movie star she had seen playing as a harem girl some weeks before. Commented how nice and sultry my eyes were – and then, bitterly, that her mom wouldn't allow her or her sister to experiment with much makeup.

Ann overheard this and quite bluntly said that although I was getting good at makeup, she had wanted her dolly especially pretty for the twins (you should have SEEN Bob's face) so had made me up herself.

Both twins gave their mother reproachful looks and Gwyn said that THEY never got anything to practice on as their mommy wouldn't get anything like that for them.

Ann agreed that this was a terrible shame, then looked at her watch and said that they would have to get going, but if the twins wanted to practice on me? She was sure that Amy would have some makeup they could use – and she was positive that I wouldn't mind. After all, I was just a dolly – and dollies loved that sort of thing!

Me and the twins looked at Ann differently. Them with an awed delight. Me with horror. "You mean – he can be OUR dolly?" Gwyn asked Ann breathlessly.

"Don't see why not," Ann answered carelessly. "But only while us adults are out and just for playing and things, Nothing serious like spanking."

"Spanking?" Gwen sighed. "You mean that we can?"

"You heard aunt Ann" Amy said. "You shouldn't spank at all!"

"Well – maybe something might come up!" Ann laughed at the twins. "But no making him cry now! Will waste his makeup!"

Both men looked at me with expressions that weren't too hard to decipher. Laird did look confused, or sorry for me. Bob had a sardonic expression on his face, and when Amy left then came back with a plastic bag filled with different cosmetics and told the girls that this was for their use – but under no circumstances were they to even come close to my eyes – and the cream she supplied in the bag was for getting rid of mistakes? His expression was contemptible of me to say the least. I even saw him whisper something to Laird and snigger, but Laird didn't laugh at all. Finally they all left. Just before they did, Ann came up to the three of us. "You three? Behave!" Was all she said – but I knew that she meant me particularly.

The evening was long. First of all, I was tied to two ten year olds. Precocious they may have been, but their conversational level left a lot to be desired. On top of that, it wasn't long before I knew that spanking me wasn't far from their minds. They were actively, positively, LOOKING for something that would give them the right. But I was obedient right from the start. I KNEW what they were trying to do and so, behaved in a way that would do nothing but ingratiate myself with them. It's a terrible thing to admit, but I leaned over backwards – and was as sweet as you can imagine.

Naturally, this had its own repercussions. By being subservient and docile to them, this gradually enhanced the relative hierarchy between us – and the fact that they understood that my costume was that of a slave girl didn't help much – not at all as a matter of fact. It wasn't long before they found they could order me around, and giggling, they gradually took more and more advantage of that. They had SUCH fun, telling me to go and fetch this or that – and the looks of admiration that Gwyn got from Gwen when she first added the words "And hurry up! If you don't I'll put you over my knees and spank you on your panties!" Naturally, it wasn't long before Gwen was adding those words as well.

As I've said, they were fair enough and didn't chastise me physically – but the loss of dignity I suffered was incredible and I must admit that I was near tears with the humiliation a few times. They even put on some oriental music their mom had on a CD and made me dance to it – really admiring the sounds of my jewelry as I did so. But they couldn't pass up what was to be their major amusement of the night.

I was made to sit (Nicely) on a hassock, and giggling and laughing, they slowly undid my veil then slowly creamed away my makeup – except for my eyes. Then, they made my face up again in very heavy makeup. They weren't too happy with the results the first time and conversed gravely about where they had gone wrong. Gleefully cleansed me again, and re-did my face once more. I finally ended up, now a decided creature of inferiority to them, with a heavily made up face – they even made me apply extra makeup around my eyes. Luckily, it was their bedtime and they had been warned what Amy would do to them if they weren't in bed by nine thirty so in they went.

Naturally, I was going to clean my face up before the girls came home, but the twins told me in no uncertain tones that I had to make sure that aunt Ann saw their handiwork just as they left me, so I was well aware that I couldn't. Regardless I was VERY happy to se them climb into bed and fall fast asleep in moments.

I spent a terror filled ninety minutes until Ann and Amy came back in – terrified of what Bob and Laird would have to say but I didn't need to bother. I never got the complete story, but they'd gone to a movie, then to Laird's place for drinks. Something had happened there – Amy was in a very bad humor when they came in – but didn't go into details – so the girls had simply been dropped off, without the men coming in.

Let's face it. I knew that Ann had had sex. Had a dreamy, satisfied air about her. Was very kind and thoughtful over me and made a big fuss over the makeup the girls had put on me. Both women had had drinks, but nothing would do but that they had another. Then, nothing would do but that I had to describe what a night I'd had with Amy's little darlings. At first I was loathe to describe what had happened, but then it dawned on me that the twins would probably boast about what they'd done, and gradually, I felt it best to let the story of the evening be drawn out of me.

Amy was SO nice! Had me come and sit beside her as I started my tale of that night.. "He feels so much nicer than that useless bastard Bob!" She said as I sat and stroked me.

"Well? Maybe you weren't nice enough to Bob?" Ann countered.

"I don't know. He's turning into such a namby-pamby!" Amy retorted. "Not like this pretty little dolly here of course – but he probably had too much to drink. Couldn't do nothing worth while at all! He's getting pretty damn pathetic!" She stared at Ann belligerently. "Not like YOU and Laird!" she said. Then she stroked me again. "Now what did these little buggers have you do again?"

And gradually, as I told what had transpired, the two women laughed and laughed openly admiring what the twins had made me do. I'm not proud of the fact that I started to weep out of the additional laughs they were getting out of my humiliation.

"Poor little thing!" Amy consoled me, stroking my breasts slowly and sexily. Then I found myself in her arms being kissed lustily. Then somehow, I was on my back looking up at her as she kissed and stroked me, saying how pretty I was.

"You're getting yourself all riled up!" Ann laughed at Amy.

Amy kissed me fondly and long, then looked up and spoke to Ann. "Y'know? When I first saw what you were doing to Dolly here? I felt kinda superior to you. After all, I reasoned – he's not a real man! But now? I think he's SO pretty. Just want to eat him ALL up!"

"See? I'm not so stupid after all!" Ann laughed. "He comes in handy for one kind of sex. Then when I want rough sex? I simply get a real man. Just like tonight."

"Hear that sweetie?" Amy laughed, her hand now down the waistband of my pantaloons. "Why don't you let Amy take care of you for a little while, huh? Find out what having a little dolly of her own feels like, huh?" She stroked my arms. "You feel so soft and weak. Come to Amy, huh?"

I mewled a little in protest then, because I knew what she had in mind, but with Ann simply looking on quizzically, I finally succumbed and became Amy's girl, kissing and fondling her – though softly as befitted my station - underneath her.

It was nice as she seemed to enjoy me responding to her in a way that Ann disallowed, and she seemed very satisfied when she finally climbed off of me and congratulated Ann on how well I'd been trained. Frankly, I enjoyed it as well – although I was a little hurt at Ann's acceptance of Amy's right to make love to me. In all truth, I didn't mind it so much for another reason – why should Ann get all the fun out of the evening? But it seemed to underline the fact that Ann considered me as a dolly - something she owned.

On the way home, I found myself cuddling into Ann. She was delighted with me. I couldn't believe it until she explained. "First of all? The twins learned a LOT from you tonight. I knew that they were interested in dolls – but had never realized how much. You must have provided them with a fantastic experience." She patted me on the head. "I know that it was probably traumatic for you – but you did SO much good! Then, I think you got Amy interested in dollies as well. It's the first time I've been actually able to watch you – and you acted just like a girl for her –" She laughed. "- with male goodies of course. But you were so nice. I was proud of you!" Then she laughed. "I can feel the heat of your blushes from here!"

The next few days were just like normal. I'd fitted into the role of her housewife/dolly quite well by then. I was a little shy when Laird called one night and recognized me, but once I gave Ann the phone, I could tell from her body language that he had filled her particular need for that time. She didn't put him off completely – not exactly – but it was more like putting him 'on hold' in case she wanted him again. I felt a flush of pleasure as she hung up and looked at me, smiling. She was perfectly aware that I knew that I was enough for her – at least for the time being.

The following Friday, I wasn't overly surprised when the delivery service brought a new costume for me. By this time, I was reasonably acquainted with her methods and her call late that morning from work, confirmed what I thought. She thought I hadn't peeked (but of course I had worked out a method and knew what was in the package) and told me to make VERY sure I was ready for her – probably earlier than usual – which should have warned me, but didn't – and that she'd call me later in the day. She warned me to be especially careful with my appearance – but again? What else did she expect of me by this time?

I DO have to admit that I was lucky though. The maid costume was sexy – no doubt about it – and the thought of Ann pushing me down and lifting my pure white petticoats before she mounted me just about drove me crazy. I wanted to masturbate SO badly, but dare not. If she mounted me and took me in the rear, I could fake it somewhat. But if she straddled me at the front? She'd know for sure. So, I knew better.

I did take a great deal of care though and bathed myself and made myself up with a great deal of care. Slipped into my costume – and blessed Hilary's measurement system – it fitted perfectly – the apron was lovely and after I'd done my makeup, the little cap looked saucy and inviting. I was admiring myself in the mirror when the door bell rang. By this time, I knew that it would be very hard to tell that I was male, so I minced to answer it, perfectly aware of the pretty – if a little theatrical – picture I made. It was with great consternation, therefore, when I saw the young men and women., bearing salvers and trays.

"We know that we're a little early – but is it okay miss?" One of the young men asked lewdly. His eyes taking in the sexy picture I was making.

"Is what a little early?" I asked, flustered.

"Why the food for your party ma'am." His eyes took in my theatrical satin uniform, with the low cut bodice and frilled white petticoats. "You ARE dressed for a party miss? Or is that what you wear all the time?"

I blushed furiously and actually found myself, touching my skirt. "Well? Actually? Could I make a phone call first?"

"Of course!" He said. "Maybe the boss didn't let you know? He produced an invoice and showed it to me. It had our address on it and printed on it said "Party Canapés and hors d'oevres"

Flustered completely, I simply said. "Okay. But let me call first." Then I headed for the phone. To my own dismay, I caught myself flouncing. In a mirror I saw him eye me up appreciatively.

"Could I talk to Ann?" I asked her secretary.

"Who shall I say is calling" She asked.

"Dolly," I said, blushing even more furiously, knowing that the young man was within earshot.. "Would you tell her I have some questions about her party supplies for the night."

I waited for a few seconds then Ann's voice came on the phone. "Dolly? I'm sorry I didn't tell you, but I did mean to call you before they got there. But just let them in and set up the munchies – and while you're at it? Set up some booze and wine. I'm expecting about eight friends tonight. Now I should be on time – but if not, just let my friends in – and act properly now! Like a good maid should! Got that? Gotta run"

She hung up just as I said "Yes Miss Ann."

Then, as I hung up, I let out a little squeal. The young guy had come up behind me and caressed my petticoats! I turned around in terror – which I think surprised him. "I'm - I'm very sorry Miss" He stammered. " I thought you were egging me on ."

"TOM!" A female had come in carrying some trays. "Leave that girl alone and come and be some goddam help!"

He darted away in some confusion. She shook her head. "Men!" she said confidentially. "Want to give me a hand to place things around and where to put the heating trays?"

They weren't there too long, for which I was very grateful as the young man had given me a lot of food for thought. The idea of making myself attractive had been drummed into me so much – but it had always been for Ann. But that young man had been attracted to me – and I could understand. I'd always been too pretty to be a man. Now. When I was dolled up and dressed? I made a good looking woman – and I'd no earthly idea if what to do when a man made a pass at me. It was embarrassing to say the least – and that was compounded when I started worrying who Ann had invited over that evening. I most certainly didn't want Bob. He was anything but nice to me. Then I consoled myself with the fact that Amy had sounded disgusted with him the last time. Maybe she had a new boy friend by now?

Ann came in with plenty of time to spare. Gave me a look and a sexy pat underneath my petticoats. "You look just like a maid should!" she said. "I think that after my friends go, you and I should get together?"

I blushed and nodded. Then I discovered that there wouldn't be any men there that night – "Except maybe you?" Ann said with a laugh. "It's just my Dollies club – other girls who think that dolls are very important too, We meet now and then to show off our new dollies and have a lot of girl talk. But here's what I want you to do."

I looked at her with a mixture of dread and horror when she told me, but she didn't seem to see anything wrong with her commands at all. It dawned on me a little more. I was her dolly. There to do as I was told! Had no more say in what I was to do than a real dolly would. Seeing this, I just got sensible and nodded my agreement.

Her friends, about eight in all included both Hilary and Amy. (Ann was quite excited about Amy. "It's her first time that she's EVER shown any interest in dollies. I think that you might have got her to thinking, the last time you met.") They were all very taken with me as I minced around (more so than usual, at Ann's command) and took them drinks and served munchies. They were most complimentary to Ann on my behavior.

Finally after a lot of chatting and talking, they all quietened down. Some of the ladies disappeared for a while, then cam back carrying dolls of various sizes with them These, they placed on a couch facing everyone. About that point, I asked if anyone needed a drink or anything but nobody did. Following Ann's instructions, I then flounced my way over and sat amongst the dolls.

"Why are you sitting there dear?" One of the ladies asked.

"He's Ann's new dolly. Where do you think he should sit, Dorothy?" Another said, and there were a lot of giggles.

Then one of the ladies came forward and sat on the couch. Took her dolly on to her lap, and started talking. She brought out the fact that it was antique, and described the materials used in the making of it, and when it had been made. Described the clothes in detail. Once she had finished, she asked if there were any questions. There were a few remarks from the audience and quite a few of them came forward to the couch and felt the clothes of the doll and asked some very revealing questions – which the lady answered with aplomb.

Then another lady did the same – although her doll was not antique, I gathered that had many special characteristics over which the other ladies oohed and aahed covetously. Then the third – more of the same.

Ann was last. Came and sat down. Snapped her fingers gently, and I went and sat on her lap. She made me lie back into her arms and made herself comfortable before she spoke.

"I guess I'm the first in this group to have a human dolly . . " She then went on to describe how she had accidentally discovered just how MUCH she loved to dress me up, and the discovery of the feel of me when I had nice fabrics around me. "I call him Dolly now. I understand that some males may object to being feminized but, in all honesty? I found that once he had ONE female garment on? He was a pushover. As you can see, I have him looking and dressing like a maid tonight. But that can change. Next week? I may want him as a chorus girl – and that's what he'll be, until I think of something else."

"Dolly? How do you feel about all this?" A woman asked.

"He's MY dolly tonight." Ann broke in – "and frankly? I don't care what he thinks. I don't care, any more than you did, when you invented some reason to spank your own dolly. So please address any questions to me, if you don't mind."

"Have you spanked Dolly" someone else asked.

Ann pursed her mouth. "Of COURSE! He wasn't exactly partial to what I had in mind when we began. . ."

"Seems okay now?" Someone asked.

"Amazing what a few spankings will do," someone else commented dryly.

"What about sex?" Somebody asked Ann. "I have the feeling that there's more involved here than just dressing him up?"

"Can I answer that Ann?" Amy said, rising and bringing her drink with her.

"Sure. Be my guest," Ann said.

Amy surveyed the group for a minute. "I'm a friend of Ann's and haven't really had much of an interest in dolls until just recently. Frankly, when I saw what she was doing to Dennis – Dolly – here? I thought she was out of her mind. He seemed so –soft – timid? Almost like a woman – and I didn't fancy him at all." She paused. "Then, a little while ago he was used as a baby sitter – and I saw first hand how my twins learned a LOT from just having him around." She laughed. "And he was CHEAP by the way. He did it simply because Ann told him."

She took a long sip at her drink before she spoke again. "I don't know how to put this, but as we don't really know each other, I can tell you. I had been let down by my boy friend that night – and felt kinda frustrated. Ann was nice enough to let me have him . ."

"You mean?" Someone started with a giggle.

"EXACTLY!" Amy said with a shrug. "I took the little darling."

She took another embarrassed sip from her drink then obviously made up her mind to continue. "I would never have thought it. Ann has taught him to be kinda non-responsive? She likes him to be her doll. So he was kinda quiet for me – but once I got used to being more aggressive?" She blushed. "It was lovely. He was all soft and sweet smelling, just the way a woman should be – but he had this male THING! And I made good use of it. So I basically had the best of both worlds. That's why I'm here tonight. To find out more about dolls – and maybe learn some tricks in getting a real live dolly all of my own?"

The women all laughed and then, to my embarrassment, they came forward and felt the material of my dress and petticoats in the most shameless manner. One even pulled everything back to show off my panties and garter belt. My erection hardly gave them pause at all as one woman put it as she surveyed my erection. "Small – but will do in a pinch," and all the women laughed as Ann stroked it possessively. "But only for ME – and my friends!" she laughed in turn.

The meeting went on for a short while only, then turned into a gabfest amongst all the women and I went back out to circulating and passing out drinks. Once in the dark hallway, Hilary got a hold of me and asked if I'd like to come and be her maid sometime. She'd treat me well. She was nice enough, but her hand was up under my petticoats as she asked, so I was well aware that she wanted me to do more than serve drinks as she fondled me there and then. She didn't seem disappointed when I asked her to talk to Ann.

All the women finally said their goodnight and I was left with Ann and Amy. During the night after the show and tell session, I had noticed that they seemed especially chummy with their heads together and laughing and giggling a lot. I knew that they were friends, but this was a lot more than usual and I wondered what they were hatching up. I didn't think about it to much though because once they got me on their own, they had me sit between them on the sofa and started to kiss and fondle me again, giggling as I got more and more excited. Here I am in the midst of two attractive young ladies who are kissing and caressing me. I tried to respond but Ann lightly slapped my hand. "Dolly? Be a good girl! And both of them giggled as I desisted and just lay in between them. Then Ann laughed. "See Amy? I knew my little dolly hadn't gone gay on me! Told you!"

"Hey!" Amy retorted. "It was you that told me that the catering girl had been pissed off because he was making eyes at her boyfriend." She leaned in over me and the scent and feel of her womanliness was almost too much as she kissed my lips. "It's really all right if you want to admit that you'd like a guy! Ann's been making you more and more like a girl all the time. Seems reasonable to me that you're starting to think like one. Want a nice boy?"

I was laying in Ann's embrace at the time and knew that my lipstick and makeup were all mussed up from her kissing me. Knew that I looked like an indignant, messed up, girl when Amy finally backed off and I expostulated excitedly but couldn't stop myself sounding like a girl. "I did NOT!" I said.

"See? Ann said again, stroking my breast. "Little dolly here is MY girl! Aren't you Dolly?"

"And I thought she was MINE just a few nights ago!" Amy broke in kiddingly, leaning in and stroking my breasts. "I never said you were gay! T'was nasty old Ann!"

"You can leave my Dolly alone now," Ann said in mock huffiness. "I think she wants to go to bed – with ME. Don't you Dolly?"

"I'm not gay! Honest!" I said, but I was starting to weep with frustration.

"See how rotten you are Ann?" Amy said with mock concern. "Teasing poor little Dolly!" She stood up quickly. "I'd better be going Ann. Dolly here looks like she's all ready for you – and I have a baby sitter for the twins. See you Saturday? I'll see myself out. Bye!" She kissed Ann, then gave me a sexy, long kiss and, with that, was gone. Ann simply pulled up my petticoats and pulled my panties down. Mounted me there and then – and I was ready.

Ann liked me so much as a maid that she arranged to buy a new, identical, costume for me to wear when she told me. I only had to wear it once before that weekend though. At dinnertime and a few other times Ann commented on how much she felt I'd helped the twins, but I guess I had blinkers on and didn't pay proper attention. Should have.

The following Saturday I was quite surprised when Ann said that we were about to visit Amy.

"But it's early yet – and I'm not dressed," I complained mildly. "let me go and put something nice on. I won't be long."

It wasn't as if I was untidy or anything like that – Ann hadn't changed her personality that much – she liked me neat and tidy at all times – and I was wearing a gray plaid skirt and a yellow cashmere top. Plain, but attractive and functional.

"You're fine," she said shortly. "Let's go!" I knew better than argue. Brushed my hair and put on a scarf and jacket. Freshened up my lipstick in the car.

She stopped the car when we got there. Trained not to move until she opened my car door, I sat – so was quite surprised when she didn't move, except to face me. "Dolly? There's a present in the trunk for you to give the girls."

"Not Amy? But I thought . ."

"Dolly! For the girls! Now this is early in the day, and me and Amy have an excellent reason for this – so I want you to play with the little girls – and behave! Don't be asking questions! Just do as your told and don't make a fuss unless you want me to chastise you in front of everybody! Understood?"

"But I always behave!" I pouted.

She relented a little. "Yes you DO – but today is kinda special. So just do as you're told." She leaned over and kissed me. "Lets go!" she said a moment later.

She got the present, rather large but addressed to the twins – from me – and done in pink paper.

"What is it?" I asked as she gave it to me.

"Never you mind!" she laughed. "Just pretend that you know all about it. Trust me – the twins will think the world of you for giving it to them."

Amy met us at the door. Gave me a sly look as she kissed me hello and said how 'nice' I was looking. Seconds later, the twins came thundering to meet us – but guessed that the present was for them and got very shy and well behaved until we were in the living room – at which point I gave it to them.

Eagerly, they waited for their mother's permission to open the present after thanking me very graciously. Once they got it, they fell on the present like hungry tigers, ripping off the paper and bows. I think they were just as surprised as I was at the first thing they pulled from the box – an oversized baby bottle. Then a huge rattle. They looked at each other, then at me with questions on their faces, but at Ann's warning lok, I pretended I knew what was going on.

Then they withdrew what looked like a wad of white toweling – then a pair of oversize rumba panties – with lots of frills, then right behind that an oversize pair of pink woolen booties. Then a pink dress – all frills and flounces that looked about the right length for them – but much too wide.

A horrible though was starting to enter my mind and it wasn't eased any when Gwyn pulled out a satin pink bonnet with pale blue satin ribbons. Her puzzled look was fading and she simply turned around and approached me with the bonnet in her hand. "This is a LOVELY present aunt Denise. You going to be OUR dolly now?"

Both Ann and Amy were smiling maternally at her, while Ann was casting warning looks at me. "Well? Your aunt Ann, and I thought . ." I started, but Gwyn was putting the bonnet on my head!

"Oh please . .?" I couldn't help but start and Gwyn came to a halt.

"Dolly just means that the bonnet should be the very LAST thing on – don't you Dolly?" Ann said quickly.

"And she wants to make sure that you dress her properly!" Said Amy with a laugh.

"Ooh! Look at this!" Gwen exclaimed and came over to me. "Bet she wants this!"

I opened my mouth to ask what she was talking about – and had it filled with a large pacifier! "Now baby Denise? You just keep that pacifier in your mouth while your mummies dress you!" She added, while Ann and Amy rolled helplessly in silent laughter on the couch.

"When can we dress baby Denise?" Gwyn asked the women.

The women shrugged helplessly, unable to talk, their faces red with suppressed laughing..

"Just now, I think they mean." Gwen responded, then took a hold of one of my hands and pulled. "Come on down to the floor and we'll get your nappies on!" she ordered.

"Nooooo " I wailed, but both twins were giggling now and pulling on me. "Get that grown up skirt and sweater off you! – and into your proper clothes!" one of them said.

I wanted to struggle, and I guess I did – a little, but between laughing fits, Ann gave me enough looks to ensure that I went along with my two small tormentors. Soon. I was lying on the floor. My panties gave them room for thought, but as they looked at each other, Ann appeared in my view. "Aunt Denise DOES fancy herself a girl – but she has a boy 'thingie' – so your mummy and I think it a good idea that you get to know the difference. So if you'll take his panties off? I'll show you how to powder and put him in diapers. Okay?" She gave me a look that said I'd better not interfere, so a few minutes later I was on my back and both twins had learned what a male 'thingie' was – and I was powdered, then put in the terry diaper. Shame damn near overcame me as I had the rumba panties put on over my feet and pulled up into position.

Then it was the pink dress being pulled on over my head, and I was made to stand up. Excitedly the girls tied the ribbons that tied around my waistband, giggling and laughing as they did so – quarreling a little as to who was to put on my bootees, and who my bonnet. After a whispered 'suggestion' from Ann it was decided that should get my makeup on. Neither girl really had a clue, so they just creamed off all of my makeup without touching the eyes – and then they applied more foundation, rouge, powder and lipstick – especially lipstick.

Then, with a sarcastic fanfare from both women, I was made to kneel on the floor and Gwynn put my bonnet on me – with Gwen tying the ribbons under my chin. Then the large rattle was put in my hands and I had to be led around the floor= being allowed to say nothing but baby talk. Though still amused the women then left me pretty well to the tender mercies of the twins and started talking to each other.

I had the strangest feeling that something was up and then I heard the doorbell. Ann shot me an amused look then went to answer the door. To my surprise, she reappeared with Bob. Frankly, I'd had the feeling that Amy was disgusted with his recent performance and had decided to drop him – but here he was, as large as life – and as nasty as ever.

The humiliation I underwent. Two little twins, bossing me around and me taught that I could only talk baby talk – or suffer the consequences of being spanked by either – or both – of the twins. It gave them great delight for me to wave my rattle about and say Ga-Ga around the sides of my pacifier. Then as the adults – and even the twins had some – munchies. I was given a bottle – a great BIG bottle of apple juice – which I had to suck on – much to Bob's enjoyment as he dropped words like pansy, sissy, shameful – that sort of thing.

To my disgust he really didn't have a lot of time for me – the women were ALL over him – keeping in mind that the twin girls were there – kissing and fondling him when their attention was elsewhere – and to his growing delight as they fawned all over him.

Then, to my horror, I started needing to go to the bathroom – probably all of the apple juice I'd had to imbibe. Finally, I could bear it no longer. "Bathroom?" I said clearly to Gwen and Gwyn.

"He needs to go potty!" Gwen said to Ann.

Her eyebrows lifted. "How did you learn that?" she asked.

"He told us?" Gwyn said, realizing that something was wrong.

"You must have been mistaken. Baby girls like him can't talk yet. If he keeps on trying to say things like an adult? I think I'd spank him!" Ann said severely.

"Whoooeee! Spank that naughty little baby!" Bob laughed. "What a disgrace! Look at him! No shame!" He made a drunken smile. "No shame! Thassssa matter!"

"Hush dear and have another little drink!" Amy giggled. "Here!"

But the twins were looking at each other excitedly. Then Gwyn too my pacifier out. "What was that that baby said? Was she trying to say something?"

"Potty? Please?" I whispered.

"Isn't that cute?" Gwen said. "Dolly Denise is really trying to say something! I wonder if she needs potty?"

"Potty PLEASE?" I said more distinctly. Pleading now. I knew perfectly well that I was heard perfectly well and was being ignored – but I had to try – couldn't help it.

"Dolly Denise?" Gwyn asked severely. "Now aunt Ann gave you to us to practice! Now Gwen and I need to practice being mommies with little dolls that can't talk. Now if you keep trying to behave like an adult? Gwen and I will have to lift your dress and spank you on your panties. Is that what you want?"

Bob had heard every word and was being convulsed with laughter. "I think they wanna you to go PEE PEE in your diapers, baby Denise!" he cackled drunkenly. "C'mon now! Be a good little dolly for the kids. Wee Wee?" Then he took another sip of his drink.

At that point, I'd just had enough. Got to my feet with a squeal of outrage and headed for the door. But I hadn't considered the strength that two large ten year olds can muster, especially when one is hampered by the shame of diapers and baby clothes – and not being that strong to begin with, The two young girls grabbed me around the legs and gradually worked me down to the ground. They now knew that they were my masters completely. I finally did what was wanted. Peed into my diapers. Started to cry with shame.

"Baby has wet herself!" Gwen said. "Time to change her. I think there's another diaper there. Lets go wash and change her." Weeping softly and completely cowed now, I was led into the bathroom and made to lie down on some towels. There my diapers were removed and I was washed, lotioned, and powdered before new diapers were put on me along with new rumba panties. Red eyed, I was led back into the room with the adults.

Dinner was late – just some pizza that was sent out for. I didn't expect – nor was I given any. Some awful gruel and more apple juice, but I knew better than complain. Bob was so drunk, I don't think he could have much pizza. Both women were shunting him around now – one resting his head on her shoulder for a little while, then the other.

Finally, Amy said that the kids could miss their bath that night but they could watch TV in their room for a little while. If they so much as showed their noses they would be bathed and sent to bed without TV. They had to say goodnight to their dolly – immediately. And that was them – they were finished for the night! They complained some – but it was obvious that Amy was the boss – her word was law, and they knew it. Gave me wet kisses and wanted me to go to bed with them, but Ann reminded them that I was HER dolly and she wanted me. This made sense to them, so the bade me a final good night.

So there was Myself, Ann, and Bob. He was damn near out of the picture, but if he looked like he was falling asleep, Ann would simply slap him none too lightly and wake him up again. She couldn't move too well as his head was resting on her shoulder, but she laughed at me. "Okay. I guess that you've been a baby long enough. Off you go and change into the yellow baby doll pajamas you find in the bedroom – NOT the pink ones. Make up your face nicely, then come back here – and don't waste any time. Okay? Make sure that you put on nice high heels now!"

I wasn't about to argue, but had to ask. "We staying here for the night?"

"Yes. And if you don't get going, I'll just send you to bed with the twins. That what you want?" She spoke severely but laughed as I hastened away.

Once I got back there as an adult, she hadn't changed position and Bob was still staring at her with a glazed expression. But Amy was back, sitting on the loveseat in front of them. She looked up as I approached. "Hello – don't you look pretty! If only the twins could see you now!" She laughed. "But honestly? I think you did a very nice job with them. It's amazing what they're learning. But come here and sit beside me. You can cuddle in. Ann won't mind."

I gave Ann a nervous look, but she smiled and nodded her approval at me, so I went in a flurry of nylon and lace and sat close to Amy. Rested my head on her shoulder. She put an arm around me. Kissed me softly. Then she smiled. "You don't like Bob very much, do you?"

I looked at her nervously but shook my head.

"That's all right," she said. "He's been MEAN to you. Hasn't he?"

I nodded this time – and she laughed, and picked out this penis looking ivory thing about eight inches long. "Know what this is?" She giggled.

I blushed. "A vibrator?"

She stopped giggling. "Well it's not really a vibrator as it doesn't vibrate. It's a thing that ladies like to use when their male hasn't done his job. But it's only for use by hand. Like to try it?"

"No thanks Amy," I said through dry lips.

"Well that's a shame, because Ann and I are going to be busy for a while." She nodded at the pair across from us – and we don't want you to be jealous of all the attention he's getting."

"Oh? I wouldn't do that!" I said, but then couldn't help but let out a soft "Ooh" as one of her hands was down at my panties and stroking me.

"There's a girl!" She whispered in my ear softly. "Now just take a hold of this thing here, That's it! Now softly place it up inside you. There! That's a girl!"

She sat back contentedly. "Now I have to tell you dear! You can move that little toy in and out of you – but you'd better not COME! Got it. Just have a nice time, while Ann and I enjoy Bob – but don't get over excited! Got that?" She got up from the couch as I nodded meekly. Then she went over and sat on the other side of Bob,

The false penis felt all right, but I was SO jealous as the girls took him into their embraces.. How come Bob got all the fun? He was nothing but nasty to me – and it never seemed to make any difference – but then something caught my eye and I started paying some attention.

"Wotchoo doooin?" Bob mumbled as the girls took his shoes and socks off.

"Be a GOOD little boy!" Amy said, in a scolding voice – and slapped him. HARD!

He shook his head and tears came to his eyes, "Whooooo! That hurt!" he said and rubbed his cheek.

"Can't take a little love pat?" Ann asked – then nipped him.

"Hey Stop!" He yowled, sobering up a little.

"Of course the girls laughed, undoing his belt and pulling down his pants. Throwing them away.

"Hey?" He said again.

"Didn't I tell you to be GOOD?" Amy said to him coldly – and slapped him again.

"Thasss not fair!" he mumbled – and started to cry. "That hurts!"

"Poor little sissy!" Amy laughed. "Did I hurt you? She kissed him by taking his head forcibly between her hands and kissing him on the lips. "Did that hurt you?" She asked softly.

"No. Well . ." He began, but she was slapping him again. He tried to fend her off but was too drunk to defend himself.

"Yes! Yes! You're hurting me!" He cried, tears running down his cheeks now.

"I think he's just a little sissy." Ann laughed, kissing him now and speaking to Amy. "Maybe if he admits that he's just a little sissy you won't hurt him again?"

"Don't be SILLY! He's a MAN! Not a sissy!" Amy said – and slapped Bob hard once again.

I sat there slowly slipping the penis in and out of myself – entranced and not jealous of Bob any more. The poor little thing was being HURT by those two women and he was obviously lost. Amy slapped him again – while Ann pinched him. At that point he gave up completely.

"Please stop ladies. I'm a sissy. Please don't hurt me any more."

Amy laughed. "He's just putting us on Ann. Bob's just not in the mood for a little rough play just now. But he's ALL man!" She raised her hand as if to strike him again.

"Please DON"T!" He squealed. "I'm sorry Amy! I really am a sissy!"

"Like Dolly Denise over there? That what you're telling me?" Amy thundered but chucked him under the chin. "C'mon dolly Bobbi! Were you pretending just now when you said you were a sissy? Amy won't be mad. You just a little sissy?"

"I'm not . ." he started, and this time she slapped him gently on the face. Spoke to him in a wheedling tone – then pinched him cruelly. "Tell the truth little Bobbi. Come on now – or mummy may have to spank you. That what you want?"

And thoroughly confused now, he confessed that he was indeed, just her little sissy. A dolly, just like Denise. Cried real tears as the two women stripped him of all his clothes. Poked and stroked at him when he was naked. Made fun at his lack of musculature and his small penis.

"He's nice and smooth – just like a sissy right enough!" Ann laughed, caressing him mockingly.

"Yes!" Amy said. "I told him I liked my men smooth. Maybe that's what it was?"

"Nah!" Ann said, sliding a pair of bright red lacy panties up his legs. "I think that little Bobbi here was a sissy all along." She gave him a mocking kiss. "That what it was Bobbi? Would you like to be Amy's little dolly?"

"Yes Ann," he sobbed.

"That's a girl! Hold out your arms and we'll get your nice bra on you."

Laughing now, the girls dressed him in matching scarlet undies – all lacy and feminine. Panties, bra, garter belt, and camisole as he helped them obediently. Dark stockings, then scarlet shoes. Started gently pulling him about as if he were a rag doll on and off their laps as they kissed and fondled him. I could see that he had an erection after a while – another thing they mocked. By then he had lost all resistance. He'd sobered up almost completely, but was powerless against the two women. Seemed to shrink as they maltreated him and cried again as they plucked his eyebrows into feminine arcs. The poor little thing that he'd become actually pretended to listen – and agree wholeheartedly – when they suggested that a spanking might be good for him. Even managed a half hearted smile as he positioned himself over Ann's knees first – then Amy's. Sobbed uncontrollably before they finished with him. They were not fooling in the slightest now. He was broken, but I could see that they were taking NO chances.

Amy came over to me while Ann took Bobbi into her arms. "Having a good time dear? I hope you haven't come yet?"

"No Miss Amy!" I answered now scared out of my mind by this young woman. Scared witless that the two women would start in on me.

She laughed. "I'm starting to see that you girls like you and Bobbi enjoy – no NEED - a firm hand. But here's what I want you to do. Leave your toy inside you – but take photos with this digital camera here. It's pre-focused so all you have to do is press the little button there. You don't think that it's too much of a thing for a little dolly like you?"

She laughed quite nicely as I assured her that it wasn't. Patted me on the head.

If what had been done to Bobbi before was bad enough – what they did to him then, completely destroyed him as anything that could ever claim to be a man again. First of all they made him put makeup – lots of it – on. Then to help them with harnesses as they swaggered around in front of him. Then, he had to fit dildos into each harness – kissing each one lovingly before he did so. Then, as docile as a little kitten, he knelt on the couch, and spread his legs to let Amy lubricate, then enter him at the back. He was crying again as Ann entered him at his mouth so that he was now busy at both ends. The women smiled at the camera and had him turn his head and smile as well as he could as I took photos. Naturally, I made sure to snap as many photos as I could. I knew that he was blackmailed for life but, at the same time sensed that it wasn't needed. Bobbi was broken. Would never be the same again.

As if to further humiliate him, Ann withdrew then, as Amy continued to ride him sweetly calling him "her" , she took his nails and painted them scarlet – then they made him sound pleasantries as the showed him the final results.

Then Ann turned to me. "Turn off the camera Dolly! Go and get the pink baby dolls from the bedroom."

Naturally, I did as I was told. When I brought them back, Amy said too him. "Guess what, little Bobbi? Dolly Denise is going to dress you in your new nightwear? Now you'll be just like her! Won't that be FUN?"

He looked at her helplessly and slowly nodded. Started to cry again.

"Little sissy!" Amy said with scorn. "Take these sodden undies off Bobbi, Denise. Would you believe that he's cum all over his panties? Then put him in his baby dolls."

I didn't want to do this – but was well aware that there was now a new relationship between the girls and Bob and myself. Whether he had figured it out or not didn't matter, he was now categorized just like me. I didn't like it to tell the truth, but I started to feel a strange sympathy for him, so picked op his new, filmy, nightwear. Knew better than to argue.

With the two women looking on and making caustic remarks, I stripped Bobbi off and with his help put on his panties and top after I wiped him off a little. He looked at me ashamed and afraid, but submitted.

"Good little girls!": Ann said to us. "Now things are going to change around here and it's imperative that you start off by being friends. So give each other a nice kiss, then put your arms around each others waist and sit down on the couch together."

Amy broke in. "As a matter of fact? Just to show you know who you are? Introduce yourselves to the other, using you proper names. Go ahead now!"

Bob and I looked at each other in horror, but managed and air kiss, barely touching cheeks. "Hi Bob," I started. "I'm dolly Denise."

"That won't DO girls!" Amy laughed. "A little nicer kiss – put some feeling behind it like proper girls do – and Denise? HER name is Bobbi now."

"And if you don't do it nicely? We may just have you fondle and grope each other. That what you want girls?" Ann broke in – then laughed at the expressions on our faces.

This time, we held each other and kissed, our baby dolls coming together – and I knew that where he felt and smelled just like a girl to me, I felt like one to him. "Hello Bobbi" I said. "I'm Dolly Denise." I made sure that my voice was soft and girly.

"Hello Dolly Denise, " he squeaked, his eyes full of tears again. "I'm Dolly Bobbi!"

"Isn't that the cutest thing you ever saw?" Amy laughed. "You were SO right Ann. Imagine me thinking that they were guys! Now arms around each other girls and sit on the couch."

Bobbi and I put arms around each others waist and sat together on the couch, very conscious now of how we felt like girls, our soft lacy panties actually rubbing against each other.

Ann beamed. "What a nice start you girls have made. I can see great things for you in the future. But here's what's going to happen starting now. Bobbi? Starting tomorrow, you and Amy – and the twins are going to move into our apartment. Bobbi? You are going to stay there just like Denise and let Amy and I go out to work. Just like Denise, you'll learn to look after us girls, and the housework. On top of that? You'll take care of the twins."

"Though they may take care of YOU!" Amy broke in with a laugh.

"She has a point!" Ann added. "Naturally, as you two are just dollies and the twins are REAL girls, you'll do as you're told – but I'm SURE you'll learn to get along with them. Do you have a question girls?"

I felt Bobbi stir beside me as if her were going to say something – but he stayed silent like me. "Very well girls!" Ann added. "Bed time. I think we'll all sleep together in Amy's bed tonight. You'll probably find it a little crowded – but we'd like you two girls to start sharing experiences right away. Keep together now – and you can lead the way into the bedroom. Don't forget to wiggle those cute little asses now! Arms around each other, friendly-like."

Now Bobbi and I made our way slowly down the hallway, our girlish bodies bumping into each other – he wasn't as good as I was in his heels. Behind us, the two women teased us and laughed at our attempts to be girlish, lifting our tops now and then and patting us on our panties. Getting lewder and lewder as we went.

Then Bobbi and I were made to kiss again, then climb onto the bed and kneeling face down, drop our panties down to about knee level. Then we were made to hold hands as the women climbed up behind us.

"Aren't they cute!" Amy laughed as the women lubricated us – and Bobbi and I squealed softly – like the girls we were becoming - when they entered us in unison.

The end
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