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	Sneak Preview

	 

	It was pride that led to Garth's mistake: him telling Ava that both David and Liam had said that to him.

	 

	"Amazing!" Ava said. "Absolutely amazing. Wow. Well done, Gee. You're a talented girl! I can use that."

	 

	Garth shook his head.

	 

	"You don't need to talk to me like that, you know," he said.

	 

	Ava laughed. "What do you mean?"

	 

	"Well," I'm not a girl," said Garth.

	 

	"Don't be silly," said Ava, "Yes you are! And a very, very popular girl!”

	 

	Garth shook his head.

	 

	"You enjoy it though, don't you," said Ava, looking at Garth intensely.

	 

	Garth avoided her gaze. Ava shrugged.

	 

	"Anyway, blow job queen," she said, "I've got another date for you tomorrow. I think you're going to really like this one. I've even bought you a new outfit. This one's super sexy!"

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Feminized and Forced Into Online Dating

	Pamela Harlow and Kylie Gable

	 

	BINGLE was the new big thing. A user-friendly, attractive app, designed to be the most used app on everybody's smartphone. But it had a problem. BINGLE was created by young men and they created the ultimate dating platform for other young men. Young women were much less enthused.

	 

	The app had four to five men for every woman, and part of the reason for this was that tech bro mindset. Rude comments on women's pictures weren't prohibited and some people claimed the app actively encouraged them. At first the designers took pride in this bad boy image, but soon they figured out that wasn't going to happen with a bunch of straight guys and no women for them to date. Obviously, things needed to change. After a buzzing beginning, it would be a shame to crash and burn.

	 

	It was particularly a problem overseas, where women just scoffed when anybody mentioned BINGLE to them. The company needed to act fast. They decided to offer a bounty for affiliate sites in the Britian. If an affiliate could get women to sign up for BINGLE and actually go on dates, those affiliates would earn $25 per woman. Freelance web developer Ava Spencer decided to try and take advantage of this.

	 

	Ava was desperate for money, after a rough spell and a bad breakup with an asshole of a boyfriend had left her struggling to pay her rent. This BINGLE business seemed to be the perfect opportunity for her. A whizz with computers, she quickly set up her own dating website with a more feminine flair. It took little effort for her to become affiliated with BINGLE and prepare for her new venture.

	 

	"Woo hoo!" she called out into the air. "Mission on!"

	 

	——

	 

	Ava spent the next fortnight solidly setting up her app. She immediately got sign-ups, but she was disappointed. Her site, too, was almost exclusively occupied by men looking for dates. Hadn't the floral border and pink and purple colour scheme helped at all? Frustrated, she signed herself up. She received an email from BINGLE, informing her that a woman had signed up to her site and she'd receive $25, as soon as she organised a date. Ava started replying to the messages that flooded her inbox.

	 

	Just two days later, Ava was getting ready for her first BINGLE date. She'd been chatting to a man called Garth, who seemed very pleasant and well educated. He was reasonably good looking, Ava thought from the pictures. He had long, dark hair and a smile that showed off his very white teeth. He had pale skin and green eyes. She was quite excited about meeting him.

	 

	Ava wore a red, mid-length dress and curled her brown hair. She spent ages doing her make-up and dug out her best pair of high-heeled shoes. She painted her nails red and walked, confidently to the bar where her and Garth had arranged to meet.

	 

	When she arrived, Garth was already there. He stood up and greeted her eagerly, nodding his head and bowing at her. Ava was instantly put off.

	 

	"Ava!" Garth shouted across the bar. As he stood, Ava saw that he was a lot shorter than she'd thought he'd be. He was about 5 foot 3, wore glasses (that hadn't shown on the picture) and he was very skinny. He wore a black t-shirt and jeans, and his long hair was in a pony tail. Unlike Ava, he seemed to have made very little effort getting ready.

	 

	"Hi," she said, smiling politely. “Nice to meet you."

	 

	Garth grinned at her.

	 

	"You're so pretty," he said.

	 

	Again, Ava smiled politely.

	 

	"Can I get you a drink?" he asked.

	 

	Ava accepted Garth's offer and felt slightly guilty as they drank together. He seemed so excited, as though he thought something was going to happen between them, but she knew for sure that it wouldn't.

	 

	As Garth chattered away, it crossed Ava's mind that he was more like the stereotypical, over-talkative woman, whilst she was quiet and bored. That was when she had her brainwave.

	 

	A smile spread across Ava's face as she realised the potential in Garth. At his short height, he could easily pass as a woman, and he had a truly pretty face. If he removed his glasses, Garth could easily dazzle many a man.

	 

	When he offered to buy them another drink, Ava took Garth by surprise.

	 

	"I've got a better idea," she said, "Why don't you come back to mine?"

	 

	She stared into his eyes seductively. She looked Garth up and down and saw his eyes widen with even more excitement. He visibly gulped.

	 

	"Okay!" He said excitedly.

	 

	He drank his drink quickly and stood up, again over-eager.

	 

	Ava smiled at him. Without a word, she stood and led him out of the pub.

	 

	——

	 

	When they got to Ava's apartment, Ava led Garth into her living room.

	 

	"Take a seat," she said, pointing at her large, velvet-covered sofa.

	 

	Garth sat down and stroked the velvet!

	 

	"Ooh!" he said childishly, "This is nice! Smooth!”

	 

	Ava smiled at him mysteriously again.

	 

	"You wait there, whilst I go and get something," she purred.

	 

	Ava suppressed a laugh as she pulled out a sexy, black lace cami and black thong. She chose some hold-up black stockings to go with the outfit, and a pair of black, high-heeled shoes.

	 

	Holding the lingerie and shoes in her hand, she walked back into the living room.

	 

	Garth sat on the sofa, staring at Ava with his mouth agape.

	 

	Good God, Ava thought, he's like a virgin!

	 

	Hiding her lack of attraction to Garth, she held up the lingerie.

	 

	"What do you think?" She asked, placing the shoes on the floor, then holding the camisole and thong up to her body.

	 

	Garth nodded rapidly.

	 

	"I love it," he said, “Yes, wow, you'd look great in that!"

	 

	Ava kept smiling and walked towards Garth, holding the underwear up so that it was now closer to him. She straddled him on the sofa and held the camisole against his chest.

	 

	"You know what I think?" Ava said.

	 

	Garth shook his head.

	 

	"I think it would look great on you."

	 

	She stared him in the eye. He laughed. She kept staring. He shook his head. She didn't shift her gaze.

	 

	"What?" Garth eventually said.

	 

	Ava smiled, stroking the camisole against his arm.

	 

	"I think this would look great on top of your naked body," she said, licking her lips.

	 

	Ava reached down and pulled at Garth's t-shirt. He held his hands up as she lifted it over his head, then leaned in for a kiss.

	 

	Ava kissed his lips extremely gently, then immediately pulled her head away, still smiling flirtatiously. Garth tried to lean in again, but she shook her head and put her finger on his lip.

	 

	"Not yet,” she whispered.

	 

	Ava stroked Garth's bare chest. He had a skinny body, but it could pass as a boyish girl's, she thought. She stroked the lacy camisole over his skin. Garth moaned.

	 

	"Two seconds," Ava whispered, climbing off of Garth. She walked sexily into her bedroom, moving her bum from side to side as she went.

	 

	Quickly she grabbed a pair of chicken fillets, then returned to Garth. He stared at her expectantly.

	 

	Ava climbed on top of him again.

	 

	"Come on," she said, "Let's get you nice and dressed up. Arms over your head."

	 

	Garth complied immediately, lifting his arms and staring at Ava in awe. Ava couldn't help but laugh as she pulled the black camisole over his chest.

	 

	"Sit up a bit," she instructed him. He did, and she straightened the camisole. She pushed the chicken fillets into the included cups, then leaned back.

	 

	"Very nice," she said, "You are going to make a great girl."

	 

	Garth went in for a kiss again, but Ava shook her head.

	 

	"We're not done yet," she said, slapping his face slightly. She pulled off his glasses.

	 

	"I can't see without them," Garth said.

	 

	"It's okay," said Ava, "You don't have to."

	 

	"But I want to see you," said Garth.

	 

	"Tough," said Ava. Garth looked shocked. He stopped talking.

	 

	"Take your pony tail out," said Ava.

	 

	Garth sat up and pulled out his pony tail. He was starting to look nervous. Ava looked behind her. As she'd thought, there was a hair brush on her coffee table.

	 

	She picked it up and brushed Garth's hair. He winced a little and she could tell she was hurting him.

	 

	"I'm sorry, baby," she said softly. Garth seemed to calm down as she spoke to him like that. She brushed his hair until it was smooth and free of knots.

	 

	"Now," Ava said, stroking Garth's thigh, "It's time to get these off!"

	 

	Garth simply nodded trying again to kiss Ava. She ignored his attempt and unbuttoned his fly. She unzipped the jeans, then pulled them down. Garth had an enormous erection, poking through his black boxers.

	 

	"Mmm," Ava said fakely, patting Garth's erection. "I'm glad you're turned on."

	 

	Garth groaned and watched as Ava pulled his trainers, jeans, socks and finally boxers off him.

	 

	She picked up the black thong and pulled it up his legs. When she got to his thighs, Garth groaned again.

	 

	"Oh God," he moaned as Ava pulled the thong up, close to his balls.

	 

	"Lift up a little," Ava said.

	 

	Garth did as he was told and Ava pulled the thong over his crotch. His erect dick hardly fit into it but the thong wasn't too tight around his hips. Ava looked Garth up and down. If you ignored his penis, he really did look like a girl, already. His long hair looked much more feminine now it was down and brushed, and the chicken fillets made him look as though he really had breasts beneath the sexy camisole.

	 

	Ava looked at Garth's legs. They weren't massively hairy, but they were much hairier than any girl would have them. She stroked his thigh, making him moan again. She laughed.

	 

	"Garth," she whispered, "Have you ever had a wax?"

	 

	Garth shook his head. Ava went to get her leg waxing strips.

	 

	——

	 

	When she returned with the strips in her hand, Ava took a few photographs of Garth on her phone. He looked extremely feminine, lying submissively on the sofa in the lingerie she'd dressed him in. She knew that, once he had smooth legs and a bit of make-up on, he'd be able to secure dates no problem.

	 

	"I'm not sure about this," Garth suddenly said, when Ava approached him again, with the waxing strips in her hand.

	 

	"What do you mean?" Ava said, "Aww, you're not scared, are you?"

	 

	"No," Garth said quickly, “It's just I, you know, I mean, I'm not a girl."

	 

	"Shut up," Ava said, "Yes you are."

	 

	"No," Garth said again, “I'm a man."

	 

	Ava laughed. She warmed the first strip in her hand and put it on his lower leg. He tried not to react as she pulled it off, but a tear fell down the side of his eye.

	 

	——

	 

	When his legs were smooth, Ava pulled the stockings onto Garth.

	 

	"Do you like how they feel?" she asked, "Silky, aren't they?"

	 

	Garth nodded. His dick started to get hard again.

	 

	“Oh," said Ava, noticing, “You do like them, don't you!"

	 

	She looked at his cock. “I think I'm going to have to put you in a chastity cage," she said.

	 

	"No," Garth moaned quickly, "Please, no."

	 

	"We'll see," said Ava. She straightened out the stockings, enjoying her new-found dominance.

	 

	Ava quickly pushed Garth's feet into the black, high-heeled shoes that were too small for him. She looked up at his face. He looked worried, now. What had started as exciting for him had quickly become more and more unfamiliar. Ava straddled him again.

	 

	"Garth," she whispered, "You know the site we met on?"

	 

	Garth nodded.

	 

	"I'm going to put you on there as a girl," she said.

	 

	Garth laughed nervously.

	 

	"I'm not joking, Garth," she said resolutely. "I think I can make you look good enough to turn a lot of guys' heads and I'll get paid for every one."

	 

	Garth shook his head frantically in protest. "No," he said, "Please. I can't; I'm not gay!"

	 

	Ava laughed and reached down for his cock. She squeezed it hard enough to make him wince. As tears welled up in his eyes, she answered his protests. "Do as I say, or else I'll really put your cock in a chastity cage," she said, “And judging by the erections you keep having, you're going to be in a lot of pain then."

	 

	Garth gasped. Ava let go of his cock.

	 

	"Now," she said, "Make-up time."

	 

	Garth shook his head again, trying to get up from the sofa.

	 

	"No," he said, in the deepest voice he'd managed all evening. “No. I won't do it. I'm going."

	 

	Ava picked up her phone and waved it at him.

	 

	"Well," she said, "I already have a fair few pictures of you in this lingerie. Some of which make you look like you really love wearing it!"

	 

	She passed him his glasses and scrolled through the pictures. Garth was horrified as he saw himself lying on the velvet sofa, in women's underwear, even looking like he had breasts. His dick was erect on most of the photos and he did, indeed, look as though he wanted to be wearing them. He groaned.

	 

	"Oh God," he said.

	 

	"Exactly," said Ava, “So you're going to play along if you know what's good for you.”

	 

	——

	 

	Ava straddled Garth as she applied foundation all over his face. She made his complexion even and feminine, then put a thick layer of eyeliner around his eyes.

	 

	"We need to go for sexy," she said, "The messages will flood in, then."

	 

	She put smoky eyeshadow around his eyes then put a lot of mascara on his lashes. She put dark red lipstick on his lips and instructed him to pout.

	 

	"Come on," she said, "I want to see you looking sexy."

	 

	Garth couldn't help but pout. He was no longer enjoying himself. In his mind he was asking himself how he'd gotten into such a surreal situation. Just an hour before, he thought he'd got lucky with a hot girl off BINGLE. Now, she was trying to turn him into a hot girl. How had this happened?

	 

	Ava laughed as she did the final touches to his make-up. She stepped off Garth and looked at him. She picked up her phone again.

	 

	"Okay," she said, "I think you're looking pretty hot now. It's time to get some decent photos."

	 

	Garth looked down at his outfit. His legs looked skinny in the stockings, he thought. Much more than they ever did in trousers. He felt embarrassed again, that his body was being exposed in such a way. The light was reasonably dim in Ava's living room but he felt as though he had a torch shining on each part of his body.

	 

	Ava took the first photograph for the site.

	 

	"That was a good, natural one," she said. "We need something more deliberate now, though. Come on, look into the lens. Look up, Garth!"

	 

	Garth reluctantly looked into the lens of the camera.

	 

	"Yes!" Said Ava, punching the air triumphantly. "That was a banger! Now, I think we need one with some more clothes on."

	 

	Ava walked excitedly back to her bedroom. She'd already decided what she was going to put Garth in next.

	 

	Ava returned with a silver Bodycon dress with a zip all the way up the front.

	 

	"This is a stunner,” she said, holding it up to Garth. "You're going to turn all the heads in this. I think we should do something with your hair, though."

	 

	Ava pulled Garth's arms roughly above his head and pulled the dress onto him.

	 

	"Stand up!" She instructed him.

	 

	Garth stood and Ava pulled the dress over his thighs. The tops of the stockings just showed beneath the bottom of the dress.

	 

	"Perfect! Perfect! Perfect!" Shouted Ava.

	 

	Garth looked scared.

	 

	Ava spanked his ass and squeezed his buttocks.

	 

	"You have a good bum!" She said. Garth went bright red. He didn't feel the warm, fuzzy feeling he usually felt when a woman complimented him.

	 

	"Now," Ava said, “Let's get your hair a bit sexier. I'm thinking a side parting and a kind of... flicky effect, you know?"

	 

	Garth shook his head. He sat back down on the velvet sofa. Ava approached him with scissors.

	 

	"Oh God," he moaned. "This is permanent."

	 

	Ava ignored him as she snipped layers into the front of his hair. She combed it all to one side and ruffled it between her fingers. She ran to the bathroom to get hairspray and put loads in Garth's hair. He closed his eyes as she sprayed it and coughed as the fumes entered his mouth. Ava stepped backwards again.

	 

	"Okay," she said. "More pics."

	 

	She snapped a few pictures of Garth on the sofa then shook her head.

	 

	"We need a change of scenery," she said, “Come on. Into my bedroom."

	 

	She grabbed Garth by the hand and led him into her room. Garth couldn't help but imagine things were different. This was what he'd hoped he was going there for, without the makeover! But he couldn't help but feel aroused in the women's clothing. With Ava dragging him to her room, he felt his cock getting erect again.

	 

	"I can see you like that dress, but let's try some different looks," Ava teased. She quite fancied a night out at the clubs and had some outfits that were absolutely scandalous. They'd be perfect for her new project.

	 

	With every new outfit Garth was squeezed into, Ava insisted on taking a few photos. She also changed his hair and makeup slightly so that it would look like these pictures were taken over a long time and not just the result of one photo shoot.

	 

	"Oh! I think we've found your look, girlfriend," Ava giggled as the nervous Garth passively stood in a sexy hot pink mini dress which Ava had manipulated to make it look like he had two perfect rounded breasts.

	 

	"We don't want to go through all of this trouble just to have you sitting around without any guys interested," Ava laughed at her feminized date as she took another snap on her camera phone.

	 

	"Guys? Look, you have the wrong idea about me," protested Garth.

	 

	"On the bed," Ava said. When he hesitated, she pushed Garth onto the bed.

	 

	"On your side," she said, “Kind of, you know, lean up on your elbow."

	 

	Garth lay on his side and leaned up. He felt ridiculous. He knew that his face was burning and was grateful for the thick layer of foundation.

	 

	Ava took about 10 pictures of him like that, then sat on the bed next to him.

	 

	"Do you know what, Gee?" she said.

	 

	Garth looked at her.

	 

	“I think we're ready to give you a profile.”

	 

	"No!” cried Garth lunging for the camera. Unfortunately, his attempt to salvage his manhood was as pathetic as his manhood itself. His heels got caught on Ava's comforter and he fell unceremoniously onto his face. Ava had never felt as much power as she had tonight and she wasn't about to give it up easily.

	 

	"Fine, we'll do this the hard way," she said dragging the cord from her robe. She dove onto the startled sissy's back and twisted his wrists up behind his back and snaked the cord around his wrists tying his hands behind his back. A pair of stockings bound his ankles together and then shoving a pair of panties in his mouth was used to gag the frightened sissy. Finally, Ava lifted Garth up and plopped him down on the bed, where she connected his wrists to ankles leaving him in a hog tie.

	 

	Ava began to fill out the profile. Everything on it was so teasingly girlish. Garth wanted to scream as he heard Ava giggling at each incriminating reply on the dating profile. After the profile was done, she added in a seductive assortment of a dozen sexy photos. Finally, triumphantly Ava turned around. With a big smile on her face, she turned to face Garth. He looked so pathetic in his distress, but at the same time, he looked so sexy. She took her right index finger and with great ceremony she hit submit. She then took a few pictures of her feminized prisoner just for her private use.

	 

	Name: Georgina West (Horny_ Gee)

	Age: 24

	Hobbies/Interests: Shopping, chatting, dancing, and having fun

	Bio: Message me, see what we have in common ;)

	Life Goal: To Meet Dacre Montgomery

	Philosophy: Whoever has the most shoes wins

	 

	The next step for Ava, was making sure that she had Garth completely compliant. She grabbed his wallet and began to flip through its contents. For a computer expert like Ava, there was plenty of information. Soon she had his personal information, his professional information, his financial records, and best of all his contacts.

	 

	As she told him everything she had found out about him from the promotion he was in line for to the first girl he ever dated, Garth realized just how much she could do to him. He thought briefly of going to the police, but he didn't think he could face the shame of his humiliation going public. She took the gag from his mouth and sat on the bed next to him.

	 

	"I know you're scared now Gee, but it doesn't have to be that bad. You look more like a girl than any of my friends do and I know you're not ready to be dating guys just yet, but it is going to happen very soon and if you cooperate you'll be ready. If you don't, this is going to be very embarrassing for you," warned Ava.

	 

	"Why are you doing this to me?" asked Garth.

	 

	"It was originally for the money, but I have to admit I'm soaking wet right now. I'm sorry, but I totally love doing this to you and you not wanting me to, only makes me feel more powerful. I like feeling powerful," said Ava.

	 

	"It's not fair," replied Garth. He could hear the beeping sound coming from Ava's computer and looking over at her monitor, he could see that it was all the replies she was getting on the dating site from his ad. He shuddered to think of all those men staring at his slutty pictures.

	 

	"I don't mind holding these guys off a few weeks. Alpha males will get impatient and we want the most beta boys we can find, but I mean a few weeks and not a month. You are going to have to live, eat, and drink girl. I see with your job, you have the flexibility to work from home. I let your boss know already that you won't be coming in for awhile. You need to be spending your times in heels and dresses and I don't think you want to do that at some office," said Ava.

	 

	"No," sighed Garth. Just the thought of his coworkers seeing him, was terrifying.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava let Garth go home after she was finished, on the condition that he met with her early the next morning for training, did what she required of him, and eventually attended the dates she set him up on. She threatened him with the compromising photos of him and managed to obtain his phone number, address, and place of work. He had no real means to escape the situation.

	 

	——

	 

	11 am the following day, Garth turned up at Ava's. She ushered him straight inside.

	 

	"Would you like a drink?" she offered. She was feeling generous that morning, and excited about the money Garth was going to make her.

	 

	"No thanks," muttered Garth. “It's way too early."

	 

	"I have whiskey!" Ava sung.

	 

	"Go on then," he said. He was being theatrically grumpy, Ava thought.

	 

	"Well, you've changed," she said.

	 

	Garth looked at the floor and accepted his drink. He felt extremely embarrassed at how Ava had seen him the night before, and he was humiliated by the fact that her blackmailing had worked: he was there with her again.

	 

	"So," said Ava, “As I thought you would, you've had a lot of offers!" She paused. “I've been kind and I'm only setting you up with the good looking ones."

	 

	Garth put his head in his hands.

	 

	"Plural?" He muttered.

	 

	Ava laughed.

	 

	"You have a queue," she said.

	 

	"I don't care if they're good looking," complained Garth. "I don't like men."

	 

	"You'll learn and besides it doesn't really make much of a difference, does it?" asked Ava rhetorically. She loaded up the profile of a man called Jason Cain. "This man is a hunk," she said.

	 

	Garth looked through his fingers at the man's profile. He was a quite good looking man, he thought, then shook his head in horror. He didn't want to be thinking like that.

	 

	"He likes football, cars and dancing," Ava said. She winked at Garth. "You know what they say about dancers," she said.

	 

	Garth shuddered.

	 

	"Anyway," she said. “I told him you were going out of town for a bit, so we have two weeks to get you ready."

	 

	Garth tried to protest, of course, but his lame excuses didn't last five seconds with Ava. Like she'd done the previous night, she dragged him into her bedroom. Despite himself, Garth felt himself getting hard again.

	 

	For all of her confidence, Ava knew that this wasn't going to be easy. She had totally femmed up her second bedroom and it now looked like exactly the type of room that a sissy would love. Of course, there were restraints there too in case Garth grew a backbone or became uncooperative.

	 

	For the next two weeks, Garth practiced how to flirt like a woman, move like a woman, sound like a woman, and in general learn to mimic all of the feminine behaviours that drove men like him wild. Ava had hit the jackpot with Garth. He was compliant and submissive and gave into almost all of her demands with only a minimum of protest and fuss. In addition, he was already so feminine that the two week deadline wasn't impossible.

	 

	Finally, the night came when Garth would have to assume the roll of Gee and not only convince a man that he was a desirable young female, but seduce him as well. Ava spent three hours on date night getting Garth ready. She showed him how to touch up his makeup and made sure that he looked and smelled amazing.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava dropped Garth off close to the restaurant Jason was meeting him at. She told him that she would be waiting in her car around there, and she'd walk past the restaurant after 20 minutes to make sure he was in there, flirting with Jason. She didn't tell him that she'd be taking plenty of pictures from a distance of the romantic night, but he'd find out soon enough.

	 

	Knowing he couldn't argue against Ava, Garth walked from her car towards the trendy restaurant he and Jason were to be eating at. He had spent so much time practicing in heels that he could handle the shoes he was wearing better than many women could. However, it was still startling to hear his own heels echoing off the pavement.

	 

	Ava had dressed him in an Egyptian blue dress. It was figure-hugging and quite classy, even Garth thought. It had a jewel pattern around the neck that Ava had paired with silver jewellery and shiny high heels.

	 

	As Garth minced towards the restaurant, he spotted Jason. Jason really was a good-looking man of around 30. He had dark, short hair with blonde highlights. He had a boyish smile and dark eyes. There was a little stubble on his face and he smelt strongly of fresh aftershave.

	 

	"Horny Gee?" he asked as soon as he saw Garth. His whole face seemed to light up when he saw that his date matched her picture. You never knew with these online dating things.

	 

	Garth laughed nervously, which Jason mistook for a giggle. He reached around and grabbed Garth's ass.

	 

	"Let's go eat," he said, “I can't wait to hear more about you. And to get to know you better.”

	 

	He looked 'Gee' up and down as he said that. Garth felt his face burning. Again, he was grateful for the layers of foundation Ava had covered his face in.

	 

	——

	 

	Throughout the date, Jason flirted heavily with Garth. It was clear that he thought he had a chance of getting lucky on their first night.

	 

	Garth was nervous and scared, but Jason took it as him being particularly coy, which seemed to drive Jason even more crazy.

	 

	"I know you're a naughty girl really,” he said several times. Garth simply laughed. He remembered something that Ava had said to him. She was going to be chatting - as him - to Jason after the date. He couldn't do anything ridiculous, because she'd find out. He acted nice, but he wasn't going to go home with Jason. No way.

	 

	They ate an Italian meal and Jason bought them both wine. He hinted heavily to Garth that he lived nearby, but Garth merely laughed demurely. He wasn't quite enjoying acting as the girl, but he felt he was getting much better at it. He felt a little pressured by Jason and was relieved when the time finally came to make his excuses.

	 

	——

	 

	Garth's date with Jason was followed by a few messages but Ava's focus wasn't entirely on him. She had lots of other men to set Garth up with. The following day, it was a young university tutor named David Merriweather.

	 

	——

	 

	Garth seemed a lot more relaxed on his date with David. They chatted about sports and music, and David was a lot less heavy on the flirting. It felt, in many ways, just like two friends out having a drink.

	 

	It helped that they were in a much more casual setting for their date: an old-fashioned pub with real ales and board games.

	 

	"I think it's so cool that you know about real ales," David had said, when Garth had almost given away his genre by expressing approval of David's drink.

	 

	"Well, we're in liberated times," Garth had replied.

	 

	Their conversation had flowed so freely, they were together for hours. When Ava rang Garth at 10.30, he was still with David.

	 

	"Amazing!" Ava said, “Amazing. There'll be a second date, then."

	 

	——

	 

	Sure enough, Garth went on a second date with David. And a third. Ava insisted in upping the stakes a bit by having Garth suggest more and more romantic spots and having him wear sexier and sexier outfits. He was nervous by the third date. Everybody knew that by the third date, most couples had had some kind of sex. Hadn't they? He saw a look in David's eyes that night. Something he hadn't seen before. A hunger.

	 

	Ava had very thoroughly researched David. He wasn't wealthy by any means-university tutors rarely were. She had taken many pictures of the happy couple from a distance and she liked David's looks. He didn't have Garth's magnificent hair, but he may have actually been a little leaner despite being four inches taller. He didn't have much of a social imprint that she could find. He was an only child, who seemed to have few close friends who would miss him. Best of all, Garth really did seem to enjoy his company. That could come in handy down the road.

	 

	Garth was under instruction from Ava, of course, about how to act at the end of this date. He had been told to 'go along with' any sexual interaction. When he'd protested, using the excuse that surely it would get him found out, Ava brushed him off.

	 

	"You're not stupid," she said, “Just go with the flow."

	 

	Garth ended up sucking David off that night.

	 

	——

	 

	"I need all the details," Ava said.

	 

	Reluctantly, Garth described to Ava how David had pushed his cock into his mouth. He relived the moment where he sucked it and David moaned loudly, thrusting into his face. He told Ava how he had sucked him hard and fast, just wanting to get it over with, and David had said it was the best blowjob of his life.

	 

	Garth didn't tell Ava how turned on he'd felt throughout the whole thing. Garth was very confused. He had only done it because she insisted, but now that he'd done it, he couldn't think of anything else.

	 

	Garth had sweated out the third date, but now that the blow job was out of the way, he felt much more relaxed going into the fourth date. They were going to a very fancy restaurant that would cost David a princely sum.

	 

	Ava seemed to put more thought and effort into this date than in previous ones. She took Garth to her salon to have his hair and makeup done. It wasn't even that humiliating for Garth. The girl who did his hair knew he was a guy, but he had become so comfortable as Gee that nobody else did.

	 

	For the date, Ava dressed Garth in a mint green crisscross halter dress. This backless bodycon sequin frock was about the sexiest outfit that Garth had ever seen, yet alone worn. She made him wear a waist cincher and hip pads to help him have the hourglass figure that the dress required. Simple black high-heeled sandals adorned Garth's feet displaying his salon pedicure.

	 

	After spritzing Garth with expensive perfume, she told him what his part would be in her plans for the evening, “Have a wonderful romantic evening, but make sure to let David know your feet are sore from the heels."

	 

	"They probably will be," admitted Garth.

	 

	"Perfect," said Ava. "When the dinner is winding down, text me and I'll tell you what to do next."

	 

	"I've never cared much for ride shares," said David as he led his date out of the restaurant. The young couple looked terrific together holding hands in the moonlight well-dressed and obviously having enjoying themselves. David was particularly excited as Gee was going to have him come back to her place rather than let the evening end early.

	 

	"That's cause you're not the one in the heels," teased Garth.

	 

	"I just mean I prefer an old fashioned cab," replied David.

	 

	"Welcome to the twenty-first century," said Gee. "I think that's our ride up ahead."

	 

	David escorted his date up to the black Land Rover Discovery and held the door open for her before racing around and getting in behind the driver.

	 

	The attractive female driver surprised David as she turned around to face her passengers. “Hi, I take it you're Gee and her date?"

	 

	"That's us," he replied. “I'm David."

	 

	"Hi David, I'm Ava. Isn't this a wonderful night?"

	 

	"It sure is," replied David as Ava applied the safety locks. She smiled to herself. Wonderful didn't begin to describe it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	From David to Debbie

	 

	David lay, flat-out on his back. The sedative Ava had injected him with had worked instantly, leaving his body floppy and heavy, despite his lean frame. Garth and Ava had hauled him upstairs, then pushed him onto the bed and quickly removed his clothes.

	 

	Garth seemed more co-operative by the day, which excited and delighted Ava. She only had to ask him once to dress in the lingerie she'd passed to him.

	 

	"Put it on," she said, “We need it for pictures."

	 

	Garth had looked at Ava and opened his mouth to speak, but said nothing. He nodded slowly, then took off the clothes Ava had already dressed him in.

	 

	As Garth dressed himself, Ava took her first few photos of naked David. His eyes were closed and he looked peaceful as he lay on the bed. His chest was hairy and he had very long legs. Men will like those legs, Ava thought. She stroked them quickly. They were quite smooth, certainly smoother than his chest, but they still needed shaving.

	 

	She turned to look at Garth and couldn't hide her smile.

	 

	"Very nice," she said, “Perfect. Perfect! Get onto the bed!"

	 

	Garth climbed onto the bed next to naked David. He couldn't help but look at his cock. He remembered David pushing it into his mouth and how he'd sucked it, quickly and enthusiastically. Garth felt his own cock getting hard in the silky, black lingerie Ava had given to him. Ava noticed immediately.

	 

	"Yes!" She said, "Crawl up next to David! Like that! Yes!"

	 

	Garth crawled seductively next to David on the bed. Ava took a picture that focused heavily on Garth's now very erect cock poking through the panties, next to David's naked body.

	 

	"Crawl up to his face," Ava instructed.

	 

	Garth crawled up to David's sleeping face.

	 

	"Kneel up," Ava said.

	 

	He knelt so that his cock was in David's face. Garth ached with desire.

	 

	"Lovely!" Ava said.

	 

	Garth felt his face burning. He was embarrassed to be so obviously turned on, in women's underwear, in front of Ava and in the company of David. Ava laughed cruelly as she noticed his humiliation.

	 

	She took pictures of David's naked body with his flaccid dick and took several more of the pair in bed together. Garth lay next to him, straddled him and at one point of desperation, even took his own cock in his hand as he lay beside David, unbearably turned on.

	 

	Ava grinned with delight as she snapped and snapped. Eventually, she put her camera down. She turned to Garth, staring at his hard cock and smirking.

	 

	"You may go," she said, pointing at the door," And do whatever you need to do!"

	 

	Garth looked down at his cock shamefully. He looked at David. His desire was obvious.

	 

	"I'll sort David out," she said, “She will be ready for you soon."

	 

	Garth nodded. Without a word, he walked out of the bedroom door in his lingerie. His own clothes were in Ava's living room and he changed into them in a daze. All he could see in his head was David. Naked David. He remembered swallowing his semen.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava opened her wardrobe. She smiled as she pulled out her new outfit: a tight-fitting, one-piece latex suit. She took off her clothes and stood for a second in her matching, red underwear before unhooking her bra. She threw it on the floor and stepped into the latex suit. She zipped it up her front, then climbed into high-heeled boots with a large, silver heel. She ruffled her brown hair in her fingers, then walked to her bedside table, where her make-up bag lay. Applying dark, purple lipstick, she stared at herself in the mirror. She was seeing something in herself: something new.

	 

	Ava continued to stare at herself as she put on dark eye make-up and pencilled her eyebrows to give herself a persistent frown. She strutted to her living room and opened her laptop.

	 

	Ava laughed out loud as she loaded the pictures from her phone onto her laptop. Garth looked so uncomfortable, on some of them, as his rock hard cock poked through the silky panties she'd dressed him in. It wasn't obvious on many of the pictures that David was asleep, either. He looked very much like a willing participant, if a bit submissive.

	 

	Ava printed more than 20 pictures of David and Garth, then walked confidently back into her bedroom, holding the pictures. David remained unconscious.

	 

	——

	 

	Using two large pieces of string to make lines across the room, Ava hung the pictures all around the bed, facing David. She pulled out a large box from under her bed and took out two large pieces of black rope.

	 

	She pulled David's ankles into each other and tied them together with the rope. David's eyes seemed to twitch, and she worried that he would wake up prematurely, but then he seemed to return to deep slumber. According to Ava's calculations, he would be out for another hour.

	 

	She tied around his ankles several times, then tugged at the rope. It was tight: there was no chance of him getting out of that.

	 

	After tying his ankles, Ava pulled David's arms above his head. She tied his wrists together very tightly and thoroughly. She'd only just finished tugging at the ropes, when David opened his eyes.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava smiled down at him. She stood up beside the bed and stared at him, her arms folded.

	 

	"Hello, David," she said in a sexy, low voice.

	 

	David shook his head and blinked. He tried to move his legs, then looked down in horror at his bound ankles.

	 

	"What the-"

	 

	He then noticed the pictures hanging all around the bed. He frowned as he looked at them, taking it all in.

	 

	"Gee's a-" he whispered.

	 

	He shook his head and blinked several times, as though trying to wake himself from a bad dream.

	 

	"You're awake," Ava said harshly.

	 

	David looked at her.

	 

	"Hang on a minute," he said, "Aren't you- ...you're the girl who picked us up, aren't you?"

	 

	Ava nodded.

	 

	"Sure am," she said "You and Garth."

	 

	"Garth?" David said. He looked again at the pictures and visibly shuddered.

	 

	Ava laughed.

	 

	"Yep," she said, putting her hand on her hip. "And as you can see on the pictures, you and HIM are very close, aren't you?"

	 

	David screwed up his face.

	 

	Ava laughed again, reaching down to the floor, where she'd placed David's phone. She picked it up.

	 

	"I've got into this already," she said. "I can send copies of these pictures to everyone on your contact list. That includes your friends, family... even your parents."

	 

	David laughed. Ava frowned in confusion.

	 

	"I wouldn't laugh," she said, “I'm being deadly serious."

	 

	"You idiot," David said, laughing even louder. Ava felt anger rising inside her.

	 

	"Right,” she said, “Silly boy. I'll start sending right away."

	 

	She picked up her phone and forwarded all of the photos to David. He continued laughing.

	 

	"I think I'll send them to your dad, first," she said, clicking on his dad's contact in his phone.

	 

	"Go for it," said David, evidently not threatened. Ava shook her head in confusion.

	 

	"What's your name?" David said.

	 

	"Ava," Ava replied instantly. She was confused by David. What was his game? Why wasn't he threatened by her blackmailing?

	 

	"Ava," said David confidently, “My dad wouldn't bat an eyelid. He's bisexual and very hedonistic. As for my friends, half of them are gay, and my university is very liberal. They might see it as slightly radical, but they certainly wouldn't persecute me for this."

	 

	Ava shook her head.

	 

	“You're bluffing,” she said.

	 

	David laughed and shook his head back at her. "No," he said, "I'm not."

	 

	Ava looked down at his phone. She threw it onto the bed.

	 

	"For fuck's sake," she moaned.

	 

	"I'm afraid your plan is falling apart, Ava," David said, with a patronising tone. Infuriated, Ava picked up her tights from the floor. She wrapped them roughly around his face and shoved the bulk of them into his mouth. She tied the tights and picked up his phone before she walked away, leaving him gagged as well as bound on her bed.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava threw David's phone onto her coffee table. She put her head in her hands and wondered what she could and would do. Most men, she knew, were easy to blackmail. They'd rather die than have others see pictures that suggested they were gay. And some of the pictures she had were really compromising. But David didn't care. She groaned aloud with distaste as she remembered his smug face. "My dad's bi. My friends are gay. My uni is lib-er-al."

	 

	The way he'd said 'liberal' had made her skin crawl. Separating each syllable, completely unnecessarily.

	 

	Ava stared at David's phone. She considered whether he might be bluffing. Maybe he was just saying those things to her, to trick her. He might think that, if he says it won't bother him, she won't actually do that. But it would really.

	 

	She wasn't convinced, but she decided to pick up his phone, anyway.

	 

	——

	 

	David struggled on Ava's bed. He was infuriated as well as humiliated. How had he let this happen to him? He couldn't stand Ava. She was one of those typical, over-righteous women, he thought. They've been repressed for so long, they think they can do anything. Even kidnap people. He choked on the tights in his mouth and looked around at the pictures in the room. They were disgusting. He looked at Garth in the women's underwear, crawling beside his naked, drugged body.

	 

	Had he known all along? David wondered how much say Garth had had in all of this. He suspected that Ava had blackmailed him, but surely Garth could have warned him, whilst they were out. Couldn't he? Just how under Ava's thumb was Garth?

	 

	He remembered Garth sucking his cock, just a few days previously. He gagged again. David closed his eyes and screwed his face up as he felt an entirely new combination of emotions.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava opened David's 'messages' folder. As she scrolled through, she saw messages from Garth, that she'd helped him write. She smirked as she thought about David's excitement as he thought Garth was a girl.

	 

	She looked further down his inbox. There were several women in there, all of the text messages indicated very short term relationships or women with whom David had shared just a few dates. Eventually, Ava found a text conversation that looked significantly chunkier than the rest. It was a year old, but it looked promising. She opened it up.

	 

	Please, leave it. I'm not interested.

	 

	Come on, baby. I know you are. Don't pretend you're not aroused every time you see me.

	 

	Just go.

	 

	Hey.

	Hey gorgeous xxx

	Hey xxx How about that date?

	 

	Still no.

	 

	Look, you need to stop being so stuck up. I am your lecturer. I can get you removed from the uni, you know that, don't you?

	 

	As she read that, Ava gasped with delight. Liberal or not, his uni would not accept THAT.

	 

	"Tut, tut, tut," she said gleefully as she continued to read the messages. It was clear that they were very one-sided. David had been pestering this girl - his student - relentlessly for a period of several months.

	 

	Triumphantly, Ava walked back into her bedroom, holding David's phone up high.

	 

	——

	 

	David looked at her with an exaggerated tired face as she walked in.

	 

	"What?" He tried to say, but of course his voice was muffled by the gag.

	 

	Ava licked her lips.

	 

	"Dear oh dear," she said.

	 

	David remained unfazed. He tried to speak again. All that came from his mouth were muffled sounds. Ava laughed. She tore one of the pictures down and threw it at David.

	 

	"You better get used to looking at other men's cocks," she said, "I know about Lydia."

	 

	When she said Lydia's name, David's expression dropped. He didn't even try to speak.

	 

	"The evidence is all here," Ava said, waving his phone around.

	 

	"I'm your lecturer!" She said in a mock-authoritative voice, “I can get you removed from the university!"

	 

	David blushed.

	 

	"Creep," Ava snarled.

	 

	She opened the drawer of her bedside table and pulled out a small multi-tool.

	 

	"I'm going to untie you, now," she said, “So that we can begin your training."

	 

	——

	 

	Ava cut the rope from around David's legs, leaving his wrists bound and the tights in his mouth.

	 

	"Before we go any further," she said, "Let's get rid of all this unsightly hair! When they're smooth, these legs will be quite a hit!"

	 

	Ava briefly disappeared to go to her bathroom. Whilst she was gone, David kicked his legs around. It was his only bit of physical freedom and he was trying to make the most out of it. When Ava returned, with wax strips in her hand, he stopped kicking his legs. He looked down at his now still legs that already felt alien to him.

	 

	"What the fuck is happening?" he muttered, though the words were inaudible through the gag.

	 

	A small amount of drool rolled down his chin.

	 

	Ava warmed the first wax strip in her hands, then pressed it onto David's leg. She stared him in the eye as she smoothed the strip against his skin.

	 

	"Are you ready to be a smooth, sexy lady?" she asked.

	 

	She pulled the strip off his leg, making him yelp with pain.

	 

	"Plenty more where that came from," Ava said. She smoothed the strip down on his leg again, removing yet more hair. Tears started to roll down David's cheeks.

	 

	"Don't be a wuss," she scolded as she stripped more hair from his leg. David dug his teeth into the tights that filled his mouth.

	 

	When his legs were smooth, Ava started to work on his chest.

	 

	"We can save your pubes until next time,” she said, "I don't think they'll be on show for the first date or two, anyway."

	 

	David couldn't focus on anything but the pain he felt throughout his legs and chest. The sharp, stinging sensation from the waxing burned and dominated his brain.

	 

	"It's tough being a girl, isn't it?" Ava said, relishing his discomfort.

	 

	——

	 

	When she'd finished waxing him, Ava took a step back. She looked down at David. His smooth, pink body looked weirdly feminine, already. His legs were fantastic, now they were hair-free.

	 

	"Perfect," she said, "Now we can learn how to walk, talk and act like a girl."

	 

	She used the knife on the multi-tool to cut the rope from around his wrists, then the tights in his mouth. As she pulled the tights, that were wet with saliva, from his mouth, David opened and closed his lips like a fish.

	 

	"It was weird, having them in there," he said.

	 

	Ava slapped him around the face.

	 

	"Don't speak like that," she said, “Far too manly. You have a lot to learn."

	 

	David kept his mouth shut and looked at her. Ava's PVC suit stuck to her skin firmly and gave her confidence and authority.

	 

	"Stand," she said, raising her hands in the air.

	 

	David stood up from the bed. His dick was becoming semi-erect. Looking at Ava, in her dominatrix outfit, was turning him on.

	 

	Ava looked down at David's cock, then immediately looked away, dismissing it.

	 

	"We need to get you in some appropriate underwear," she said.

	 

	David stood helplessly as Ava pulled a purple pair of panties from her wardrobe. She threw them at him.

	 

	"Put these on," she said as she rummaged for the matching bra. When she found it, she returned to David and put it on him. She immediately filled the cups with chicken fillets.

	 

	"Ah," she said, "You're already starting to look girly."

	 

	David saw his reflection in Ava's mirror and looked visibly disturbed.

	 

	"Don't you think this has gone far enough, now?" He said. "I mean, come on. There's fun and then there's... this. This isn't legal, you know."

	 

	Ava laughed loudly.

	 

	“Nope,” she said, “And nor is threatening your students with exclusion if they don't sleep with you!"

	 

	David made an exasperated sound.

	 

	"It wasn't like that at all," he said, folding his arms.

	 

	With his arms folded, in the purple underwear, David looked fantastically camp. Ava nodded approvingly.

	 

	"Let's get you in a dress," she said.

	 

	David looked at the door. Suddenly, he made a run for it, prompting Ava to stick her foot out. He instantly fell and wailed with pain.

	 

	"Don't you fucking dare," Ava said, grabbing her tights to tie his wrists behind his back again. She pulled him back onto his feet and pushed him onto the bed.

	 

	"You will do what I say," she said, “Else your job and reputation will be in tatters before you can say 'Debbie', which is your new name, by the way."

	 

	——

	 

	Ava straddled David as she talked down to him.

	 

	"I've screenshotted all of those texts and forwarded them to myself," she said. "Including the girl's number. I'm sure she'd be very interested to hear from me and I'm certain she'd find these pictures very entertaining."

	 

	David exhaled loudly.

	 

	"Fine," he said, “Fine, I'll play along. You massive bitch."

	 

	Ava laughed.

	 

	"Wonderful," she said.

	 

	"Okay, the first things we need to sort out are your walk and talk. Would you like to do that in a dress, or in the lovely purple underwear you're currently in?"

	 

	"I'm a bit cold," muttered David. Really, he was terrified of his state of arousal. He could feel himself getting semi-erect and the skimpy underwear wouldn't hide that. The last thing he needed was Ava knowing she had that kind of power over him.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava walked back to her wardrobe, smiling. David stared at her body in the tight, latex suit. She looked amazing and - without a doubt scary. His dick got harder as she pulled out a red dress, turning to him and smirking.

	 

	"Debbie will look great in this," she said. She threw the dress at David, who couldn't catch it with his hands still bound.

	 

	"I guess I'd better help you into it, hadn't I," she said, "Seeing as I can't trust you to do it yourself."

	 

	David nodded and continued to stare at her as she bent down to pick up the dress. She tutted as she looked at the sleeves, then glanced down at David's ankles.

	 

	"I'm going to untie your wrists," she said, “And I'm going to be kind and give you a chance without any restraints around your ankles.”

	 

	Ava stared David directly in the eye as she spoke. He was unsettled by her drawn on, frowning eyebrows. He glanced down at her tits and she slapped him across the face.

	 

	"Girls don't look at other girls’ tits like that."

	 

	She lifted David's head up by the chin, then picked up her small multi-tool, which lay half open on the bed. She cut the tights from around his arms and immediately instructed him,

	 

	"Lift your arms above your head. Think ballerinas."

	 

	David lifted his hands above his head. He tried not to look at Ava as she stood in front of him, pulling the red dress down over his shoulders and chest.

	 

	"You look nice with small boobies," Ava said, laughing, "I don't think we need to go any bigger, with you. It suits you. Hmm."

	 

	She straightened the dress over him and zipped it up at the back. David wriggled uncomfortably. The fabric felt incredibly tight over his skin.

	 

	Ava pushed him down, so he lay on the bed. He struggled to regain control of his position, not used to having his legs between a skirt. When he'd regained composure, Ava folded her arms and looked down at him.

	 

	"Debbie," she said, "How do ladies sit?"

	 

	David looked down. His legs were wide apart as he sprawled with much discomfort on the bed.

	 

	"Cross your legs," Ava said.

	 

	David followed her instruction and put his right leg over the left, perching on the side of the bed.

	 

	Ava nodded in approval.

	 

	"It won't take long to train you, I don't think," she said.

	 

	Keeping one eye on David, Ava walked back to her wardrobe and pulled out a box. There were three wigs inside.

	 

	"I got these for a bargain price," she boasted. "If you promise to be a good girl, I'll let you choose which one you wear."

	 

	David looked less than excited, though Ava talking to him like he was a girl was turning him on more and more.

	 

	"I don't care," he said stroppily.

	 

	Ava laughed and held up two of the wigs: one brown and one blonde.

	 

	"Well, you're a natural brunette," she said, "We may as well go with that. Let's try this one for size."

	 

	She put the wig onto his head, taking care not to mess up the fake hair.

	 

	"Beautiful," she said.

	 

	"Now, let's get your feet into some nice shoes! I'll teach you how to walk, next.”

	 

	Ava returned to her wardrobe one last time, this time to pull out a pair of black, strappy sandals.

	 

	"I'm being quite kind, letting you wear sandals," she said. "They'll hurt less than proper shoes. We'll have to paint your toe nails later, though."

	 

	She pushed his feet into the sandals as he sat, keeping his legs crossed in a ladylike position. There were medium-high heels on the sandals, which worried David. He was already embarrassed enough. He didn't now need to fall over, as soon as Ava permitted him to stand.

	 

	Ava stood back and lifted her hands, instructing him to 'rise'.

	 

	"Stand up," she said, "I'll show you how to walk like a woman."

	 

	David carefully stood up from the bed. He was beginning to feel dizzy. Everything felt so surreal. He was disorientated and had no idea what time it was.

	 

	"What time is it?" He suddenly asked.

	 

	Ava ignored him and walked across her bedroom.

	 

	"I'll walk first," she said, "In a line across here." She pointed at the space at the end of her bed.

	 

	“Then you follow, and I'll give you feedback.”

	 

	David watched as she walked across the room, swinging her hips. She wore heels much higher than the ones she'd put him in, but she walked with confidence and ease. When she reached the other side of the room, she turned to him and smiled. Her teeth looked fantastically white next to her dark lipstick.

	 

	"Your turn," she said.

	 

	Nervously, David walked towards her. He was very slow and extremely wobbly. Ava put her hand on her hip. When he reached her, she pointed at the other side of the room.

	 

	"Keep practising," she said.

	 

	David, obediently, walked back to the other side of the room. He turned and looked at her hopefully. She returned his gaze with her own: expectant and impatient. He walked back towards her.

	 

	David walked up and down Ava's bedroom several times, until she deemed him ready for the next step.

	 

	“That will do for now," she said, “We can do the rest with Garth's help."

	 

	——

	 

	It wasn't long before Garth returned to Ava's flat, at her command. When he walked in, wearing jeans, trainers and a t-shirt, Ava grinned.

	 

	"Perfect," she said, "Realistic, for the kind of men Debbie will be dating." She paused. “Smarter would be better, but you're still good."

	 

	She turned to David, who was looking at Garth with a combination of hostility and horror. He couldn't believe that man had fooled him. He'd let him think he was a girl. He'd had his cock in his mouth.

	 

	David felt himself getting hard again as he remembered it. He winced noticeably.

	 

	"Debbie," Ava barked at David, "I'm going to watch as you and David pretend to be on a date. You must speak like a woman and act convincing. I'll save any suggestions for improvement until I see how much of a natural you are."

	 

	She walked into her living room.

	 

	"Come on," she said, "I'll even serve you some drinks. Let's make it authentic."

	 

	——

	 

	After Ava presented Garth and David with a beer each, they seemed to relax a little. They started to chat almost like they had before, albeit with a little more awkwardness and reservation. David and Garth managed to settle on a conversation on real ales for a while, which made David feel much more comfortable, when Ava butted in.

	 

	"Excuse me, Debbie,” she said, staring at him with wide eyes. “Girls don't, ordinarily, talk about real ales whilst on dates with men. Please try a bit harder."

	 

	David coughed.

	 

	"Your voice is good, though," Ava said.

	 

	David felt himself blushing again. He hadn't been trying particularly hard to sound like a woman. His voice was naturally not very deep.

	 

	He and Garth continued talking. Ava listened intently.

	 

	"You're doing well," she told David as he drank with Garth. "You'll be fine when you start going on dates."

	 

	David looked at her, then at the door. He stood up again as if to run, but she immediately stood in front of him.

	 

	"Sit!" She screamed.

	 

	David sat down. He hated to admit it, but he was scared of Ava. She was in control of him and she knew it.

	 

	"Your next lesson,” she said, “Is how to pleasure a man."

	 

	——

	 

	Ava pushed David to the floor and held him by his shoulders.

	 

	"It's time you return the favour to Garth," she said.

	 

	She stared straight into Garth's eyes and said quietly, "You know what to do."

	 

	Garth looked down at David in his wig and dress. He really could pass for a woman, Garth thought. He remembered sucking David off and immediately became aroused again, despite himself. He slowly unzipped his jeans.

	 

	"Come on," Ava said, "Enough teasing."

	 

	Garth pulled his jeans down and his boxers. His large, erect cock poked out into David's face. David held his mouth firmly shut.

	 

	"Debbie," Ava said, “Don't be difficult. Don't forget that I can make things very difficult for you."

	 

	David opened his mouth.

	 

	Garth pushed his cock into David's open mouth and moaned. Like David had done to him, he thrust into his mouth and gently fucked his face.

	 

	"Oh God," he moaned as David's mouth took his cock.

	 

	"Use your tongue," he instructed, pulling his cock out of David's mouth a bit.

	 

	David licked Garth's cock, then Garth pushed it in again.

	 

	"Now take it all," he said, "Take it, right to the back of your throat. Yeah. Good girl. Oh yeah!"

	 

	Garth was really getting into the blow job David was giving him. David felt Garth's cock on the back of his throat and felt that he could empathise with Garth's arousal. Everyone loved getting a blow job, after all. He felt himself getting harder and harder as he sat on his knees, sucking Garth.

	 

	"Oh God! Yeah!" Garth moaned.

	 

	The louder Garth's moans became, the more David felt himself getting into it. He moaned on Garth's cock as saliva fell down his face.

	 

	"Oh my God!" Garth gasped, "Spit on my dick!"

	 

	David pulled his mouth off Garth's dick, spat on it and tugged it with his hand. He put it back into his mouth and looked up at Garth as he sucked him. He wanted him to come. He wanted him to come.

	 

	Ava grinned as she watched them.

	 

	"Oh!" Garth moaned, “Oh God! Yes! Yes! I'm coming!"

	 

	Garth held on to the back of David's head as he released semen into his mouth. David felt the warm liquid filling his mouth and running straight down his throat.

	 

	"Oh my God," Garth moaned again as his orgasm passed its peak. He pulled his cock out of David's mouth and looked down at him.

	 

	"You're good at that," he said.

	 

	David wiped his face. He could still taste semen in his mouth and felt that there was some in his throat. He quickly reached for his beer on the table, finishing it in one go.

	 

	"I'll get you another," said Ava. "Well done."

	 

	——

	 

	After allowing David and Garth to drink another beer, Ava dismissed Garth again. "I'll see you later tonight. It's time for you to get to meet Liam."

	 

	A twinge of jealousy raced through David in a way that he never could have imagined just yesterday. Garth was obviously a man. What did he care if he had another date.

	 

	"I'll be ready," promised Garth. "Thank you for tonight."

	 

	"If you cooperate, Gee, you will find me very generous," assured Ava. "You will too David, but disobey me and I will be forced to break you. Now fun time's over, let's work on your look."

	 

	She set out her extensive make up collection on the table and put a portable mirror in front of David.

	 

	"I can't do this," said David.

	 

	"Gee said the same thing. Now look at him. Let's get you looking the part too," she said, "So we can set up your profile."

	 

	All that David could think of was Garth's cock fucking his mouth. He'd been horrified by the thought of it, but he'd enjoyed it; he'd been turned on by it. He couldn't believe it. Did this mean he was gay? Had Ava actually turned him into a woman? No, he told himself, he wasn't a woman. Nor was he gay. He looked at Ava. She still looked stunning. He stared at her tits. No, definitely not gay.

	 

	Ava smiled at him, contrasting with her scary look and evil eyebrows.

	 

	"Let's get you looking hot," she said, "You've been very well behaved for the last hour. I'll let you go home for the night soon."

	 

	David sighed with relief. He'd seen her dismissing Garth, then calling him up again. He wondered what kind of a hold she had on him. Probably, he thought, the pictures were enough. He wished, so much, that she hadn't seen those text messages between him and that student. Why hadn't he deleted them!?

	 

	Ava said nothing as she covered David's face in foundation. She patted it on with a large pad, then picked up a big black brush.

	 

	"Blusher looks great on brunettes," she said to him, tickling his cheeks with pink powder. She showed him how to purse his lips, then put lipstick on him. She chose a red to match his dress, which she was delighted about.

	 

	"The men will love that!" She said. “We can do two pictures in this dress, two in the lingerie."

	 

	David imagined men looking at him, thinking he was a woman, just like he had with Garth. He tried to think back to when he first saw Garth – or Gee's – profile. It hadn't even crossed his mind that she might be a man. It wouldn't have. He remembered how cool he thought 'Gee' was, talking to him about real ales on their dates. He groaned, feeling stupid.

	 

	Ava put black, liquid eyeliner on his eyes, then applied dark, brown eyeshadow that shimmered. She put double-lengthening mascara on him, then looked distastefully at his feet.

	 

	"I can't stand unpainted toe nails," she explained. "It would repulse most men, too. We need to paint them."

	 

	David looked down at his feet. He'd always been slightly ashamed by his shoe size. He claimed to be a size 8, but really he was more like 7 and a half. Many people claimed that a man's shoe size was telling of his dick size. David knew it not to be true, but it still embarrassed him that others thought that.

	 

	Ava commented on this as she knelt down with red nail polish in her hand.

	 

	"At least you have small feet,” she said. “That will make finding shoes so, so much easier."

	 

	David stared in front of him. He saw his reflection in the mirror. He looked unrecognisable. He opened his eyes, in case his sleep had been so deep that this was, really, still a dream. Nothing happened. As he smelt the strong, solvent smell of the nail polish, he knew that it was all too real.

	 

	When Ava lifted her hands, instructing him to 'rise' again, he obeyed her immediately.

	 

	——

	 

	Standing in Ava's living room, David thought more about how men would see him. He truly looked like a woman. He imagined men fantasizing about fucking him. Of course, he got aroused again. He tried to convince himself that once more it was due to nothing more than empathy.

	 

	David looked at Ava's camera when she told him to. She quickly snapped several pictures of him standing in the dress.

	 

	"Smile," she said, "Look like you're ready to go out!"

	 

	David smiled.

	 

	"Now sit down," she said, "Sexy pose. Legs crossed, remember."

	 

	David sat down and, once again, crossed his right leg over his left. He looked seductively into the camera and was surprised by how much he enjoyed doing so. He kept imagining those men, looking at him, getting excited.

	 

	After a few more pictures, Ava told David, "Now, take off the dress. Do you need me to help?"

	 

	David was too proud to ask for help, so struggled with the zip at the back of the dress. He pulled it over his head like a t-shirt, then threw it onto the floor.

	 

	"We need to go back into the bedroom," Ava said, leading him there.

	 

	Ava told David to lay on his front, looking up at the camera. His small breasts looked realistic and his ass was small and could pass as a woman's. The bedroom setting in just his pretty underwear would attract a certain kind of man and it was those men that she thought would be Debbie's targets.

	 

	Following the red dress, Ava put David in a smoking hot bodycon dress. It was a dreamy emerald green with long sleeves and a sultry cut out design. The ruched detail and the tight fabric made David appear to have curves where God never put them. They added a pair of killer black heels with a five-inch heel that David couldn't even walk in. The shoes looked amazing, but Ava only had so many sexy clothes. She needed a guy with a bit of money to buy his own dresses and other pretty things.

	 

	"Perfect," said Ava. "Now, sit up, look playful."

	 

	David tried to do his best to do just that and was surprised after only about a dozen pictures when Ava put down the phone.

	 

	"Debbie," she said, “I think I've got everything I need."

	 

	David didn't know what to say. He sat in silence for a minute, taken aback."

	 

	"You mean?”

	 

	"You may go," Ava said. “I have your number, and I know your place of work."

	 

	David nodded. Without taking the underwear off, he looked around for his clothes. In the corner of Ava's bedroom, were the jeans and shirt he'd worn to his date with Garth. He unbuckled the sandals and put his clothes on quickly. He was burning red as Ava watched all of this, smirking at him.

	 

	"I don't know what you're in such a rush for," she said, "I've already seen it all."

	 

	David's face burned even more as he pulled on his t-shirt. The chicken fillet breasts poked through, but he didn't want the extra humiliation of fiddling with the bra strap.

	 

	“I'll be in touch," said Ava, already loading the pictures of David as Debbie onto her laptop. "See you soon, Debbie. Get ready for some hot dates."

	 

	David let himself out of Ava's flat and ran down the stairs. Although he'd thrown the wig off, his face was still heavily made up and he had faux-breasts that were small but obvious. Relieved that it was very dark outside, he walked quickly down the street. He hailed a cab and told them his address, avoiding eye contact with the driver.

	 

	——

	 

	Despite his feelings for David, Garth was still expected to bring in the bounties and as he had learned find other guys who might be potential sissies themselves. He had no idea who Liam was as Ava had been the one he had been interacting with, but she did a good job of filling him in on the way over. If he forgot any details they would just put it down to Gee being such a bimbo.

	 

	Liam was a smart, quiet man who turned up to his first date with 'Gee' in a suit. Ava had dressed Garth in a pink, floral dress and pretty sandals.

	 

	“This man's a bit posh,” she'd told Garth.

	 

	As she'd dressed him, Garth found himself enjoying Ava's dominance more and more. Now he didn't have to make his own choices about anything, he'd felt an ironic sense of freedom. As she'd rubbed eyeshadow into his eyelids, he'd enjoyed her touch.

	 

	Liam and Garth met in a quiet cocktail bar that also served food. Garth got there first and ordered himself a tropical cocktail. Before it was served, Liam walked up to him.

	 

	"Georgina?" He said. His voice was smooth and soft.

	 

	"Hey," said Garth, turning to face the well dressed man. Liam kissed him on the cheek. Garth felt the roughness of Liam's evening stubble on his smooth, well-shaved face. Liam smiled with his face close to Garth's.

	 

	"I'll get us these drinks," he said, nodding at the barmaid. "I'll have what she's having, please."

	 

	They sat in a small booth and chatted about everything from science to children's books. Garth found Liam truly entertaining and Liam thought the same about 'Gee'. Of course, their first date led to a second date. It wasn't like Ava had given Garth any choice.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava was excited as she took Garth to his second date with Liam.

	 

	"Remember, you don't have to wait until the third date," she said to him.

	 

	Garth was ashamed to admit to himself that he felt aroused by the thought of sucking Liam's cock. He really liked Liam, and after his encounter with David, he couldn't help but imagine having Liam's dick in his mouth. He'd imagined what Liam's moans would sound like, and wondered how long it would take him to come. Would he also say that it was the best blow job he'd ever had?

	 

	Ava patted Garth on the leg as he sat in her passenger seat.

	 

	"You're going to have a fun night,” she said, “I can tell."

	 

	She winked at him and dropped him off at the place they were going out. It was drinks and then dinner. And then...

	 

	——

	 

	Garth gripped on to Liam's ass as he pulled him further into his mouth. His cock hit the back of his throat and he ate it hungrily. He moaned into his cock as he sucked him hard.

	 

	"Oh God, Gee!" Liam moaned as he gripped onto Garth's hair. Garth kept sucking urgently.

	 

	"Oh my God," Liam moaned again.

	 

	Garth spanked Liam's ass and reached around to stroke his balls. He was ashamed by how into this he was, but nobody would ever know except for Liam. He licked his balls, then ran his tongue all the way up Liam's cock before sucking him again. He looked up into Liam's eyes.

	 

	Liam looked down and gasped with pleasure. His brown eyes met Garth's green ones and he stroked Garth's long, brown hair.

	 

	"You have such beautiful eyes," he said, "Oh God. Oh God."

	 

	Garth sucked him even faster. He was so hard himself, he was worried his cock would be obviously poking through the dress. He felt Liam's dick get even harder in his mouth. Liam moaned again and dug his fingers into Garth's head.

	 

	"Gee!" Liam moaned as his body tensed and his cock throbbed violently. He came into Garth's mouth and Garth moaned as he swallowed Liam's warm spunk.

	 

	He looked up and Liam smiled down at him.

	 

	"Wow," he said. "That was the best blow job ever." Garth couldn't help but feel proud.

	 

	——

	 

	It was pride that led to Garth's mistake: him telling Ava that both David and Liam had said that to him.

	 

	"Amazing!" Ava said. "Absolutely amazing. Wow. Well done, Gee. You're a talented girl! I can use that."

	 

	Garth shook his head.

	 

	"You don't need to talk to me like that, you know," he said.

	 

	Ava laughed. "What do you mean?"

	 

	"Well," I'm not a girl," said Garth.

	 

	"Don't be silly," said Ava, "Yes you are! And a very, very popular girl!"

	 

	Garth shook his head.

	 

	"You enjoy it though, don't you," said Ava, looking at Garth intensely.

	 

	Garth avoided her gaze. Ava shrugged.

	 

	"Anyway, blow job queen," she said, "I've got another date for you tomorrow. I think you're going to really like this one. I've even bought you a new outfit. This one's super sexy!"

	 

	——

	 

	Liam turned out to be a dead end. This wasn't an exact science and as the dates progressed, Ava learned more about the men and some of them had long term potential, but many others didn't. She saw another guy who couldn't have been more than twelve stone who thought he was some kind of master. She read his profile and it was clear he was a total wannabe. He might make a fun target and he definitely had the look she need. She sent him a message from Debbie being very aggressive and one from Gee being very reserved. She'd let him pick the one he liked.

	 

	It had been about three weeks since she had started training Debbie and he was finally ready to go out in public. After taking him shopping and to a dance club, where he passed with flying colours, it was time for date night.

	 

	***

	 

	David smiled at his date. Dressed as Debbie, he'd been quite a catch and Ava had chosen a very good looking man to send him out with. Aaron – the date – was tall, tanned and blonde. His hair was long and he had bright blue eyes. He had quite muscular arms and almost looked like a Viking, Ava thought.

	 

	On their shopping trip, Ava had found David a cute little magenta skater dress with a short flippy skirt that showed off his long legs to full effect. Coupled with a pair of incredible spiked heels that most women couldn't manoeuvre in, and "Debbie" was guaranteed to have almost every eye in the place glued to her legs.

	 

	David was sitting like a woman – as he'd been – taught and his voice was slightly higher than normal. He sipped white wine whilst Aaron drank beer.

	 

	"So, tell me about yourself," David said, as he'd been instructed to. Ava opened her ears wide. She sat on the table beside them, posing as a busy, lonely business woman.

	 

	Aaron laughed. “That's such a hard question,” he said, "I don't know where to start!"

	 

	David laughed and smiled gently. "Let's get straight down to what's important," he said, looking at Aaron intensely. “I want to know what really makes you you."

	 

	Aaron nodded. "I guess," he said, "I'm not afraid to wear my heart on my sleeve. Especially with a woman who seems as cool as you."

	 

	Ava almost punched the air in celebration. Browsing through her phone at the early pictures of David, she paused on one. She remembered the text messages he'd sent to that girl. Bored, sitting alone, a mischief came over her. Ava clicked on the picture and pressed send. She'd been wise enough to save the girl's number the moment she first saw it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	A Cozy Cottage

	 

	David groaned as he almost fell. He still hadn't got the hang of walking in heels.

	 

	Ava had insisted that he arrive at hers already dressed and made up. Something to do with demonstrating independence in order to gain more, she'd said. He hadn't dared argue with her. Although he didn't like to admit it, and wished it wasn't true, he was scared of Ava. She had so much power. She'd blackmailed Garth into posing as a – very convincing – woman and, although David had tried to resist it, she'd managed to do the same with him. It was so unlucky that she'd seen those messages to and from Lydia, he thought. If she hadn't, would she have been able to blackmail him? He didn't know the answer. Somehow, he suspected that she would have. Ava was resourceful.

	 

	David groaned again and winced as he struggled to walk. He'd twisted his ankle with his slip.

	 

	"Motherfucker!" He exclaimed, holding his head down as he walked as fast as he could down the street. It wasn't very fast.

	 

	He looked at the slim, diamond-studded watch on his wrist. It was 6.02. He'd promised Ava he'd be there by 6. His heart started to race and what felt like bubbles rose in his throat. He didn't want to get on the wrong side of her.

	 

	As he continued to walk at the speed he could manage, David's mind drifted back to how Ava had looked in her dominatrix outfit. Fierce. He shuddered and looked at his watch again. 6.04.

	 

	Despite the pain in his ankle, David jogged towards Ava's front door. He was aware that he was attracting glances but he didn't want to look up at the people passing him in the street. He looked at the time again as he knocked on her door. 6.05.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava opened the door slowly, with a stern expression. Before inviting David in, she looked him up and down. David gulped. Ava herself wore a dark suit that fit her perfectly. She had her hair scraped back into a pony-tail that made her look even more authoritative and she wore dark eyeliner. Her bright red lips began to smirk.

	 

	She lifted her arm and looked slowly at her watch, before putting her arm down by her side again.

	 

	"David," she finally said, "You're five minutes late."

	 

	David nodded.

	 

	"I'm sorry," he said, "I was struggling in these shoes."

	 

	He pointed down at the stilettos he wore. They were silver and flashy, but not trashy. Ava had chosen them for him, so he knew she would approve.

	 

	She looked at the shoes and smiled.

	 

	"Ah, those ones."

	 

	"Yes," David said hopefully. He looked up at Ava, hoping she might let him off.

	 

	"Well you should have practiced," she said dismissively.

	 

	David sighed.

	 

	She turned around and walked into her apartment.

	 

	"Follow me," she said, “Close the door behind you."

	 

	——

	 

	Before they entered Ava's living room, she turned and looked David up and down again.

	 

	"You've done quite a good job with the make-up," she said. "You'll get better, you need to, but it's not bad."

	 

	David felt embarrassed. Distracted by the pain of his foot, he'd almost forgotten about the makeup, and the struggle he'd had putting it on. The liquid eyeliner had taken four attempts before he'd been able to leave the house. No wonder he was late. The first time, he accidentally drew on his eyeball, making his entire eye turn black. He'd been scared as he looked in the mirror, that he'd caused permanent damage, but was relieved when his eye returned to its white colour after a minute or two. The second attempt, he'd spread the eyeliner all over his face, smudging black everywhere. During his frustrated third attempt, he'd shook and drawn extremely wobbly, uneven lines. He'd been relieved when his fourth attempt at the eyeliner turned out passable.

	 

	Ava clicked her finger in his face.

	 

	"Stop day dreaming,” she barked.

	 

	“Come on, I have a surprise for you."

	 

	——

	 

	David followed Ava into her living room and gasped with horror. He shook his head in disbelief. It couldn't be. Could it?

	 

	Choking, he only just managed to say her name: 

	 

	"Lydia?"

	 

	——

	 

	Lydia stood up from Ava's sofa with her hand over her mouth. She shook her head and laughed loudly.

	 

	"No way! NO way!"

	 

	"Lydia," David said, his face burning even with all the make-up, "It's not what it seems. This is just a... It's a social experiment."

	 

	Tears fell down Lydia's face.

	 

	"Oh my God," she said, "Oh my God!" She high-fived Ava, "You said he would say that! As if! This is just too funny! Oh my God!"

	 

	"Lydia," said David again, trying to sound stern whilst his voice came out weak and high-pitched.

	 

	"Lydia!" Mocked Ava.

	 

	Lydia continued to cry with laughter.

	 

	When the laughter died down, Ava asked Lydia,

	 

	"Would you like another coffee?"

	 

	"Yes please," said Lydia, sitting down again and watching David as he stood helplessly in the room.

	 

	"I'll be right back," said Ava. She looked at David. "Feel free to entertain yourself!"

	 

	"Oh, I will," said Lydia. She grinned maliciously at David.

	 

	——

	 

	His feet hurting unbearably, David lowered himself so he perched on the edge of Ava's coffee table. Lydia began to giggle again.

	 

	"Make sure you sit lady-like," she said, “We don't want to see anything undignified now, do we?"

	 

	David said nothing, staring down at the ground. He couldn't believe she was there. His head felt as though it was going to explode.

	 

	Lydia stood up and walked towards him. She stroked his long hair.

	 

	"Suits you, David," she said, "Long hair."

	 

	Feeling Lydia's hands on his hair was starting to arouse David. He tried to ignore it.

	 

	"Come and sit with me a minute," Lydia said, walking back towards the sofa.

	 

	She sat down and patted the space beside her.

	 

	"Come on," she said, "Come and sit with me."

	 

	Her voice sounded mischievous, David thought. It was as though she were playing a game.

	 

	"Sit with me," she said, suddenly sounding stern. David found himself responding to this. He walked towards Lydia, sitting down beside her. He remembered when she used to look up to him. What had happened? His face burned with embarrassment again.

	 

	When Ava returned, she put two coffees on the table.

	 

	"This is nice," she said, stroking David's hair like Lydia had done. Both girls giggled again.

	 

	"I'll be right back," she said, walking towards her bedroom again.

	 

	Lydia touched David's dress.

	 

	"It suits you,” she said, “You look so pretty in a dress, David!"

	 

	The dress David wore was black and short. It only just covered his ass. He felt self-conscious in it and struggled to walk, even without the shoes. It hugged his figure tightly and drew massive attention to the small false breasts he had in his bra.

	 

	David tried to look anywhere but at Lydia's face. She put her face right in front of his.

	 

	“You should have said, if this was what you always wanted," she said. "It might have made me more likely to pay attention to you before. I mean, this is pure entertainment!"

	 

	He stared into the space in front of him. His heart was pounding hard and his hands were clammy with sweat. He swallowed and cleared his throat.

	 

	——

	 

	When Ava returned for the second time, she didn't say a word as she quickly grabbed David's arms from behind.

	 

	David yelped as she grabbed him but she quickly told him to hush.

	 

	“Shh, it's all part of your training," Ava said confidently as she tied his arms together with rope. She yanked firmly so that he couldn't move them at all. He wriggled his fingers in a desperate attempt to remain in control.

	 

	Lydia stood up and grabbed his ankles. Ava passed her rope and she tied his legs together behind him, as they pushed him onto his front on the floor. When his legs and arms were secured, the girls lifted his legs so that his knees were bent and tied his wrists and ankles together behind him, putting him in a hog tie. They pulled at the rope until it was as tight as it could go, then stood beside him, with their hands on their hips.

	 

	The dress had now rolled up his thighs and was showing his ass. He felt bare and exposed, wearing hold-ups rather than tights beneath the dress.

	 

	David still wore the shoes and his feet were killing him even more now with the rope rubbing his ankles.

	 

	"Please," he moaned, "It hurts! It really hurts!"

	 

	"Don't worry," said Ava, addressing Lydia, "He will shut up soon enough."

	 

	As she said that, she reached for the other thing she'd brought through from the bedroom. It was a black, leather gag with a large rubber penis on it, pointing in towards the mouth. David only caught a glimpse of it before it was being tied around his face. He tried to struggle but couldn't move, tied up as he was.

	 

	The next David knew, the rubber cock was fully in his mouth, pushing into his throat. He gagged at first, then had no choice but to accommodate the dildo in his mouth. He relaxed his throat and focused on breathing through his nose. Tears rolled down his face.

	 

	——

	 

	Ignoring David, Lydia and Ava sat on the sofa in front of him.

	 

	"I'm loving what you've done with him," said Lydia, "It's amazing! But... I want to own him.”

	 

	Ava nodded.

	 

	"I have a plan," Lydia continued.

	 

	Lydia told Ava about a cottage in the countryside, owned by her family. It had been empty for years and it was extremely secluded.

	 

	"If we had him there,” Lydia said, "We could really own him. He could be our slave, cut off from the rest of the world. We could really sissify him. Make him our maid forever."

	 

	David felt beads of sweat pouring from him. This has gone too far, he thought. How did it go so far, so soon? I can't let this happen.

	 

	Lydia and Ava continued to plot in front of him.

	 

	——

	 

	Although Ava loved Lydia's idea - particularly because one of the guys pursuing 'Debbie' was a contractor - she had a plan that would be more beneficial to them.

	 

	"It's great, Lydia,” she said, "I love it. But we want to make money out of David, don't we?"

	 

	Slobber fell from David's mouth and sporadic tears continued to fall down his cheeks. The two women glanced at him, laughed, then continued to talk to each other.

	 

	"We want to humiliate David, don't we?" said Ava. Lydia nodded enthusiastically.

	 

	"Right," she said.

	 

	"Right," said Ava. "So, surely continuing to set 'Debbie' up with all of these men, getting her to do God knows what with them, is the best way to do that. Don't you think?"

	 

	Lydia stared at David thoughtfully. Eventually, she nodded.

	 

	"I guess you're right," she said. "I want to own him, but, in a secluded house, how much humiliation can you inflict upon somebody?"

	 

	"Exactly," said Ava. "Plus, this way, we can make money via the dating website."

	 

	Lydia nodded again.

	 

	"Okay,” she said, "Let's keep him here. But I want to get him ready for his next date."

	 

	Ava laughed. "Deal," she said, holding her hand out to shake Lydia's.

	 

	"Deal," Lydia echoed, gripping Ava's hand.

	 

	——

	 

	David stepped into the bath Lydia had run for him. There were scented bubbles, a couple of essential oils and a bath bomb all in there.

	 

	"I'm spoiling you, really," Lydia said, "But it's all in the name of a hot date."

	 

	David lowered himself into the hot water. He thought about complaining that it was too hot, then thought better of it. He was fully naked after the two girls had stripped him and he felt vulnerable and embarrassed. He was keen to hide his body beneath the bubbles.

	 

	As he sat in the water, Lydia said loudly,

	 

	"At least you have a tiny dick. That will make it much easier to fool people that you're a girl."

	 

	David felt like crying. He didn't have a tiny dick, he thought. Not when he was erect, at least. Everyone's small when they're flaccid, aren't they? He thought. He wanted to say something, but again, thought better of it.

	 

	"Right," said Lydia, "You wash yourself, then I'll help you to get shaved. We need you smooth, smooth, smooth. We don't know where your date's hands are going to wander!"

	 

	David looked down. He was relieved that his dick was hidden by the bubbles in the bath. He inhaled. He was actually enjoying the scent of the oils, bath bomb and bubbles. He could see why girls did this sort of thing.

	 

	"You wash your hair," Lydia instructed, opening the bathroom cabinet and taking out a brand new razor.

	 

	David dipped his hair into the water, then took it straight out again. The bubbles in the bath were already starting to disappear and his body was becoming visible through the water. He picked up a bottle of shampoo from the side of the bath and squeezed some into his hand. He washed his hair, then rinsed it under the water. As soon as he'd done that, Lydia leant over him, razor in her hand.

	 

	She shaved his chest first, then pulled his legs out of the water one by one to thoroughly shave them. When she was satisfied that his legs and chest were smooth, Lydia instructed David to stand up in the tub. With a semi-erection, he did as he was told.

	 

	"I knew you liked being turned into a girly," Lydia teased him as she shaved around his crack. He became even more erect as she asked him to turn around. She tutted at his erect dick as it pointed towards her.

	 

	"You really like being turned into a girly," she said.

	 

	She shaved around his balls and entire pubic area, until he was completely smooth.

	 

	David looked down at Lydia. He imagined her sucking his cock. He couldn't help it. He knew that there was no chance of it ever happening, but he couldn't help fantasizing about it. As she shaved him around there, he felt as though they were being intimate. He remembered how much he'd wanted her, before. But not like this. Never like this. He'd wanted to be in control.

	 

	Lydia spanked him suddenly on the ass.

	 

	"Come on then, we're done," she said. "Rinse yourself off, do your armpits, then we'll get you dressed."

	 

	She passed him the razor to shave his armpits, then walked out of the bathroom.

	 

	In a hurry, David shaved under his arms and unplugged the bath plug. He stroked his smooth chest. He felt like a different person.

	 

	——

	 

	Lydia led David by his wrist to Ava's dressing table. Ava sat up on her bed, ready to watch as Lydia took charge of the evening. She had her laptop open, ready to chat with more potential dates.

	 

	With just a pink towel around his smooth skin, David was fresh and easy to work with, the girls thought. He felt pleased to be clean but he was nervous about what Lydia would do to him. She seemed to be crueler than Ava, and she had a reason to be.

	 

	Pushing him into the chair, Lydia pulled off David's towel. He sat naked on the chair, prompting the girls to laugh again.

	 

	"Doesn't she look funny?" Lydia said.

	 

	Ava laughed, agreeing.

	 

	"Get some clothes on her!" She said, “And some tits!"

	 

	"Right-o!" Said Lydia, picking up a clothing bag from the floor.

	 

	First, she pulled out the lingerie. There was a large pair of red, lacy knickers. They were big enough that they'd disguise David's cock but lacy enough to be sexy.

	 

	"Put these on," she said, shoving them into David's hand.

	 

	David hurriedly pulled on the knickers, desperate to cover up his cock. When they were on, he sat back down in the chair, only to be greeted by Lydia's hand, beckoning him to stand up again.

	 

	"We need to put your tits in," she said.

	 

	She grabbed from the bag a bra that perfectly matched the knickers. Like them, it was red and large, but lacy enough to be sexy, despite its size. She hooked it around David's back, then pulled the straps over his shoulders. She reached into the bag again and pulled out two large silicone breasts. They were much larger than the ones David usually wore.

	 

	"But he'll know!" David said suddenly.

	 

	Lydia raised her eyebrow.

	 

	"Excuse me?"

	 

	"Owen will know," David said, turning to look at Ava. "Won't he, Ava?"

	 

	Ava stared at the false breasts.

	 

	"I've had small ones until now," he continued, "And this is our third date. He'll wonder why I've suddenly got large breasts!"

	 

	Ava looked at Lydia. They both burst out laughing.

	 

	"Don't be ridiculous," said Ava, laughing so much she had to stand up off the bed and walk around. "He'll be pleased!"

	 

	She walked up to David and Lydia and helped put the breasts into the bra.

	 

	"Looking good," she said, nodding with approval at David's reflection in the mirror. "Owen is going to be one happy man tonight!"

	 

	——

	 

	David stared at his reflection, whilst Ava and Lydia discussed which jewellery he should wear.

	 

	"I'm thinking a choker," Ava said, "Chokers are sexy. They suggest a bit of kinkiness, which, let's face it, is what Owen can expect!"

	 

	David looked at the large, false breasts in the bra he wore. They looked so realistic. He imagined seeing himself, thinking it was a woman. Would he be aroused? He imagined himself in Owen's eyes. The thought of Owen being sexually attracted to him turned him on. He remembered how he'd felt when he was pleasing Garth.

	 

	"Oh yes," said Lydia, “Owen can expect some misbehavior from missy here!"

	 

	They both laughed. David felt his heart racing again. He wasn't sure whether it was fear or excitement. He felt his cock getting hard again. He wished it wasn't. He remembered how he'd been forced to suck Garth off. He remembered how much it had turned him on, thinking how much Garth must have been enjoying himself. He reflected on how Garth had sucked him off, first. He'd thought Garth was a woman: Gee. Would it have changed things, if he'd have known? Of course it would. Wouldn't it?

	 

	He imagined sucking Owen off. He imagined looking up and seeing the pleasure in Owen's face. He imagined hearing his moans.

	 

	David looked down. His cock was hard and throbbing in the underwear. Lydia approached him again, with the choker in her hand. She glanced down at his cock and shook her head.

	 

	"Somebody is very excited about being a girly today," she said to Ava. Ava laughed.

	 

	"She's going to make Owen very happy tonight," she said.

	 

	David thought about Owen's long, blonde hair. He felt tormented. He didn't fancy men. This wasn't him. He looked at Lydia and remembered how much he used to lust over her. He felt so confused.

	 

	"Stop frowning," Lydia said suddenly.

	 

	She clipped the choker around his neck, then clasped on a small, silver bracelet.

	 

	"We need to get your ears pierced," she said, before reaching into the clothes bag again.

	 

	She pulled out a hot pink, satin dress.

	 

	The dress slipped onto David easily and he actually felt comfortable in it. He was relieved. Lydia hadn't been half as sadistic as he'd expected her to be with the outfit. He was still bare foot but he could breathe in the clothing, at least.

	 

	She ran a brush through his wet hair, then picked up Ava's hair dryer.

	 

	She dried David's hair, then straightened it. David's eyes were wide as he saw himself with straight hair in the mirror. It looked longer. With longer hair and bigger breasts, David looked different to how he'd ever seen himself before. He found himself thinking about Owen again. He genuinely wondered whether he would recognize him as the same 'Debbie'.

	 

	Lydia sprayed David's hair to keep it in position. It almost went in his eyes and the solvent smell made him choke. He coughed and blinked, still staring at himself, amazed by the difference a few cosmetics had made.

	 

	When his hair was ready, Lydia started on his make-up. Ava had by this point resumed her position on the bed, lying with her laptop on her lap.

	 

	Ava effortlessly spread foundation over David's face. She brushed beneath his chin and all around his neck and under his ears.

	 

	"Got to keep it even," she said.

	 

	She put eyeliner on him with ease, reminding David of his previous difficulty, then applied a generous amount of dark pink, shimmering eyeshadow above his eyes.

	 

	She drew his eyebrows on with a dark pencil, then attached false lashes to his own. They were black and more than two inches long. His real lashes were short and brown. He looked like a doll.

	 

	When David saw himself with larger lashes, he was shocked again by the difference they made to his appearance.

	 

	"Owen definitely won't recognize me," he said.

	 

	Ava and Lydia laughed loudly again.

	 

	"Oh my God," Lydia said, "For a lecturer, he is sooo stupid!"

	 

	David felt angry at that comment.

	 

	"Lydia," he said, “You don't know what you're talking about.”

	 

	"Oohh, I think I do," said Lydia.

	 

	"No," said David, "You're just a stupid little girl, playing a stupid little game."

	 

	Ava slapped David and grabbed him by the neck.

	 

	"You want to watch who you're talking to like that," she said, “Or your punishments will start to get a lot, lot worse."

	 

	David shook his head. He was genuinely scared. She snarled at him with real venom.

	 

	"I'm sorry," he said.

	 

	Ava winked at Lydia, saying nothing as Lydia picked up some more make up.

	 

	"Which one?" she said, holding up two lipsticks.

	 

	"That one, definitely," said Ava, pointing at the one on the left. “It matches the dress. She'll look like the kind of girl who has a lipstick for every dress! Of course, she soon will be that kind of girl!"

	 

	Lydia instructed David to purse his lips whilst she put on the hot pink lipstick. She added a slightly darker lip liner around his lips, then put blusher on each of his cheeks.

	 

	"What do you think?" She asked Ava.

	 

	Ava jumped up off her bed and examined David closely. She looked at his dress carefully and at his make-up in detail.

	 

	"Brilliant," she said, "Tonight is going to be a good night."

	 

	She knelt down and pulled out a box from under her bed.

	 

	"Shoes are here," she said, "Would you like the honour?"

	 

	Lydia shook her head gracefully. “Oh no," she said, "You can have this one. He's all yours."

	 

	Ava smirked, staring at David.

	 

	"Debbie," she said, “Come and perch on the end of the bed, sweetie."

	 

	David unsteadily got to his feet. He couldn't stop staring in the mirror. He looked so different, So... feminine. He walked to the edge of the bed, then perched on it as Ava had instructed.

	 

	Ava opened the box and proudly took out the shoes. They were black shoes with diamond patterns around the toes. The heel was extremely tall and thin. David shook his head as he saw it.

	 

	"I'll never be able to walk in those tonight," he said. "I can't do it. I'll fall. I won't be able to walk in them."

	 

	Ava slapped him around the face, stunning him.

	 

	"Don't be stupid," she said.

	 

	Feeling tears well up but desperate not to cry, David focused on his breath again whilst Ava pulled stockings, then the shoes onto his feet. There was a small buckle on the side, which she tightened as much as she could.

	 

	"You can practice your walking around this room," she said, patting her hands together and walking away from David. "We have half an hour."

	 

	——

	 

	David walked up and down Ava's room, whilst she and Lydia chatted quietly. They had their phones out and were clearly planning together. David tried to hear what they were saying to start with, but couldn't shift his focus for too long away from walking in the shoes.

	 

	They dug into his feet terribly and squashed his toes. Do women experience this, really? He thought as he struggled. He tugged at the pink dress. It was a little too short, just like the black one. He felt terribly self-conscious. On his legs were translucent hold-ups, with a lacy pattern at the top. They were feminine and sexy. He felt ridiculous in them. David thought that his legs were too thick for stockings like that. He was surprised that they fit him so readily.

	 

	Walking in the shoes, he soon got used to balancing, despite the pain. Ava and Lydia noticed his progress.

	 

	"Good," said Ava, "We only have 10 more minutes."

	 

	——

	 

	By the time David arrived at the club, he had indeed got semi-proficient at walking in the shoes. He walked slowly towards Owen, who stood, waiting for him by the door.

	 

	"Debbie!" he said excitedly, "Wow! You look amazing!"

	 

	David smiled as Owen leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. He kissed his cheek back. It was slightly stubbly. Owen smelt strongly of aftershave with a hint of shampoo. It was clear that he too had made the effort. As well as his freshly washed, long blonde hair, he'd put brand new clothes on. He wore a dark, well-ironed shirt and plain black jeans, with shiny black leather shoes.

	 

	"You look good, too,” said David, in the girly voice Ava had taught him to speak in. He giggled afterwards, and wasn't sure whether it was deliberate or accidental.

	 

	"Thanks," said Owen, beaming.

	 

	He put his arm around David as he led them both into the club. He pinched his ass as they walked.

	 

	"Let's dance," he whispered into her ear, “I can't wait to see you move."

	 

	——

	 

	As the music pounded, David and Owen danced close to each other. David's false breasts pushed into Owen's chest and obviously excited him. David felt Owen's hard-on pushing against him as they danced more and more intimately.

	 

	The music was loud, but Owen spoke into David's ear several times.

	 

	"You're so hot."

	 

	His breath was warm on David.

	 

	They danced closer and closer together as Ava and Lydia danced beside them. David caught eye contact with the women a couple of times, who laughed and winked at him.

	 

	Ava had her phone out, taking regular snaps of the couple.

	 

	It wasn't until a slow song came on that David found his face just an inch away from Owen's looking straight into his blue eyes. Owen leaned in for a kiss.

	 

	David knew better than to resist as Owen's lips locked onto his. Their mouths both opened and Owen pushed his tongue into David's mouth. David stroked Owen's tongue with his own. He felt his cock getting hard. He pulled his body away from Owen's. He would be in trouble if he found out his secret this soon.

	 

	——

	 

	Thrilled with their pictures of David and Owen kissing, Ava and Lydia danced excitedly together in the club. They'd drank several shots and were really enjoying themselves. Lydia, half-drunk, even 'whooped' at the couple once or twice. Luckily, the music was so loud, it had gone unnoticed.

	 

	David and Owen had also drank quite a few drinks by the end of the night. It was around an hour before the club closed that David plucked up the courage to do what he knew he had to do. Ava and Lydia had given him a clear instruction. He led Owen into a unisex toilet, towards the club's exit.

	 

	——

	 

	"Wow," said Owen, as David pushed him inside. "You're a dream come true!"

	 

	David pushed Owen against the wall of the cubicle and kissed him passionately. Owen's hands ran down David's back and squeezed at his buttocks. He squeezed the false breasts, one by one. David moaned softly.

	 

	Their kiss got heavier and heavier and Owen's hands wandered up David's thighs, closer and closer to his cock. Quickly, David fell to his knees and dropped his open handbag on the floor, as instructed by Lydia and Ava.

	 

	He unzipped Owen's dark trousers and pulled them down. Owen had large, muscular thighs. David pulled Owen's black boxer shorts down over his thighs, then reached for his large, throbbing cock. He immediately put it in his mouth.

	 

	Once again, David couldn't help but empathise with Owen's pleasure and arousal.

	 

	"Oh fuck, yeah,” Owen moaned as David began to move his head back and forth as he sucked Owen's cock.

	 

	"Yeah baby," Owen moaned as David stroked his balls and sucked him hard.

	 

	David looked up at Owen. He was looking straight down at David and stroking his long hair.

	 

	"You're so hot," he said again, pushing David's head deeper into him.

	 

	David took Owen's cock right into his throat, gagging softly as he moved his head back and forth quickly. He moaned onto his cock as he found himself more and more turned on. He felt Owen's cock getting even harder in his mouth.

	 

	"Fuck yeah," Owen moaned, "Fuck yeah!"

	 

	David reached up and grabbed Owen's ass. He squeezed it as he sucked him even harder, then slapped his balls. He was more into it than he ever thought he would be.

	 

	"Oh my god you naughty girl," Owen said, "Suck me, yeah, suck me!"

	 

	David sucked him harder and faster, looking up into his eyes. He could see the pleasure and desire in his face. Owen's eyes rolled back.

	 

	David's mouth began to ache as he sucked, but he wanted more of Owen's cock. He took it out of his mouth for a second, tugging it enthusiastically with his hand. He licked Owen's balls, then poked at his gooch with his tongue. Owen moaned loudly. David licked up and down Owen's cock, then across the tip several times. When he took his cock fully into his mouth again, he sucked even faster. His cheeks drew inwards as he sucked as hard as he could. David squeezed Owen's buttocks again, moaning onto his cock as he sucked it.

	 

	"Fuck," Owen gasped, "I'm going to come. I'm going to come!"

	 

	David groaned into Owen's cock as he sucked him even harder and faster than before. Owen shouted out loudly.

	 

	"I'm coming!" He moaned as he released warm spunk into David's mouth. David relaxed his mouth's grip on Owen's cock as he swallowed his semen.

	 

	As it ran down his throat, David couldn't help but feel proud. He'd wanted to make Owen come, and he had.

	 

	"Oh my God," Owen moaned as his orgasm faded. He held on to the back of David's hair. "You're amazing."

	 

	David shuffled back on his knees, then stood up slowly. He kissed Owen, then picked up the hand bag. He clicked off 'Record'.

	 

	"Thank you, Owen” he said, smiling flirtatiously. They kissed again several times, then returned to the club.

	 

	After the couple sat down for one more drink, they both felt tired.

	 

	David "I'm really spent, Owen. I think it's time we both went home for the night."

	 

	——

	 

	As David told Owen about his friends who could give them a lift, he became aware of Lydia and Ava getting closer to him. The time had come when he had to greet them.

	 

	"Hey, Lydia! Ava!" He said in his girliest voice.

	 

	"Debbie!" Said Lydia excitedly.

	 

	She grabbed him and gave him a big hug, then pretended to gasp as she saw Owen.

	 

	"You must be Owen!" She said.

	 

	Owen looked at David confusedly, but with a pleased expression.

	 

	"That's right," he said.

	 

	"Oh my God," Lydia said, “Debbie has told us all about you!"

	 

	"Really?" said Owen, looking at David.

	 

	"Yep!" said Lydia. Ava nodded in agreement.

	 

	"Okay," said Owen, laughing nervously.

	 

	David felt his face burning. He was doubly embarrassed.

	 

	"So, you're coming back with us?" Ava said.

	 

	"Sure," said Owen, putting his arm around David again.

	 

	
"Come on," said Ava," Let's go."

	 

	——

	 

	Several months later, Owen stood outside a cottage in a grey, fitted suit. Rather than trousers, he wore a skirt.

	 

	He, David and Garth were together at Lydia's cottage David and Garth were likewise dressed in a sexy, but professional manner. They looked a bit like realtors. They knew to answer only to Olivia, Debbie and Gee.

	 

	"What do you think?" said Garth, in an extremely high-pitched voice. Ava and Lydia followed the three sissies into the house.

	 

	"We've painted all of the bedrooms," David said, "And they're absolutely fabulous. We know you'll agree."

	 

	The three sissies took Ava and Lydia into the first of eight bedrooms. It was painted pink and there were pink curtains hanging down beside barred windows. There was a rocking chair beside the window, with a dildo mounted onto it. There were pink straps on the arms to restrain wrists and on the legs, for ankle restraint.

	 

	"Very nice," said Lydia, nodding seriously.

	 

	David, Owen and Garth showed Ava and Lydia into the remaining seven rooms. Five more of them were decorated similarly. They all had the punishment rocking chairs, bars on the windows and each of them also had a padlock on the door. There were hooks on the ceilings and headboards for securing sissies. The entire house looked like a torture den.

	 

	"I love it," said Ava. "You three girls have done good!"

	 

	When they got to the seventh room, the theme had changed. It was still feminine, but not as extreme in its girlishness. The walls were cream and the bed clothes were dark purple and lilac. There was a luxurious rug on the wall and a nice, soft chair in the room. There were no torture devices, bars or padlocks in this room. Lydia and Ava smiled at each other.

	 

	The eighth room was similar. Stylish décor, no torture devices and an open window. Between the seventh and eighth room was a large bathroom with a bath, shower and bidet.

	 

	"Of course, these are your two rooms," said Garth.

	 

	"Of course," said Ava, beaming. “I assume you moved your things into your rooms?"

	 

	"Yes Mistress Ava," replied David.

	 

	"Excellent," clapped Lydia. This had begun as a way to get revenge on the guy who harassed her, but she was quite enjoying dominating all three sissies by now with the promise of more to come.

	 

	The two women and three sissies walked down to the living room of the cottage. There were two big cream sofas in there, plus arm chairs and a large TV. The sissies sat together on a sofa, whilst Ava and Lydia took an arm chair each.

	 

	——

	 

	"You girls have done an amazing job," said Ava.

	 

	"Thank you," said Garth, smiling proudly at the women. “Olivia did all the plumbing, you know!"

	 

	Owen looked down at the floor. He still hadn't got used to the humiliation. He'd done the plumbing to keep himself busy, distract himself. He hadn't come to terms with the fact that he was there: a sissy, with two other sissies.

	 

	Lydia and Ava smiled at Owen.

	 

	"We're very proud of you," Lydia said. “I knew we could make this work. I'm so thrilled that this cottage has become something. Something so fantastic."

	 

	She stood to go and look in the kitchen, whilst Ava continued to talk to the sissies.

	 

	“I think I can speak for Lydia and myself,” she said, "When I say we will be moving in."

	 

	David, Owen and Garth all looked at each other. They smiled triumphantly. Their hard work had paid off: they'd pleased their mistresses.

	 

	"As for the three free rooms," Ava continued, “I'm sure you'll be as excited as I am when I tell you that they won't be empty for long."

	 

	Lydia returned as Ava laughed. "We'll fill them very soon."

	 

	Lydia smiled and returned to the arm chair next to Ava's.

	 

	"Oh yes," she said, "We will fill them soon. Those rocking chairs are desperate to be sat on!"

	 

	The sissies shuffled uncomfortably on the sofa as they thought about the chairs.

	 

	"I'm wondering," said Ava, “Who should try one first..."

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Domming the Dom

	 

	Ava and Lydia were feeling extremely positive. Their three sissies: Gee, Debbie and Olivia were bringing some money in and settling down nicely. There were also plans in place to get more sissies into Lydia's repurposed cottage.

	 

	They sat together in the front room and chatted about how well things were going.

	 

	"I'm so chuffed," Ava said, "Thanks so much for getting on board! I mean, I kind of knew you would, but still! This house, it's amazing!"

	 

	"You're so welcome," said Lydia, smiling as she smoothed out her brand new, expensive floral dress. "I can't believe how well it's going. David as Debbie has made my year. I mean, he is so much more suited to being a woman than a man! He really knows how to please men, too! The money he's bringing in is proving that!"

	 

	Ava laughed. "Well, we've taught him well!"

	 

	Lydia laughed with her. "And Olivia! Wow! She's no stunner, but she's come a long way and I bet some guy will like that long blonde hair. Besides, she is keeping this cottage in amazing shape!"

	 

	Ava looked around the spotless room. It was completely dust-free and perfectly tidy. The new, beige carpet was as good as new and the large television shone after being freshly polished.

	 

	"Yep," said Lydia, "That's why I've given her a night off tonight. Debbie and Gee have their dates, though."

	 

	"Of course," said Ava. “Jeez, I can't stand that man Gee is dating. Peter, isn't it?"

	 

	Lydia nodded.

	 

	"He thinks he's a Dom," Ava continued, "But he doesn't know the first thing about being dominant. Conservative pig. He just gets off on shouting and being unpleasant to people. Then he calls it dominance! That's not dominance: that's just dickhead-ance!"

	 

	Lydia snorted with laughter.

	 

	"Dickhead-ance,” she echoed, “I love it."

	 

	"I can't wait to sort him out, put him in his place," said Ava.

	 

	"I'm sure you'll do a great job,” said Lydia. “I'm actually looking forward to sissifying Nigel. He's born for it."

	 

	“He really is!” Said Ava, “If any man was born to be a sissy, it's him. He already talks and walks like a girl!"

	 

	"I know!" Said Lydia, “I wouldn't be surprised if he's secretly gay, actually."

	 

	Ava shrugged. "Perhaps!" She said. "As long as Debbie can seduce him, I don't mind!"

	 

	Lydia nodded. “I'm sure she will!"

	 

	——

	 

	David was dressed in a tight, black dress. It had lace sleeves and a square cut-out over the chest, with a choker-like fastening around the neck. With his black, strapless bra filled with false tits, his figure looked stunning. His legs were neatly waxed and exceptionally smooth, covered with fake tan. He wore delicate silver jewellery and thigh-high black boots. His hair had grown, so he no longer had to wear a wig. He had curled, brown hair falling either side of his cheeks. He wore bright red lipstick and dark eye make-up that made his eyes look smoky.

	 

	With confidence, he followed Nigel into his apartment.

	 

	"Wow," said David in the high voice he'd become so used to, "I love it. It's a beautiful place you have here!"

	 

	Nigel smiled proudly.

	 

	"Thanks," he said, "I've worked hard for it, you know."

	 

	David looked Nigel up and down. They were almost exactly the same height, with David being around a centimeter taller. Nigel had fair hair that he parted to the side and gelled. His eyes were extremely blue and his lips were pink. When he laughed, he had a habit of flicking his hair back around his ear, which looked extremely feminine. David couldn't help but notice how girly Nigel was, already.

	 

	For their date that evening, Nigel wore a pale, paisley-patterned shirt and tight black jeans. He had shiny black shoes on and he smelt strongly of aftershave.

	 

	"You look nice," said David, smiling sweetly as Nigel led them to his living room.

	 

	"No, no," said Nigel, “You look amazing, Debbie!" David continued to smile.

	 

	"What would you like to drink?" Nigel said, "White wine, rose, something soft?"

	 

	"Oh, there's no point in something soft, is there?" David laughed, winking flirtily.

	 

	Nigel laughed and shook his head.

	 

	"White wine?"

	 

	"Lovely."

	 

	David sat down whilst Nigel fetched the drinks. He looked around the apartment and felt a pang of nostalgia. Nigel's flat was very similar to his own: tidy, modern and filled with books. There were two book cases in the living room, filled mostly with novels. David longed to read one. He missed reading. All he had in his new home was a heap of women's magazines.

	 

	When Nigel returned, two glasses of wine in his hand, David stopped staring at the books. He focused all of his attention on the man he was dating.

	 

	——

	 

	Nigel cooked a fantastic meal for them both: a mushroom risotto which was perfectly complemented by the white wine. They even had a dessert of profiteroles, that he'd made himself. David was genuinely impressed by Nigel's skills in the kitchen, and found himself thinking about how they could be used back at the cottage.

	 

	"That was amazing,” David said, “You must have spent ages cooking that."

	 

	"Well, it was worth it," said Nigel. "I wanted to treat you, you know. You're a beautiful woman."

	 

	The wine was relaxing Nigel and he was sitting back in his chair, more sloppily than usual.

	 

	"Hey," said David, "How about a massage?"

	 

	Nigel smiled. "That sounds very nice. But please, I'd like to give you a massage!"

	 

	David shook his head, smiling.

	 

	"Me first," he said, "I asked first."

	 

	David was smiling seductively at Nigel and it was working. He sat back up straight in his chair, then stood up. He put his hand out to David.

	 

	David allowed Nigel to take his hand and lead them both to the bedroom. Standing in the doorway to Nigel's bedroom, they shared a long kiss.

	 

	“Mmm,” moaned David as he kissed Nigel. Nigel's lips were soft and their kiss was gentle. It was almost like kissing a girl.

	 

	When their mouths parted, David stared into Nigel's eyes. He slowly stroked Nigel's chest.

	 

	"Let me help you to properly relax," David whispered. He unbuttoned Nigel's shirt, taking his time with each button and kissing Nigel after he undid each one. When all of the buttons were undone, David reached down and unbuckled Nigel's belt. Nigel reached for the zip at the back of David's dress, but David moved his hands away. He removed Nigel's shirt completely, leaned forward and kissed his - already smooth - chest. David moaned again under his breath.

	 

	They kissed again, more heavily now, whilst David pulled Nigel's belt out of the loops of his jeans. He threw the belt on the floor, then unbuttoned Nigel's jeans and unzipped them. He could feel Nigel's large, erect cock through the jeans. He stroked it and Nigel moaned.

	 

	"Debbie," he whispered, leaning forward to kiss David again.

	 

	They shared another intense, passionate kiss, before David pushed Nigel back, towards his bed. His bed had cream, silky sheets.

	 

	David pulled Nigel's tight jeans off his legs and removed his socks, all the time maintaining eye contact.

	 

	"I brought something with me," David said softly. Nigel raised his eyebrows.

	 

	"Oh yeah?"

	 

	David nodded. "I'll just go and get it."

	 

	He walked slowly out of the bedroom as Nigel lay back on the bed, moving his hips to show off his ass. Nigel stared at David's back as he walked out of the room, quickly touching his cock which ached due to his desire, before David returned.

	 

	When David walked back into the room, he held a blindfold and a bottle of massage oil.

	 

	“It will make it more sensual,” David said, “Can I?"

	 

	He smiled and stared into Nigel's eyes. Nigel gulped and nodded. David climbed on top of him on the bed. He put the blindfold around his eyes, stroking his hair as he did so.

	 

	"Okay," David said, “Now lie down, on your front.

	 

	Nigel - now blindfolded - turned around and lay face-down on the bed. He put his arms above his head and took deep breaths. His erect cock poked into the bed sheets.

	 

	David positioned his knees either side of Nigel's thighs. He pulled down Nigel's boxer shorts and stroked his ass. Nigel lifted his legs one at a time, to allow David to pull the boxers off. He was completely naked, apart from the blindfold. David still wore the lacy black dress, though he'd taken his boots off before they ate dinner.

	 

	He squeezed some of the oil into his hands, then rubbed his hands together. He slowly ran them down Nigel's back. Nigel shuddered softly.

	 

	"That's nice," he whispered.

	 

	"Good," David said soothingly. He continued to run his hands softly up and down Nigel's smooth, pale back. He pushed gently, then used his fingertips to draw shapes across Nigel's skin. He was truly enjoying exploring Nigel's body. He couldn't stop thinking about what a good girl Nigel would make.

	 

	When he massaged his ass, Nigel moaned a lot. David could tell he was extremely excited. He longed to reach around and stroke his cock, but he knew that now wasn't the time for that. David's own cock was throbbing as he stroked Nigel's naked body.

	 

	He rubbed more oil into his hands and massaged further up Nigel's back, close to his neck. He leaned down and kissed Nigel's neck, then used his fingertips as well as the palms of his hands to put varying amounts of pressure on him. Nigel's breathing slowed down as he truly relaxed.

	 

	The bedroom door became more ajar, as Lydia crept in.

	 

	——

	 

	David's heart immediately began to race as he saw Lydia. She looked fierce, dressed all in black leather and heavily made up. She had dark lipstick on as well as dark eye make-up and wore a studded choker. Her cleavage was on show and her hair was down and perfectly straight. She had high-heeled boots on and she held a flogger in one hand, a pair of silky stockings in the other. As soon as David looked up at her, she put her finger to her mouth to signal him to remain silent. She pointed to the side of the room to tell him to walk there, as she took his place on the bed, lying the flogger and stockings down next to Nigel.

	 

	Whilst this was happening, Nigel turned around.

	 

	"Hey, babe, where are you going?"

	 

	He reached up to remove his blindfold, but Lydia instantly grabbed his arm.

	 

	"Shh," she said, guiding his body back into the position he'd been in. When he lay face-down again, she began to stroke his back as David had.

	 

	As Lydia massaged Nigel, she turned to David.

	 

	"Knickers off," she mouthed.

	 

	David knew better than to even spend a moment questioning her. He pulled his silky panties down.

	 

	Lydia picked up the stockings and started to stroke David's back with them.

	 

	"Mmm," he moaned into the bed. He moved his arms down by his side. He was truly relaxed now.

	 

	She ran them over his back, then down the sides of each of his cheeks. She could see him smiling with pleasure as she ran them down each of his arms, then lifted his hands gently.

	 

	Lydia tied Nigel's wrists together with the stockings, resting them behind his back. He continued to smile into the bed.

	 

	Lydia turned to David again. She pointed at the space in front of Nigel on the bed. David knew what to do.

	 

	He walked to the edge of the bed, close to Nigel's head and pointed his cock at his face.

	 

	Lydia stepped away from them both and took her phone from her back pocket, holding it up to get some pictures. David hit Nigel's face with his cock.

	 

	"What?" Nigel said, suddenly alarmed.

	 

	David pushed his cock close to Nigel's mouth as Lydia took several photos in quick succession. Nigel tried to move his arms, then realised he couldn't. David hit close to his mouth with his cock and he moved his head away.

	 

	"What the fuck?" he shouted, struggling desperately and shuffling his body away. "What the fuck?"

	 

	——

	 

	Garth sat in the passenger seat of Peter's car as he talked in his usual, too loud voice.

	 

	"Yeah baby, you're in for a beating tonight. Ha ha!"

	 

	Garth rolled his eyes. This guy was so full of himself.

	 

	"Oh yeah?" Garth said. He kind of had a feeling that he wasn't. Not really.

	 

	"This dungeon is awesome," said Peter. “I hope you don't mind me saying, I mean, I don't want to be insensitive, but I have been there before."

	 

	"It's okay," said Garth. For some reason, he did feel hurt by that comment. He shouldn't have done, he didn't think. It wasn't as though he actually really liked Peter or anything, but he felt disrespected. When he thought about it, Pete made him feel like that quite often.

	 

	Peter used the gear stick, then rested his hand on Garth's leg.

	 

	"Mmm," he said, quickly turning to look at Garth. "You are looking tasty tonight, Gee.”

	 

	Garth smiled. It made him feel a little fluttery when Peter said things like that to him.

	 

	"Thanks," he said.

	 

	He stared at Peter as he drove. He drove aggressively and a little too fast. He wore leather driving gloves and a black leather jacket. He wore black jeans with keys hanging off one of his belt loops, on the left hand side. He'd told Garth that that was a sign of his dominance. Garth didn't understand why.

	 

	"I've brought all the things we need," said Peter, "Oh yes. We're going to have a good time, baby."

	 

	He squeezed Garth's thigh, then ran his hand through his short hair, before returning it to the steering wheel. Garth stared at the road ahead.

	 

	——

	 

	When they arrived at the dungeon – named 'The Space Studios', Peter picked up his phone and held it to his ear.

	 

	"Hey, Big J," he said, "Yeah, yeah, we're outside. Cheers man. Cheers."

	 

	"Come on, baby," he said, opening his own car door, then walking around to open Garth's. Garth opened his own, stepping out quickly. He'd dressed as Peter had instructed him to: like a slut. He wore a plunge dress that had eyelets going down either side of the skirt and up the front. These were tied together, loosely, with ribbons. Garth was showing a lot of skin. He wore a black bra that hardly covered anything but had a lot of padding and a tiny black thong. His cock hardly fit into the thong, and it was uncomfortable.

	 

	“Come, you little slut,” Peter suddenly barked. He was already in role.

	 

	Garth followed Peter to the door. It was cold outside and he was shivering in the tiny dress. Peter ignored this. When the door opened, he dropped his bag and shook the tall, bald owner's hand excitedly.

	 

	"Big J, hey!"

	 

	Big J nodded at him seriously.

	 

	"Me and the slut are here," Peter said, “Got the key?"

	 

	Big J handed Peter a single key.

	 

	"Don't lose it," he said sternly, widening his eyes a little scarily.

	 

	Peter laughed arrogantly, then picked up his bag and beckoned Garth. Wordlessly, Garth followed Peter inside. Big J walked into his kitchen area, telling Peter,

	 

	"You know where to go."

	 

	Peter walked up the stairs, then turned right. Garth, of course, followed.

	 

	——

	 

	When they entered the dungeon that Peter had rented, Peter immediately slammed shut the door, but didn't lock it. He dropped the bag he'd been carrying on the floor. Garth quickly took in the contents of the room.

	 

	There was a small cage in the corner, which he couldn't imagine fitting in. There were two leather benches with built-in restraints on the legs and a there was a torture chair. There were bars going across the room, under the ceiling, with chains hanging from them and the whole room was painted red.

	 

	"Get over that bench, NOW!” Peter yelled.

	 

	Garth jumped, then obeyed Peter. He walked up to the bench and bent over it.

	 

	Peter walked towards the bench Garth bent over. He walked around him several times, then suddenly spanked his ass.

	 

	"Naughty girl," he said for no reason, then he walked back towards the door and picked up his bag.

	 

	He walked with the bag back over to Garth, then spanked his ass again.

	 

	"Good girl," he said this time.

	 

	God, he's awful, Garth thought.

	 

	Peter pulled a large chain out of his bag and wrapped it around Garth's wrists. He used a hook to secure the chain, then laughed as he stepped away from the bench. He reached into the bag again and picked up a large whip.

	 

	Peter swing the whip in the air and brought it down quickly, producing a cracking sound.

	 

	At least he can make the crack sound, Garth thought, then, he's probably been practising.

	 

	Peter cracked the whip in the air again, when the door opened.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava was dressed in a shiny, PVC dominatrix outfit. Her boots were covered in buckles and her impressive cleavage was fully on show. She had dark make-up on like Lydia had and she'd painted her nails black. She looked at Peter with disdain.

	 

	Peter frowned and shook his head furiously.

	 

	"Out! Get out!" he said, "We've booked this room. Go! Now!"

	 

	Ava burst out laughing, closing the door and walking towards Peter. She reached her hand out for him to pass her the whip.

	 

	"Out!" He said again, “There's been a mix-up! This is our room! You can't come in here!"

	 

	Ava laughed again. She looked at Garth, bent over the bench with his hands in chains.

	 

	"Amateur," she muttered.

	 

	She kept her hand out, then looked Peter in the eye.

	 

	"Give me the whip."

	 

	Peter stared back at her, attempting to assert his dominance. Ava simple mocked him.

	 

	She stared back at him, then snatched the whip. She swung it in the air and cracked it, much louder than he had.

	 

	"Oh, I'm such a big man," she said in a deep voice, "Look at me, I can crack a whip and shout at a woman!"

	 

	She cracked it again, then shouted at Garth.

	 

	"Bad girl! You've been naughty! I'm going to punish you!"

	 

	Peter watched her in horror. Ava stared him in the eye again.

	 

	"Get down on your knees," she said. Peter shook his head. "No way," he said. "Get down on your knees, bitch," Ava said.

	 

	"No, fuck you," said Peter.

	 

	Ava kicked the back of Peter's knees. He fell to the floor, cursing.

	 

	Ava knelt on the floor, next to Peter's bag.

	 

	"Thanks for bringing everything I need!" She said. She laughed as she pulled out some leather restraints.

	 

	Before Peter had any chance to react, she had his wrists cuffed in the restraints, then his ankles. He crawled pathetically across the floor, then stopped still. He was bright red with humiliation.

	 

	Ava rummaged through the bag.

	 

	"Aha, perfect," she said, picking up a penis gag. She roughly attached it to Peter, shoving the rubber cock into his mouth. He choked as saliva fell down his face.

	 

	"Please," he said, gagging on the rubber cock, "please."

	 

	"Don't speak with your mouth full,” Ava said calmly. She took a large paddle from the bag, then looked at the bench that Garth wasn't occupying.

	 

	Ava dragged Peter over to the bench, then pulled his restrained body over it. Peter couldn't separate his legs to walk, so he lay there helplessly. Ava picked up the paddle again.

	 

	She pulled Peter's jeans and boxers down in one go, so they were both around his shins. Mercilessly, she struck him with the large paddle.

	 

	"Owww!" Peter yelled. A tear rolled down his cheek immediately. He breathed through his nose as the rubber cock filled his mouth.

	 

	"Bad boy!" Ava said sarcastically. She laughed as she struck him again.

	 

	Peter managed to not yell this time, though he bit into the rubber cock. It hurt much more than he had expected it to.

	 

	Ava struck him time and time again. Pain overtook his consciousness. His ass stung and several times he thought that he could take no more. He bit into the rubber cock, then sucked it. He found it strangely soothing to suck the cock, though when he caught himself doing it the embarrassment overwhelmed him. He thought about Gee on the bench just meters away from him. How would he ever face her again? He was supposed do be dominating her. Now he was being truly dominated, in a way he'd never been able to achieve. How had this happened? And it was by a woman!

	 

	Ava didn't slow down or stop striking Peter, though she did change where she hit him. She went from his buttocks to the top of his thighs and all the way down to the back of his knees. She paused for less than a second between each hit. He was completely red by the time she decided to stop. His face was wet with tears and saliva.

	 

	When Ava did stop, she threw the paddle down on the floor. She walked over to Garth and removed the chain from around his wrists.

	 

	——

	 

	"Hey Gee," she said, as Gee sat up on the bench.

	 

	"Hey Ava," said Garth. Peter felt a new level of horror sinking in. They knew each other? Was this... planned? Had he been done over by a woman? By two women?

	 

	Before he had time to properly consider these thoughts, Ava had returned to him. She put a blindfold around his eyes, then unhooked the penis gag from around his mouth. As she dropped it to the floor, Peter immediately started trying to talk.

	 

	"What the fu-"

	 

	"HUSH!" Ava bellowed.

	 

	Peter closed his mouth.

	 

	"Remain silent," Ava said. Her authority was unquestionable.

	 

	She unclipped his ankle restraints, then dragged him to his feet, his hands still in leather restraints behind his back. Ava pulled up Peter's jeans, noticing his small, semi-erect cock as she did. She laughed as she pulled his boxers over his cock, and again at the keys hanging off his belt loop.

	 

	Garth collected Peter's belongings as Ava sorted him out, putting them back into the bag. When everything was in there, he nodded at Ava. She nodded back and walked to the door, holding onto Peter.

	 

	"Off we go," Ava said.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava drove Peter's car.

	 

	"It drives quite nicely," she said. Peter was in the back, still blindfolded. He sat next to a large rucksack that Ava had brought with her. Garth sat in the passenger seat, smiling. He directed Ava to Peter's house.

	 

	——

	 

	When they arrived, Ava let herself in with Peter's keys, whilst Garth led him through the door, carrying Ava's bag over his shoulder. In Peter's living room they took off the blindfold. Peter seemed to think that this meant that the ordeal was over.

	 

	"Does somebody mind telling me what the fuck that was all about?"

	 

	Ava raised her eyebrow then addressed Garth. "Was?" She said.

	 

	She opened the rucksack and took out a pink dress.

	 

	"Strip," she said to Peter.

	 

	Peter groaned.

	 

	"STRIP!" She yelled.

	 

	Peter couldn't help but feel scared. Awkwardly and uncomfortably, he took off his clothes.

	 

	After staring at Peter's naked body and flaccid cock for more than a minute, Ava knelt down and pulled out some frilly, pink panties.

	 

	"Help him into these,” she said to Garth, passing him the panties. Garth took the panties and knelt in front of Peter, looking up at him.

	 

	"Lift your leg," Garth said.

	 

	Peter felt awful. He couldn't believe Gee was telling him what to do. More than that, he couldn't believe he was about to comply. He lifted his foot. His face was burning and his heart raced.

	 

	Garth pulled the panties up around Peter's crotch. and patted his ass. It was still sore from the paddling, but feeling Gee's hands so close to his crotch made Peter feel aroused. He tried to focus on something else. But what was there to focus on?

	 

	Smirking, Ava passed Garth the dress. He immediately pulled it over Peter's head. Every time Peter protested, Ava yelled at him. He was so embarrassed to be spoken to like that by a woman, he stopped talking.

	 

	When he was in the dress, Ava immediately took some photos. After she had her first few for blackmail, she instructed Peter to lead them to his bedroom. He complied.

	 

	——

	 

	Peter's bedroom was as flash as he tried to be. His bed sheets were zebra print and tacky-looking, though obviously expensive, and he had two fur rugs on the floor. He had pricey paintings on the walls that still managed to look cheap somehow and there were gold knobs on his bed posts. Ava turned her nose up in distaste.

	 

	"Right," she said, “Photo shoot time."

	 

	——

	 

	Garth pulled Peter's dress off and waited for his next instruction from Ava. He was to put Peter in a bra.

	 

	Already somewhat familiar with Garth, Peter tried to protest.

	 

	"Stop, no way am I putting one of those fucking things on," he said.

	 

	Garth hooked the gel bra behind his back, then slid each of his arms into it.

	 

	Peter caught his reflection in the mirror. He looked ridiculous. He saw the two women either side of him too, snarling at him. He felt deflated. He was supposed to be a dominant. One thought kept haunting him:

	 

	Nobody can ever find out about this. Nobody can ever find out about this.

	 

	As though she'd read his thoughts, Ava suddenly said:

	 

	"Now, do as we say. You don't want anybody finding out about this, do you?"

	 

	Peter nodded. He was ashamed and humiliated to be under these women's power, but it was true. He couldn't let it get out. He'd lose his banking job, for a start, and his position as a local conservative councilor. He had to play the game. Their game.

	 

	Ava instructed Peter to sit on the edge of his bed, then she picked up her make-up bag.

	 

	"Purse your lips," she instructed him. He did. She drew neatly on them with pink lipstick, then picked up a black eyeliner pencil.

	 

	"Keep your eyes open," she said, as she drew the outline of each eye in black. "Now close them." She drew over the top of his eyelids.

	 

	"Keep them closed," she told him, and he did as he was told whilst she applied eyeshadow. He opened them when she told him to, so that she could add mascara. Very quickly, the make-up made Peter look very feminine.

	 

	Ava picked up the only wig she'd brought – a blonde one – and put it over Peter's head. She stood back and looked at him.

	 

	"Gee, get rid of his leg hair," she said.

	 

	Garth nodded and ran to Peter's en suite bathroom, returning with an unused disposable razor and a bottle of baby oil.

	 

	He squirted baby oil over his legs, then started to shave. As he removed the hair from Peter's legs, Ava lay two more dresses on his floor.

	 

	Garth wiped down Peter's legs with a towel, then smiled at Ava.

	 

	"Sorted," he said.

	 

	Ava nodded approvingly, then picked up her phone and took another photo.

	 

	"Okay,” she said, “Stand up.”

	 

	Peter posed in every position Ava asked him to in the lingerie, then again in the two dresses she'd laid out for him. One was a red, classy-looking dress that went down to the knee, whilst the second was a silver clubbing dress. All that Peter could think was,

	 

	I can't let this get out. I can't let this get out.

	 

	"Put your finger to your mouth suggestively," Ava said.

	 

	Snap. Snap. Snap. 

	 

	"Kneel down and look up at the camera."

	 

	Snap. Snap. 

	 

	"Okay, lie on the bed, propping your head up on your hand."

	 

	Snap.

	 

	I can't let this get out. I can't let this get out.

	 

	Peter knew that if he didn't do as the girls said, there was every chance that it would get out. He was left with next to no choice.

	 

	Snap. Snap. Snap.

	 

	——

	 

	The red, classy-looking dress was what Ava decided to take Peter back to the cottage in. When the photo-shoot was complete, she packed the other clothes into the bag, leaving out a pair of red shoes.

	 

	"You'll be like Dorothy in these," she said.

	 

	Peter's face was almost as red as the dress and shoes. He couldn't look at Garth. Ava seemed to become increasingly threatening to him, as he realised her boundaries were difficult to locate. Just how far would she take this? What was 'this'?

	 

	Ava straightened Peter's wig and looked straight into his dark eyes.

	 

	"You're going to make a great one," she said elusively. Peter frowned. He was irritated by the fact that he was becoming more and more aroused by Ava. He'd never considered himself to be into dominant women before. But... she was paying him so much attention. The way she touched him, as well. It was firm yet still unmistakably womanly. She was a real woman, he thought. He found himself starting to admire her, even wanting to please her.

	 

	Ava and Garth both squeezed Peter's feet into the too-small red shoes. He winced with pain and refused to look down at his feet. Every time he caught his reflection, he looked away. He looked too womanly, more than he ever knew he could. Suddenly, whilst his mind drifted, Ava and Garth lifted Peter up. Ava swung her bag over her shoulder as her and Garth dragged Peter out of his house and back into his car. They blindfolded him after putting him on the back seat, then Ava started to drive.

	 

	——

	 

	Back at the cottage, Owen was cleaning whilst Lydia, David and Nigel were in one of the newly decorated bedrooms.

	 

	Ava and Garth took an arm of Peter's each as they walked him inside, then straight up the stairs. When they reached his new bedroom, they removed the blindfold.

	 

	Peter gasped as he looked around the room. It was unbelievable. There was a pink double bed with a frilly duvet cover, a pink fluffy rug on the floor and an enormous pile of make up on a cluttered dressing table. He caught his reflection again, in the mirror behind it.

	 

	His eyes widened as he spotted a dildo rocking chair in the corner of the room. Ava and Garth grinned at each other as they saw him noticing it. Taking one arm each again, they dragged him over.

	 

	Ava laughed sadistically as she pulled up Peter's dress.

	 

	"Girls need to learn how to ride cocks," she said.

	 

	She pulled down the pink panties, then reached down for the chair's built-in restraints. She clipped Peter's ankles into the restraints.

	 

	"Please," he begged, "I can't do this. I'll do anything else. Anything, please. I can't do this."

	 

	Panic filled Peter's eyes as Ava pushed him down onto the dildo. It poked into his ass slightly at first, then got deeper. The chair began to rock.

	 

	Ava clipped Peter's wrists to the arms of the chair as it rocked harder. The dildo got deeper, penetrating Peter's ass.

	 

	Garth laughed as Peter was fucked by the dildo on the rocking chair.

	 

	"She's enjoying that," he said to Ava.

	 

	Ava folded her arms and stared at Peter as he was fucked by the dildo. His eyes both watered and his mouth was wide open as he screamed comically.

	 

	"Oh my God!" he yelled, then moaned. "Oh my God!"

	 

	——

	 

	Peter couldn't hide how hard his cock became, the longer he spent fucking the rocking chair. Garth and Ava continued to stare at him, which just made him more and more turned on.

	 

	"Oh my God," he moaned over and over again. It was his first time being penetrated. He gasped as he settled into a rhythm with the rocking chair.

	 

	Snap. Snap. Snap.

	 

	Peter screamed as he fucked the dildo even faster. He wanted to come, now. He was going to come. The rubber dick in his ass was stimulating him in ways he'd never felt before. He gasped again as his hands made fists.

	 

	Snap. Snap.

	 

	Garth and Ava watched him vividly.

	 

	"Good girl," said Ava, "Fuck that cock. Ride that cock. Good girl. Good girl, Penny!"

	 

	Peter gasped again.

	 

	"Oh my God! Fuck!"

	 

	Peter came powerfully in the chair. His spunk covered his torso. Ava winked at Garth.

	 

	She walked towards Peter and unhooked his ankles and wrists. He was more embarrassed than ever, now. He'd just came in front of these two women, as he was fucked by a rubber cock on a rocking chair. And he'd heard the snap, on Ava's camera. Fear ran through him again.

	 

	This cannot get out.

	 

	After Ava helped Peter out of the chair, she gestured around the room.

	 

	"Welcome to your new bedroom,” she said, “Evidently, you already like it."

	 

	She looked down at Peter's spunk-covered torso and smirked. He pulled the red dress back down over him.

	 

	Ava picked up her bag and walked towards the door. Garth left with her, and she locked the door immediately.

	 

	"Now, you," she said, "Go back to your room."

	 

	——

	 

	Peter collapsed on the pink bed. His mind raced. He couldn't believed what had just happened, what was happening. He put his head in his hands as he cringed, groaning loudly.

	 

	He remembered how he'd been trying to be dominant, in the dungeon. That woman had walked in and destroyed him. And she knew Gee. Those two were a team.

	 

	He remembered the pictures in his house. What if they got out? How would he ever get over it?

	 

	He pulled his head from his hands and looked around the room. It seemed to be shrinking. There were posters on the wall, of boy bands he vaguely recognised. There were hair straighteners on the floor and books with pictures of different hair styles.

	 

	He sat up on the bed and looked down at his smooth legs. They looked weird. Without hair, his legs looked slimmer and extremely pale. He stroked them. They were so smooth. They really could pass as women's legs, he thought.

	 

	With difficulty, he unbuckled and took off the red shoes. His feet were red and had developed blisters. He sighed with relief as he wriggled his toes, enjoying their newfound freedom.

	 

	He looked around the room again. He noticed that there were bars in the windows. It really was like a prison cell, he thought. He felt sorry for himself for several seconds, until the next thought crossed his mind:

	 

	What was my crime?

	 

	——

	 

	In the other newly occupied room of the house, Nigel held his head in his hands. He'd been subjected to a similar initiation with the rocking chair, and he'd also been made to suck David's cock.

	 

	As he'd sucked him, he'd found himself shamefully aroused. He didn't fancy men, he knew he didn't. He'd been asked if he was gay many times, but he wasn't.

	 

	But as he'd sucked David, feeling him get harder and harder and hearing his moans of pleasure, he'd felt twinge after twinge of his own pleasure. He'd caught himself aching with desire. He'd found himself wanting more cock, more cock, more cock...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Harem

	 

	Ava and Lydia were enjoying their success. They were now up to five sissies in Lydia's converted cottage, and all of them were adjusting pretty well.

	 

	Nigel, the newest addition, walked up and down in his bedroom. He was practising walking in three-inch heels. His long, blonde hair flicked from side to side and he strutted with confidence, swaying his hips. He looked into the full-length mirror and grabbed his false breasts. He sighed wistfully, longing for the real thing.

	 

	Nigel sat on his pink bed, in need of a rest. His feet hurt quite badly. He ran his fingers through his hair, which was made longer by extensions. When he'd ensured that all his hair was smooth, he held out his hands in front of him, admiring his nails. Like his locks, they were made longer by extensions. His false nails were long and pointy. Three of them were black, with gold stripes, whilst two were fully gold. He loved them. He lay back on the bed and held his feet up in the air, looking at his shoes.

	 

	Like his nails, they were black and gold. The bulk of the shoes were black suede, whilst the sole and heel were both bright, shining gold. They were beautiful. Nigel loved them, and for the first time in his life was thrilled to have just size 7 feet. The mistresses had no trouble finding shoes to fit him, without having to painfully force his feet in like they did with the others.

	 

	As he reflected on this, Nigel shook his head and scolded himself. "You should still be practising," he said aloud. He stood up from the bed and held his arms out to balance himself. Quickly, he put them down by his sides and resumed his confident, sassy walk. When he turned around, he caught his reflection in the mirror. He smiled at himself, admiring the job he'd done on his own make-up. His lips were a luscious red and his eye lashes were long and dark. His foundation was smooth and his skin was completely stubble-free. He ran his fingers down his tight-fitting, black dress. He felt good in it, free, somehow. He wore no tights or stockings and enjoyed the feeling of his smooth legs, brushing against the dress as he walked. The false breasts in the bra beneath his dress were impressively realistic, and even gave the illusion of a cleavage for Nigel. He looked great, and he knew it. Not only was he a passable woman, he was a woman who would turn many men's heads.

	 

	As he turned around to continue his walking practice, Nigel looked at the reflection of his back in the mirror, or, more specifically, his backside. He almost lost his balance in the shoes as he stared at his buttocks, moving side to side with his increasingly bold walk. With slightly sore feet, Nigel sat on the bed again, this time with a copy of 'Cosmopolitan'. There was an article on 'Oral Sex Tips to Blow your Man's Mind' that he really wanted to read...

	 

	——

	 

	Lydia was tapping into her laptop as Ava walked into the living room.

	 

	"Hey," said Ava as she sat down beside her. Lydia stopped what she was doing and smiled.

	 

	"Hey," she said, "Guess what!"

	 

	"What?" said Ava, smiling. She already had an inkling.

	 

	"Well," said Lydia, "I looked at the numbers, like you asked me to, and wow.. We really are making quite a profit. Especially with the money Gee and Nicola have been making!"

	 

	Ava nodded enthusiastically. "I know, right!" She said, "I could never have imagined we'd start getting this successful. It's great! The guys who come for Gee and Nicola are keen, as well. They seem like potential long-term regulars."

	 

	"Absolutely," said Lydia, "And they leave generous tips!"

	 

	Ava wrinkled her nose in distaste. "Posh wankers."

	 

	Both girls began to laugh.

	 

	"And as for Olivia," Lydia said, "Isn't she just a little star!"

	 

	Ava laughed. "You talk about her as though she's a child!"

	 

	"Well, you know what I mean!" Said Lydia. "All that cleaning. She's amazing as a French maid. And all the cleaning she does here! I mean, we hardly have to lift a finger!"

	 

	"Great, isn't it," grinned Ava.

	 

	Lydia pushed her laptop away from her and stretched her arms and legs. She looked around the large living room. It was completely spotless. The two sofas and two chairs were cream-coloured and looked brand new, the laminate floor was shining and there wasn't a speck of dust in sight.

	 

	"She's good," she said, nodding.

	 

	"The best, for sure," said Ava, “But the others are pretty good at cleaning, too. Except for one of them!"

	 

	"Oh, Polly!" Lydia rolled her eyes. “She's hopeless! I don't think she's ever cleaned before in her life!"

	 

	"Nope," said Ava, "Too 'dominant', supposedly!"

	 

	Lydia rolled her eyes again. "She looks good, but her social skills are pretty poor, too. Her dates haven't been great."

	 

	"We'll have to work on it," said Ava, standing up. "Would you like a drink?"

	 

	"Sure," said Lydia, "What are you having?"

	 

	Before Ava could answer, one of the sissies had entered the room. The mistresses' expressions went from relaxed to stern as they stared at Gee.

	 

	——

	 

	"I'm sorry to interrupt," Garth said, "But I need to talk to you two."

	 

	Ava put her hand on Garth's shoulder. “Okay,” she said, "Don't worry, Gee. Sit down. What's wrong?"

	 

	Garth, who was dressed casually in a blouse-dress with flip-flops sat down next to Lydia. Ava sat the other side of him, looking him up and down.

	 

	"You're not looking bad," she said, “Make sure you stay on top of your leg-shaving, though. There's a tiny trace of stubble coming through."

	 

	Garth crossed his legs and blushed slightly.

	 

	"I'm sorry, mistress," she said, "I was just about to do it. Honestly I was."

	 

	Ava smiled gently. “Don't worry," she said again. "Your toenails are looking good!"

	 

	Garth smiled proudly and started to relax again.

	 

	"So, what's up?" asked Lydia, who hadn't dropped her stern expression.

	 

	"It's Polly," Garth said quickly. He exhaled with relief.

	 

	"I knew it," said Ava, punching one of her hands with the other.

	 

	"She keeps trying to be in charge, and start trouble."

	 

	Ava nodded. She ran her fingers through her brown hair and sighed. She clenched her fists again.

	 

	"What's she been doing?"

	 

	"She's trying to get us to rebel," he said, “To put up a fight... against you two. She doesn't realise how stupid she's being and she thinks she is IT. I am happier here than I ever thought I would be, and I really don't want Polly to ruin it all!"

	 

	"He's trying to sabotage it all," he said. "I'm actually okay with this life-style. It took me a while, of course, but I'm coming to terms with it now. I like it here, I enjoy my role and I respect you two."

	 

	Ava and Lydia smirked at each other. This was exactly what they wanted to hear. They both patted Garth on the back.

	 

	"Don't you worry, Gee," said Lydia, "We'll sort Polly out. Thanks for letting us know what's going on."

	 

	Garth nodded and looked down. “Thank you," he said timidly.

	 

	"Now, you go upstairs and shave your legs," said Ava, "We'll sort this. Don't worry."

	 

	Garth immediately stood and straightened out his dress.

	 

	"Thank you, mistresses," he said, bowing his head at them and walking towards the door.

	 

	"No problem, Gee," Ava said, smiling sweetly at him. As soon as he was out the door, her and Lydia looked at each other again.

	 

	“The little shit,” said Ava, “I've always disliked Pete. He needs an ego check."

	 

	"You can say that again!" said Lydia, “I think all of this is to make up for his penis size, though. I mean... have you seen it?"

	 

	The girls laughed loudly and stood up together.

	 

	"Let's have that drink," said Ava, "Then get changed, ready to sort out that wannabe-dom."

	 

	——

	 

	The girls drank their coffee quickly as they planned their outfits. Lydia was to dress in a black, latex one-piece that went down to the thighs. Beneath it, she would wear fishnet tights and knee-length, high-heeled boots with buckles down the side. She would wear a belt around the one-piece to make her look sterner and she'd also wear leather gloves, covered with studs.

	 

	They decided that Ava would dress scarier than Lydia. Her outfit was also black latex, but had a large collar that made her look evil. It had a zip that went all the way up – but she chose to show cleavage – and full-length sleeves. She wore it with similar boots to Lydia and both of them tied their brown hair on top of their heads. They put matching make-up on: dark red lipstick and lots of black around the eyes, then drew dark outlines over their eyebrows.

	 

	"We look like a pair of evil twins," Lydia laughed. 

	 

	Ava winked at her. "We are," she said.

	 

	"Let's go and get him," said Lydia.

	 

	——

	 

	As they burst into Peter's room, the girls saw him shoving his hand under his pillow. They stopped to look at him for less than a second, then Ava dived on him. She grabbed his arms as Lydia swooped her hand under the pillow. She pulled out a nail file.

	 

	Lydia held up the nail file and looked at it incredulously for a second, then she looked at the window next to Peter's bed. She burst out laughing.

	 

	"Oh my God," she said, “He's been trying to file down the bars on the window!"

	 

	Ava looked at the metal bars that covered Peter's window. Sure enough, one of them was covered in little pieces of grit that had clearly come from the nail file.

	 

	"No way," she said, "How stupid is that! As if it would ever work!"

	 

	Lydia was still on top of Peter as they both laughed loudly. Peter wriggled to try and free his arms. Lydia held on to them tight but leaned away from him a little.

	 

	"Hmm," she said, addressing Ava, “What do we think?"

	 

	Ava looked at Peter. His long, golden wig was pinned on and reasonably straight, but his makeup looked awful. It was as though a young child had applied it. There was blue eyeshadow going up to his eyebrows and his lips were a shade of pink that didn't match anything else. His eye lashes were unevenly spread with brown mascara and there was even a bit of stubble on his chin.

	 

	“The make-up is awful," Ava said, matter-of-factly. "And the lack of jewellery is exceptionally amateur. Haven't you listened to a word we've said?"

	 

	Peter scowled. He couldn't stand not being in control and he couldn't bear Ava's strength overpowering his.

	 

	Lydia walked around the bed, to look at his shoes. When she saw them, she exclaimed:

	 

	"Jesus Christ! What are they?"

	 

	Peter wore a blue bodycon dress that tightly hugged his body and looked good, but he had paired it with a pink pair of stiletto shoes.

	 

	Ava leaned back and looked at the shoes. She scowled with distaste.

	 

	"Yikes," she said, "With a blue bodycon!"

	 

	"He needs teaching a lesson," Lydia said.

	 

	She yanked the shoes from his feet, making him yelp with pain. When they were off, she saw that he'd also done a bad job of painting his toe-nails. There was silver polish all over his feet.

	 

	Lydia pulled open one of Peter's drawers and threw Ava a pair of tights. She caught them with one hand, then wrapped them around Peter's wrists. He tried to wriggle, but his strength was nothing compared to Ava's.

	 

	She tied his wrists together as Lydia stood with her hands on her hips. Peter was swearing at them both, but his confidence was wavering. He was bright red with embarrassment as Ava dragged him from the bed. Lydia climbed up onto the bed as Ava pulled Peter's bound arms above his head. Lydia pulled him up so he stood on his tiptoes, then attached the tights to a hook on the ceiling.

	 

	"I think we might need something stronger," she said, "In case he falls."

	 

	Ava nodded and looked at the door.

	 

	"Give me two seconds," she said, running out of the room.

	 

	Whilst Ava was gone, Peter tried to talk to Lydia.

	 

	"Please," he said, "Let me go. I don't belong here. I'm not like the others. Please."

	 

	"Oh, you will be," Lydia said, "We'll make sure of that."

	 

	Ava returned with a roll of duct tape in her hand.

	 

	"Here," she said, passing it to Lydia.

	 

	Lydia tied his wrists again with the duct tape and wrapped it around the hook in the ceiling, several times.

	 

	"That should be secure enough," she said, laughing.

	 

	The two girls high-fived, then stood in front of Peter.

	 

	"You need to start being a good girl," Ava said, “Do you understand?"

	 

	Peter said nothing and stared at the floor.

	 

	"I SAID DO YOU UNDERSTAND?" Ava screamed in his face.

	 

	Peter visibly jumped, then replied.

	 

	"Yes," he said, “I understand."

	 

	Ava nodded at Lydia, who pulled up his blue bodycon dress. He wore no underwear beneath it.

	 

	"Yikes," Lydia said, "Yet another disaster. Wearing no underwear is not acceptable, Polly."

	 

	Ava shook her head. "This naughty girl needs teaching a lesson," she said.

	 

	Lydia pulled her hand back and spanked his bare ass hard. Peter gasped. She spanked him again.

	 

	"You'd better start obeying us!" She said, “Or things are going to get very ugly for you!"

	 

	Ava joined Lydia. They spanked one buttock each, as hard as they could. His ass was already bright red and tears rolled down his face.

	 

	"Not so dominant now, are we?" Ava shouted, spanking him with full force.

	 

	"We'll spank the sissy into you," said Lydia, also hitting him hard.

	 

	The burning pain in Peter's buttocks got more and more intense. He couldn't bear it, though he was trying to. He gritted his teeth and groaned, but it was too much.

	 

	“Please,” he found himself saying, “Please! Please stop!"

	 

	The girls ignored him and continued frantically spanking him. He got redder and redder and his entire body tensed as he tried to fight the pain.

	 

	"Promise you'll obey us," said Lydia, “Promise to be a good girl."

	 

	They continued spanking him as he screamed.

	 

	"I PROMISE! I'LL BE GOOD!"

	 

	"You'll be a good GIRL!" corrected Ava.

	 

	"I'LL BE A GOOD GIRL!" shouted Peter, "I'LL BE A GOOD GIRL, I PROMISE. I WILL OBEY YOU."

	 

	"I will obey you, my mistresses," corrected Lydia.

	 

	"I WILL OBEY YOU, MY MISTRESSES!" Peter shouted. Tears were pouring down his face and he was dizzy with the pain. His ass stung with an astounding intensity and it was all he could think about. They didn't stop spanking him and it became more and more unbearable.

	 

	"PLEASE," he shouted again, “I PROMISE! MY MISTRESSES, I PROMISE! I WILL DO MY BEST! I WILL BE A GOOD GIRL!"

	 

	"YOU" spank "WILL" spank "TRY" spank "HARDER" spank "AND" spank “RESPECT” spank "US!"

	 

	Ava yelled, as they both spanked him in time.

	 

	“PLEEEEASE,” Peter cried. He was struggling to breathe and his tears were becoming full-on sobs. He couldn't take any more, but he couldn't move. He tried desperately to move away from the two women but couldn't. He was stuck on his tip-toes and couldn't even think for the pain that dominated him.

	 

	"Please," he sobbed again. “I will obey you, my mistresses."

	 

	Eventually, Lydia and Ava stopped spanking Peter. His buttocks and the backs of his legs still stung and burned but he was relieved as they ceased to hit him any more.

	 

	"We will leave you to think about your behaviour," Ava said.

	 

	Without pulling his dress down or untying him, Ava and Lydia walked towards his bedroom door.

	 

	"We'll be back," Lydia said, “For now, you can think about how you're going to improve."

	 

	——

	 

	Peter took deep breaths as the pain slowly subsided. He felt waves of relief washing over him, but he still felt incredibly humiliated. He looked down at his bare legs and his messy feet. He'd not put enough effort into painting his toenails. They looked as though a child had got their hands on nail varnish for the first time.

	 

	He reflected on how Lydia and Ava had looked. So stern, in their dominatrix outfits. Ava's sneer was stuck in his head. She was so mean. He realised how much they were controlling him. He'd always thought he could control women, dominate them, but he realised now that he never had. He'd simply played games with them and bossed them around, and they'd just gone along with it. He could never really dominate anyone. Not the way Ava and Lydia were dominating him.

	 

	He looked at the window and the bars he'd tried to file with the nail buff. Embarrassment overwhelmed him again as he remembered the girls laughing at his feeble attempts to escape. Ava was on top of him, restraining him as they laughed.

	 

	Peter felt weak. He knew that he had no choice but to be the sissy Lydia and Ava wanted him to be. Embarrassment hit him again and he let out a long groan. He was incredibly uncomfortable on his tip-toes and tied to the ceiling and his ass was a strange combination of burning and cold. His dick was small and exposed and his toenails truly looked a mess. He waited for them to return, desperate to cover up his lower half.

	 

	——

	 

	It was two hours before Lydia and Ava let themselves back into Peter's room.

	 

	"Have you had time to think?" Ava said.

	 

	Peter nodded.

	 

	"Yes, mistresses."

	 

	Lydia and Ava had both let their hair down. Lydia's was straightened and went half-way down her back, whilst Ava's was wavy and stopped just beneath her shoulders. They'd changed into smart, business-like dresses. Lydia's was black with subtle pinstripes and Ava's was burgundy and tailored to perfectly hug her body.

	 

	"You look nice," Peter said to them both. The girls raised their eyebrows at each other, but said nothing.

	 

	Ava climbed onto the bed and used scissors to cut the duct tape and tights from the hook on the ceiling. Peter immediately dropped so his feet were flat on the floor.

	 

	"Thank you," he said. He reached down and straightened his dress, covering his bottom half.

	 

	"Now," said Ava, "You need to get changed into something more stylish and you need to sort your make-up out. We'll watch you."

	 

	Peter nodded. The girls pierced him with their eyes as he pulled the dress off over his head. He wore a heavily padded bra beneath it, that he also took off, albeit with difficulty.

	 

	The girls stared at his penis and he felt his embarrassment returning. Although he knew that when he was hard it was a decent size, it looked very small when it was flaccid. He knew the girls were thinking just that. He walked quickly to the wardrobe, desperate to cover up.

	 

	"Don't forget to wear matching lingerie,” Ava said.

	 

	Peter pulled out a previously unworn lingerie set from the wardrobe. It was purple and lacy. The bra wasn't padded, so he would have to fill it with chicken fillets. The knickers were mostly translucent. He pulled the knickers on first, desperate to cover his penis. When he was covered, he felt instantly more relaxed, until he caught eye contact with Ava again.

	 

	"Very good," she said, "You will do well as a sissy, once you get used to it."

	 

	Peter thanked her timidly, then picked up the bra. He put it on, as he'd been taught, by hooking it in front of his chest, then twisting it around.

	 

	He pulled the straps over his shoulders. Before he could look for his chicken fillets, Lydia passed him a pair.

	 

	"They were in your bedside table," she said, smiling.

	 

	Peter thanked Lydia, then slid them into his bra.

	 

	Ava opened a drawer under his dressing table, looking for make-up removal wipes. She quickly found them and walked to Peter holding them.

	 

	"Take off your make-up," she said, “You don't want to get it on whatever dress you end up wearing."

	 

	Peter nodded and accepted the wipes. He wiped off his messy make-up and threw the wipe in the bin. Looking at his bare face in the mirror, he felt strange and hideous. Even without the make-up, he somehow looked feminine. He didn't understand why; he'd never thought of himself as at all girlish before, but the long hair seemed to bring out his narrow face with small features. His nose and lips were both small and now his eyebrows were plucked, he did look undeniably feminine. He glanced at the two stern women who were staring at him and returned to his task.

	 

	"We've not got all day," said Ava.

	 

	Peter looked carefully at a selection of dresses in his wardrobe. There were more than thirty in there, and he didn't know the first thing about them. After a couple of minutes, he decided to take a gamble. He pulled out a pink satin dress, the same colour as the shoes he'd briefly worn earlier.

	 

	He looked at Ava and Lydia as he held it up. They nodded for confirmation.

	 

	Peter put it on in silence, penetrated by their gaze. He felt his face burning again as they watched him dress and regained awareness of his still stinging ass. He smoothed the dress over him and straightened the skirt around his thighs. The false breasts in his bra looked amazingly realistic in this dress and he wondered if he'd have noticed before if some of the women he'd seen when he was out and about were really men. He hadn't noticed with Gee.

	 

	"Now, what shoes could you pair with this dress, Polly?" Ava said.

	 

	Peter panicked. He had no idea. He always seemed to make poor choices. He looked at the shoe collection in the bottom of his wardrobe. Again, there were around 30 pairs. He turned to look at Lydia and Ava, to request their help, then saw the pink pair he'd worn earlier.

	 

	"Those ones," he said, pointing at the shoes on the floor.

	 

	Ava and Lydia nodded slowly, with their arms folded in front of them.

	 

	Peter walked towards the shoes and sat on the bed to put them on. The heels were 2 inches, and he didn't struggle too much to walk in them.

	 

	He walked back to the wardrobe and closed it.

	 

	"Accessories," Lydia reminded him.

	 

	Peter opened a large jewellery box on his dresser. In there were several necklaces, chokers, bracelets, rings and pairs of earrings. He looked forward into the mirror at the space above his pink dress. There was quite a lot of bare skin. He decided he'd need a chunky necklace.

	 

	He picked up a silver necklace with a large heart pendant. He looked at the girls, who nodded with approval. He hooked the necklace around his neck, with an embarrassing amount of difficulty. He chose a plain silver bangle to wear around his wrist, then a pair of stud earrings with pink jewels.

	 

	"Much better," said Ava, "You can do it when you try. Now, put your make-up on properly and we can go downstairs to the meeting."

	 

	"I'll go and gather the others," said Lydia.

	 

	"Okay," Ava said as Lydia walked to the other sissies' rooms, to take them to the meeting in the living room.

	 

	Peter focused intently as he patted foundation over his cheeks, chin and forehead. He noticed a bit of stubble on his chin, but sensed that he didn't have time to shave. He covered it in extra foundation, instead. He used a pencil eyeliner (he found liquid too difficult to apply), then outlined his eyes. He stared at his pink dress and the silver jewellery, trying to decide which colour eyeshadow to wear.

	 

	Eventually, he chose a silver eyeshadow. He used a small pad to put it on neatly, just covering his eyelids. When he'd done that, he put black mascara on and chose a hot pink lipstick to match his dress and shoes. He looked up at Ava, to see if she approved.

	 

	“Much better,” she said again. “Now, come with me to the meeting."

	 

	She held her arm out to take Peter's hand. He took her hand as she led them to the living room. She strode quickly and Peter struggled to keep up in the heels. When they arrived, Lydia and the other four sissies were already sitting waiting.

	 

	——

	 

	Garth still wore the blouse-dress, whilst Nigel was still in his stunning black and gold dress with the extremely high heels. Owen wore a black dress that fit him well but didn't quite make him look stunning and David wore a similar dress, but it somehow looked a lot better on him.

	 

	All four sissies looked down as Peter entered the room, but Lydia quickly reassured them.

	 

	"It's okay," she said, "We've spoken to Polly, haven't we Ava?"

	 

	"Oh yes," said Ava.

	 

	Peter joined the other four sisses on the large sofa, whilst Lydia and Ava sat adjacently to them on chairs either side.

	 

	"So," said Ava, “We have something to inform you all about."

	 

	The sissies waited expectantly. They all knew that it could be absolutely anything.

	 

	"We're going to have an open house," completed Lydia. "We're inviting a number of men around, for you to show a good time. It's extremely important that we do this well, as they are all potential customers."

	 

	None of the sissies said anything.

	 

	"Do any of you have any questions?" Ava said.

	 

	Owen put his hand up, slowly and shyly.

	 

	"Yes, Olivia," said Ava.

	 

	"What exactly is an open house?" Owen said.

	 

	"Well," said Ava, "It's like a party. The men will come here and you will entertain them, however you see fit. They may ask you questions, they may have other requests. You'll be dressed appropriately, or inappropriately if you like, and you'll adhere to the men's requests.

	 

	Owen nodded. "Thank you."

	 

	"So," said Lydia, "We will get the house ready, we will get ourselves ready and we will put on a fabulous event. We want to get this place as buzzing as it deserves to be. It's down to you girls to do this well."

	 

	"Are we clear?" said Ava, "The men will arrive in two hours."

	 

	"Yes, mistresses," said Peter, before anybody else. The four other sissies looked at him in surprise, then echoed his words.

	 

	"Yes, mistresses," said Garth, Owen, Nigel and David.

	 

	"Good girls," said Ava and Lydia, standing together and leaving the room.

	 

	——

	 

	The sissies all went to their separate bedrooms. They knew that there was a good chance the men would end up in their with them, so each of them made their beds and cleared away clutter from their dressers and the floor. Next, they had to get themselves ready.

	 

	Owen looked in his full-length mirror. He felt a little depressed. It was all too obvious to him, and, he was sure, to others, that he wasn't as good looking as the other sissies. It didn't matter how much make-up he put on, or how stunning his dress was, he just couldn't seem to get that wow-factor that Nicole and even Polly managed. He sighed as he touched up his make-up.

	 

	He put a lot of eye-shadow on, giving himself a smoky, seductive look and put pale foundation over his face. He looked mysterious, and he quite liked it.

	 

	It took Owen more than half an hour to touch his make-up up to a standard that he felt was passable. He put on fishnet stockings and higher heels. By the time he left his bedroom, to do his cleaning duties, he felt a little more confident. As he vacuumed downstairs at the cottage, he comforted himself with the thought that he was, at least, the best cleaner there by a mile.

	 

	——

	 

	Garth pulled off his dress immediately after clearing away the little bits of mess in his bedroom. He also changed his underwear. He knew what Ava and Lydia meant when they said to give men a good time.

	 

	He chose a red push-up bra and matching thong. The thong was small but just about covered his penis. The bra gave the illusion that he already had breasts, but he put chicken fillets in as he usually did.

	 

	Garth stroked his legs and remembered that he needed to shave. He used an electric shaver and quickly got rid of all the little bits of stubble. He touched up his toenails which luckily were already painted red – then pulled out his dress. It was red just like the underwear and his nails. The dress was short and slutty, perfect for the open house. He put it on and chose a pair of heeled black sandals. Hearing the sound of Olivia vacuuming, Garth became aware that he too should do his cleaning duties. He closed his wardrobe, put some red lipstick on, then walked downstairs to polish the furniture.

	 

	——

	 

	Peter, already dressed, took five minutes for quiet time after tidying his room, before making an effort to clean satisfactorily with the others. So much had changed in just one day, and he felt he needed to sleep on it, to come to terms with things.

	 

	He'd finally accepted that Lydia and Ava had control over him, but he was worried about his own compliance. He'd always thought of the other sissies as weak, but what if they were just like him, to start with. He was scared of what he was becoming and he was mightily embarrassed. Every time he thought about someone possibly finding out about this, he groaned out loud.

	 

	His heart raced with anxiety as he looked down at his pink dress and shoes. He imagined himself in the eyes of the men who would be there this evening.

	 

	The more he thought about how he might look in the eyes of men, the more he found himself becoming aroused. He would never admit it to anyone, but Peter was starting to get excited about the evening. He couldn't help but imagine an older man in a suit, pulling his fly down and pushing his cock into his mouth.

	 

	Peter felt himself getting hard. He shook his head and immediately stood up. He walked quickly downstairs and picked up a dustpan and brush.

	 

	——

	 

	Nigel, already looking stunning, decided to change his underwear ahead of the evening. He'd seen a gold set in his wardrobe, that would match both the dress and his shoes perfectly.

	 

	Proud of himself for walking confidently in the extremely high heels, he looked in the mirror.

	 

	"Looking good, girl," he whispered to himself, before unzipping his dress. He stepped out of it elegantly, still wearing the heels, then unhooked his black bra.

	 

	He replaced it immediately with the golden one and put the fillets inside. He pulled down his black knickers and replaced them with the gold thong in the set. It went right up his ass and the front barely covered his dick. Nigel tucked his dick between his legs to hide it and smiled at himself in the mirror again.

	 

	"Yes," he said, "You are a girly."

	 

	He put his dress back on and put a little bit of gold glitter on each of his cheeks. He looked like a princess as he opened the door and left his room. He walked to the bathroom, to give it a quick clean before the men arrived.

	 

	——

	 

	David changed from his black dress into a silver, sparkling one. He found shoes to match and put them on. Like Garth, he was coming to terms with his predicament and starting to feel comfortable under Ava and Lydia's control.

	 

	He put purple eye-shadow on and purplish lipstick, and brushed and straightened his dark hair. He was amazed by how long it had grown, and it looked even more so when it was straight. He could hear the other sissies starting to clean as he sat looking at himself in the mirror, and knew he must join them.

	 

	Like Peter had, David fantasized about the evening ahead. He imagined men of all different ages, shapes and sizes, admiring him. He felt weirdly competitive with the other sissies. Although it seemed that nobody could compete with their new addition, Nicole, he got a thrill out of being fancied more than any of the others. He wondered if women often thought like this, and wondered whether he should feel guilty about it.

	 

	Also like Peter, he imagined a man's cock in his mouth. The thought of a man being erect over him turned him on and he felt himself getting hard. He looked at the clock: it was getting late.

	 

	Before he had time to indulge in his fantasies any more, he was interrupted by a knock on his bedroom door.

	 

	"Hurry up," Ava said, "We don't have long."

	 

	"Coming," said David. He stood up and straightened his silver dress out. He walked to the door and blushed as he passed Ava. She wolf-whistled him and laughed.

	 

	David walked straight down to the kitchen, to make the glasses shine.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava and Lydia prepared nibbles for the guests as the sissies cleaned. The fridge was filled with bottles of champagne and beers and David laid out a large number of glasses on the side.

	 

	"How many?" He asked Lydia at one point.

	 

	“All of them,” she had replied.

	 

	Peter did a good job of the polishing, for the first time, which was well received by both the girls and the sissies.

	 

	"You can do it, put yo back into it!” Garth joked. Peter found himself laughing. They high-fived. Garth was surprised by how quickly his feelings had changed, for the better, towards Polly.

	 

	The cleaning stuff was packed away and the nibbles and drinks were prepared, ready for the guests to arrive. There was time for one more last minute meeting in the living room.

	 

	Lydia and Ava kindly gave all of the sissies a glass of champagne, before any of the guests arrived. They drank it gratefully, giddy before their lips even touched the glass.

	 

	"Well done, girls,” said Ava, “You've all done well today and we're pleased with how you're doing. Of course, tonight is a big night and we're trusting you to do us proud."

	 

	The sissies were smiling and sipping the champagne. They were all hyper and excited about the open house ahead.

	 

	"We're expecting quite a lot of men," said Lydia, "And they're expecting quite a lot from you. All of you."

	 

	Owen and David shared a sweet smile with each other. Peter and Garth were next to each other and also getting on well. Nigel was in his own world, but seemed very content. It was the perfect way to start the party.

	 

	Ava and Lydia watched the five sissies proudly as they drank their champagne and chatted amongst themselves. They knew that any moment, there would be knocks on the door. For perhaps the first time, Ava and Lydia felt a little more apprehensive than the sissies. Tonight was going to be a big night. For all of them.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Online Dating part 6: Baiting the Hook

	 

	The party was buzzing, with a lot of male attendees. Ava and Lydia stood in the kitchen, sipping champagne as they whispered about the success.

	 

	"I can't believe how many people are here," said Lydia, “It's surreal. How did the word get around so fast? It's amazing."

	 

	"I know," said Ava excitedly, "And they all look as though they've got money! I think we're going to get some really decent business from this.”

	 

	"So do I," said Lydia. She held her glass in the air. "Here's to success," she said.

	 

	"To success," said Ava. They laughed as their glasses touched.

	 

	"Hey, look at Debbie," said Lydia, nodding into the next room where the party was buzzing. Ava turned to look at David. His long, wavy brown hair looked very convincing and the black dress hugged his body perfectly. He was being whispered to by a tall, shaven-headed man in a nice suit.

	 

	"Looks like she's pulled," said Ava.

	 

	——

	 

	David smiled as the new man breathed into his neck. His name was Lee and he reminded him of Bruce Willis. He was tall, strong-looking and smelt of spicy aftershave. He wore what looked like a very expensive suit with a grey, shiny tie He seemed very interested in Debbie.

	 

	"Debbie," he said, "I didn't expect to see someone as fine as yourself here. I mean, I'd heard good things but you're... something else!"

	 

	David smiled and blushed slightly. "Thank you," he said. He twisted his long, brown hair in his fingers.

	 

	"And your hair's beautiful," said Lee.

	 

	David kept smiling, looking Lee in the eye. He touched Lee's sleeve.

	 

	"I like your suit," David said.

	 

	Lee stood proudly.

	 

	"Why, thank you," he said, "It's one of my favourites."

	 

	David's finger lingered on Lee's sleeve, encouraging Lee to go for it. They shared a long kiss in the living room. Lee grabbed David's ass and squeezed his buttock. David smiled and moaned softly into Lee. Lee spanked his ass gently.

	 

	"You're a sexy girl," he said.

	 

	Both of them had finished their drinks and Lee was about to go and fetch some more. He asked David what he wanted, but David shook his head.

	 

	"There's only one thing I'm interested in putting in my mouth right now," he said flirtatiously.

	 

	"Oh yeah?" said Lee, smiling.

	 

	David nodded. He took Lee's hand and led him slowly out of the room. They walked upstairs and into David's girly bedroom.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava and Lydia noticed David's disappearance and got excited.

	 

	"Debbie doesn't mess about,” laughed Ava. Lydia shook her head.

	 

	They walked through the living room, speaking to several men whilst watching the sissies. Owen was doing a good job of walking around with trays of drinks and snacks. He was very popular for that reason, but he didn't seem to be getting much attention. Nigel, on the other hand, was lapping it up. He was dancing seductively to every song that came on, attracting all the men's eyes and loving it. Garth seemed to be getting on with one guy, whilst Peter was fluttering around, nervously chatting with different people.

	 

	"I wonder how Debbie and the new rich customer are getting on," whispered Ava to Lydia.

	 

	Lydia laughed. “I can imagine just fine!" she said.

	 

	——

	 

	David and Lee kissed when they entered his bedroom, then David led Lee to his pink bed. Lee sat expectantly on the bed, trying to pull David on top of him.

	 

	David shook his head at Lee. "I would like to change into something more comfortable," he said. He smiled seductively at Lee and walked into his en-suite bathroom.

	 

	"I'll see you soon,” David said.

	 

	Lee sighed, still smiling. "See you soon, you sexy tease," he said.

	 

	David laughed as he shut the bathroom door. In there, his lingerie was already set out. A red and black set including a garter and suspenders. He smiled as he picked up the dark red, lacy bra.

	 

	David took off his black dress and the underwear he already wore. He placed them neatly on his laundry basket, then put on the new bra. The cups were filled with gel, which looked incredibly realistic. He tucked his cock between his legs and pulled up the panties. They fit perfectly, covering everything he needed them to whilst still looking sexy. He pulled up the garter and attached the suspenders. Finally, he added fishnet stockings. He slipped back into black, high heels and looked in the mirror. He looked sexy, but he could do with touching up his make-up. He put more red lipstick on and applied a bit of foundation and blusher. He sprayed himself with evening perfume and ran his fingers down his smooth body.

	 

	Confidently, David opened the en-suite door, to find Lee still waiting for him on the bed.

	 

	——

	 

	"Wow," Lee said, "You look stunning!"

	 

	He stood up and walked towards David. He pulled him close to him for a kiss. David ran his long fingernails down Lee's back.

	 

	"Now," said David, stepping back from Lee slightly and putting his fingers on his chest. “Let me pleasure you."

	 

	David pushed Lee gently back onto the bed, then fell to his knees.

	 

	He smiled up at Lee as he undid his belt.

	 

	"Oh, God," moaned Lee as David stroked his hard cock.

	 

	"Mmm," said David, "I love a hard cock."

	 

	He pulled down Lee's boxers and stroked it some more.

	 

	"Mmm," he said again.

	 

	David licked Lee's cock, looking up into his eyes.

	 

	"Oh God," moaned Lee, “You're so sexy."

	 

	David moaned onto Lee's cock as he took it all in his mouth. He sucked hungrily, relishing how it felt and tasted.

	 

	Lee got harder and harder, thrusting himself into David's mouth, pushing his cock to the back of his throat.

	 

	David groaned and took it all in. He stroked Lee's balls with his finger tips, then took his cock out his mouth to lick and suck them.

	 

	"I fucking love your balls," he said, before taking Lee's cock in his mouth again. He moved his head back and forth as he sucked, keeping eye contact with Lee as much as possible.

	 

	"Oh God, Debbie. Yeah!" Lee moaned.

	 

	David sucked him harder and faster. He moaned onto Lee's cock as he enjoyed himself more and more. He loved watching the pleasure grow on Lee's face, and feeling how hard he was in his mouth.

	 

	"Oh God!" moaned Lee loudly. His legs stiffened and his cock twitched violently.

	 

	"Mmmm," David moaned into his cock.

	 

	"Fuck!" said Lee. He held onto the back of David's long, brown hair as he released his spunk into his mouth. David swallowed it instantly, still murmuring sounds of enjoyment. When he lifted his face away from Lee's cock, he looked up at him and smiled.

	 

	"Thank you," David whispered.

	 

	Lee sighed with gratification.

	 

	"Thank you, gorgeous," he said.

	 

	He pulled David back up onto him and grabbed his false breasts. He kissed his chest and reached around to unhook his bra. David put his hand around to stop him.

	 

	"That can wait," he said, "Let's go back to the party. We have all night."

	 

	——

	 

	Garth giggled as the man he was with whispered into his ear.

	 

	"You look very hot in that dress," he said, "In both ways. I'm wondering when it will be time to take it off?"

	 

	"Oh, well that depends," Garth said.

	 

	"On what?" said the man.

	 

	His name was Oliver. He was tall, with thick black hair, dark eyes and a little bit of stubble. He wore all black, including shiny leather shoes. He smelt fresh and he was drinking whiskey and coke.

	 

	"On how much hotter I get," said Garth.

	 

	They danced closely and Oliver's hands were all over Garth. Garth smiled and responded to his touch, touching his leg with his own and pushing his false breasts so they brushed against Oliver. Oliver was clearly getting more and more turned on.

	 

	"Wow," he said in a deep voice, “You're a good dancer."

	 

	They stayed close together through the next few songs, with Garth running his hands down Oliver's back and even poking his fingers up Oliver's shirt. He touched his bare skin as they danced, feeling the hot sweat absorb into his own skin.

	 

	When Oliver was really worked up, Garth whispered to him:

	 

	"I think I'm hot enough now."

	 

	Oliver smiled as Garth took him by the hand and led him upstairs. Ava and Lydia clocked their disappearance.

	 

	——

	 

	"Good going, Gee!" said Ava. “She's really come a long way!"

	 

	"She sure has," said Lydia, "She seems more and more comfortable in her new skin every time I see her!"

	 

	"She's getting good at sucking cock, as well," Ava said. "I bet that guy she's with will have a great time."

	 

	"And then he'll be back!" said Lydia.

	 

	"Exactly!" Ava said.

	 

	——

	 

	Like David, Garth teased Oliver some more when he was in the bedroom. He pushed him down onto the dressing chair and climbed on top of him, wrapping his legs around him. He could feel Oliver's hard cock pushing into the top of his thigh.

	 

	"Mmm," Garth said, stroking Oliver's chest. Lee tried to kiss him, but Garth pulled away teasingly.

	 

	"I am tired of wearing this blouse dress," Garth said, "It's so... formal. You know?"

	 

	Oliver nodded. “I think you should take it off," he said, pulling Garth in for another kiss. Garth kissed him, this time, then pulled away again.

	 

	"I think I'm going to change into something more... comfortable, if you know what I mean," he said.

	 

	Oliver nodded. “If you insist," he said.

	 

	Garth stroked Oliver's cock through his trousers, murmuring with approval.

	 

	"I'll be back with you shortly," he said.

	 

	They kissed again, then Garth walked into his en-suite. As he walked away from Oliver, Oliver stared at his ass. He couldn't wait for Gee to return.

	 

	——

	 

	Gee grinned at himself in the mirror. He had new lingerie and he couldn't wait to put it on. He knew that Lee would be extremely excited, when he saw him in the outfit he had planned. It was one Ava had given to him, telling him she was ready to take his feminisation to the 'next level'.

	 

	He picked up the bag he'd strategically left on his bathroom floor. In there was a black, shiny PVC lingerie set, hold-up stockings that also shone and a pair of high-heeled shoes with silver heels. He looked in the mirror. To pull off this dom-esque outfit, he'd really need to adjust his makeup, he thought.

	 

	He was relieved to take off the blouse dress he'd worn all day. He felt ready to change. As soon as he took it off, he also decided it was time for a quick shower.

	 

	Garth put his long brown hair into a shower cap and took off his bra and panties. He turned on the shower and stepped in. He thought he heard Lee saying something, but couldn't be sure. As he washed himself, he checked his body for unwanted hair. His armpits had traces of stubble, which he removed straight away. His legs, also, could have been smoother. He gave parts of them a quick shave.

	 

	Garth wrapped a towel around him as he got out of the shower and threw baby oil over his body. He rubbed it into his skin, enjoying how smooth and sexy he felt.

	 

	"I won't be long," he called out to Oliver.

	 

	"Good girl," said Oliver.

	 

	Garth giggled.

	 

	He dried himself, then pulled up his shiny black panties. He tucked his dick between his legs, so it wasn't at all visible. He pulled up the hold-up stockings and stepped into the shoes. The materials felt good against his skin, and he found himself becoming very aroused.

	 

	Garth hooked the black, PVC bra around his front before twisting it around his back. He pulled the straps over his arms and inserted chicken fillets (also from the strategically placed bag). He took off the shower cap and brushed his hair.

	 

	"Nearly ready," he called out.

	 

	"Okay," said Oliver. Garth could hear the impatience in his voice.

	 

	He giggled again as he wiped his face free of his previous make-up. He replaced it with a pale foundation over his face, then a dark lipstick. He put thick, black eyeliner around his eyes and reinforced his eyebrows with a pencil. Garth drew around his lips with an even darker lip liner before applying black eyeshadow. He looked scary. He put long, false lashes on and drew on his eyebrows some more. He made them look evil, as though they were frowning.

	 

	Garth pouted at himself in the mirror before taking a step back. He looked at as much of himself as he could in his reflection. His skin looked amazingly smooth and some still shone from the baby oil. The black, shiny lingerie made him look dominant and his heeled shoes gave him exceptional posture.

	 

	"Ready to blow his mind,” he whispered to himself.

	 

	Garth cleared his things away, then opened the door to the en-suite. He smiled broadly as Lee's jaw dropped.

	 

	"Hey," he said.

	 

	"Wow," said Oliver, seemingly glued to his spot in the chair.

	 

	"You will do whatever I tell you to," said Garth.

	 

	Oliver just nodded.

	 

	Garth walked slowly towards the man, relishing his newfound power.

	 

	——

	 

	Downstairs, the party continued to buzz. All of the sissies were receiving attention off men, apart from Owen. He was a little hurt by this, but was keeping busy to distract himself.

	 

	The room was filled with men. Some wore suits, some dressed in jeans and casual shirts, whilst a few had chosen to take their tops off. There was one man, who Lydia and Ava deemed an 'attention seeker', with no top and large muscles. He kept flexing them, as though to impress people.

	 

	"Ugh," said Lydia. Ava laughed loudly.

	 

	The music varied from 80s to new, hip hop sounds. There was a lot of dancing going on, increasing every minute. Most men seemed to be trying to impress the sissies. Women weren't really invited to the party.

	 

	Lydia and Ava dressed glamorously themselves, and received a fair bit of attention. However, they acted in a way so aloof that men quickly left them alone, to chase after the much more available sissies. It was shortly after an obvious rejection from Ava, that a good looking older man approached Owen.

	 

	——

	 

	"You're a hard worker, aren't you," he said.

	 

	Owen nodded. He was used to comments like that. He didn't think, to start with, that it could be the beginning of a flirtation.

	 

	"Would you like anything?" Owen asked.

	 

	The man shook his head, smiling at Owen.

	 

	Owen continued to walk around the room, asking people if they'd like another drink or snack. He even had a tray of sushi at one point, which impressed people significantly.

	 

	When Owen made his way around the room, he returned to the guy, who was still smiling at him.

	 

	"I'm Kevin," he said.

	 

	Owen smiled.

	 

	“I'm Olivia,” he said. “Are you having a nice time?"

	 

	"Much nicer since I set my eyes on you," Kevin said.

	 

	Owen smiled. He wasn't used to being flirted with like that. He was already enjoying it.

	 

	"Well, thank you," he said. "I've not seen you here before."

	 

	"It's my first time,” said Kevin. “I was starting to wonder why I came, then I saw you."

	 

	Owen felt chuffed. This man was smooth, and was directing his attention right at him. He looked around.

	 

	"I get left out, sometimes," Owen said. "Men like to go for the other girls."

	 

	Kevin frowned.

	 

	"You're stunning," he said, "I can't imagine being distracted by any of the other women here. No disrespect to them, but you're... wow."

	 

	Owen was enjoying himself more and more.

	 

	"Why don't you relax, and have a drink," Kevin said.

	 

	Owen looked around for Ava and Lydia. He did feel ready for a break, particularly since Kevin had started talking to him and making him feel good. He saw that they were already looking at him, smiling.

	 

	Ava put her thumbs up and Owen took that as a signal to have a break from serving people.

	 

	"Okay,” he said. He picked up a glass of champagne and passed one to Kevin.

	 

	"Let's celebrate," he said.

	 

	"To a great evening," said Kevin.

	 

	"To just that," said Owen. He felt more charming by the second.

	 

	As they sipped the drinks, Owen looked Kevin up and down. He was older than most of the men there: about 40, rather than the average age of late 20s. But he had something about him. He was undeniably sexy. Kevin wore a grey suit that fit him perfectly. He had black shoes and wore no tie. He had dark hair and a little bit of stubble.

	 

	"So, what do you do?" asked Owen. He was really enjoying Kevin's company, already.

	 

	“I'm an entrepreneur,” said Kevin, “But I won't bore you with all the details."

	 

	He sipped his drink again.

	 

	"How about you? There must be more to your life than this place."

	 

	Owen giggled nervously.

	 

	"Actually, I-" he paused. “Actually..."

	 

	Kevin laughed. "Don't worry," he said, "There's plenty of time to get to know each other better. Let's just enjoy the moment, this evening."

	 

	Owen felt relieved.

	 

	"To a great evening," he said again, holding up his glass.

	 

	"To just that," said Kevin, winking in a way that made Owen's heart flutter.

	 

	——

	 

	Nigel waltzed around the room. He was getting more attention that any of the other sissies, and he was loving it.

	 

	The practice he'd done in his high, black and gold heels had really helped, too.

	 

	"Look at those legs!" he heard one guy say to another, as he danced past them.

	 

	"Hey boys," Nigel said. The 'boys' looked at each other with excitement.

	 

	Nigel didn't stop there, though. He flicked his fair hair behind his ear, then continued to lap up the attention of the men.

	 

	"You really are a stunner, aren't you?" said a young, blonde-haired stud. Nigel simply smiled, walking through the room to find his next admirer.

	 

	"She's amazing, but I don't know how anyone's going to pin her down,” muttered a man in his early thirties.

	 

	'Hit Me Baby One More Time' came on by Britney, giving Nigel a real chance to strut his stuff.

	 

	In the opening "Oh baby, baby" line, Nigel took the centre of the room. He stood with his hands either side of his face, moving his legs from side to side.

	 

	Most of the men in the room were instantly transfixed.

	 

	He lifted one leg in the air, rubbing it against the other. He'd made his legs exceptionally smooth and he was enjoying how they felt against each other. Standing on one leg in the ridiculous shoes, he felt amazing.

	 

	Nigel ran his fingers over his body, showing off his black and gold nails as well as his figure. He stroked his false breasts several times, enjoying the lustrous gazes he was attracting.

	 

	When the chorus kicked in, Nigel bent over, showing off his ass. There were wolf-whistles across the room, and Lydia and Ava were laughing.

	 

	"She's a natural," Lydia said.

	 

	"And a half!" said Ava.

	 

	Nigel shimmied his body up and became aware of men walking towards him, trying to join in the dance. He let them, of course.

	 

	Nigel moved his body with four men around him. At one point, he turned and winked at Ava. She put her thumbs up at him.

	 

	Each of the men competed to be the ‘one' Nigel chose for the evening.

	 

	One man, to her left, tried to win him over with his dancing. The young man, in his early twenties, ground his body against Nigel's. He thrust towards him, with obviously sexual moves, whilst keeping an impressively speedy rhythm. Nigel found himself quite attracted to this guy.

	 

	Another man was attempting to 'play it cool'. He stood by the side of Nigel, moving very little. He smoked a cigarette calmly and stared straight at him. When Nigel caught eye contact with this guy, he felt a little creeped out.

	 

	No thank you, he thought.

	 

	The third man in Nigel's close proximity was another older man like Kevin. He wore a blue suit and smelt strongly of an aftershave Nigel recognised but couldn't put his finger on. It was fresh but still managed to be a little overpowering. He had greying hair and a small beard, but he was pretty sexy. Nigel thought he looked like George Clooney. He wore a large gold wedding ring, like quite a lot of the men at the party.

	 

	The fourth guy standing close to Nigel was the one he chose to share a drink with when the song finished. He had long, brown hair and was dressed more casually than most at the party. He wore a checked shirt and dark jeans, with converse trainers. Nigel found himself warming to this guy, who seemed to look mildly amused at everything he saw.

	 

	As Nigel seductively danced to Britney, this guy raised his eyebrows at him a little. He smiled in an amused way, whilst continuing to look Nigel up and down. Nigel could tell the man was attracted to him, but he didn't want to be as in-your-face as the others.

	 

	Towards the end of the song, Nigel made a point of wrapping his arms around this guys neck. The other guys leered and cheered, but it was obvious they were jealous.

	 

	At the end of the song, Nigel took the man's hand. Casually, they walked away together, to the kitchen. Nigel enjoyed hearing the other men's groans.

	 

	——

	 

	"You're quite the party girl, aren't you,” said the casual man.

	 

	"I am tonight," said Nigel. “It's difficult to resist the buzzing vibes and music." He paused. "I'm Nikki."

	 

	The man laughed. “Darling Nikki."

	 

	Nigel shrugged.

	 

	"It's a Prince reference," said the man. "I'm Paul."

	 

	"Pleased to meet you, Paul," said Nigel.

	 

	"Likewise," Paul said.

	 

	As they chatted in the kitchen, other men continued to stare. Nobody seemed able to accept that Nigel might have paired off with somebody that wasn't them. He looked around the room directly into people's eyes, keeping the flirtation open. He was having the best night ever.

	 

	——

	 

	Garth pulled Oliver up onto his feet. Oliver was shocked by his strength.

	 

	"Wow," he said, “You have some muscle, don't you?"

	 

	Garth nodded. He pointed at Oliver's belt.

	 

	"Unbuckle it," he said.

	 

	Oliver complied instantly.

	 

	Garth smiled. He reckoned he could ask Oliver to do just about anything right now.

	 

	“Take off all your clothes,” he said, “I want to see you naked.

	 

	Oliver laughed nervously as he unbuttoned his black shirt. He threw it on the floor with his black jeans, then slowly pulled down his boxers. Stepping out of them, he looked straight at Garth. He wondered if he'd received Gee's approval.

	 

	Garth walked around Oliver, looking at his naked body.

	 

	“Not bad," he said. He was really enjoying how he felt. He felt like Ava and Lydia must feel, he remembered thinking.

	 

	As Garth looked Oliver up and down, his eyes became fixed on his cock. Oliver noticed this, and smirked.

	 

	"You want some of my cock, baby?"

	 

	Garth slowly knelt down. He was determined to remain in control.

	 

	Sitting in front of Oliver's cock for several seconds, he looked up at him. When his eyes fell onto his hard cock again, he could hardly resist. Garth reached out and gripped Oliver's dick with his hand. He began to tug him.

	 

	"Oh God, yeah!" moaned Oliver.

	 

	Garth kept staring at his cock. His own cock was rock hard; he felt it twitching in his underwear.

	 

	Unable to resist the urge any longer, Garth took Oliver's dick in his mouth.

	 

	He took it all right away, allowing it to push the back of his throat. Oliver thrust excitedly into Garth's mouth.

	 

	"Oh God, yeah!"

	 

	Garth took it all with enthusiasm. He reached up to Oliver's ass and gripped it firmly as he sucked him. He allowed one finger to gently poke at Oliver's asshole whilst he gagged on his cock but didn't stop sucking it hungrily.

	 

	Saliva dripped down Garth's face as he ravenously ate Oliver's dick.

	 

	"Fuck yeah," Oliver moaned, “Fuck yeah, you're amazing. Oh God yeah."

	 

	Garth sucked him even faster. He pointed his finger into his asshole and pushed as Oliver thrust into his face. Oliver gasped and moaned. Garth sucked him even faster and stuck his finger in a bit more.

	 

	"Oh my God," Oliver moaned.

	 

	Oliver stared down at Garth's heavily made-up face as his pleasure grew. The attractive, dominant woman he saw sucking him seemed too good to be true. Her tongue felt heavenly on his cock and her mouth sucked him hard. He knew he would come before long at all.

	 

	"Gee," he moaned, "Oh God, Gee!"

	 

	Garth groaned into Oliver's cock as his own arousal grew. He could feel Oliver getting even harder inside his mouth and knew he was close to coming. He wanted to taste Oliver's spunk in his mouth. He wanted to feel the Goddess-like power of making another man come. He needed Oliver to come. He stuck his finger further into Oliver's ass.

	 

	"Fuck!" Screamed Oliver. "Fuck!"

	 

	Garth groaned as he sucked him at top speed, moving his finger in his ass to penetrate him. He was loving how much pleasure he gave Oliver. He felt amazing on his knees before him, satisfying him like an experienced woman.

	 

	"You're fucking amazing," Oliver gasped. His dick spasmed and then his whole body followed. He felt tingles throughout his body as he came into Garth's mouth. Garth felt his own tingles spreading as he swallowed Oliver's semen. It ran down his throat and, Garth thought at the time, was the taste of success.

	 

	After slowly pulling his mouth and finger away, Garth kissed Oliver's thigh.

	 

	"Thank you," he whispered.

	 

	Oliver pulled Garth up to his level.

	 

	——

	 

	Owen and Kevin talked for some time in the living room. Kevin proved to be inquisitive, and his questions flattered Owen even more than his initial attention.

	 

	"So, Olivia," Kevin said, "Tell me, where were you born? Where did you grow up?”

	 

	Owen felt relaxed around Kevin, enough to tell him the truth about this. Of course, he had to miss out certain details that made his sex obvious, but a lot of his childhood, he could reveal honestly. He told Kevin the area he went to school in, his parents' occupations and his relationships with them. He felt a little risky sharing so much personal information, but he was really quite smitten by Kevin.

	 

	“How about you?” Owen said after a few minutes. "What's your story, Kevin?"

	 

	It turned out that Kevin was in the process of a divorce. His wife had had an affair, or so he said. Owen knew better than to believe things like that straight away. More interestingly, he was a scientist. He worked at the university and conducted a bunch of innovative chemistry experiments.

	 

	"That sounds really cool," said Owen.

	 

	"It is cool," said Kevin. “Sometimes it's very hard work, and sometimes we fail, but sometimes it sure is cool."

	 

	They both laughed. Owen began to realise that there was a possibility of taking Kevin to his bedroom that evening. It was usually the other sissies that managed to do that, but he was in with a real chance tonight. He started to look at Kevin differently. He imagined what he'd look like naked: would he have a hairy chest? He thought so. His fantasies even went as far as imagining Kevin pushing his cock into his ass. He privately fantasised about lying, face-down on his pink bed, whilst Kevin thrust passionately in and out of him. He imagined Kevin licking his legs, then imagined licking his. He imagined sucking on Kevin's balls whilst rubbing his cock with his hands.

	 

	"Are you okay, Olivia?" Kevin suddenly said, laughing.

	 

	"Oh, I'm sorry," said Owen, blushing slightly. "I was miles away, then."

	 

	He turned to look away from Kevin, only to see Lydia, smirking at him.

	 

	Blushing even more, Owen turned back to Kevin.

	 

	——

	 

	One of the sissies who was having less of a good time at that point in the evening was Pete. After his difficult day, getting in trouble with Ava and Lydia and being forced to practise his make-up, walking and dressing himself, he wasn't in the right mood for the party. He tried to get into the spirit, mostly to keep himself out of any more trouble, but he was struggling with what he saw as lecherous men.

	 

	He watched Kevin and Owen and wrinkled his nose in distaste. He was so much older than Olivia. It was sleazy.

	 

	He'd also clocked Garth and David taking men up to their rooms. He knew that that was what they were supposed to do, but judgementally, Pete decided that they'd done so too early. He was also unimpressed by Nigel's provocative dancing.

	 

	In his grumpy mood, Pete attracted the wrong kind of attention.

	 

	——

	 

	"Alright, Goldilocks!"

	 

	Pete turned to the offender.

	 

	"Excuse me?" he said, in a deeper voice than he should have.

	 

	"Goldilocks," said the man, laughing.

	 

	Pete struggled not to scowl at the man. He was shorter than most men there and seemed to have an attitude problem. He had quite big muscles on his arms, that he showed off by wearing a sleeveless vest, and his hair was gelled and spiky. He looked like trouble, even before he spoke.

	 

	"I'm Polly," said Pete. He knew he had to play along, to some extent, however nightmarish the men were.

	 

	"I'm Lewis," said the man. “You been here long then?"

	 

	"No," said Pete, "I'm new."

	 

	"Ah," said Lewis. "That explains why you're so shy then."

	 

	"I'm not shy," Pete said defensively. He was already incredibly annoyed by the man.

	 

	"Bollocks," said Lewis. "You're definitely shy. Look at you, sitting there on your own, pretending to look moody."

	 

	Pete felt uncomfortable. This man, he felt, was being aggressive towards him. He was less and less willing to 'play along'

	 

	"So," he said, trying to change the subject to something neutral, “What time did you get here? I've not noticed you until now."

	 

	"I've only just arrived," he said. "I thought I'd wait until the women had had a few drinks, you know."

	 

	Pete shook his head. “Right,” he said.

	 

	"Yeah," said Lewis. Peter was starting to realise that he was drunk. “I didn't want to end up spending a fortune, did I? Thought I'd come when the expensive girls were already drunk, therefore cheap. Clever, ain't I?”

	 

	Pete said nothing as he sipped his own glass of wine.

	 

	"Yeah, that's right,” said Lewis, “Drink it up baby. I wouldn't mind slipping you out of that dress."

	 

	Although the guy was short, Peter felt threatened as well as irritated by him. He seemed to have zero social skills and to be quite persistent. He found himself worried about how he would escape him.

	 

	Luckily, Ava and Lydia had spotted the situation.

	 

	——

	 

	Lydia walked up to Peter, smiling. She smiled at Lewis, also, whilst asking him:

	 

	"Mind if I steal Polly for a moment?"

	 

	Lewis shrugged over-dramatically. "Whatever you girls need to do," he said.

	 

	Lydia smiled fake-politely and pulled Peter to one side.

	 

	"Polly," she said, "This guy's a jerk. You have to take him up to your room."

	 

	Peter shook his head. “No way," he said. "Please, anyone else. Not this guy."

	 

	"Polly," said Lydia firmly, “Trust us. You need to get this guy up to your room."

	 

	Peter sighed, looking over at Lewis. Lewis smiled arrogantly and held his hands on his hips, pushing his cock out. Peter couldn't bear him.

	 

	"Okay," he said, "But I'm not sucking his cock." Lydia laughed.

	 

	"Don't worry," she said, "Just let him believe that you're going to fuck him. We'll take care of the rest."

	 

	Peter walked back to Lewis. This time, he smiled at him more warmly than before.

	 

	"Lewis," he said, "What is it you're drinking?" Lewis held up his glass proudly.

	 

	"Whisky," he answered, “Scotch. A man's drink." "Cool," said Peter. "Can I offer you another?"

	 

	Lewis smirked at Peter. "Aye, go on then," he said.

	 

	Peter poured Lewis a drink. He knew it wouldn't be hard to get him to go upstairs, but he felt nervous about it.

	 

	"That dress looks alright on you, you know," Lewis said. He was getting even more drunk.

	 

	"Thanks," said Peter.

	 

	"It would look better off, though," Lewis added, laughing at his own joke.

	 

	Peter grasped the opportunity.

	 

	"Oh yeah?" he said.

	 

	Lewis gulped. “Definitely," he said, his voice going deeper.

	 

	"Well, maybe your wish might come true," said Peter.

	 

	"Oh yeah," said Lewis. “I knew I still had it."

	 

	Lewis leaned in for a kiss with Peter. Closing his eyes, Peter kissed him back. It felt wrong and weird, but it was soon over.

	 

	"Come on then," Peter said, taking Lewis' hand.

	 

	"Alright!" said Lewis.

	 

	As Peter led him upstairs, he was aware of Lewis looking around to see who had witnessed his 'success'. Very few people looked in their direction, though. Everyone seemed to be transfixed on Nigel, who danced his heart out yet again.

	 

	——

	 

	Ava and Lydia waited in Peter's bedroom. They'd both changed into black, dominatrix suits and Lydia wore a large strap-on. Ava held a pile of rope in her hand and a roll of duct tape.

	 

	"That twat has no idea," Ava laughed, waving the rope around.

	 

	As they waited for Peter to bring Lewis to the room, they stepped from foot to foot.

	 

	"I'm so pepped," said Lydia.

	 

	"And me," Ava said.

	 

	"I think Peter's taming a bit," Lydia said, "I mean, he didn't act up tonight, and now he's bringing us our new sissy."

	 

	Ava laughed loudly.

	 

	"This sissy is going to be hard work," she said, "But, oh, so worth it!"

	 

	"At least he's short," agreed Lydia. “That will make life easier! I think he has small feet, too."

	 

	"And you know what that means!" said Ava.

	 

	They heard footsteps approaching the room.

	 

	"Here we go," Lydia said.

	 

	——

	 

	When the door opened, Lewis' mouth opened.

	 

	"What the?" he said.

	 

	Peter slammed shut the door, locking it behind him.

	 

	Ava ran forward and grabbed Lewis. She pushed him onto the bed and Lydia jumped on top of him, pointing the strap-on at his mouth. Peter watched in silence as Ava wrapped duct tape around Lewis' ankles and Lydia pushed the strap-on into his mouth. Lewis tried to shout out, but all that came from his mouth were gagging sounds. Lydia thrust the large strap-on into his face as Ava wrapped rope around his wrists.

	 

	"Sissy number 6," she said, securing it so he couldn't move his arms an inch.

	 

	"Welcome to the cottage," Lydia said, still thrusting the rubber cock into his mouth.

	 

	Lewis' eyes were wide with terror. He looked up but all he saw was the black, shiny material of Lydia's dominatrix suit. He felt the rubber against his face but mostly, he was dominated by the intrusive rubber cock, fucking his mouth.

	 

	Peter watched the spectacle in horror at first, but quickly became aware of how turned on he was. His cock almost burst through the dress as he watched the two women, capturing and face-fucking Lewis. He looked down at his pink, satin outfit and remembered how they'd forced him into it. He reminisced over their harsh spanking and felt a twinge in his buttock.

	 

	Aware of his gaze, Ava turned to Peter and spoke.

	 

	"We might need you to help train this sissy," she said, "If you think you're ready."

	 

	Peter nodded slowly, watching the saliva fall down Lewis' face as he repeatedly gagged on the rubber cock.

	 

	"We know you'll teach him how to please," said Lydia.

	 

	- The End -
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