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The Good, the Bad, and the Sissy

My name is Jarret Rush and I live in Silver City in the New Mexico Territory. Silver City is a weird town. It's booming because of all the mines, but it's lawless as all get out.  Someone once described the town as 850 Mexicans, 650 Anglos, and 15 bars open 24 hours a day to serve them all.  Life at the Dexter Mines was hard.  We'd work all day to make money for the boss and then we'd get it in the neck.  One Friday in May, we finally got paid, so my buddies and me headed to town to have a hog-killin' time.  I had $32 in my pocket and I couldn't decide whether I wanted a woman or a whiskey first, but I sure as Hell was getting both that night.

My friends Jake, Willet, and Henry all headed right for the bathhouse as soon as we maid the town proper.  I guess after all that time working hard in a hole in the ground, we all smelled a might ripe.  I didn't care.  I wasn't letting nothing slow me down.  I figured if my odor scared off the classier ladies, my money was good enough to attract me a parlor girl.

I said my adios to my friends and headed into the Red Onion Saloon, one of the nicer joints in Silver City.  I hadn't been there in a couple of months and I was surprised to see a woman working the bar.  Now, I hadn't seen me a woman in a long time, but I knew that this one was one fine filly.  I regretted not taking advantage of the town's bathhouse with my friends.

"Give me a whiskey, darling," I said pulling up a bar stool.

"You got it," she said pouring me a glass.

"Just go ahead and leave the bottle.  I'm going to get full as a tick, tonight," I said a might too loud.

"Get as drunk as you want, mister, but you ain't looking like you're exactly flush now." she responded warily.

"Relax, I just got paid.  I work at the Dexter Mine and I can cover my whiskey," I said flipping her three crisp dollar bills.

"That's too much.  The bottle's only two bucks," she replied.

"Like I said, I just got paid.  You enjoy the extra yourself," I said.

"Thanks," she shrugged as she made her way to another customer, a woman who was dressed like a cowboy and sitting at a window table and nursing a drink.

I had hoped for a little more affection or at least attention from the beautiful blonde bartender, but instead I just stared at her going about her business as I guzzled my drink.  She appeared to be about 5 foot, 6 inches tall, which made her only an inch shorter than I am.  She had deep blue eyes and while she wasn't fat, she had the kind of curves that drove a man like me crazy.   I sat on the bar stool bending my elbow, but she seemed more interested in the rugged looking woman sitting at the window table.

Now, whiskey and woman are a powerful combination, especially for a weak willed man like me who had been without both for a long time.  The more I drank, the more I wanted her. 

"Hey," I said grabbing her elbow as she came past, "You ain't much good at your job.  I've been sitting here twenty minutes and I don't even know your name."

"My name's Lala," she said sternly, "and I'm not a saloon girl.  I'm a bartender and I'd appreciate you remembering that and unhanding me."

"Come on darling, sit on daddy's lap and tell him all about it," I wink as I pulled her onto me.

She flopped around and got up, but my hands were on her breasts at this time and trying to hold onto her; I ripped her top.  Now a man has maybe two or three moments that truly change his life, and I tell you as God as my witness, that was one of them for me.  You see, what I didn't know was that the lady behind the bar currently protecting her modesty with a bar towel was none other than Lala Pruitt.  Now, that name might not mean all that much to you, but her sister was none other than Zelia Pruitt, she of Jack Kincaid's feared outlaw gang.

I was paying her any attention at that moment, but the woman sitting in the window had gotten to her feet and was walking over towards me ready to clean my plow.  By pawing up her sister, I had managed to get a notorious wanted outlaw on my trail and I don't care that she is a woman, that's never going to be a good idea.

I felt a tap on my shoulder, and as I turned around, boom, her right hand punched me hard in my right cheek. The force of the blow knocked me to the floor and left me foggy headed. 

"Get up and fight me, you son of a bitch," she spat at me.

"Hold on there, I don't want any trouble," I tried to stumble to my feet, but she was having none of it.  She lowered her shoulder and bulldozed me right into the hard wooden bar.

"It's too late for that, cause trouble is what you've got in spades," she sneered kneeing me hard in the balls.

I wanted to collapse, but she wouldn't let me.  Her left hand reached up around my throat and pinned me to the bar.  I couldn't move and she proceeded to pepper my cheeks with slaps from her right hand.  I am not too proud to admit that by this time, tears were starting to freely pour down my cheeks as she bitch slapped me. I kicked out catching her in a place that a man should never kick a woman and I took off running for it.  I needed to find my friends, but mostly I just wanted to get out of there.

As I cleared the saloon door and kept running towards the bath house, I suddenly felt something slip over my shoulders and then felt it tighten and the next thing I knew I was landing hard on my back and looking up at the sky. She had lassoed me.  In a couple of moments, she had climbed upon her horse and began dragging me around the town's dirt streets.   The skin was violently scraped off of my back and when I was dragged over some large rocks, I got more than just scraped.  I could do nothing, but cry out in pain.

"Great day for a ride isn't it?" she called back to me laughing.

"Please let me go.  You're going to kill me," I cried.

"You ain't gonna get that lucky," she said.

When she finally stopped her horse in front of the saloon again, I was a broken man.  A crowd of curious gawkers had gathered to watch the show, but not one of them lifted a finger to help me.  Silver City was a cruel town.  With the fight dragged out of me, Zelia had no trouble hauling me up to my feet and manhandling me over to a bench in front of the Red Onion.  I was barely able to put up any fight at all when she pushed me down so I was laying face down on the bench.

I felt her knee on the small of my back as she pulled back my arms and snaked her rope around my wrists and ankles.  I was soon hogtied and as helpless as a newborn babe.  I could feel the bottom of my boots with my fingers, but I couldn't reach any of the knots.

"Now, I'm going to go inside and finish my drink and when I'm in there, I'm going to ask my sister what she thinks we should do with you.  You better be here when I get back or I'm going to be real mad," she threatened.

"Please let me go ma'am. I didn't know she was your sister," I pleaded.

"Not gonna happen," she responded grimly before turning to the crowd.

"What did he do?" yelled a man in fancy clothes that made him look like an Easterner or something.

"This lecherous son of a bitch put his paws all over my sister and I'll be settling up with him when I'm good and ready.  Don't none of you touch him none or you'll be answering to me too," said Zelia firmly. 

The crowd dissipated and Zelia went inside.   I couldn't get free on my own no matter how I shook and shimmied and there was no way that anybody in that crowd was going to have the misfortune of tangling with the notorious Zelia Pruitt if they could help it.  I lay there looking at all the good town's people's feet as they walked hurriedly by me.

"We heard what happened to you, Jarret.  We sure are sorry.  You should have come with us to the bathhouse," said Henry.

"It's alright.  I'm just glad you're here now, guys.  Untie me and let's get out of this town as fast as we can," I said desperately.

"Err, that's just it," said Henry, "None of us want to throw down with Zelia or any of Kincaid's gang so sorry, but we can't do anything for you."

"Yeah," sympathized Willet, "You really got yourself in a heap of a mess this time."

"What am I going to do?  She's going to come back here soon and when she does, who knows what she'll do to me," I complained.

"Best not to think about it," said Henry.

"What else am I going to think about?  I'm tied up here like a prized pig ready to go to the butcher," I replied.

"Well, we need to get moving.  I don't want her to come out here and see us talking to you," Willet looked around nervously.

I was left stuck out there for another hour and still nobody would make a move to release me.  I pleaded with people walking by, but they were too scared to get involved or to cross the legendary female outlaw.

Now, it's hard to tell where the factual story of Zelia's feats ended and where the legend began.  Jack Kincaid had the most fearsome outlaw gang in the territory and he was willing to ride with the woman and have her watch his back.  She was definitely a boss gunfighter and rode as good as any man.  Still, I had a hard time believing some of the stories I heard about her.

As I lay there contemplating my fate, out she walked.  She didn't even say a word, but simply slung me over her shoulder and hauled me inside as easy as you would haul a sack of grain. She roughly threw me on top of the bar.

"You sure you want us to go through all the trouble of keeping this one alive? I don't think a man this scrawny can be good for much." said Zelia to her sister.

"We do need the help here and besides, if he fouls this up, I'm going to let you turn this rooster into a hen permanently," responded Lalia.

"A gelding? Now that does sound fun," laughed Zelia.

"Hey ladies, please, there's no reason to talk of such things.  Do you want an apology?  Believe me, I am more than sorry," I said.

"Oh, you're long past an apology, mister," said Lalia.

"She's right.  By the time my sisters done with you, you're going to wish I just killed you, that's if you're any kind of a man at all," said Zelia.

"Let's not be hasty now, sis.  Your two choices are to obey us without question or I let Zelia get mean.  What do you want?  Choose real carefully," cautioned Lalia turning to me.

"Look, I'll do whatever you want.  I promise," I said hating myself, my face flush with fear and desperation evident in my voice. 

"OK, let's get him up to my room," Lalia grabbed my ankles while her sturdier sister grabbed onto my shoulders. 

To describe what awaited me upstairs as Hell would be an overstatement, but perhaps not by as much as you might think.  Lalia's room was quite large and in the middle of it, was a luxurious tub.  Zelia proceeded to undo the rope connecting my wrists and ankles together and cut off all my clothing. I was still helplessly bound, but with the hogtie gone, I was much easier to maneuver. I was then plunked as naked as the day I was born into the bath, that Lalia had just filled with water, lavender, and sage.  I do not doubt that at that moment, I sorely needed a bathing, but I was not happy that I would soon smell of lavender.

My hair had grown long in the miner camp and my beard was thick and coarse.  Using a pair of them fancy new safety razors, my two captors removed all of the hair on my body below my ears.  I flopped around in that bath hopelessly trying to put up a fight, but when those sharp razors came out, I decided that I had best let the women have their way.

I was removed from the tub and forcibly marched over to Lalia's vanity where, I was tied to her chair.

"Couldn't you please at least let me put some clothes on?" I pleaded.

"Nope, we ain't fixing to untie you anytime soon," replied Zelia.

"Well, you can hardly blame him for wanting to cover up such a tiny little thing.  I've never seen one that puny before," said Lalia flicking my penis with her index finger and earning a loud guffaw from her sister.

I sat there roped in place, while Zelia styled my long, shaggy hair.  She trimmed it and neatened it before curling it into spiral curls and pinning one side with hair pins.  A small purple hat was then pinned upon my head complete with a large feather in it, before Lalia began to paint my face.

She smothered my face with some kind of white powder that made me look sickly before taking a red tube and placing some sort of red dyed wax on my cheeks and lips.  She pulled out a bunch of my eyebrows and I am not ashamed to say that I hollered loudly at the loss of each and every one.  Finally, she took some kind of black wax and made my eye lashes look much thicker and my eyes look even bigger.  When I stared at myself in her mirror, I could only see a woman looking back.  My painted face and my now hairless body were most unpleasant to my disposition.

"Now, for this next part I'm going to have to untie you, but if you so much as look at me cross eyed, I'll geld you," stated Zelia.

"I swear I won't ma'am," I replied meekly.

"You'd better not," she scolded.

Zelia cut the ropes on me and I began to try and rub some circulation back into my wrists.  The ladies had me step into a pair of white combination camisole and bloomers before they tied a purple and black corset so tightly around my middle that I could only manage short panting breaths.  This was followed by a purple petticoat, and a pair of black stockings.

"Are you feeling pretty yet?" Lalia teased.

"I'm feeling like a damn fool," I growled, "Come on, you ladies have had your fun.  I'm sorry for what I done, but that don't give you the right."

"Let's put him in his dress," Interrupted Zelia, "He looks like such a pretty little lady right now, I bet he's going to turn a lot of heads when he's finished being all dolled up."

"There ain't no way I'm on putting on a dress," I snarled. 

Zelia was on me instantly like a wild bull, she grabbed me hard by the camisole of my combination and she slapped me three times in quick succession.  I slumped backwards, using the makeup table to steady myself on my feet, breathing hard quick breaths I managed to stay on my feet.

"Don't mess up his makeup, Zelia," cried out Lalia.

"Sorry, but you get an ornery filly like this one and you've got to show her who the boss is right off," said the fiery outlaw, "Now who is the boss, bitch?"

"Y-you are," I stammered.

"And don't you forget it," she demanded.

I meekly complied as Lalia helped me into the dress.  It was scandalously short, and the large slit in the front didn't help my modesty any.  Two small bags of rice were used to give me even more of a womanly figure.  I was now capable of turning most men's heads, and desperate men like the ones in Silver City would have absolutely no chance.

I was motioned towards the bed and sat down while the two women put a pair of boots on me.  With my corset on, I couldn't bend enough to lace them myself.  They were black and pointy on the front with a narrow heel on the back, which made them damnable hard to walk in.  My captors made me practice for a while sashaying around the room before declaring me "good enough".

"So here's the deal.  You belong to us, now.  I could have killed you back there and the only reason you're not heading for Boot Hill already is because Lalia wanted to keep you alive.  So that means you owe her your life," said Zelia.

"Th-thanks," I stuttered truly grateful, but more than a little frightened.

"I kept you alive because I want to buy this saloon and like it or not you're going to help me make the money to do it," chided Lalia, "The way I figure it, your life is worth $500."

"That's a lot of money," I said.

"The reward on me is double that," pointed out Zelia with some pride.  I certainly wouldn't be trying to collect on that prize.

"Now, you work for me," said Lalia.

"As what?" I asked nervously.

"Why sugar, you're the new saloon girl," laughed Zelia.

"No-no.  I can't.  I won't," I demanded before a quick punch to my stomach from Zelia doubled me over.

"Zelia!" snapped her sister.

"How is punching him in the stomach going to ruin his makeup?" asked Zelia.

"Alright, good point," said Lalia, "Anyway, you are going to be making me that $500.  Got it? You just need to be pretty and charming to all the customers.  I'll knock $5 off the debt every week, plus 10% of any drinks that you can persuade a customer to buy, plus you can charge them 50 cents for a ticket for a dance with you.  If you hustle, you can be done in three or four months."

"Three or four months?!" I asked alarmed, but quickly cowered when I saw Zelia take a start at me. 

"Yeah, three or four months," repeated Lalia for emphasis.

For the next two days, I learned some of the finer points of being a saloon girl.  I learned how to change the pitch of my voice so that I would sound more feminine and although I might not have learned to move much like a woman on the dance floor, I did learn to move much less like a man.  Lalia was a good teacher and with Zelia there, I was a very motivated student.  At night, I slept tied to the foot of Lalia's bed.  She promised me better arrangements would come, but that I had to earn her trust first.

Finally, the weekend came and I found myself back in that purple dress sitting at the bar not far from where I had first met Lalia and Zelia and had my life forever changed.  A tall and rugged rancher with flaming red hair made his way over to me.  He was 5 inches taller than me and probably weighed about 75 pounds more. 

"Hello, little lady.  I don't think I've seen you around here before.  The name's Chance McDaniel," he said.

"Hey Chance, this here is Ruby.  She's our new Saloon Girl," smiled Lalia when she saw me stumbling.

"Hi Chance, I'm right pleased to meet you," I said forcing a smile and taking his hand.

"Oh, I think she likes you Chance.  Why not buy her a drink and get to know her better," suggested Lalia winking.

Chance happily took her up on the idea.  She poured us both bourbons, but as I tasted mine, I realized that she had just given me an iced tea.  When I asked her later about it, she asked me if I really wanted to get drunk around men like Chance.  I had to agree that she was probably right.

Chance had half a dozen stiff drinks with me and was soon buying tickets to dance with me.  As watered down as the drinks were kept and with Chance's size and long history of drinking, I was pretty sure it would take a lot more for him to get drunk.  Still, the effect of the alcohol had loosened his tongue quite a bit.

"You know, you sure are a sight for sore eyes.  You're the prettiest woman in these parts," said Chance.

"Oh Chance, you are such a gentleman," I responded coyly.

"How about, we go out for a stroll in the moonlight?" he asked.

"I'd love to Chance, but the rules for us girls are real strict.  The bar doesn't want to pay me and then have me leading the customers out the door," I said.

"Well then, how about we dance a few," he said.

Dancing with a man was about the most embarrassing thing I could think of, but I also knew it was my best chance to pay off my debt to Lalia and end this whole charade. 

"Sure Chance, but they make me charge half a dollar for a dance with me," I said apologetically.  Lalia caught my eye, so I gave a slight shrug.

"Well, they sure have you coming and going.  Still, you're worth it, I reckon.  I'll take three dollars worth," he said.

As I danced with Chance or charmed a gentleman, I would catch sight of Zelia smirking as she watched from her perch on the second floor.  I know that she had felt proud of the depths to which her sister and her hand brought me.  By the time, we parted I had made some progress paying off my debt and eased the loneliness of a solitary cowboy, but it wasn't anything I felt terribly proud about.

This, unfortunately for me, became a regular occurrence.  Lalia would help me get all dolled up and then I'd head down to the saloon to flirt with all manner of gentlemen and convince them to buy drinks and dance tickets.  I was fortunate to have my sister tormentors keeping eye on me to make sure no gentleman took indecent liberties, but they also delighted in the humiliation that I felt seducing these men into spending money on me.   When a guy touched my knee or brushed my cheek, I felt like a little bit of me was dying on the inside.

A few weeks went by and I was talking to a gentleman who had moved out West from Philadelphia to find his fortune when I felt a large hand grip me firmly by my arm just above my left elbow, pulling me around to my left.  He was quite rough with black hair and a very scraggly beard.  He had three equally rough looking men behind him who were carrying shot guns. 

"I'm looking for Zelia Pruitt," said the tall stranger, "The name's Matt Lawson and I'm a bounty hunter.  I heard that she's here and I want to see her now."

"I really have absolutely no idea who you're talking about," I said meekly.

"Well, you best recollect, and fast.  I haven't slapped a whore around in days," he spat.

Lawson dragged me up the stairs to Lalia's room and tore it apart looking for any sign of Zelia.   As the men began going through Lalia's underwear drawer, I noticed them staring at the bloomers and other frillies a might too long.

"I must protest Mr. Lawson.  Your men are fondling my lingerie and some of it has been imported all the way from France.  I must demand that they stop," I said.

"You ain't in no position to make demands," he said to me, "If she's not here, then maybe I'll just sit a spell and wait for her to come back."

"You do and I will make sure the Marshal hears about this," I said.

"Like he's going to listen to some whore," said Lawson grinning.

"He will if he's that whore's best customer," I replied angrily.

"You're saying the Marshal is your best customer?  I don't believe it," he laughed.

"Do I look like I'm joking?" I gave him a dead eyed glare.

"Hell, we can always come back.  Let's go boys. We'll get her soon enough," said Lawson as he left. 

I sat down on the bed to catch my breath only to have Zelia come out from under my bed where she was hiding. 

"They looked under there?  How did you stay hidden?" I demanded.

"One of Lawson's men looked there, but I had my Colt staring him right in the face.  He would have got me, but I would have got him first so he pretended not to see me and I didn't shoot him," replied Zelia.

"Aren't you worried they'll come back?" I asked.

"It goes with the territory," she replied almost proudly, "You did good though Ruby.  You did real good. Now, turn around."

I turned around and immediately felt her grab my arms and begin lashing a rope around my wrists behind my back.

"I thought you said I did good.  You know, I'd never tell," I said nervously.

"I know you wouldn't tell, but that Lawson is a killer and I'm mighty obliged to you for not trying something when he was questioning you.  I thought I'd give you a reward, but I saw how you were with my sister, you're not exactly the most skillful man in the territory," she replied knotting off the rope behind me.

She turned me around to face the bed and then pushed my shoulders down until I was on my knees.  She then dropped her jeans and I looked on in amazement.  I suddenly remembered just how long it had been since I had been with a woman, but I had never been with a woman like this before. It was obvious that she wanted me to use my tongue to please her and while my friends would probably laugh themselves at the sight, but all I could think about was that I had struck gold like never before.

"Woe!  Not so wet.  You've never done this before, have you?" she asked.

"No," I reluctantly agreed.

"You'll learn," she laughed, "a nice circle with that tongue of yours, Oooh yes," she moaned.

Instinct began to take over.  I massaged her inner thighs as I followed her instructions.  I built up the intensity and she began to moan.  I began to plant kisses on her thighs at first and them moving on to more intimate locations.  My tongue found made love to her clit in a way that my penis never would have. I could feel her throwing her head back wanton with lust and bucking like a wild bronco.  She ground herself on my tongue and was soon in the throes of ecstasy.  We danced as only lovers can do, but with her leading the way and though I was tightly bound and at times struggling for balance, I felt very proud to arouse such a lady and bring her to the heights ecstasy.  A torrent of her juices drenched my face, but I was consumed by the task at hand.  She screamed loudly and if we were not above a saloon, surely someone would have complained by now.

She helped me get to my feet and threw me down on the bed.  She flipped up my skirt and pulled down my frilly underwear.  She was ravenous and I cautioned myself about the danger of falling for this notorious outlaw, but I didn't care. This was a woman worth dying for.  This was a woman worth living for.

"You're pretty good for a beginner, Ruby.  Now, let me show you how it's done," she smiled.

"Oh God, Zelia," I moaned.

She was as skillful with her tongue as she was with her horse.  I still ached from the scrape that she had given me dragging me through town, but I didn't care.  She was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen and she was sucking me off at that very moment.  I would have pinched myself had my hands been free.  It was not long until I came with more power and force that I had in a mighty long time.  I moaned loudly and unashamedly.  For the first time in a long time I felt like a man, regardless of how I looked. Zelia untied me and we both lay in the bed. 

"I hope Lalia doesn't mind.  It is her bed," I said.

"Leave her to me," she replied.

"You were wonderful Zelia," I said.

"Don't you go falling for me now, you hear?  I've got a price on my head. Loving an outlaw ain't the easy life you know," she stated with grim sincerity.

I was looking for the words to express my devotion without scaring her with a pledge of true and eternal love when I was saved by a pounding on the door.  Lalia grabbed for her Colt .45 with all the speed and grace of the practiced gunslinger she was.

"It's me," said Lalia in a hushed tone through the door.

"What is it?" asked Zelia.

"Two of Lawson's boys are back.  Zeke and Max are downstairs.  Somebody recognized your horse outside. The other two probably have the entrance covered," said Lalia.

I got up from the bed and looked out the window.  Sure enough Matt Lawson was outside waiting, shotgun in hand.  I waved and then turned back to Zelia to confirm her worst fears.

"I'm done for," replied Zelia, "It's time to make a stand, I guess."

"No, maybe not," I said cleaning off my face and doing my best to pretty up my makeup, "I'll take care of the two downstairs and you make a run for it when you see the coast is clear."

"Don't risk yourself like that, Ruby.  This isn't a job for a frail thing like you," said Zelia.

"The Hell it ain't," I replied and made my way to the door.

Lalia took a long look at me and smiled.  If she knew what went on in the bedroom, she didn't say anything, but I think she sensed that something had changed in me and I was showing a steely eyed resolve, even if those eyes were hidden behind some serious kohl.  I made my way down the stairs trying to give a sexy wiggle to my walk, just as Lalia had showed me before.

"Oh boys, you're back.  This must be my lucky night," I smiled as I saw the two men sitting at a table in the middle of the saloon.   They each had a shotgun at their side as well as a .45 lying on the table.  They were well positioned to see anybody exiting the front door as well as anybody leaving the room upstairs.  One of the men was a tall blonde farm boy looking fellow that I found was named Zeke. The other man was shorter with a black mustache and skin like leather.  He may have been Mexican.  His name was Max.

"We're working.  You need to find yourself another table," said Zeke without even making eye contact.

"Oh boys, that's your loss, but surely you have just a little time to spend with little ol' me.  There are two of you after all, and I'm so lonely. If you're watching the place, well one of you can watch it and one of you can be watchin' something much better," I said placing my leg on the chair and giving Max a good look at my legs.  I guided his hand up to my knee and let him get a good feel.

"Yeah, all work and no play will make us dull, Zeke.  Like the lady said, you watch awhile, I'll watch her," said Max.

"Mr. Lawson wouldn't like that Max.  That's the kind of thing that could get a man killed.  He shot Red for less," said Zeke.

"Yeah, but, what a way to go," sighed Max.

I saw the door to Zelia's room creep open. She was waiting for the all clear. I called over to Lalia and had the piano player play something fun. 

I gave the two men a private dance with lots of high kicks and views of my cleavage created by the corset and the rice bags.  I rubbed my hands across the boys' chins and I had managed to split Zeke's attention while commanding Max's complete focus.

As I saw the time was now or never and Zelia was fixing to make her move, I pulled Max's head into my cleavage, while at the same time pushing Zeke's had down over his eyes.  I tried to make it look like I was trying to be suggestive, but he wasn't buying anything.  Still, with both men temporarily blinded, Zelia tore down the stairs like an Oklahoma Sooner.  Zeke recovered in time to fire a shot that immediately quieted the entire saloon, but luckily lodged in the wall just over Zelia's shoulder.   I tried to keep Max's head pressed against my bosom, while bumping Zeke's arm.  He couldn't get another shot off before Zelia had made it out the door and was off on her horse and riding like the Devil himself was on her tail.  I heard a half dozen shotgun blasts and my heart skipped a beat.

"Aw Hell! the bitch got away.  How the Hell did you let her get past you in here," demanded Lawson as soon as he stormed into the saloon.

"This one tried to distract us," said Zeke grabbing my wrist.

"It sounds like she did more than try," said Lawson, "Bring her and the sister with you.  We need to get to the livery and ride after her."

Lalia and I were roughly dragged along, but unfortunately for Matt Lawson, bounty hunter, Zelia didn't stay free by not being at least two steps ahead of any pursuers.  She had already been to the livery and chased off the men's horses before high tailing it out of there.

"Well, now what are we going to do, boss," said the fourth member of Lawson's team who I later learned was named Henry, but liked to be called Abilene.

"Tie them two up," commanded Lawson.

"Come along whore," sneered Zeke obviously upset with me.

"I'm not a whore, I'm a saloon girl," I protested.

"You ain't even a girl," spat Lawson reaching into my bodice and pulling out the rice bags.  I have no idea why that somehow made me feel violated.

"Aw no," said Max clearly disappointed.

"You know, boss," said Abilene, "It's been a long time since any of us had a chance to be with a woman,"

"You want to have some fun?" asked Lawson.

"Yeah boss," said Max. "How about it?"

"Why not, but tie them both bent over the stall.  We need to make this quick and then get some horses and find Zelia. I'm sure when she finds out we have her sister it won't be too hard," sneered Lawson.

"What about the Saloon Boy?" questioned Zeke.

"I bet she sucks better than the other one and she's not a bad looker either," said Lawson pragmatically. 

I soon had Lawson pulling down his pants at my face, while Max was behind me, lifting up my skirt.   Lalia had Abilene from behind and a reluctant Zeke in front of her.  As beautiful as my time with Zelia had been, being fucked by Max and sucking Lawson was just plain ugly.  Lawson was not a dirty man, but he viewed getting sucked as an aggressive battle.  He fucked my face with more rage than passion, while Max was behind me pounding away. Max at least was a little gentler, but being penetrated by a guy was not an experience that I had ever wanted or even thought would happen to me.

Lalia was having as much trouble with her position as I was.  She called the men every dirty name in the book and threatened to bite Zeke's penis off before he brought his gun to her head.  He probably never intended to shoot her, but that was one of those chances that you just didn't want to take.  I felt Max climaxing deep inside of me, while my mouth was filling up with Lawson's spunk.  Max was staggering in his ecstasy and then just as quickly fell to the ground, a knife sticking out of his back.  I raised my head and saw Zelia riding like vengeance on a black and white spotted Appaloosa.

Abilene pulled out of Lalia and bent down to get his gun belt, but he never made it up, Zelia had pulled even with him and shot him at close range as she sped by.  Only Lawson and Zeke were left and they fumbled to get their pants back on.  Zeke pulled out his gun, but just before he fired, Lalia finally did as she had threatened to do and lunged forward chomping down hard on his penis. It was almost a mercy killing when he was cut down by bullet from Zelia who had fired at him while riding away out the other side of the livery stable. That was a nearly impossible shot, especially with Lalia and me in the way.  

As quickly as she arrived, Zelia was out the other side of the livery.  It was almost as if she had never been there, but the three dead bodies on the ground said otherwise.  I reckon Lawson thought he was pretty smart.  He stood between Lalia and me with a six-shooter pointed at each of our heads.

"Nice try!  Now, we play by my rules though Zelia," called out Lawson, "You come back here nice and slow and let me see you drop your guns or I'm gonna spill their brains out right here on the ground."

"Don't do it, Zelia," I cried.

"I only want you.  There's no bounty on their heads," he called out again, but there was still no response.

"Show yourself in three seconds or I'm killing one of them," Called out Lawson, "One....Two..."

A blast tore through the side of the livery, right where Lawson had ben standing.  The wooden wall couldn't do much to stop a .50 caliber bullet fired from a Sharps rifle.  Zelia wasn't about to take any chance that Lawson might stagger around and managed get off a shot at one of us.  She approached the hole in the wall and fired a second shot, hitting the bounty hunter right between the eyes and killing him stone dead even before he landed in a pile of manure.

"Sorry, I couldn't get here sooner.  I'll have you untied in a second," Zelia apologized.

"We need to get out of here," replied Lalia.

"Yeah, it's going to get pretty rough for us here," added Zelia.

"Where are we going?" I asked. The two girls stared at me wide eyed.

"What do you mean by we?" asked Lalia. 

"I still owe you like $470," I said as Zelia cut me loose.

"You don't have to come.  You saved my life and you paid for it too," she said, noticing the semen trickling down the back of my leg underneath my skirt.

"All in a saloon girl's day," I nodded proudly.

"Hold your horses," said Zelia, "We're going to have the law after us and it's going to be dangerous, you can't be coming with us."

"Try and stop me," I said with as much force as I could muster.

"I could," said Zelia.

"Yeah, but you won't," I replied.

"Aw let him come," laughed Lalia, "You'll be all pining for him if you don't."

"Alright, you two get saddled up.  Maybe, we'll give San Francisco a try," reasoned Zelia.

"Think they're ready for me in San Francisco," I asked.

"Only one way to find out," said Lalia.

We rode off together, three outlaws on the run.  We never looked back.

THE END
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Taking One for the Team

A lot of people are down on American soccer.  I don't know why?  Maybe we don't have four divisions, and maybe the games don't draw NFL ratings, but if you're lucky enough to have a team in your town like we are in Seattle; the play is pretty good.

I've been a Seattle fan since they got the team.   They've built up a great squad and then there's Rosario. Brian Rosario is the best midfielder in the pro league and probably the greatest player that the United States has ever produced.  He's only 20 years old, and he's cute too.  If we can keep Manchester United or AC Milan from snapping him up, he could own this town.

It was a cold November afternoon, and Seattle was playing its final game against their chief rival.  All throughout the season, Seattle had been neck and neck with Houston, and we had only pulled ahead in the last few weeks.  We knew that we'd see Houston in the playoffs, but this game wasn't terribly important in the standing. 

My name is Amy.  I'm 26, and I work as a waitress.  I like to think of myself as an actress though.  So far, I have made just enough money with my acting to pay for my headshots with nothing left over.  I usually go to Seattle games with my friend Maggie.  We both played soccer together in high school and college, but we never got it out of our system.  On Saturdays, we were both in a coed recreation league.

Houston's best player was a Scottish import named Bobby Mosley.  While Rosario was famous for his beautiful goals, Mosley was famous for his annoying antics.  He wasn't much more than 150 pounds, which is probably why he wasn't playing in Europe, but Mosley was dirty.  Even though he wasn't quite 30, he knew every trick in the book to take an unfair advantage.

It was a scoreless tie at the 37 minutes mark, when Rosario received a pass to the left of the goal, he sent a through pass into the box, and the crowd erupted as an alert striker knocked the pass easily into the net.  We were all jumping down and clapping.  Then we looked over and saw Rosario crumpled on the stadium grass.  Mosley launched  himself through the air with the pretext of doing a sliding tackle, but instead nailed  Rosario with his cleats just below his knee.  Rosario writhed in pain and watching the replay on my phone, it was clear that he probably was going to have some serious ligament damage.  It was a great goal, but our season lay in ruins as Rosario was helped off the field to loud applause.

Mosley was sent off with a red card, and he'd be suspended for a couple of games for that hit too, but that was not nearly enough.  He may have not only killed Seattle's chances for the league title, but also hurt any chance the United States had of a successful run in Brazil.  Just to rub salt in our wounds, Mosley took off his shirt and waved it to the angry crowd as he walked off under a shower of debris and garbage from the stands.

"He should put that shirt back on," said Maggie, "His body is a disgrace to athletes everywhere."

"I can't believe that ass hole just knocked-out  Rosario," I replied still crushed.

"Let's just go," said Maggie dispirited, "I'm not going to enjoy the game anyway wondering if he's out for the playoffs."

We made our way down the ramp out of the stadium when the cold weather and the few beers we had, had begun to work on our bladders.   We went down a short tunnel looking for a bathroom.  We weren't having much luck and the further we went, the more lost we seemed to get.  We had just about given up, when we passed a men's bathroom.

"Go ahead and have a peek inside?  The game's still going on, and we're in the bowels of the stadium," suggested Maggie.

No sooner did I walk into the stadium than who did I see at one of the urinals than Bobby Mosley.  He looked up from his urinal midstream without even missing a beat.

"Holy shit!" said Maggie.

"No, just splashing the pirate," said Mosley totally unconcerned with our presence, "Don't mind me, girls."

"Nice sportsmanship out there you freaking bastard.   You probably just cost us the whole season," I snapped angrily.

"They don't pay me for sportsmanship," he laughed.

"Hey, chill Amy.  We've got our own professional soccer player here; I think that's pretty hot," said Maggie purring in her sexy way.

"What?" I said confused.

"You heard her Amy.  She's into me," he smiled.

Looking at Mosley up to close, he was even funnier looking than I remembered.  His face was kind of cute almost feminine, but his dark unwashed hair and scrawny body did nothing for me.  He wasn't any bigger than Maggie or I, and we had a good look at his dick as he was relieving himself and it didn't look very big either.  That didn't stop Maggie from going over to the still shirtless midfielder.  She put her arms around him and kissed him deeply.

"Having fun?" asked Maggie.

"Oh yes," he replied clearly enraptured.

"Hey, can I ask you something?" she asked him.

"What?" he responded clearly paying more attention to her body than to what she was saying.

"When you kicked Rosario was it right here?" she asked as she turned sideways and kicked him just under his knee.  He dropped to the ground in a kneeling position startled and clearly in pain.   Before he could react, Maggie grabbed his head and rammed it into the unforgiving porcelain urinal.  He was knocked out cold.

"Shit Maggie, what are you doing?" I asked.

"Payback's a bitch, Amy," she said.

"We could get in so much trouble for this," I laughed.

"Nah, like a professional athlete wants to tell the police that a weak little female just knocked him cold.  His nickname is already "Bitch" for arguing so many calls; he really doesn't need this getting around," smiled Maggie confidently.

"Hey, this place is pretty interesting.  There's a shower back behind the stalls," I replied noticing the huge men's room we were in for the first time.

"Is that a janitor's closet?" asked Maggie looking behind me.

"Yeah, want to mop this place?" I answered opening an old closet full of cleaning supplies.

"Is there any duct tape in there or clothesline?" asked Maggie as a light bulb went off above her head.

"Both," I replied holding up the objects, "Which do you want?"

"Bring both and a rag if there's one in there," she responded.

I brought the supplies over to Maggie, who turned the unconscious footballer over and began tying his hands behind his back much to my shock.

"What are you doing, Maggie?  You're scaring me," I said.

"Just having a little fun.  You get his ankles," she said tossing me half of the clothesline.

I tied him rather tightly if I do say so myself.  Just after I had the final knot in place, I felt him stirring. Maggie was on it fast.   She jumped down on his back, and as soon as he opened his mouth to speak she shoved the waded up dirty rag between his cheeks and took the roll of duct tape and began wrapping it around his head to keep the rag in place.

"mmph," the confused footballer moaned, but was soon silenced by two quick slaps from Maggie, each one landing hard across his cheeks.

"If we want you to speak, we'll let you know," she said getting to her feet.

We both looked down, and the million-dollar  athlete whom we had restrained and rendered helpless.  I felt powerful, and I know that Maggie was loving this.  She was in her element and in total control.  Mosley flopped around like a fish out of water, but when Maggie and I tie up a guy; he stays tied.

"So what do we do with him now?" I asked more curious than afraid.  He couldn't make more than the faintest sound, and this was a rather secluded bathroom.

"I don't know.  Tying him up was my contribution.  Do you have any ideas?" she asked me.

"Hmm, well humiliation seems appropriate and his nickname is Bitch; I might have an idea.  Yvette lives like 5 minutes from here, let me give her a call and then help me move Bitch over to the shower area," I responded.

I made a quick call to my friend, Yvette.  What I was asking her was both inconvenient and a little expensive.  I talked her into it though, and she promised me she'd arrive in 20 minutes.  While we waited, we dragged our captive into the shower area.

"You're going to hate this," I said, "But we're going to have to untie him to strip him."

"Now, you decide to strip him?  We could have done this when he was knocked out," she replied.

I thought doing this would be harder than it turned out to be.  Maggie and I worked well together and a few quick slaps convinced Mosley we meant business.  When all was done, we had him naked and tied tightly to the shower head.

When Yvette finally arrived, she called out "Hello?"

"Yvette, we're back here," I replied.

"Oh thank God, I found the right bathroom the first time.  You owe me big time...Holy crap! Is that Bobby Mosely?" she responded.

"It sure is," responded Maggie, "He's say hello, but it's not polite to talk with your mouth full."

"Hi, Bobby," laughed Yvette.

"Did you bright everything I asked for?" I asked.

"All of it," she said handing me a duffle bag.

"Perfect," I laughed, "Oh Bobby, we're going to have so much fun."

I reached into the bag and with Maggie and Yvette holding him tight; I slid a pair of red lace bikini panties up Bobby's legs.  He fought me every step of the way, but that only made it that much sweeter.

"Oh, aren't you looking sweet, Bobby?" laughed Maggie.

"Now for the hosiery," I said pulling out a pair of black tights. 

Bobby didn't have much hair, but a pair of sheer stocking would have required a good shaving.  These tights would enhance the shape of his legs while covering up any unwanted hair.   Bobby fought them going on until Maggie reached into his panties and grabbed his balls.  After a bit of squeezing, he became more cooperative.

I attached a red lace padded bra around Bobby's chest.  He wasn't exactly stacked, but the bra made him an A or even a B cup.  He had stopped resisting, but one look at his eyes let me know just how miserable he was.  I snapped his bra and laughed at him.

Getting his dress on was a bit more challenging and required all three of us.  Yvette had brought the perfect dress.  It was red lace and only came to mid-thigh.  However, it also had sleeves and a zipper and that meant that we had to untie one arm at a time to get it on him.  We complete his outfit with a pair of black leather shoes with three-inch heels.  An ankle strap prevented Bobby from kicking the shoes off.

I grabbed the curling iron from the Yvette brought and let it heat up while began to style Bobby's long dark hair.  Yvette worked on his makeup, while Maggie did a surprisingly respectable job painting his finger nails despite their awkward position over his head.

I took out a bottle of Shalimar and proceeded to give Bobby a heavy dosing.  I wasn't a big fan of the perfume and I had gotten it as a gift, but it was extremely powerful stuff and I wanted Bobby's perfume to be very noticeable.

A pair of baby blue clip on earrings completed the look.  He wasn't half bad looking.  In the dim light of the bathroom, he was definitely passable and we made sure to take advantage of that.

We snapped a lot of photographs of our feminized soccer star with our cameras.  In some pictures we posed with him, but in most we just snapped Bobby by himself.  Before long, we had quite a collection of pictures, which we showed to Bobby before emailing them to ourselves.

"I'm going to ungag you now, but if you say even a word, you will be the most famous soccer player in America," I threatened him, "Do you understand?"

He nodded his head and I soon had his gag and the ropes tying his ankles together off of him. 

"What the fuck do you want from me?" he demanded.

"Bad attitude," said Maggie reaching under his dress and grabbing his balls to get his attention.

"What we want is some entertainment.  We thought we'd get that by watching the soccer game, but you went and ruined that.  Now, you're going to be the entertainment," I said.

"Dance for us, baby," suggested Yvette.

You could see that Bobby wanted to tell her to fuck off, but a quick squeeze from Maggie got his cooperation.

"No, you clod.  We don't want the white man's overbite, we want Beyonce," I taunted him.

"Please just let me go," he pleaded.

"Not on your life.  We're enjoying this way too much," said Maggie.

We had Bobby practice walking in the heels, but he was terrible at it, so Yvette demonstrated they way we wanted him to swish and he mimicked her pretty well.  Soon, we had his hand on his hip and made him do an exaggerated model walk.  The whole time Yvette was taking pictures.

We were all a bit startled when two more Houston players suddenly entered the bathroom.   The smiled at us expectantly, but we were a bit confused as to just what they wanted.

"Hi boys.  How did the game go?" asked Yvette.

"We lost, but we took out their best player.  I think we'll have their number in the playoffs," responded a tall brunette player with a vaguely South American accent.  Bobby looked like he saw a ghost.

"They've never had girls this hot here before," said the other player who was little shorter and a brunette with a goatee and clearly American.

"Oh, you've been here before?" I asked.

"Every time we're in town.  Not every team has their own groupies in other towns," he responded.

"Oh we're huge Houston fans," responded Maggie catching on.

"That's great," smiled the South American, "So how about you girls take care of our post game stress,"

"We would love to," I said pouting, "But today is Britney's initiation."

Bobby's face turned white with fear, but Maggie whispered something in his ear and then led him forward in front of the two players, pushing the back of his neck to get him down on his knees.  I teasingly, took the South American's enormous 9 inch cock in my hand and fed it to Bobby.  Maggie stood behind him and forced his head forward.  He soon had no choice, but to take it in his mouth.

Bobby was clearly in turmoil as his teammate's enormous cock slid against his ruby lipstick covered lips. The two men had showered together, so Bobby couldn't have been surprised by it's gigantic size, but in a million years, he probably never expected it would be in his mouth.

I bent forward and whispered in Bobby's ear, "You've gone too far now Bobby.  If he finds out you're a boy, you'll never live this down.  You better suck like a pro and get this over with."

"Hey, what about me?" asked the other player.

"Oh, Britney can take you both at once," said Yvette.

I helped pull down the American player's shorts and guided Bobby's hand around his penis.  Bobby was almost in a daze.  His despair was palpable.

Soon, the South American was pumping away rhythmically getting closer and closer to his breaking point.  Maggie kept pushing Bobby's head forward so that he had no way to pull away from the large pulsing cock. 

"You better swallow," I whispered in his ear menacingly.

With a mighty grunt, the South American player let a magnificent thick rope like stream of cum into the back of Bobby's throat.  To his credit, he tried to swallow it all, but it was just too much for his mouth and it began to trickle down his chin.  Yvette captured the moment on her phone, but Bobby didn't know.  He was much too busy in headspace thinking of his deep shame.

"Next, please," called out Maggie and the other player took his position in front of his disguised teammate. He was already pretty hard and within moments he was ready to cum too.

"Hey, for Britney's initiation, she needs a facial.  Would you mind?" I asked.

"Sure," smiled the players Bobby was servicing, "A few moments later, Bobby's face was coated in cum."

"Thank you Britney.  I hope you'll be here for the playoffs." said the South American.

"Oh, you can count on it," laughed Maggie.

"Hey, do you have any other teammates who would like a little fun?" asked Yvette.

"Yeah, you want me to send them over?" asked the American.

"Of course," I smiled.

"You got it," laughed the South American as the two players left.

"Oh you did so well, Bobby," laughed Yvette.

"This was an awesome idea, Amy," said Maggie.

"I can't take all the credit.  Bobby did all the work.

"What am I going to do when they find out it was me?" asked Bobby.

"They don't have to find out, if you cooperate," I said.

"I'll do what you want, just don't let anybody know," he said.

"Ok then Bobby, put your hands behind your back," said Maggie.

Reluctantly, Bobby complied.  He was not happy about being restrained again.

Maggie cuffed his hands behind him with a pair of pink fuzzy handcuffs.  They weren't trick cuffs and were basically regulation police handcuffs inside the pink fur, but they looked very non-threatening and that was something that was important if we weren't going to tip off that something was wrong to any of his teammates.

Maggie then took the clothesline and tied his ankles leaving him in a kneeling position.  He wasn't going to be getting out without help.

"Now, you behave.  Make sure you make your teammates happy.  They lost a tough game," I warned him.

"Wait, you can't leave me like this," he said panicked before Maggie applied a couple of long strips of duct tape to his mouth.

"Oh, believe me, you won't be alone," I said.

We gathered up our stuff as Bobby looked on with his eyes wide with fright. 

As we left the bathroom, we went about 20 feet back towards the regular stadium exits when we saw 4 girls approaching.  They were all dressed rather trashy and they seemed to be in a hurry.

"Hey, are you the Houston fan girls?" I asked.

"Yeah, are they pissed?  Debbie cut herself on a bottle in the parking lot and we had to take her for stitches," replied a tall blonde in a Houston jersey and black miniskirt.

"Not a problem, we helped bail you.  We're Seattle fans, but we like soccer players enough that we took one for the team," I said.

"Oh thanks, you're a life saver," she responded.

"Well, I think a few of them will be returning to the bathroom," said Maggie.

"Great! How can we ever repay you?" said a cute brunette.

"There actually is a way," I said, "We're initiation a new girl named Britney.  We left her handcuffed in the bathroom.  Can you uncuff her after she sucks off 3 players?"

"Actually, she can't get enough.  Let's make it an even half dozen," laughed Maggie.

"Oh, we're happy to do that.  You girls have some crazy initiations," said the blonde as I handed her the handcuff keys.

As we made our way to the parking lot, we heard from a couple of guys who were post game tailgating that Rosario would be back in a couple of days.  Maybe our season wasn't over, after all.   We may have missed half the game, but I left an even bigger fan than I was before.  It truly is a beautiful game. 




The Sissy Bowl

Dale took the liquid soap and lathered up Jeff from his neck down to his balls.  A decade ago, he had been the backup quarterback for his junior college football team.  Dale loved the sport and he was good at it.  He was used to "hitting the showers" with other guys, but lathering up his teammate--well that was certainly something different.

Two years ago, Jeff's wife Eileen had caught him cheating on her with his secretary.  Most women would have chosen to dump him right then and there, but Eileen was not most women.  Rather than a sizable alimony payment, she chose to take a pound of flesh.  She decided to dedicate herself to feminizing Jeff and making him her serving maid.  She called on her best friend Paula who also happened to be Dale's wife.  Unfortunately for Dale, when the women finished turning Jeff into Jenny, they decided to turn him into Crissy.

Their wives did not require their sissified husbands to get plastic surgery or take hormones, but they spared no other expense in turning their macho men into reluctant simpering maids.  Jeff was only 5'8", but 2 years ago he weighed 170 pounds.  Today he was 135.  His long platinum blonde hair took him a long time to get used to, but it now hung well down his back and he had a standing appointment every two weeks with the woman who did his wife's hair.  His skin was smooth and he knew better than to get careless with his feminine rituals.  On the towel rack next to the sink, it was his pantyhose that were hanging up to dry, not Paula's.

Today was the most masculine day of the year.   Throughout the whole country even henpecked husbands were being allowed a day off to watch the Super Bowl and eat junk food that their wives would ordinarily never approve of.  Today would be different for Jeff and Dale.  Today would be the most humiliating football game ever played.  Today would be the Sissy Bowl.

Both Paula and Eileen kept themselves in good shape. They had gym memberships that they used, they played tennis, and they even did boot camps together.  However, Jeff and Dale were both athletic guys and would normally easily beat their wives in a game of football.  In fact, when the girls had suggested they play football to determine who got to watch the game and who dressed up as slutty cheerleaders to serve them, the guys jumped at the opportunity.

As usual, their wives had outsmarted them.  The wives controlled what the men wore and they insisted on the most inappropriate attire ever conceived of for an athletic event.  The boys had already stopped at their usual nail salon for extensions and now they sported 2 inch nail extensions, each in the team color of one of the Super Bowl teams.

After toweling each other off, the two sissy husbands put on their uniforms, which consisted of black sandals with 4 inch spiked heels, a black push-up bra, which breast forms expanded to 36C on Dale and D cup on Jeff, a pair of tight black short shorts, black lace panties, black sheer pantyhose, and pink football jerseys, which were cropped just below the bottom of their bras. 

The uniforms looked quite sexy on the feminized footballers, but they were completely impractical for any kind of physical competition.  The look was completed by heavy makeup including a thick line of eyebrow pencil at the top of their cheeks to mimic they eye black that professional football players wore. After dousing themselves with perfume, the players were ready to go out to the living room and meet their wives.

Eileen and Paula were dressed for the game.  They had on sweatshirts and pants and were wearing gym shoes.  In the living room with them was their friend Olivia.

"So did you boys have a nice shower?" asked Olivia.

"Yes, we did Miss Olivia," said Dale as the two husband curtsied to the guest.

"They always take so long.  I don't have any idea what they're doing in that shower," said Paula with a wink.

"I love your uniforms," said Oliva, "Let's have a twirl."

The two sissies twirled for the girls already humiliated by being on display for their wives and Olivia like this.

"Well, we have a game to get to," said Eileen.

The two husbands held hands and minced out to Olivia's SUV followed by their wives.  They climbed into the back seat, where they knew what was expected of them.  They began to kiss each other deeply, making out like a couple of teenagers at a drive in movie.

"They sure are enjoying themselves," said Olivia looking at the rear view mirror."

"I swear, they can't keep their hands off each other," said Eileen.

As the SUV pulled up to the park, they were not happy.  It was bad enough to be playing football dressed this way at a public park, but they could see that about a dozen of their wives' friends were there to watch the game.

"Wow, we've got quite a crowd," smiled Eileen.

After some brief stretching, the game was ready to begin.  The park had kind of an unofficial football field between the two baseball diamonds running to an area between a large oak tree and a swing set.   It wasn't exactly symmetrical, but the area made a playing surface roughly 40 yards by 20 yards.  For only 2 players on each team, it seemed the perfect size.

  Jeff was given the job of punting the ball to start the game, but he found the shoes incredibly difficult to kick in.  The result was a bounding rolling kick that actually did the job.  When Paula picked up the ball, she had her husband barreling down on her, at least as much as he could in his shoes.  She moved to his right and then suddenly cut back to the left as he was closing in on her.  Dale tried to react quickly to her move, but in the heels he only proceeded to fall on his face as she scampered past to cheers from the assembled crowd, which now was including pedestrians who just happened by.

When the two husbands got the ball, they decided that running any kind of long pass play would be impossible in the heels, but they figured with Dale being an experienced quarterback and with Jeff's height advantage, they could at least complete short passes even if running was difficult.

On the guy's first play, Dale backpedaled and tried to pass the ball to Jeff high above Eileen's outstretched arms.  As he tried to move backwards, he found himself tripping over his own heels and landing in a heap, with his legs akimbo giving the crowd quite a view of his panties.  They audience roared with laughter at the sight. 

On the next play, they tried another pass play and this time Dale moved back slowly and cautiously.  He was well aware of Paula counting to 5 so that she could rush him, but he got the ball off quickly.  His arm still had some of the zip of his playing days.  Unfortunately, the long fingernails caused the ball not to speed through the air in a perfect spiral as Dale had anticipated, but to flop wobbling through the air straight to his wife who was as surprised as anybody when the ball came to her.  Dale had missed a target 40 feet away by over 10 yards.

Over the next hour, the guys found themselves getting brutally tackled, missing easy plays, and fumbling their way to a horrible defeat.  The crowd roared with delight every time the wives made a big play or when the husbands were humiliated like when Paula snapped her husband's bra strap and used the distraction to get open for a touchdown pass.  By the end of the game, the sissies were dead on their feet hoping their torment would mercifully end.

When finally it was over, the feminized husbands hung their heads dejectedly.  They had been humiliated by their wives in front of a crowd of over 50 people; aching all over they anticipated the skimpy cheerleading outfits and an afternoon not of watching the game, but of mincing and serving. 

"56 to nothing," said Olvia imitating an announcer, "What's your secret?"

"I think it all comes down to marrying very feminine sissies," laughed Paula.

"So tell me Eileen, now that you've won the Sissy Bowl, what are you going to do?" asked Olivia.

"I'm going to the happiest place on Earth," she replied.

"And where is that?" responded Olivia.

"Anywhere I have a simpering sissy maid husband to serve me," laughed Eileen, patting Jeff on his behind.

"Well husbands, we need to get you home so that you can shower and then put on your cheerleading uniforms before our friends get there," suggested Paula.

"Oh, they'll like the shower," laughed Olivia.

"They better not get too excited," said Eileen, "We won by 56 points, which means they should be allowed to get out of chastity sometime in early April.  Paula and I decided a day for every point would be fair."

Dale and Jeff moaned in misery.  It would be a long two months.  Still Dale wouldn't have traded his relationship for anything in the world.  He was lucky he had a wife perceptive enough to see how jealous he was getting of Jeff's well-earned punishment.  He just hoped he could keep Jeff from finding out how much he was enjoying himself.  Both sissies hung their heads in shame and frustration.

[image: ]


Blind Date

This was such a mistake.  I should have known something was wrong when I first saw Laura.  We were set up

by a mutual friend of ours who was known for her wicked sense of humor, but even I wondered what Sandra was thinking.  You see, I'm 5 foot 8 and 140 pounds.  While I'm not a bad looking guy, my features could best be described as delicate or less insultingly as boyish.

Laura is an Amazon.  I don't say that lightly.  She stands 5 foot 10 inches tall and her body is nothing short of

amazing.  Our weight is probably pretty close, but her 34-26-37 frame had a lean athletic power to it, while still remaining sexy and feminine.  In the right light and dressed to thrill, she looked as sexy as any girl on the hottest club dance floors.   From her long brown hair to her size 10 Jimmy Choo's, this girl was out of my league.

I knew our date was going to go badly from the moment I saw her.  She looked so hot as to be intimidating

with her long legs stretching out beneath her red lycra minidress.  I immediately noticed the pantyhose she was wearing.  Nobody wears them anymore, but they're such a fetish for me and they hugged every inch of her silky smooth legs.

Unfortunately, I showed up looking neat and polished, but considerably underdressed in my polo shirt and

jeans.  At that time I had grown my hair out a bit and the style was what I would call relaxed, but others sometimes called it unkempt.

We started making small talk, but it was pretty clear that she wasn't buying what I was selling.  I made a joke

about Sandra setting us up as a prank and even that went over poorly.  She rolled her eyes and told me, "just order us another round of drinks.  I need to go to the bathroom."

I made the order.  The bar was quiet at 4 in the afternoon on a Wednesday.  Even the bartender was shaking

his head at me in pity as he poured the Long Island Iced Teas.  I brought the drinks back to our table and then I sat. For nearly 30 minutes, I sat nursing my drink when it occurred to me that Laura was probably gone.  I was mad at Sandra for setting us up, but I couldn't blame Laura entirely for ditching such a terrible blind date.  

I made my way back to the women's bathroom just to confirm my suspicions.  The only other one in this place

was a waitress, so I wasn't too worried about walking in on anybody.  I knocked on the door and I called out Laura's name.

"What the Fuck man?" She called back.

"I just wanted to see if you were alright," I called back.

The next thing I knew, Laura threw open the door.  Her hand grabbed me by the neck of my polo shirt.  She

dragged me into the room and I stumbled across the tile before I got my balance.

"Oh, I'm just fine Stevie," she laughed, "I thought we'd play a little game."

"A game?" I questioned, "In the lady's room?"

"Yeah," she giggled, "See I posted on Facebook about the loser I was out with, but none of my friends would

believe it, so I told them I'd get some pictures and show them just what a little pantywaist bitch I was out with."

"What the Hell?" I asked indignantly. 

Laura advanced on me aggressively.  I moved cautiously, but she was too fast for me.  Her right hand formed

a fist and she punched me hard enough in the stomach to knock the wind out of me.  The force of the blow actually knocked my feet a couple of inches off the ground.   I doubled up in discomfort and I could feel the drinks I had consumed making its way back up to my throat.  Laura grabbed my shoulders and pushed down sending me sprawling on the floor.

As I attempted to regain my breath, Laura kicked off her shoes and began to remove her pantyhose.  I was

confused by her behavior, but more concerned about my own predicament.  I managed to get to my knees before I felt all 145 pounds of Laura jump on my lower back.   She grabbed my right wrist with her right hand and jerked it behind my back.  I could feel her holding her pantyhose in her left hand as her left forearm forced my face flush against the could bathroom tile."

"Oh you're not leaving now, the party's just getting started Princess," laughed Laura.

I could feel her begin to encircle my right wrist in pantyhose.  She was tying me up!

"Hey!  Let me go," I cried out.

"I've got a better idea," she said calmly. "Give me your other hand."

I tried to keep my left arm out of her reach, but she dug her knee into the small of my back and began putting

pressure on my right arm.

"I said, give me your other hand, bitch!"

I couldn't hold out anymore.  I reluctantly put my other hand behind my back and she took it and finished

binding my wrists together.  She used the whole length of pantyhose to tie my wrists and to cinch the bonds.  I was trapped.  She continued to sit on the small of back, resting her weight on her forearm, driving my face into the cold tile as she teasingly taunted me about how easily she had overpowered and restrained me.   She got up and gave my ass a playful slap.

"Why are you doing this?" I asked, truly afraid for the first time.

"When did I give you permission to speak, Princess?" she snarled rolling me over onto my back so I was

facing her, "You don't want me to gag you and you certainly don't want me to taser you so lay still and don't make a sound.  If you don't cooperate and do exactly what I say, you are going to be in a world of hurt.  Do you understand?"

I didn't know if she had a taser or not, but I knew without use of my arms, this girl was powerful enough to

hurt me bad without one.  I decided that keeping my mouth shut was the best option and watched as Laura grabbed her purse, but instead of  reaching for a taser, she removed a bottle of foundation, which after warning me not to speak, she proceeded to spread over my entire face.

"Wow!  you're lucky our coloring is very similar," she said, "now you just stay perfectly still and don't move

unless I tell you."

I lay there too frightened to resist as she applied blush, eye shadow, and eye liner.  She was quite happy with

the smoky effect she had achieved on my eyes.  I obeyed her instructions to blink my lashes while she caked them with a deep dark waterproof mascara.  My lashes were fully coated when she was done.

"Almost done she said," screwing the cap on the mascara and grabbing her lipstick, "Now pucker your lips,

bitch."

I did as she said and soon my lips were a bright crimson.  Laura grabbed a pink scrunchie and put my hair into

a feminine ponytail before removing my belt and pulling down my pants.  She took my wallet and keys before neatly folding my pants and leaving them on the sink.  I was feeling very self-conscious to be naked from the waist down in front of her.

"Oh my," she giggled, "You really thought you were going to satisfy me with that tiny thing?"

Of course I know I'm a little smaller than average, but I wasn't tiny.  Besides, I'm not a really big guy.  I think

4 and a half inches is rather proportionate for my size.  I still felt the sting of her cruel humiliation as she reached into her bag and pulled out a spare pare of panties.  

"I think these are going to be just right for you princess," she said as she stretched the waistband of a part of

purple panties from Victoria's Secret pink collection, "now we're really going to have some fun."

"Fun?  Please just let me go," I pleaded.

"Not going to happen", she said as she bent over to wrap my belt around my ankles and buckle it tight, "I told

my friends I was on a blind date with a real loser, but you know what they say about a picture being worth 1000 words. Now smile."

To this point, I had obeyed every command she gave me, but this was different.  other people would see these

photos and at least one was a mutual friend.  I sure wasn't about to cooperate in my own humiliation.

"OK, have it your way, " she bent down and threw a punch at my unprotected balls, "That was about a 4.  Do

you want to see what an 8 feels like?  Now smile."

I gasped for air, but continued to flop around like a fish out of water.   I took a couple of deep breath and

looked into her eyes for any hint of compassion.  Finding none, I proceeded to put on a smile that satisfied Laura and she snapped several pictures. She took a strapless bra from that damn bag of hers and  strapped it around my chest, filling it with toilet paper for another half dozen pictures before smiling next to me in a couple more shots.

"Wow, you're getting a lot of likes and even some shares on my Facebook page Barbie Doll," she giggled.  

Her reverie was interrupted by the waitress I had seen outside entering the bathroom. 

"Oh my God! What the Hell is going on?" stammered the startled waitress.

"Sorry," said Laura, "we didn't think anybody would be in here."

"Why is he tied up like that?" said the waitress as she calming down only slightly

"It's just a game we play.  He likes it," assured Laura as she looked down at me with her piercing brown eyes.

I probably should have made my break for it then and there, but I didn't see how this would end well for me if

I crossed Laura.  In a best case scenario, I'd be running through the bar to make a getaway in a bra and panties and full makeup.  I didn't see that I had much choice.

"It's right.  I do," I lied reluctantly. 

"I'll tell you what...Tina," said Laura reading her nametag, "If you would open the emergency exit for us and

help us out to the car, it'd be worth $50 to us."

"I don't know about this," said Tina reluctantly.

"Well then, let's call it $100," smiled Laura as she reached into my wallet and withdrew five fresh $20 bills.

Tina put aside her doubts and opened the emergency exit.   Laura unstrapped my belt and I shuffled out to her car in my bare feet.  They eased me into Laura's red EOS convertible.

"That's a creative use for a pair of pantyhose," laughed Tina.

"Thanks! A girl's got to use what she's got," smiled Laura grabbing a roll of duct tape from the back seat,

"Would you mind holding his ankles together for me?"

"Not at all," laughed Tina, "he sure is kinky."

Laura wrapped several straps of the silver tape around my ankles and then belted me into the seat.   She

thanked Laura profusely and then asked Tina to pose for a picture with me.  Tina leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek producing yet another embarrassing picture of me for Laura to send her friends.

As we drove out of the parking lot and onto the road, I felt so exposed in the front seat.   Nobody could really

see I was tied up unless they looked extremely close, but any casual observer would see my bra, panties, and makeup.  The scrunchy helped, but my hair didn't look particularly feminine and my body didn't really either.

As we got to a rather long stoplight, I tried to slink down in my street, but Laura demanded I sit upright.   We

passed the time by looking at the comments my pictures had drawn on her Facebook page.  They were voicing concerns that I was too hairy or needed heels or just laughing at my predicament.

I noticed Laura looking in the rear view mirror and smiling.   I had no idea what she saw, but noticed she had

begun driving more slowly.   I soon heard loud music blaring behind my right shoulder.   Tied like I was, turning back inconspicuously was out of the question, but the sound of laughter confirmed my worst fears.  Pulling up beside us, a jeep full of 4 college age girls had noticed us.    By the time we hit the next stop light, they had spotting the bindings on my wrist, figured out my true gender, and were laughing and catcalling up a storm.

"Oh my God! You are my hero," a strawberry blonde girl yelled at Laura. 

A tall brunette girl asked, "Is he in trouble?  Is that why he's tied up like that? Was he bad?"

"He's in a lot of trouble.   Can you believe one of my friends set the two of us up on a blind date?"  responded

Laura.

"So is he your bitch?" laughed the strawberry blonde.

"Yes," Smiled Laura, "Yes she is."

The three girls left the vehicle.  They ran over to our car and huddled in so that they could have their picture

taken with me.   Great, I was going to be appearing on somebody else's Facebook page, I was sure.  Meanwhile, Laura was eating up the attention.  The girls honked their horn at us as they sped off laughing all the way.

I tried to tell Laura that she had had her fun and to let me go, but she would have none of it.  She finally told

me she was tired of my bitching and if I didn't shut up, she'd be using the duct tape on my mouth.  I kept my mouth closed for the next 10 minutes before Laura pulled over on a commercial street.   I had no idea where she was taking me, but as Laura got out of the car, I looked at the building we were parked in front of and noticed a sign above the door that read Alondra Salon.

Laura opened the door for me, but I looked down at my feet reminding her that she had securely taped my

ankles together.  

"Hop," said Laura in a very authoritative tone that I wasn't about to question.  

With Laura bracing my right elbow, she had me march to the salon door, where a very stylish looking red head

opened the door, urging us to hurry inside.             

"You are crazy Laura," said the redhead with a laugh, "I could lose my job over this stunt of yours."

"I know Jennifer, you're the best," smiled Laura, "Where do you want the patient?'

Jennifer scrunched her mouth and began shaking her head before turning to Laura with an apologetic look and

sighing, "I'm sorry Laura, but if he's not going to cooperate, I can't get his arm pits with his hands like that and I can't get his legs very well like that either."

"He won't cooperate," sighed Laura, "but that won't be a problem.  He's a pretty big wimp."

"Really?" smiled Jennifer as she motioned to the waxing table, "This sounds like fun."

"Are you going to cooperate?" smiled Laura.

"Are you insane?  There is no way I'm letting you bitches wax me?" I said angrily.

"Suit yourself, but I am going to untie you and you will have a chance to make a run for it," said Laura as she

pulled the familiar duct tape from her purse, "but I promise you, if I have to tackle you and retie you by force, it's going to be a lot harder for you.  You know I kicked your ass before and you know I can do it again before you can get that tape off your ankles.

As Laura went behind me and untied my wrists, I looked down at the tape restraining my ankles and the door

which seemed so far away.   Even if her friend didn't interfere, I couldn't fight Laura without use of my feet.  If I did get away, where would I go.  My clothes were locked in her car and I was far from home.

"Well?" asked Laura.

I began hopping over in the direction of the table.   Jennifer and Laura giggled at my cowardice, but in truth, it was the only decision I really could make.  She took my wrists and tied them in front of me with the pantyhose before using the last bits of leg to cinch the knot and tied my hands over my head to the table.  She then cut my ankles free of the duct tape and removed the tape residue from my ankles.

"Well, that's one area we won't have to wax," laughed Jennifer as she saw where the tape removed the hair on

my ankles.

Laura fingered the waist band of my panties and then thought better of it, "we were going to give you a

Brazilian, but since you cooperated we'll save you that pain, which I'm pretty sure would be about the worst thing you felt in your life."

Laura taped my ankles to the legs of the table, spreading my legs wide.  She also put duct tape over my mouth

because she was sure I'd yell at the waxing to come.   If the truth were told, I probably would have.  Jennifer took no delight in causing my pain and tried to be as professional as one could be when waxing a bound man.  I was too sore to even put up much of a fight when they rolled me over so that she could get my back.  This time, she did pull down the panties so she could get my rear as well.   When the process was finally completed, my body was hairless except for what little hair I had on my crotch area.  She even used the wax to give me more feminine eyebrows.

I complied as Laura retied my hands behind my back and led me over to the salon part of the shop.  Jennifer's

excitement was obvious.   I was placed in the chair and further restrained.   To be honest, I was in no condition to resist at this point.  My gag was removed, but I was smart enough to keep my mouth shut.

"I used to love dressing up the neighbor boys when I was a girl.  They made the best dolls, but I can do things

to you I could never do back then.  This is going to be so much fun," beamed Jennifer.

"Just be gentle," I pleaded.

"Oh the painful part is done Princess," laughed Jennifer.

"The physically painful part anyway," smiled Laura as she pinched my cheek.

Things began to pick up for me.   Jennifer lowered the back of the chair until my neck was stretching over the

sink.  The warm water and her massaging hands felt relaxing as Jennifer washed and rinsed my hair.  I had a very full head of thick brunette hair that I hadn't had cut in months.  Unfortunately, my hair washing was soon followed by a hair cut.  I couldn't see the mirror, which had been covered,  but I knew I wasn't going to like what I saw.

Jennifer began by combing some of my hair to the front and separating it into sections.   She began cutting at

the nape of my neck.  She was using only a scissors and comb for most of the process, but judging by her reaction as well as the constant snickering I was getting from Laura, I knew I was in trouble.  When it was over and they finally let me see it, I had a bob haircut with very distinctive bangs.  I had no idea how I could ever make hair like that look masculine and was resigned to shave my head when I got home.

The girls seemed to be in a hurry for some reason, so Jennifer painted my toes a bright red and applied a

matching pair of fake nails to my fingers, which required untying my wrists.   Laura was going to retie them to the chair arms, but she took one look at me and knew I wouldn't be resisting. 

After wiping off the makeup that Laura put on me, Jennifer went to work.  She was like an artist as she

carefully selected each color and each brush. The makeup began to change my face and I was in awe.  I was beginning to look like a very cute girl.  The bob had changed my appearance considerably and the makeup was rapidly softening my appearance.

"You know," said Jennifer, "he's going to turn out great.  If Britta can set her up with the right outfit, she's

going to be a knockout."

"Whose Britta?" I asked.

"Don't worry your pretty little head about it, Melissa.  You can't just wear a bra and panties all day you slut,"

laughed Laura.

"Melissa?" Asked Jennifer.

"It just came to me, but I think I like it," replied Laura as she retaped my hands behind my back.

"Me too," smiled Jennifer.

"Speaking of Britta, I better get Cinderella here over to her.  You are the best, Jennifer," said Laura.

Jennifer stepped forward and put her arms around my shoulders.  She then gave me an almost chaste kiss on

the cheek, being careful not to mess my makeup.  "You're going to be a knockout, Melissa.   Go make me proud," said Jennifer in a soft and seductive voice.

I was awoken from an almost pleasant reverie by Laura smacking me playfully on the bottom.   Even her

playful swat stung a little and sent me jumping.  With her behind me, I made my way out to the car and hoped nobody would notice me as I waited for her to open the car.  The sun was setting, but I was still terribly exposed.

"You know, if anybody sees you now, they'll think you're an actual girl," said Laura.

"A girl tied up wearing only a bra and panties," I said.

"Well, if you've got it flaunt it.  Besides, we're going no to take care of that little problem," laughed Laura.

As the car started up and sped down the street I felt a little less conspicuous.  I wasn't totally convinced that I

looked like a girl, but I was pretty sure that with my new hair and makeup, I'd at least be harder to recognized and that was at least something.  What a strange date this had been.  I was definitely going to give Sandra a piece of my mind for leading me into this psycho's clutches.

Finally, the car stopped in front of an upscale boutique.  I knew where we were headed from the mannequins

in the window wearing extremely sexy dresses.  If I were to be dressed like that, even fully clothed, it'd still be very embarrassing.  The sign above the store said Peppermint and had a picture of a tongue sticking out between some very red lips to lick a peppermint stick.  Unlike the salon, this shop was definitely open for business and was blaring dance music.  Laura was immediately spotted by a tall woman with blonde hair wearing a red dress with black leather wet-look panels down the side and at the waist.   The handful of customers in the store paid me no never mind as if people shopping in only a bra and panties were commonplace here.   Laura introduced the blonde to me as Britta and Britta gave me a good once over before declaring me "amazing".  Laura untied me and the girls began shoving dresses into my arms before I carried 8 of them with me into a changing room. 

As I shimmied into a tight blue dress that came to mid-thigh on me and had the left side completely cut out of

the dress at my waist and around to the back of the outfit, I looked in the mirror.  I couldn't see a hint of masculinity anywhere and I had to admit that I was actually kind of hot.   Laura swapped out my bra and panties for a much sexier red pair and a pair of sheer black stockings.  Britta placed a pair of silicone breast forms in the cups of the bra giving me C cups. 

The dress they finally settled on for me was a black dress.  Along the sides were appliqués which exposed skin

and the dress just was about as short as I could legally wear.  However, it didn't show any cleavage though it did display my shoulders.   It had some spandex in it, so it was naturally tight and curve hugging. 

Britta brought me over a pair of Zebra print pumps with a 3 inch heel.   As Britta slipped the shoes on me, the

girls commented about how well I turned out.  I felt so awkward as I stumbled trying to learn to get my balanced in the towering heels.  I was actually kind of amazed at how little attention I was drawing in this shop.  Britta rang up my purchases, which only came to about $120.  I didn't have much choice, but to give her my Visa.  After the purchases were paid for Laura again reached for the dreaded duct tape, but Britta stopped her.

"Here, use these.  It'll be easier to put on and take off.  You can return them next time you see me," said Britta

tossing Laura a pair of handcuffs.

"Thanks Britta, you think of everything," said Laura handcuffing me with all the expertise of a veteran police

officer.  I was actually getting kind of used to being restrained to tell you the truth.

Getting to the car was a bit difficult.  We walked around for a little bit to get me used to my new shoes.  I

naturally took small mincing steps and sort of got the hang of it. As we drove across town to some mystery location, I felt a lot more confident.  I was still attracting a great deal of attention, but at least it was more looks of admiration from guys rather than people laughing at me.  We finally pulled to a stop downtown by Vibrancy.  I had heard of Vibrancy before.  It was one of the hottest clubs in the city and a lot different from the bar where I had picked to begin our date.  I turned my back towards Laura, so that she could uncuff me.

"Melissa, I'm going to let you go here, but I'm taking the handcuffs and duct tape in my purse.   If you cross

me or act like a wall flower, I'm going to leave you handcuffed kneeling in a stall in the men's room and I promise you'll get some real action tonight," said Laura as she took the cuffs off of me.

"I won't cross you, Laura.  What do you want me to do?" I asked rightfully a bit scared.

"Just come inside and have some fun.   You're going to get a lot of male attention.  Don't discourage it. If a

guy asks you to dance or wants to buy you a drink you let him.  Understand?" she asked me.

I just nodded my head.  I wasn't crazy about the idea of male attention.  We made our way inside and Laura

immediately began going up to guys and telling them about her shy friend who thought they were cute.   She wasn't kidding about getting a lot of male attention.   It felt awkward and it took no time at all for me feet to begin aching in those ridiculous heels.  Guys bought us drinks and I did my best to flirt with them.   I even had a few guys kiss me on the dance floor. 

However, after a couple of hours, Laura took me out on the dance floor and I found myself surprisingly

enjoying myself.  Laura was probably part Amazon, but she moved with such a lithe grace on the dance floor and there was no denying her absolute beauty.  My smile wasn't lost on Laura.

"I see that smile.  Somebody is enjoying herself," laughed Laura.

"I guess I am, actually.   I can't believe I'm saying that," I replied, "Why did you do this to me?  Was it all just

because I'm short?"

"Why did I do what you?" asked Laura.

"You know, the kicking my ass, tying me up, putting me in a dress.  Did I really piss you off that much?" I

responded.

Laura just laughed and put her arms around my neck.  It was clear that I was the girl in this dance.  "You didn't

piss me off," she laughed, "This is just what I do.  I like being in control of the situation.   I've had a blast tonight and as we're dancing close, I can feel you did too."

"This is your idea of a date?" I asked shaking my head.

"Yeah, evidently our friend Sandra thought you'd like it," she said.

"I'm going to kill Sandra.  You really scared me.  I guess it was a fun first date, but I hope I'll be wearing pants

if we go out again," I laughed.

"If?  We went through a lot of trouble to make you look that good.  Just don't count on wearing boy clothes

when your with me or I'm going to have to kick your ass again and take them off you," she smiled.

"Is that a threat?" I asked.

"Only if you want it to be.  Only if you want it to be," she smiled.

Somehow, I hit the jack pot.




Kylie's Boudoir

If you enjoyed this ebook, please stop by my blog at http://kyliegable.blogspot.com.  I'm posting stories from

my own forced femme experience as well as updates on my writing and my thoughts about feminization in general.
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