	 
I cursed under my breath when I heard the door bell. The dishes had taken forever and I'd just settled down to relax and watch the TV show that Helen disliked so intensely and wouldn't normally let me watch. The door bell went again, furiously, so I knew it had to be her. I looked at the clock. Yes, it was only ten o'clock. I'd expected that she and her friend would be out until at least midnight. Quickly I turned the television set off and hurried to the door and opened it.

The two women stood there, sleek in their long evening gowns and mink jackets, immaculately coiffed, arrogant and confident.

"Didn't hurry yourself, did you?" Evelyn, Helen's friend said nastily, walking in through the doorway.

[bookmark: _GoBack]"Probably watching his damned television," Helen growled. "Every time I go out, he seems to find the time to waste his time in front of the idiot box." She handed me her evening purse then turned her back to me so that I could remove her fur jacket. I laid the purse on the hallway table and put her fur on a hanger from the closet. I then performed the same service for Evelyn as Helen stood, surveying me broodingly. "That what you were doing? Watching television?" She asked this in the silky soft way that denoted major problems for me.

Stupidly, I lied. After all, I had just sat down – could almost account for my time to the minute. "No darling. I was thinking about it to tell the truth, but hadn't got around to it. Did you enjoy the play?"

She scowled. "No! We left at intermission – a godawful waste of time. Go and hang our coats up and put our purses away. Then get your cute little tush back down here and pour us drinks."

I put Helen's coat and purse in our bedroom and Evelyn's in the guest room where she'd be staying for the rest of the weekend then hurried downstairs. Called out to the women and took their orders for drinks. Went to the bar, made up the cocktails, placed them on a tray and took them to the ladies where they were sitting chatting. They took their glasses and nodded careless thanks as they did so.

"Sweetie? What was that show you watched last night on the Discovery channel before we went to bed?" Helen asked casually.

"It was that show about bird migration," I told her.

She nodded. "And then this morning when you made breakfast then went to work. Watch any TV then?"

"No Helen. Remember, I overslept a little and had to hurry? Didn't have time to turn it on."

"Oh yes. I remember now. Thank you," she said.

"You're welcome dear. Drink okay?"

She gave me a strange look. "Yeah, the drink's fine." She picked up the remote and turned on the TV. It only took a second or two for the show I'd started to watch, to come on to the screen.

"Come here darling," she said. "Stand there," she added, pointing to a spot on the carpet right in front of her . I was troubled, but went and stood where she had indicated.

She looked up at me. "Tell me darling. When you shut off the TV last night, it was on the Discovery channel, wasn't it?"

"Yes."

"And you haven't watched television all day today, have you?"

"No."

"Well how come the TV's on NBC right now? Shouldn't it still be on the Discovery channel?" She stared at me coldly. Spoke ominously. "Know what? I think you've been telling me lies."

I knew I'd been caught and that I was in deep trouble. "Oh darling! I forgot that I'd turned it on, to tell you the truth. Honest!" I blurted out.

Her stare grew even more icy. "You're lying again – and you KNOW I hate it when you lie to me. You're lying, aren't you? If you keep on lying, it'll go all the worse for you!"

"I'm sorry darling, " I said meekly. "I didn't want to upset you."

"Looks like you didn't do very well at that Bobby." Evelyn drawled then laughed and took a sip at her drink.

"I think you'd better go to bed. I'll punish you later," Helen said.

I knew better than argue and nodded resignedly. Turned to leave the room.

"How do you punish him?" Evelyn asked Helen, a gleam in her dark eyes.

Helen shrugged indifferently. "Spank him as often as not. Why?"

Evelyn's lips parted in a delighted grin. "But why wait until later? Doesn't discipline work best when applied close to the infraction?"

"I suppose so," Helen answered. "I just didn't want to bore you with a family squabble is all."

Helen's teeth gleamed whitely. "Bore me? Don't be silly! I don't have that much love for the male sex. Both my husbands were miserable, loutish, bastards. The idea of seeing a man get a spanking? I love it!"

"He's not much of a man, I'm afraid," Helen laughed. Then she paused. "Matter of fact? Would you like to get a little of your own back on the male sex? Spank him yourself?"

Evelyn practically jumped in her chair. "Would I? Oh thanks! What do you use, a paddle or your hand?"

"Oh my hand," Helen said. "The poor dear cries so hard it seems a shame to hurt him any more than I have to. Anyway? It's more personal when I use my hand. Know what I mean?"

Evelyn was literally squirming in her chair. "Oh this is GREAT! I think I'm creaming my panties! How do I get him over my knees?"

"Easy. Just tell him."

Evelyn's scarlet lips opened in a circle of delight. "Ooooh! Bobby?"

"Yes Evelyn?" I said meekly.

"Why don't you . . .?" she started, then paused, her eyes widening. "I'll be back in a minute. Take off your shoes, socks, and pants." With that, she jumped from her chair and hurried from the room. I gazed at her back in consternation.

"I'd do as she told you," Helen warned me. "I won't have you being discourteous to our guests you know."

"But . . why . .?" I faltered, the hurriedly got out of my clothes as I could hear Evelyn starting to come down the stairs again. Was standing in my shirt and underpants when she came into the room, her eyes now bright in anticipation.. Held something out towards me – something pink and lacy. "Here Bobby. Take those nasty men's underpants off – and put on those pretty panties! Quick! Like a bunny!"

I shot a look of protest towards Helen, but she was laughing at my predicament. Evelyn giggled "Well? You said he wasn't much of a man, and then I mentioned my own panties – and the idea just came! You don't mind, do you Helen?"

"Of course not! He's all yours. Anyway panties are nothing. Remember the flower girl at my wedding?"

"Yeah, vaguely. Pretty teen age girl? A little bigger than most?"

"That's her. I kept her dress for some reason – she had no real use for it. Then one time had him wear it for a day."

Evelyn's face got a look of incredulous amazement, but she collected her thoughts and turned to me. "MY! Don't you look nice in my panties! Come over here little Bobby. Auntie Evelyn's going to spank you on your pretty panties! And while she's doing that? Mummy Helen is going to tell me how pretty you looked in your flower girl dress!"

Evelyn spanked me thoroughly. Luckily she's not as used to it as Helen is, so it didn't hurt too much. I did cry, of course – something that drew scornful comments from both women. It was particularly humiliating of course when she'd pause in her spanking and I had to lie over her knees for long periods and have both women discuss me as if I wasn't there.

"You know Helen? All of us girls couldn't imagine why you'd marry such an insignificant wimp as Bobby. Okay, his family has money . . "

"HAD!" Helen laughed. "I've got it now."

"Oh, you scamp!" Evelyn laughed, then gave me a series of gentle pats on my panties. "Little sissy Bobby sign over all of his money to mean old Helen?"

My crying had dyed down, but I wept harder when she asked this – something that delighted both of them.

"But getting back to that interesting subject. Did he look nice that time in the dress?" Evelyn asked. "Wasn't there a hat too? A sort of floppy thing?"

"Look nice?" Helen reflected, "Nah. Embarrassed and blushing. Complained that the hat was too big for him. Kept complaining until I spanked him. Now that I think on it, the damned satin ribbons on the hat kept getting in the way."

"Did you make him wear nice lingerie?"

"Didn't think of it. Mine wouldn't have fitted him and . . "

"Oh Helen! I bet he'd have looked cute! Put any makeup on him?"

"Never thought of that either!" Helen was starting to sound a little aggravated. "Want to see how he looked? I've got the dress around here somewhere. Want him in lingerie? Lend him yours. Want to make him up? Be my guest!"

Evelyn gave me a sharp smack on my bottom. "Doesn't that sound like fun, Bobby? The night is still young. Why don't we go and make you pretty, huh?"

Helen laughed scornfully at me when I pleaded with her to stop Evelyn. "Maybe she's right Bobby. Why don't you go with her – and mind to do what she tells you. I'm not going to have you being disobedient to a guest in my house!"

She didn't laugh when Evelyn led me back into the room. Just whistled softly and then said "My oh my! What do we have here? My husband – the girl? Turn around sweetie and let me see you."

Then, blushing and ashamed, I did what Evelyn had ordered me to do. Took the sides of my long satin dress in my hands and curtsied deeply. Simpered a weak smile. "Yes Helen." I said and turned – a little unsteadily as I wasn't used to the high heels I was wearing. She guffawed loudly and got up out of her chair and came over to me. Took a hold of my skirt and slowly pulled it up to reveal my lace hemmed slip.

"Isn't she lovely" she started humming the old Stevie Wonder song as she then lifted the slip – and kept lifting it and lifting it until the straps of my garter belt showed, running under the legs of my panties and holding up my stockings.

She gave my backside a soft caress, still humming, then dropped my skirts. The feeling was quite erotic as I felt the materials slither down over my nylon-sheathed thighs and legs. She then started unfastening the three hook and eye fasteners that fastened the dress at the back. "Gosh! These are kinda awkward," she said.

"Yeah – but sissies like him seem to love them." Evelyn said.

"How come?"

"I guess it's a big thing to them to feel like they're imprisoned in a dress," Evelyn replied, then tapped me on the shoulder. "Isn't that right, sissy?"

I didn't answer, just hung my head in shame. Both women giggled a little, and then I felt Helen, undo a few of the buttons at the back. "Oh my! A bra!" she exclaimed – then I let out a little squeal as she pulled the strap back a little, then released it so that it snapped back into place.

"You know, Evelyn?" Helen said. "You've done a really nice job of making him look like a girl. I kinda wish I'd thought of it. Have to admit that I get a big kick out of humiliating him, but this is stuff I never thought of before. It has great possibilities." She shook her head, an amused smile on her face. "I don't know where you get your ideas."

"It was easy," Evelyn answered. "But if you really like humiliating him? I've got some other fun projects. Want to hear them?"

A little while later, we were all in bed together. I was still in my dress and hat, but the two ladies were now wearing nightgowns and were lying, arms entwined around each other kissing and caressing each other's breasts, with their bodies lying at such an angle, that I could kneel between them. They both had vibrating dildos stuck up inside them, and I was responsible for slowly working the dildos up and down in the rhythm and speed that they wished, both women panting lustfully and giggling as I did so. Breathing hard, they finally broke their embrace and lay there gazing lustfully at each other, their bodies spasming slightly as I worked the vibrators. "Finally found something he's good for in bed!" Helen chuckled.

"Mmmm!" Evelyn hummed happily. "But I'm curious. Why do you keep calling the little sissy a 'he'?"

There was a pause while Helen seemed to be digesting this, then "Well? He is my husband you know. Legally and all that stuff," she said finally.

"Your husband?" Evelyn sniggered. "More like a wife, I'd say."

Helen undulated happily for a second as I worked her dildo inwards, slowly. Then she laughed. "You have a point. Don't know of too many husbands walking around in satin flower-girl dresses . . "

" And MY lingerie, don't forget." Evelyn interjected.

"True. I hadn't forgotten that," Helen said. "As a matter of fact, I'd never realized how much I enjoy seeing him as a girl. I'm starting to think it suits him. I'll have to dress him up more often."

"Why not just keep him – or should I say 'her' - in dresses all the time?" Evelyn suggested.

"Well, he still goes to the office and . . ."

"But don't YOU own the company?"

Helen laughed. "Oh I see what you're getting at. That would be so mean! The women all laugh at him now. He used to own the goddam place. Now he reports to the woman who used to be his secretary. He's terrified of her of course. She's demoted him about five times since I put her in charge. He's practically nothing but the office boy now . ."

"So? Establish a dress code. Put him in pretty little dresses and he can be the office girl!"

Helen wriggled delightfully and kissed Evelyn's breasts, then lay back down again. Shook her head thoughtfully. "I don't think so," she said. "Think I want to keep him at home now. Don't see why the women in the office should get all of the fun." She paused, then said. "How'd you like to extend your stay for a week or so. Maybe you could come up with more ideas?"

Evelyn shivered, but whether it was delight at Helen's offer, or my manipulation of the vibrator, I didn't know. "Mmmmm! Sounds great. But I want to start calling her Priscilla – if it's alright by you?"

Helen laughed some more. "Priscilla? But Bobby can be a girl's name too you know."

"Yeah. But have you ever heard of a man called Priscilla?"

"You have a point there," Helen admitted after a second or two. "But why don't you ask her what she thinks? Bobby darling? Let go your toys and come and lie between Evelyn and me. She wants to ask you something."

A few moments later, I was lying between them, very conscious of the scent of their sex and perfumes surrounding me and the feel of their arms around my neck, and their hands caressing my breasts and fondling my erection through the material of my dress.

"Priscilla?" Evelyn whispered. "You don't mind if we call you Priscilla, do you?"

"My names Bobby!" I whispered back and though I tried to be firm, I had to giggle a little because she was tickling me.

"But Priscilla's such a pretty name! Don't you think so?" She was caressing my breasts now.

"Yes. But it's a girls name – and I'm a man." I protested - though weakly.

"But aren't you wearing a dress? A flower girl's dress?"

"Yes, but . ." I let out a sigh as her hand pulled the hem of my dress up and caressed my thighs through the material of my slip.

"Feel nice?" she asked. "Be honest now! Feel nice to be dressed pretty and treated properly? Come ON now, admit it!"

Her hands were now gently teasing at the lace trim of my panties. "Yes," I whispered. "It feels nice."

"And you don't mind being called Priscilla, do you?" She asked this as she was pushing my dress and slip up to bunch around my waist and pulling my panties down.

"Please don't," I whimpered.

"Is pretty Priscilla's Evelyn's girl. She is, isn't she?" she said, climbing up on top of me and gradually positioning herself before slipping her moistness over my erection.

"No! I'm Helen's . .girl" I panted, feeling her engulf me, dominate me.

"Helen's Priscilla?" Helen giggled in my ear.

"Yesssss!" I surrendered, undulating under Evelyn's command while my wife lay beside me, egging Evelyn on saying, "Ride her cowgirl!" and unable to stop myself, I ended up ejaculating inside her.

Later, Helen sat up in bed and watched, smiling, as Evelyn put me into a long turquoise nightgown and fixed my makeup, before bringing me back to bed again. There, I have no specific memories of what transpired in the darkness of the room that night, but there was a great deal of writhing, odors of sweat, a musky odor, and perfume, also many squeals and giggles. I must admit that I enjoyed what happened - though I'd hate to be judged on how masculine I was.

The following morning, we were all spent but me, being the submissive, knew better than to argue when I was ejected from the communal bed and told to go and get breakfast going. I felt quite glamorous to tell the truth when Evelyn wouldn't let me change, but instead combed my hair and tied it with a matching ribbon then provided a long diaphanous negligee to cover me up – I certainly don't think it was for it's warmth. Anyhow, I had just tied myself into it when I froze. Someone was downstairs!

Helen burst into laughter at the expression on my face. "It's my mom you idiot! You should see the scared look on your face!" She turned to Evelyn. "Some man of the house, huh?"

"That's not very fair Helen," Evelyn said. "You really can't be expecting him to act the man of the house role, can you? I think I'd like to be that while I stay, if you want."

"Now that you mention it? I may have been unfair to the poor little darling, " Helen said thoughtfully. Then she spoke to me. "Priscilla? Go down and see what mom wants. Ask her if she wants to join us for breakfast." Then she giggled and waved her hand at me dismissively. "Get along with you girl - or I'll get the new man of the house to give you another spanking!" They both smiled fondly at each other as I scurried obediently from the room, my womanish garments wafting about me.

I was dreadfully embarrassed. How could I possibly explain what I was wearing – and my makeup – to Brenda, my mother in law?

She, however, didn't seem too perturbed at my appearance. As a matter of fact, she just nodded at me. "Good morning Bobby. Finally made your mind up, have you?"

"Eh?" I asked.

"I've always figured you for a bit of a sissy. Now it looks as if you're coming out of the closet. That it?" She said this with a modicum of interest, but at least there was no scorn in her voice that I could hear, just a level of practicality and acceptance of the way that things are.

I certainly didn't want to admit the truth – that I had been bullied into it. That would have been even more embarrassing, I thought – so simply nodded in answer to her question.

"Actually? That color suits you," she said "and it is a lovely nightwear set. You should have come out a long time ago."

I certainly didn't care for the conversation, and the way it was going. "Helen wants to know if you want to stay for breakfast with her, me, and her friend Evelyn."

"Sounds good to me. But what do you think of my new end table?" she asked, pointing to her latest example of her cabinet making skills.

"Wow! It looks nice Brenda," I said honestly.

Brenda had been an Executive secretary before retiring some years ago. She'd immediately set up some woodworking equipment in a work shed on her property and started devoting most of her waking hours to carpentry and furniture making projects. In the meantime she'd gone from a relatively attractive woman to a far more masculine, muscled version. I often wondered if she'd passed on her masculine genes to her daughter. Actually? I liked her. She was down to earth and, despite usually treating me as if I were the woman of the house, she was always direct and fair to me.

I don't know if it was intentional or not, but the three women were all dressed in jeans and cotton tops and wore minimal makeup. I, on the other hand, epitomized femininity in my nightgown and negligee, my ribbon in my hair, and my makeup. I think that the women all sensed this reason for my discomfort, though thankfully none of them commented on it.

I worried as I cleaned up the dishes from breakfast. There was no chance that I'd be at work on time and Cecilia, my ex secretary and now my boss, would no doubt get a real kick from lecturing me in front of everybody. It wasn't her as much as Annie that bothered me. Annie was the most junior woman in the office – and I was now ostensibly reporting to her. I hadn't worked with her too long, but was learning that this woman was a bully of the first water. She was very large, and I felt like a small weak pygmy beside her. Recently, she had started making threats to spank me if I didn't start 'smartening up'. I was doing my best to placate her, but felt her wrath coming closer all the time.

I had more sense than describe my fears to Helen – she'd have just found something else that she could torment me with. After I got finished with the breakfast dishes, I tidied up the living room then made the beds I both the master bedroom suite and the guest room. As I did these chores, I could hear the women all laughing boisterously. I didn't want to know what they were all giggling about, just hoped it wasn't about me. After I got dressed, Helen drove me to work. She made me wait while she went into a drugstore.

When she came back in the car, she handed me a small gift wrapped present and a small envelope, addressed to Cecilia. "Here, give those to Cecilia when you get to the office," she said, handing them to me.

When I got into the office, Cecilia was holding a general staff meeting. She gave me an icy glare and glanced at her watch. "About time you got here. We're all waiting for our coffee. You and I will have a little chat about your tardiness after this meeting is over. Go and start serving please." The eight other employees all smiled – they got a very big kick from seeing me serve out coffee and tea – especially since Annie had given me a few gauzy feminine aprons to wear while doing so. She had taught me how to tie the apron with large flounced bows at the back, and some of the women thoroughly enjoyed giving the ties a quick tug as I passed, smiling when I'd have to stop and take care in re-tying them.

This time though, in front of the boss and her obvious wish to get the meeting finished, they behaved. I'd given Cecilia the package and envelope from Helen before I left the room. She'd read the note by the time I'd got back but the package still remained unopened. As I sat down, she smiled at me. "Your wife is SO thoughtful, Bobby. Do you know what she meant in her note?"

I had no idea and told her so. She picked it up and started to read:

Dear Cecilia:

Please forgive poor Bobbie's tardiness. It wasn't altogether his fault as we have a houseguest and he's had to do a lot of extra work – making beds, cooking, and so on.

He DID mention last week that you have had to chastise him for talking out of turn a few times, so I had this idea that might work. I'd suggest you might want to consider having him use the small gift I'm sending with him.

You don't have to use it of course – it is entirely up to you.

Best Regards,

Helen

Cecilia put the note down, then started unwrapping the box. Once the wrapping paper was off, she took a peek inside the box, looked puzzled for a second, then smiled. Shut the box again. "What a brilliant idea!" she said. "Bobbie dear? Shut your eyes and don't open them again until I tell you. All right?"

I tried to smile. "Whatever for Cecilia?" but was closing my eyes obediently as I said it.

"All the way closed now Bobby," she said.

As she said this, I could tell by her voice that she had risen from her chair. I couldn't really hear too well, but from the sounds of other bodies moving and muffled titters, I knew she was approaching where I sat.

Then I knew she was directly in front of me. "Open your mouth Bobbie. Just a little. There, that's it!"

And something soft was being gently pushed into my mouth.

"Doesn't that look just darling?" she asked out loud to a round of applause. "You can open your eyes now Bobbie. But just keep that thing in your mouth. From here on? When you want to speak? You shall point to it. If the person you are addressing approves? Why then you can say what you want. Otherwise, leave it in there."

I opened my eyes and was instantly aware of all the women looking directly at me, trying to gauge my reaction, but it took me more than a few seconds to figure out what I had in my mouth. Then, a few of them howled with laughter when they saw that it had finally dawned on me what I was sucking there – a baby's pacifier!

Furious with shame I immediately pulled it out of my mouth. "How dare you!" I yelled. "How DARE . ."

I squealed with pain and indignation as a huge hand took a hold of the back of my neck and squeezed – hard! When my eyes had been closed Annie must have sneaked up behind my chair, and was now snatching the pacifier from my hand and ramming it back into my mouth.

She growled. "Now you just keep that dummy teat in there – baby! Next time you take it out? Baby'll get a spanking! In front of all these ladies. That what you want?"

My eyes filled with tears. Partly due to the pain and partly to the humiliation. I shook my head indicating that a spanking was very far from being what I wanted.

"Very well then. Stand up!" she ordered me.

Obediently, I did as I was told, still sucking on my dummy teat and ashamed to meet anyone's eyes. Large as she is, she slid in behind me and sat in my chair with a swiftness that surprised me then, before I knew what was happening, she'd pulled me down to sit on her knees, then swung me to one side and pulled me backwards, so that I was sitting in her lap, my eyes looking upwards and my body cradled by one of her big strong arms – just as a woman would cradle a toddler.

The meeting went on – and the shame of being present there, but sitting there with a womanish flounced apron over most of my clothes, and sitting on a large woman's lap while sucking on a pacifier, is indescribable. To make matters worse, after the meeting ended, the other women were all allowed to convene around Annie and myself, chucking me under the chin and commenting what a pretty baby I was – teasing me more when I couldn't stop the tears of humiliation from coursing down my cheeks.

That evening, Cecilia drove me home. She was a very poor driver and ultra cautious. Never saw me pull the pacifier from my mouth and throw the hated thing out of the narrow space at the top of the passenger window. She dropped me off at the door and drove off quickly as she had an appointment to keep.

There was surprisingly little reaction to my missing pacifier. I'd prepared a most fanciful explanation, but was delighted when it wasn't needed. That evening though, Evelyn decided to 'do something' with my hair, and after washing it, set it up in a mass of tiny pin curls, before applying some smelly lotion, then wrapping my head in a turban. I thought it was only a pretense though because both she and Helen complained about the stink from my hair, and I was ousted from the marital bed and moved into Evelyn's room, where I spent the night. Naturally, they shared my bed – and it wasn't for the last time either.

The following morning, Evelyn took me in hand immediately. Teasing and joking, she unpinned my hair and brushed it out. Horrified, I looked at my new hair do – extremely close to the one worn by that early child film star Shirley Temple. I knew there was no point in protesting, but now there was justification for her calling me Priscilla – I obviously wasn't a girl, but the hairdo had definitely re-structured my appearance.

I was also quite surprised when it was her that took me out to the car for, as I thought, driving me to work. Instead, she drove me to a private home and took me to the door. I had noticed a sign that said something about "Custom Dressmaking" but hadn't paid any attention to it. A few seconds after Evelyn's knock, a large woman appeared. She beamed down at us and took a hold of my arm

"So this is the little dear! How nice, What's your name, baby?" she cooed.

"Bobby." I told her, suddenly very much aware of the strength in her fingers..

Evelyn tapped me gently on the shoulder. "Priscilla! Don't be a naughty girl! I told you. Your name is Priscilla!" she said, but she was laughing more than angry, so I didn't pay too much attention, noticing that she'd shut the door behind her.

I protested vigorously, fought, and cried for the next two hours, but it was all in vain. The woman offered to make me behave, but Evelyn just said that it was best if Priscilla learned how to act properly from her. As I said, I struggled, but after Evelyn demonstrated how weak I was by putting me over her knee and giving me a few light, contemptuous spanks, I learned to answer to my new name and accept the new clothes that the women had such fun fitting to me.

When I left the house, hand in hand with Evelyn, I was waddling. Not because I had suddenly developed bow legs, but because I was swaddled in a thick, terry towel diaper, held up by large safety pins, and covered by pink plastic panties with a series of white frills running horizontally across my bottom. I was wearing a pale blue child's dress – well at least in design, it was a dress fit for a toddler, only big enough for me. The skirt of the dress stuck nearly straight out from my body, showing the white petticoats that were sewn into the dress and, of course, my ruffled panties.

The bodice was frilled with white lace – as were the little puffed cap sleeves which were tied with yellow satin ribbons. I wore a yellow satin bonnet, tied with a white satin ribbon under the chin, yellow mittens and bootees both threaded and tied with white satin ribbon.

My fingernails were gleaming with red polish that matched my pouted lipsticked lips – and my cheeks shone with cosmetic blush to show good health. My wet eyes looked out through mascara darkened lashes, while a huge pacifier was tied to a ribbon that was pinned to my dress. In my hand I carried a large edition of a rattle, which Evelyn had convinced me should be shook regularly.

I started to cry when she then drove me to the office and helped me out of the car. "Please be a good girl, Priscilla. Don't you want to say goodbye to your friends?"

Well aware of the humiliation that awaited inside, I couldn't stop wailing though, so that when Evelyn finally led me into the office, I was sucking vigorously on my pacifier.

The storm of laughter that greeted us once I had been led in through the door took a long time to subside, but was the followed by all the women declaring loudly what a pretty girl I was and chucking me under the chin, or lifting my dress hem to exclaim about my pretty petticoats.

They all complained when Evelyn told them that I wouldn't be coming into the office any more, but acted pleased when she agreed to leave me at the office while she did some shopping. To my horror, Annie was given a large bag that contained a change of diapers for me – and a huge baby bottle filled with milk. With a guffaw of pleasure, Annie then picked me up, sat down, rearranged me so that I was again lying in her arms – and stuck the bottle in my mouth. Evelyn cooed, then gave me a little kiss. Now be a good little girl for Annie now, Priscilla. I'll come and get you in the afternoon."

I looked at her, trying to plead with my eyes not to leave me there, but if she was aware of it, she made no sign that she did so. There, sitting being fed a bottle of milk by a woman in the middle of an office I sat until I'd finished the bottle, and had my pacifier put in place again.. It was then that I felt the first desire to go to the bathroom. After a few minutes, I was extremely uncomfortable and started squirming.

"What's the matter, baby Priscilla?" Annie cooed.

I knew that I'd been warned that little girl babies like me couldn't talk, but figured that this was a situation that hadn't been considered. Knew that I'd better use as childish a form of communication that I could, "Pee Pee" I mouthed around the plastic disk of the pacifier.

"Annie! Did you hear that? I think baby Priscilla needs the bathroom," one of the ladies said.

"No. I didn't. Anyway? Babies can't talk," Annie responded, giving me a hug that damn near broke my ribs.

It took a while but, firmly imprisoned in Annie's embrace, I could only squirm and kick in protest as my urge to urinate increased. Felt my face growing red in my efforts but then started to cry in earnest as shame filled me – I could feel the warmth of the wet urine as it soaked my diapers!

"Baby gone wee – wee?" Annie asked. "Think I'll have to change her now."

Effortlessly, she stood up without any strain, lifting me up as she did so.

"Can we come watch?" a few of the girls chorused.

Then, Annie surprised me completely. "No. I don't think so. The poor dear baby needs a little privacy." She peered down at me. "Is that right baby Priscilla?"

I was in a quandary. Was frightened to speak – even to show that I understood what she said was fraught with danger. I settled for opening my eyes wide and saying "Goo Goo" with a big smile, and waving my rattle happily. She nodded. "See? Babykins understands. So girls, if I may have a little privacy for ten minutes?"

The others, not too happy, agreed and I was carried into the Ladies room. There was a table there and Annie laid me down on my back. Lifted my petticoats and pulled down my plastic panties. "Oh look what baby Priscilla's done! Got herself all wet and icky!" she cooed down at me as she unpinned my diapers. Now, if you're happy at being changed, why don't you wave your hands and say Goo Goo – like a good little baby?"

To tell the truth, I was very happy with Annie – after all she'd saved me quite a lot of embarrassment so I didn't see much percentage in not doing as she asked.

So lying there while a woman washed then applied sweet smelling lotion, then powdered me, I made a series of happy little baby noises. Then she said "I wonder if Priscilla is blocked, eh? Let's see." I then felt a lubricated finger probe gently at my backside, then slide inside me a little.

"Mmmm – NGGG!" I protested, my feelings hurt at this intrusion.

"Oh HUSH you little pansy!" she whispered viciously in my ear. "Here I went and got a whole set of graduated dildos, just for you – and now you're leaving and I won't get to use them!" With that, her finger seemed to get much larger and pushed its way in about another inch. "I'd have made you into my own, personal girl friend in NO time! Damn it!"

I started to cry and sob and forgot my place in the scheme of things by starting to plead with her as her finger was now raping me forcefully. All that my pleading got me was my pacifier rammed into my mouth, with instructions to "SHUT UP!" To my unmitigated horror, I started to sense a painful pressure build in me internally then, before I could do anything about it, I started to ejaculate.

"See! Baby Priscilla likes being Annie's little girl, doesn't she?" my tormentor whispered, her lips tight in a horrible grimace. When I didn't answer, she took hold of my feet and lifted my backside clear off the table. Gave me a hard smack and repeated the question. It took a few smacks, but I finally admitted that I'd liked – no, loved it. A few moments later, I was back in clean diapers and my little girl dress, sucking happily on my pacifier as I was led out back amongst the women who had once worked for me.

Evelyn picked me up later that afternoon, pointing to a bag. "See Priscilla? Just wait until you see all the pretty dresses that auntie Evelyn has had made for you!"

It didn't dawn on me until we were almost home. If Helen and Evelyn had spent this kinda money and time? How long was this enforced journey into childhood going to last?

I got a hint as soon as we got into the house. Brenda was there, a delighted smile on her face. It seemed that she had designed – and built - a modified high-chair for my use. It was lower than most of course, but had all the accouterments: safety straps, a stainless steel tray that could be removed, then fitted close to me. A little while later, she stood looking at me as I sat there in my pretty dress, a terry bib now attached to my front as I sucked on a huge bottle of apple juice.

Over the next week and a half, I discovered that there didn't seem to be any scheduled 'release date' from my program. To my shame, it soon became almost impossible for me to control either my bladder or rectal muscles – though neither mummy Helen nor auntie Evelyn seemed to mind. Granma Brenda made me all sorts of nice furniture too – a crib and a playpen. Sometimes mummy Helen and Auntie Evelyn would come into my playpen with me and play kissy poo with me and each other. For some reason, they'd laugh a lot and get all hot and sweaty and nice smelling. Sometimes they'd call me their 'pretty dolly' and dress me in big girl clothes then take me to their grown-up bed – that was fun.

Then one day I looked up from my play pen and they were standing there, looking down on me, smiling and holding hands.

"Baby Priscilla?" Mummy Helen said. "Auntie Evelyn and I are going away for a little vacation. Just for a few weeks. Gonna get to know each other properly." The two of them smiled tenderly at each other, then kissed. Then mummy spoke to me again. "But so's you won't be lonely? We've got a special friend to look after you! Look and see who we've got!"

I heard a rustling of starched materials and into my field of vision came someone I vaguely remembered – only she was wearing a white, rustly, dress – and a white cap. "See?" Mummy said happily, "Nurse Annie! She missed you so much, she just jumped at the chance of looking after babykins for a few weeks! And? If you two get along? We might keep her here as your nannie permanently!"

The three women all smiled contentedly as I started to cry.

The end
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