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Sissy Under Wraps



December twenty-third.  Really? What kind of guy breaks up with you on December twenty-third?  What kind of guy does it by email?   Was he just trying to get out of buying a Christmas gift?   Jack always was cheap that way, but it wasn’t like she was looking for an engagement ring or anything.  Though after two years of putting up with an overage man-child who didn’t even know how to separate his laundry by color before she walked into his life the summer after he graduated from Columbia, she certainly deserved it. 

Katie, not Katherine or Kate, didn’t believe in pressuring a guy to propose.  If you did, then you only had yourself to blame when he divorced you after realizing he only got married because of pressure from you.  No strings or commitments for them.  She was the ideal girlfriend—cute, outgoing, liked his friends, didn’t dream of church bells and wedding cake—what guy wouldn’t want to be her boyfriend? 

Her spoon found the bottom of the quart of Salted Carmel Truffle Explosion and she licked it clean, catching a glimpse of the nutritional information panel like a basketball player looks at a scoreboard.  She noted the 2,548

calories that she had just consumed and declared it worth it.  She sighed and called Angie.  If anybody could talk her down from this funk before this holiday became an endless haze of rum, ice cream, and Christmas candy, it would be her friends. 

“Jack left me,” she sobbed into the receiver. 

“That bastard! What kind of guy dumps a girl two days before Christmas,” growled Angie. 

“His email said he was trying to define himself and it wouldn’t be fair to me to stay together.” 

“What kind of television psychiatrist crap is that?  Wait, did you say email?” 

“Yeah, I just read it two hours ago.” 

“He better hope he finds himself before I find him.  You deserve a lot better than that skinny little runt anyway.  We’ll find you somebody, you’ll see.  Do you want me to come over?” 

“Could you?” 

“I’ll be there in twenty minutes.   Don’t go near the freezer til I get there.” 

“Too late,” confessed Katie. 

Angie was the second to arrive.  By total coincidence Sharon had stopped by and she had in turn called Jen. 

Jen and Sharon had been as close as sisters since they were in the Delta Theta sorority together back when they attended DuPont College.    Now, all four taught at the same high school and hung out together on the weekends as well.  They were inseparable.  There was never any doubt that they had each other’s back and that their bonds were stronger than any man could break.  They had been there through family illness, broken hearts, and a teacher’s strike that lasted two weeks.  Two long weeks without pay and student loans, rent, and car payments hanging over their heads.  They had come through it all together, united and stronger than before. 

That night, Katie poured out her heart to them.  Look, it wasn't like Jack was some kind of catch or anything. 

It was the general consensus of the group that Katie could do a lot better.  Cute guys with better prospects who were considerate and sophisticated noticed her.  They flirted and they were everything that Jack wasn't, but she continued to make excuses and allowances for her dud of a boyfriend.  He wasn't even that big a jerk, just incredibly immature and selfish. 

The girls left Katie's house only a couple of hours before the sun was due to appear in the Eastern sky.  They were all determined to make this a merry Christmas for their friend, but they struggled mightily with the question of how. 

While Katie had a modest house, Jen was still living in an apartment stacked with other apartments in a turn of the century building in Lincoln Park.  At twenty-four, she wasn't in a hurry to put down roots.  Her roommate Rachel was about the best roommate you could have.  She was kind, thoughtful, and never late with her share of the rent.  She also was a knockout.  She was nearly six feet tall and most of that height seemed to be in her legs.  Her oversized pouty lips, big eyes, and long strawberry blonde hair didn't hurt either. 

It was just after six on Christmas Eve night and Jen was looking at her Facebook page.  She wasn't going to be

able to make it home for Christmas, but at least she could enjoy watching her friends have a good time with their families.  She noticed an update from Jack and then remembered that she still had the loser friended.  She was about to take care of that little oversight when she actually read the update. 

Jack had posted,  I'm stuck in town for the holidays and just dumped my girlfriend.  I think this calls for some massive pre-Christmas drinking.  If anyone wants to join me, I'm at Huff's Pub.  NO BITCHES ALLOWED. 

"Hey, Rebecca, do you have any plans for tonight?" asked Jen. 

"No, thought I'd just chill with you," she responded honestly. 

"I have a better idea.  How do you feel about Huff's Pub?" 




***

 

Every eye was on her.   She was tall, but not afraid to enter the bar on stiletto heels.  The slinky black dress made her look ravishing, but also very out of place in this corner dive. Jack Halloran was shocked when the woman sat on the empty stool next to him and ordered a light beer and a shot of whiskey.   Jack downed his liquid courage, hoping to get up the courage to talk to her. 

"Hey, do you have the time?" she asked. 

"Uhm me?" he replied nervously. 

"I don't really care." She shook her head.  "If you want the honor of telling me the time, it's yours." 

"It's like seven-thirty I think," he guessed. 

"So, why are you out drinking on Christmas Eve?" she questioned. 

"I was just looking to meet interesting people.  I think I hit the jackpot." He smiled

. 

"Oh, that's smooth," she lied. "So you find me interesting?  I'm Rachel." 

"I'm Jack." He beamed.  "So where were you going tonight?  You didn't get dressed like that to come here." 

"I was going out with my boyfriend," she replied, watching Jack's mood grow sullen. "But he broke up with me.  What a creep." 

"Really? Why did he break up with you?" 

"Does it matter?  What kind of a son of a bitch breaks up with a woman in Christmas Eve?" 

"Yeah, that's a real tough break," he stammered sheepishly. 

"Do you feel like having some fun tonight?" She smiled. 

"More fun than a dive bar?  What do you have in mind?" 

"Well, an asshole like my now ex-boyfriend really deserves to be forgotten quickly.  I bet I could show you the kind of night that you would never forget." 

"You make it sound very tempting." He laughed. 

"So come on, let's go.  You don't have a girlfriend, do you?" 

"No," he stuttered realizing that for the first time in ages he didn't. 

He chugged his drink and left $2 on the bar to tip for the eight beers that he had drank.  Together the oddly mismatched couple made their way out to his car.  Had he known he was going to meet a girl, he would have worn a clean shirt.   As Rachel navigated the way to her apartment, it seemed strangely familiar, but he couldn't figure out why.  He had dropped Katie off a time or two, but it had been months. Jack and Rebecca exited the car after Jack parked it in the back lot.  He put his arm on the small of her back and together they went inside.  As they got to the landing in front of the apartment, Rachel kissed Jack deeply.  She fumbled for her keys still locked in his embrace and together they kissed their way inside.  She kept moving with him until they plopped down on the couch in the center of the room.  Once there, she quickly pulled away. 

"Hi Jack.  Merry Christmas," said Jen cheerfully. 

"What are you doing here?" he stuttered, panicked that she seemed to be expecting him. 

"I live here, genius." She laughed. 

"Then that means..." He hesitated. 

"Yeah, Jackie boy, you've been set up," called Sharon from across the room. 

"I did promise you a night you wouldn't forget," teased Rachel. 

Taking a look at the women now surrounding him, Jack took stock of the situation.  He had no intention of cooperating.  They definitely seemed intent on inflicting some kind of punishment on him, but there was no reason he had to take it.  He knew these girls, well, except for Rachel.  He wouldn't hit them or anything, but they better not get in his way.   Jack bolted upright and sprinted towards the door.  The girls were ready for that.  Jen had moved

over between Jack and the door. 

"You're not leaving here until we say you are," interjected Jen forcefully. 

"Out of my way, Jen.  This isn't funny," he warned. 

"I think it's hysterical," she taunted. 

Jack attempted to grab her and pull her out of his way, but she didn't make it easy for him.  By the time, he was able to move her and give himself a clear path to open the door, the other girls were on him.  Rachel put her arm around his neck and Sharon and Rebecca each grabbed an arm and held on for dear life.   They dragged him back to the couch and held him down.  Jen quickly made her move, deftly unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants. She produced a small metal object and stuck it over Jack's penis.  He looked down in fear, which turned to abject terror when he heard a click and saw her remove a small key from the device. 

"What the Hell is that?" he asked still held firmly. 

"This is what they call an electrified cage.   It's the latest thing on the market and according to Lauren at Erotic Playground, it will hurt more than getting kicked in the nuts twenty times if I press this red button at its highest setting," explained Jen holding the control unit. 

"You bitch," he cried. 

"Oh, did you want me to try it out?" 

"No!" 

"Are you sure?  Ask me nicely and maybe I won't," she teased. 

"Please don't press that button," he pleaded. 

"Tell us you'll be a good little girl and cooperate," chimed in Sharon. 

"I'll be a good little girl and cooperate," he agreed, swallowing hard as he choked down each word. 

"Argh!" he screamed as Jen zapped him.  The girls held him tight as he spent the next five seconds spasming in pain. 

"That was the lowest setting, Jack.  Don't fuck with us.  Don't even question us or you get the high setting," 

she threatened. 

"No more, please.  What do you want from me?" he asked. 

"We ran a nice relaxing bubble bath for you.  Don't worry, your device is safe in water as long as you don't struggle with it and accidentally expose a wire.  In the bathtub you'll also find a couple of pink razors and some shaving cream.  Shave everything below your neck and I do mean everything.  If you miss a spot, I will finish the job and I won't use shaving cream," she warned. 

"Oh come on.  You can't be serious," he complained. 

"Try me," she said, holding up the control unit. 

"Fine, I'm going." He backed away quickly. 

Jack found everything right where the girls said it would be.  He plopped himself down into the warm water of the bathtub and smelled the lavender scented bubbles.  It was pleasant enough, but very feminine and he knew that he would soon share that fragrance.   The water was still warm.  It must have been scalding when they filled the tub. 

It made it easier for him to relax, but this was no social function.  The girls would be inspecting him closely and they wouldn't be happy with anything less than perfection from the sounds of Jen's warning.   He grabbed the shaving cream and stuck his right leg out of the tub, lathering it up.  The task was unfamiliar and humiliating, but it seemed simple enough. 

The bathroom door swinging open startled Jack.  It was Rachel.  She quickly snapped a picture of him shaving his leg on her phone. 

"What the Hell?" he asked. 

"Relax—I can't see anything with the bubbles.  Don't get your panties in a bunch," she giggled at her own joke. 

"I still want my privacy," he insisted. 

"I just wanted a souvenir," she cooed. 

"Well, you got one." 

"I also wanted to give you a change of clothes." She smiled, depositing a bright red thong on the sink and helping herself to the clothes that Jack had discarded on the floor. 

"Hey, leave those," he snapped. 

"Finish shaving.  You wouldn't want me getting that remote control, would you?" 

"No, I guess not." 

When Jack finally emerged from his bubble bath, he was satiny smooth and had a delightful floral bouquet. 

The girls laughed, not at his comical appearance as much as at his demeanor.  His walk was the shuffle of a condemned man as he made his way towards his captors.  They sat him down on the couch and began a long and deliberate transformation.  Jen knelt on the floor, ready to paint his toes, while Sharon did his fingers.  Rachel stood behind the couch a wig and spirit gum held tightly in her hands.  The honor of doing his makeup belonged to Angie. 

"What are you going to do to me?" he asked, clearly shaken. 

"We're going to make you pretty, silly," laughed Angie as she flicked a soft brush at his nose. 

Jack was alarmed at the extensions that the girls were gluing onto his nails.  Once the bright red polish was applied, he couldn't tell where his own fingernails ended and the acrylic began.  Even worse, he could feel Rachel applying a very liberal amount of adhesive to his head. 

"Calm down, it's nothing to worry your pretty little head about," assured Angie.  "Rachel is just using spirit gum.  It's easy to take off, but we wouldn't want the wig slipping off, would we?" 

"Just hurry it up." 

"Oh, someone is in a hurry to look pretty," teased Angie as she finished using a black eyeliner to give Jack the winged look. 

"That wig really does change his appearance," giggled Jen. 

"Definitely an improvement," agreed Sharon. 

Jack was startled as he felt Rachel stick a pair of breast forms on his chest and hold them in place while the same glue that was used to attach his wig was allowed to set on his chest.  Jen saw Jack's mood change and immediately grabbed for the remote, pointing it at their partially feminized prisoner.  He sighed and rolled his eyes, allowing Rachel to finish her work. 

"Pucker up Jackie." Angie smiled as she completed her masterpiece by applying fire engine red lipstick to Jackie's lips.  The girls all stood back and laughed out loud.  Jack was going to be quite beautiful when they were done. 

"Do you think that glue on his breasts will hold?" fretted Rachel. 

"One way to find out." Sharon smiled.  "We want to see some jumping jacks, sissy." 

"What?!" 

"You heard us, bitch.  Get jumping," commanded Jen with the remote held tightly in her hand. 

Jack got to his feet and began doing what they asked.  The movement of the exercise caused Jack's breasts to sway back and forth and up and down.  It was very uncomfortable for him, but the glue did hold.   The girls found this absolutely hysterical and Rachel had to force herself to keep it together just so she could capture fifteen seconds of this amusing sight on her phone. 

Rachel came up behind Jack and attached a flimsy red bra to his chest, giving him some support.    It matched his panties, but like the thong they were completely impractical.   She also attached a red garter belt around his waist and Jen and Angie drew a pair of white fishnet stockings up his legs and attached them to his garters underneath the panties   Sharon brought over a pair of red open toed pumps with a five-inch heel and had Jack step into them. 

"I can't walk in these," he insisted. 

"That's the whole point of wearing shoes like this Jack.  Besides, you won't be walking much," laughed Sharon. 

The final additions to Jack's feminine outfit were a Santa hat and a very short long-sleeved red dress with white sparkly marabou trim at the wrists, bust, and hem.  Rachel busied herself taking pictures of the transformation.  They showed Jack his reflection in the mirror and he stood there in slack-jawed astonishment. 

"Yeah, you're pretty hot," giggled Angie. 

"I knew he'd be cute, but not this cute," agreed Jen. 

"Big improvement," laughed Sharon. 

"Alright, so far so good.  Let's get this show on the road," urged Jen as she grabbed her coat. 

"I can't go anywhere like this?" he insisted. 

"I don't think you have a choice," giggled Rachel, tossing Jack a red women's winter coat. "Here, put this on," 

"Aw, don't look so glum, sissy.  Sharon wanted to make you ride in the trunk, but I said you deserved to ride in the car." Angie smiled. 

"I'm not a sissy." 

"Really?" asked Rachel.  The girls all had a good laugh, but Jack could do nothing, but blush in humiliation. 




***

 

The ride to Katie's house was very quiet.  Jack had a lot of questions about what they were going to do with him and where they were going, but he felt opening his mouth meant taking a very real chance of being stuffed into the trunk so he bit his tongue.  When he saw that the car was going to Katie's house, he was relieved that he wasn't about to be abandoned in the woods, but terrified of having her see him like this. 

"That's right bitch.  You'll be Katie's Christmas surprise," laughed Sharon, as if reading his thoughts. 

"What?  I can't let her see me like this," protested Jack. 

"Aw, don't worry.  We'll keep you under wraps," teased Angie.  He didn't know what was so funny, but all the girls laughed like she had just told the funniest joke in the world.  This scared him. 

When the car pulled to a stop in front of Katie's, Jack was relieved to find that there were no lights on.  His transformation had taken a while and it was getting close to eleven at night.  She was either out or sleeping. 

"Out you go," said Jen holding up the remote control for his electrified cock cage. 

Jack stepped out into the cold night air, very conscious of the cold night air whipping under the short skirt of his outfit.  Rachel and Jen roughly herded him towards the stairs, while Angie opened the door with the spare key that Katie had given her soon after moving in.  Sharon also entered her arms full of wrapping paper. 

"I assume Katie's upstairs sleeping.  Let's keep it quiet. Why don't you get started on the present." Angie motioned to Jen and Rachel.  "Sharon and I will get the box from the basement." 

"Sure, I'm quite good at wrapping," assured Rachel. 

Jen grabbed Jack's hands and pinned them together behind his back, where Rachel proceeded to wind a clothesline through them.  She cinched the ropes tightly before declaring herself finished. 

"Hey, I've been cooperating," complained Jack bitterly. 

Jen went into the bathroom and returned, after a brief stop at the hamper, with a pair of Katie's dirty panties. 

She walked deliberately towards Jack and pointing the remote at him, told him to open his mouth.  Reluctantly, he complied and she shoved the purple boy shorts in Jack's mouth.   Rachel handed her a gigantic candy cane from the bag of supplies.  The candy cane had cost her almost $10 and was eighteen inches long and two inches in diameter. 

Taking a piece of festive red ribbon, she secured the candy cane across Jack's mouth, trapping the panties inside and effectively silencing him.  It was unlikely such a thick candy cane would break and the panties stopped him from being able to lick it, which would have been a tedious and futile task anyway. 

"That looks great," said Rachel.  "It's like visions of sugar plums dancing in her cute little head." 

Sharon and Angie returned with a huge cardboard box that had once held Katie's new washing machine.  It was a not a flimsy box by any means.  The cardboard was very thick and it was held together by staples.  Rachel and Jen finished securing Jack's ankles together and placing him in a kneeling hog tie.  Sharon rolled out a huge amount of wrapping paper and they turned over the box so it was lying on its side.  After Angie threw two pillows from the couch to the bottom of the box,   she turned to Jack and said, "Get in." 

Jack couldn't speak, but he shook his head vigorously and pleaded with his eyes and his moaning to not be put in the box.  Jen tried to use the remote as a threat, but he wouldn't yield, so she was forced to zap him.  He twitched and writhed until Jen removed her finger from the button. 

"That was setting four.  There are six higher.  Shall we see what they do or will you be a good little girl?" 

asked Jen. 

Jack did his best to shimmy into the box and with the girls' help, he managed to back his way into his cardboard prison cell.   After cutting a dozen small air holes with the scissors, the girls closed the box and used strapping tape to seal it.  The pillows at the bottom of the box made kneeling more comfortable, but Jack wondered how long he could kneel in this tiny box.  The ropes connecting his wrists to his ankles made straightening up impossible.  He could feel the girls wrapping the box.  As the paper covered up the air holes, things went pitch black, but the girls soon punctured the paper as well. 

The girls topped the box with a very large red bow and wrapped several other smaller gifts for Katie as well. 

They then used gift tags to number the order of the packages that Katie was to open. 

"Ok, you have a very Merry Christmas, sugarplum fairy," teased Sharon. 

"Mmph," came the muffled reply from inside the box. 

"Maybe, if you're lucky Santa Claus will let you out early," giggled Rachel. 

"Do you think he can get out of there?" asked Angie. 

"No, when I tie a sissy, he stays tied," assured Jen. 

"Goodnight sweetie," laughed Rachel.  "Wasn't this more fun than hanging out in some dive bar drinking all night?" 

As the girls walked away from him, Jack's muffled yelling got louder and more persistent, but he was too well

gagged to make enough sound to penetrate his cardboard prison.  He heard the girls leave and he suddenly felt very alone.  He screamed as loud as he possibly could, but he knew that Katie would never be able to hear him upstairs even if she wasn't a loud sleeper.   He banged into the side of the box with his shoulders and he struggled mightily against the bonds, but he was unable to do anything significant to either the ropes or the box.  Throughout the night, he kept a solitary vigil, falling asleep from time to time from sheer exhaustion, but unable to stay asleep for more than a half an hour in his uncomfortable position. 

Jack found himself with little to do, but let his mind wander.  He felt bad about breaking up with Katie, but he was not ready to get serious.  That didn't give her friends the right to do this to him.  God help them when I get out, he thought.  He knew nobody would be looking for him.  Why would they?  Most of his friends were probably with their families.  Was anybody even home?  Maybe Katie stayed the night at her parents or something.  He didn't remember any of the girls checking to see if she was home.   He could be in here for a very long time. 

Seconds passed like minutes and hours seemed like days, but now Jack could make out sunlight peeking into the room.  He had no sense of time, but it had to be after six a.m.  He was stiff and sore, but Katie would come down stairs soon.  Then again, he hadn't ended things with her on good terms.  What if she was pissed?  What if she decided to just leave him in the box or toss him out into the cold Christmas morning in his ridiculous sexy Santa costume? 

He heard footsteps coming down the steps from upstairs.  As much as he had been dying for Katie to rescue him, now he feared just how she'd react at the sight of him. 

"What in the Hell," he heard her say, obviously shocked to find the big package under her Christmas tree.  He could feel her try to lift up the box, but stopped right away after feeling his weight.  Unfortunately, the sudden movement of the box sent the feminized prisoner sprawling forward and his head connected solidly with the front of the box causing a moan to escape his gagged mouth. 

"Oh my God, if they left a poor dog in this tiny box all night, I'll kill them," she grumbled.  It was then that Katie noticed the numbers on the packaged.  She opened the long package labeled one and found it contained a pink collar and leash.  She couldn't believe that her friends would be that cruel to some poor frightened dog.  It felt like it was way too big for the house anyway.  Oh well, at least they meant well she decided. 

The second present she opened contained the remote for the electrified penis cage and a key.  She had no idea what it was, so she held down the key, which caused Jack to fall over and buck in pain.  She was now completely confused.  The final two gifts were a strapon dildo with lubricant and a riding crop.  She already knew that her friends were kinky and perverted, but this was too much.  She laughed deeply to herself before tearing open the wrapping paper covering the big cardboard box.   She had to get a scissors to cut the tape, but eventually, she was able to open the box. 

"Oh my God!" She took a step back, startled to see her ex-boyfriend looking up with pleading eyes. One of the biggest candy canes she had ever seen in her entire life was tied between his jaws and he was dressed like a slutty little Santa.  She had no idea how to react. 

"Oh geez Jack, are you OK?" 

"Mmmph" he muttered.  He was trying to yell at full volume, but his voice was muffled. 

"I'll get you out of her right away," she assured him grabbing for the scissors. 

She had placed her fingers in the scissors and was leaning forward to cut the ropes that held Jack's wrists behind him.  She was acting on pure motherly instinct and care for another human being in duress.  She placed the scissors on the coffee table and sat back, taking a deep breath.  She had finally gotten the punch line to the greatest joke she had ever seen in her lifetime. 

"My girlfriends did this to you, didn't they?" she asked, still trying to catch her breath.  Jack nodded his head indignantly.  She knew he would have liked to swear enough to make a sailor blush right there, but the gag stopped him. 

"I think this calls for some pictures.  I'm going to get my camera phone.  Don't you go anywhere," she teased. 

All he could do was groan through his gag.  Even when she returned with her camera and taunted him to smile, he could only sit there and make his displeasure known by grumbling. 

She attached a picture to a text and sent it out to her friends with the message, "wow!  It's just what I wanted. 

How did you know?" 

She approached Jack and removed his candy cane gag.   Smiling, she asked him, "Have you been in there all night?" 

"Yes," he replied. "Since about eleven last night I've been tied and gagged." 

"Aw, poor baby," she mocked. 

"Cut me loose.  I'm going to make those crazy friends of yours regret that they ever did this to me," insisted Jack. 

"Don't be too hard on them.  They thought they were doing me a favor," she responded. 

"Well, they're such cunts for doing this to me.  Now untie me." 

"No, I don't think so." 

"What the Hell?  If you don't let me go this minute, I will make you regret this so much," he barked. 

"They must have thought you needed a lesson and you obviously haven't learned it," she sneered while picking up the penis gag.  He dodged all of her attempts to avoid the gag, but when she pinched his nose shut, he had no choice, but to open his mouth the breath.  That's when she pushed the gag in and secured it behind his head. 

"Mmph!" 

"Oh, grow up, you little drama queen.  I did you a favor.  When you're not gagged, your mouth gets you into too much trouble," she snickered. 

After snapping the collar around his neck and clipping the leash to it, Katie cut the ropes binding Jack's ankles together and used the leash to pull him to his feet.  His legs were unsteady after being bent behind him so long, but she led him over to the couch and tied the other end of the leash to a heavy end table forcing him to bend over the couch. 

"Unfortunately, when you broke up with me, I returned your Christmas present.  Still, I feel I should give you something," she said, putting on the strapon that her friends had given her. "I think I'll give you an attitude adjustment." 

Jack looked back at her in terror and tried to scream, but the rubber penis in his mouth silenced his protests. 

Katie applied a generous amount of lube to his ass, but this did nothing to reassure or comfort him. 

"Mmph," he moaned his eyes wide with fear. 

"Aw baby," she cooed. "You are going to look so cute all tarted up like a slutty Mrs. Claus in your mouth and ass.  I think we have your Christmas card photo for next year." 

She stared down at him and their eyes met, Katie's face triumphant.  She knew she had won.  Defeated, though he hated to admit it, Jack whimpered into his gag. 

"Relax," she cooed sweetly, "It will feel good if you relax." 

She grabbed the phallus dangling from her crotch--her phallus.  Her dick.  She smiled, pulling down Jack's panties to reveal his now hairless ass.  Jack shuddered as the cool air hit his cheeks. 

"Great ass baby! So round and girlish...and oh so smooth."  She grabbed his chin and tilted his face up to hers. 

"You are horny baby, you dirty little slut.  I don't care how much you moan or whine, I can see the proof right there in your erection." 

Somehow, it hadn't even occurred to Jack that he was hard.  His own penis was betraying him.  He was terrified and he sure didn't want his ex-girlfriend to fuck him.  So why was this somehow exciting him? 

Still clamping his chin, she reached down and probed his anus with her index finger.  It took all of his willpower not to moan as he watched her.  "Keep your ass up" 

Jack raised his ass, offering it as a gift to this woman he had just unmercifully dumped.  He gasped as he felt her push his legs apart roughly.  Once again her fingers probed his opening.  Jack closed his eyes and tried to relax. 

He was maintaining his composure, not moaning, hoping against hope that she would stop.  Instead, she inserted a third finger. 

She slapped his ass sharply and she leaned forward, bringing her ass further up.  "Suck on that cock in your mouth while I fuck your ass with my dick," she whispered.  She put her arms on his shoulders and she finally thrust the faux penis into his tight ass.  He couldn't help groaning through his gag.  She thrust slowly at first, but began to build a rhythm.  His body responded.  Shocked at how easily he had succumbed, he determinedly tried to shut out the stimulation. 

"You want my cock, Jack--Jacqueline.  You know you do," she gasped. 

As it went on, he could no longer muster the will to ignore it.  He felt helpless to ignore his body's lust and passion.  The pain of being penetrated was rapidly fading into mild discomfort while the pleasure of stimulation was growing.  He felt helpless to switch off his body's involuntary response.  He tried to reason his way out of the situation.  It was just a piece of rubber.  It wasn't like he was really getting fucked in his ass.  This was just one indignity and then it'd all be over, wouldn't it?  He couldn't fight her after her friends had trussed him up so tightly, could he? 

He looked up at her face, contorted with her own passion, but as beautiful as that day two years ago when they had first met.  He began to move his pelvis back to meet her thrusting cock.  She opened her mouth and smiled

cruelly, "That it whore, ride my cock."  Now he rode the strapon eagerly, driven by passion and lust; strangely turned on by Katie's demeaning comment. 

Finally, he could hold out no longer and let forth a mighty torrent of cum into the hem of his Santa dress.   He had never felt anything like this.  He had never felt so taken or so right.  Even through the haze of pleasure he could feel Katie writhing in waves of erotic pleasure.  It had been just as amazing for her as it was for him. 

"You liked that slut," she gasped. 

"Mmph," he simply moaned and nodded his head in agreement.  He couldn't believe how the last ten minutes had just turned his world upside down. 

"Hold still and I'll cut you loose," she said, grabbing the scissors and releasing him from his bonds and undoing the gag while her rubbed the circulation back into his wrists. 

"Now what?" he asked cautiously. 

"You're free to go," she said.  There was a part of her that really wanted to apologize for her uncharacteristic actions, but she didn't know what to say and she really didn't want to seem weak in front of a guy she once cared about. 

"Uhm, like this?" he asked, motioning to his cum soaked dress. 

"Well, it's not like I didn't offer to let you keep some clothes over here, but that was a bit too much commitment I guess," she snapped. 

"Point taken." He smiled, stripping off the dress and pulling up his panties. 

"Nice undies.  I guess you could wear a pair of my pants and a sweatshirt home.  I probably owe you that much after...," she began. 

"Ham or spinach?" he interrupted. 

"What?" she asked, wrinkling her brow in confusion. 

"What do you want in your omelet?" he asked, moving into the kitchen and putting on an apron over his lingerie. 

"You want to make breakfast, now?  I don't understand you at all," she sighed in exasperation. 

"I think I finally do," he laughed.  "It's Christmas morning, I just had the best sex of my life and I'm about to make breakfast for the woman I loved.  Why fight it?" 

"Why indeed?" She smiled.  They embraced and shared a Christmas kiss.  It was like Christmas itself; a ritual often repeated, but somehow filled with the hope of renewal and of something brand new at the same time. 

"Merry Christmas, baby." He smiled.  He was finally happy. 















Regift of the Magi

Seventy-Three dollars and eighty-seven cents.  That was all.  And twenty-eight dollars of it was in change. 

Change saved by the nickel, quarter, and dime by doing without morning coffee and staying home on Saturday nights until one felt such pitiful solitude that Anna felt more fifty-two than twenty-five.  She counted it.  Seventy-Three dollars and eight-seven cents.  And Christmas would be here next week. 

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl.  So Anna did it.  She reflected on a life full of student loan payments and smiling as she spent her days asking, "Grande or Vente, sir?" 

While Anna is wallowing in the self-pity that only a girl in her early twenties on the cusp of womanhood could understand, take a look at the home.  Utilities included for $600 per month.  It did not exactly look like a crack house, but it was also not the type of building that respectable people chose to live if they had other options.  The paper thin walls let in the shouts of fighting couples and smells of ethnic cooking and garlic. 

On a scratched oak coffee table that had to be salvaged from trash collection and carried down six city blocks, was a simple black frame bearing a picture of Anna with a beautiful Filipina signed "Thank you for 18 amazing months! Love Tala." 

The two girls in the picture were stylish, with attention drawing beauty, but had barely a nickel to rub between

them.   Graphic artists who substitute teach and journalists who pour coffee do not see their worth in their meager paychecks.  But whenever Tala and Anna were together, they felt loved and secure and they felt passion deep from inside.  Separated, they sat on their own stars and dreamed of the way that they were and the way that they wanted to be.  Living together free from want and full of desire when long nights turned into late mornings and brunch and walks through the park. 

Anna finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with discounted tissues that we rougher to the tough, but thirty-two cents a box cheaper.  She stood by the window and looked out dully at the feminine form shoveling the fluff from Anna's sidewalk following a pre-dawn snow storm.  Seven days from now it would be Christmas Day and she had only $73.87 with which to buy Tala a present.  She had been saving every penny she could for months, but $9.50 an hour doesn't go far.   After taxes and withholding and paying off her seemingly useless degree, she didn't have much left.  She never did.  Only $73.87 to buy a present for Tala.  Her Tala.  Many a happy hour she had spent planning something nice for her lover.  Something fine and beautiful and avant-garde--something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honor of being owned by a goddess like Tala. 

There was a buzzer by the thin front door to the apartment.  The buzzer had long fallen off the wall and the landlord had reattached it with duct tape.  It had bothered Anna when she first moved in, but now she had accepted it as just another indignity for an underemployed reporter or an overeducated barista--whichever she was calling herself now. 

Suddenly she whirled towards the buzzer and pressed it to open the door before anybody signaled for her to do so.  She knew Kristine very well, maybe better than she knew herself.  Shivering as she entered from the cold, Kristine was ill-dressed for as her fashionable princess style coat jacket only came to the middle of her thighs and the skirt of her tight sapphire dress was even shorter.  Her black open-toed sandals were not appropriate for five inches of snow and only a thin layer of pantyhose shielded her shapely legs from the elements.  Anna reached up and removed the white knit cap from Kristine's head and let her long flowing black hair fall to its full length. 

Now, there were two possessions of Tala and Anna in which they both took a mighty pride.  One was Tala's sissy slave Kaleigh.  The other was Anna's sissy Kristine.  They had picked them up at a bar one night when they were two graduate students known as Chris and Karl. Had Princess Grace lived in the apartment across the hall, she would have felt plain and dowdy next to Anna's maid who was still anatomically 100% male.  Had the Marquis de Sade been the janitor, with all his torture equipment in the basement, Kaleigh would take his worst treatment in complete stoicism just to make the Marquis feel inadequate in the presence of his Goddess Tala. 

"I have completed shoveling the snow for you, Mistress Anna." 

"You are a good servant, Kristine.  I bet you were cold out there," she stated. 

"I was mistress." 

"Take off your jacket and give me a twirl.  Then kneel on the floor next to my spot on the couch," she commanded. 

"Yes, mistress," whimpered Kristine obsequiously.  In the light of the apartment, Kristine glanced what appeared to be a tear rolling down Anna's left cheek and felt a sense of dread come over here. 

"You're a very beautiful girl, Kristine." Anna smiled sweetly as she brushed Kristine's long black hair. 

"Thank you, Mistress." Kristine beamed. 

"Some of my friends have noticed just what a great sissy you are," explained Anna.  "I have one of them coming over soon.  She wants a sissy maid of her own and she would like to buy you." 

"No Mistress Anna, please!" pleaded Kristine. 

"Don't be argumentative, sissy." 

"I'm sorry Mistress." 

"I told you that this day could come, sissy.  Consider it one final demonstration of your obedience to me." she said sternly, but she faltered for a moment as she reached for her makeup bag. 

On went sissy's fire engine red lipstick; on went a bit more foundation.  With practiced delicate movements more blush was applied.  Sissy was beautiful, but the sparkle in her eyes was gone.  Della gave a few waves of the mascara wand, sissy fluttered her lashes and the two of them waited for Mistress Della's friend. 

They did not have to wait long for Eva Sofronie was nothing if not punctual.  She was a large woman, towering over both Della and Kristine, yet she was also elegant and graceful.  She wore her hair in a severe bun that Kristine could only include was mostly for his benefit.  As Kristine held open the door, Mistress Eva strode proudly into the room, kissing Della on both cheeks. 

"Will you buy my sissy?" asked Della. 

"I need a new girl," said Eva. "Give us a twirl slut.  I need to inspect the merchandise." 

Eva smiled and stalked up to Kristine, reaching under her skirt and grabbing her caged package giggling at the small size of Kristine's cock. 

"Five hundred dollars," said Eva, giving Kristine a firm and painful squeeze. 

"Give it to me quick," said Della. 

Mistress Eva clipped a leash and collar to Kristine's neck saying, "I'll collect her things within a few days." 

Oh, and the next three hours tripped by on rosy wings.  Sex shop after sex shop was scoured.  She ransacked every shop in the city trying to find Tala's Christmas gift. 

She found it at last.  It surely had been made for Tala and no one else.  She had never seen another like it in any store and surely she would have remembered it.   It was a set of wooden stocks simple and elegant in design, properly proclaiming its craftsmanship and the exquisite taste of the owner by substance alone, not by meretricious ornamentation--as all good things should do.  The carpenter had rendered Western red cedar with deep lustrous amber tones and a scent the evoked autumn weekends and lazy bonfires.  The stocks were padded with full grain Nappa leather.   Surely, being locked in stocks such as these would be pure bliss.  As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be Tala's.  It was like her.  Quietness and value--the description applied to both.  Five-hundred-fifty dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried home with less than twenty-five dollars in her pocket.  With these stocks, Tala would be quick to restrain her sissy.  As beautiful as Kaleigh was, Tala rarely took photos of her in bondage on account of the old duct tape or cheap clothes line she had to use to restrain her. 

When Della got home, she struggled to get the stocks unloaded from her truck and up the stairs.  She was grateful that her neighbor Jim, who longed for her and had a cute beagle puppy, came to her rescue and together they carried the stocks up to her apartment.  He would have been shocked to learn what the heavy box contained.  She told him it was shelving. 

Assembling the piece was no easy task.  Her intoxication soon gave way to frustration.  This was the sort of thing that Kristine did for her.  She got out her screwdriver and went to work attaching the two pieces of the stocks together and assembling a gift of generosity added to love.  Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends--a mammoth task. 

Within forty minutes the stocks were complete.  The whole apartment had taken on the rich scent of the cedar. 

She giggled with delight like a schoolgirl with a crush.  She looked at the completed gift long, carefully, and critically. 

 If Tala doesn't kill me,  she said to herself,  when she finds out I have sold Kristine, she'll tell me that I was foolish.  But what could I do--oh! What could I do with seventy-three dollars and eighty-seven cents.  Eva will take good care of him and if I pleaded with her, she'd probably even agree to sell him back to me. 

At 7 o'clock the wine was chilling and the candles had been lit. 

Tala was never late.  Della threw an old table cloth over the smooth leather on top of the stocks.  Then she moved to sit on the corner of the table near the front door.  Then she heard the buzzer and pressed the defective intercom button to open the door for her lover. She turned white for just a moment.  She had hoped that Tala wouldn't think her foolish for selling a servant as devoted as Kristine. 

Della ran to the door and opened it before Tala could even knock.  She kissed her deeply and passionately in greeting, but Tala looked pale and carried a very serious expression.  Poor girl, work had taken a toll on her.  At twenty-two, to be saddled with student loans taken for a career that had been delayed and may never materialize seemed so unfair.  Still, the banks wanted their money and every month they would be paid.   She needed a new winter jacket and she was without gloves. 

Tala stepped inside with eyes fixed on the kitchen.  There was a look of surprise and a peculiar expression on her face. 

"Where's Kristine?" asked Tala. "Doesn't she always get your visitors' coats?" 

"Tala, darling," she cried. "I sold Kristine to Mistress Eva because I couldn't have lived through Christmas without giving you a present.  I know you liked her, but you don't mind, do you?  I just had to do it.  I bet if I can get my career started, Eva would even sell Kristine back to me, you'll see.  Say 'Merry Christmas!' Tala and let's be happy.  Let me show you what a nice--what a beautiful gift I've got for you." 

"You sold Kristine?" asked Tala, laboriously, as if she had not arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labor. 

"Yes, I sold her Tala," said Della.  "It was heartbreaking, but can't we just enjoy the day?" 

Tala looked around the room curiously, though she failed to notice the elegant stocks in the corner of the room. 

"You say Kristine is gone?" she asked, with an air almost of idiocy. 

"You needn't look for her Tala," said Della.  "She's sold, I tell you--sold and gone, too.  It's Christmas Eve, baby.  Be good to me, for I did it for you.  Maybe I'll get a new sissy, but nobody could replace you in my life. 

Surely, you know that.  Shall I start dinner, Tala?" 

Out of her trance Tala seemed quickly to wake.  She enfolded her Della.  For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction.  $9.50 an hour or a million a year--what is the difference?  A mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer.  We've all seen commercials with women being given extravagant gifts like diamond jewelry and new cars, but this would not be among them. 

Tala drew a package from her overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table. 

"Don't make any mistake, Dell," she said, "I liked Kristine, but she was yours to do as you wished. But if you'll unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a while at first." 

White fingers and nimble tore at the tape holding the package together. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick change to sad tears and sniffles, necessitating Tala's comforting arms. 

For there lay breast forms--the set of teardrop shaped forms, side and back, that Della had worshipped long staring at the website. Beautifully realistic breasts, pure silicone, with semi-erect nipples--just the shade to blend perfectly into Kristine's torso. They were expensive forms, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the sissy that should have enhanced his brassier with these breast enhancers was gone. 

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say:

"It won't take very long to find another sissy, Tala!" 

And them Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, "Oh, oh!" 

Tala had not yet seen her beautiful present. She led her by the hand eagerly and removed the table cloth she had draped over it. The beautiful cedar and leather seemed so out of place in this cheap apartment. 

"Isn't it awesome, Tala?  I hunted all over town to find it.  You'll have to lock Kaleigh up five times a day now.  Call Kaleigh and have her come over.  I want to see how it looks with your sissy locked into it. 

Instead of obeying, Talia tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of her head and smiled. 

"Dell," said he, "Let's put our Christmas presents away and keep 'em a while.  They're too nice to use just as a present.  I sold Kaleigh to Mistress Eva to get the money to buy your breast forms.  Now let's get dinner.  I'm ravenous." 

Dominant women, as you know, are sought out the world over by sissies and submissive men--who wish to serve them.  On holidays like Christmas, a good domina will surely receives gifts in abundance.  A wise submissive will no doubt choose a wise gift, possibly cash or a gift card that allows his goddess to choose that which she really wants.  And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish women in dead end jobs who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasure they possessed.  But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who tribute a mistress these two were the wisest.  All who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest.  Everywhere they are wisest.  They are domina. 

The Christmas Pageant



He felt so aware of everything.  Tim Pearson’s hand on the small of his back and the short skirt of the silver dress he wore brushing against his pantyhosed legs.  His feet were killing him after being in heels all evening.  It was only a matter of time until they would have to kiss.  Just holding hands was bad enough. 

This morning, he never would have imagined himself in such an awkward position.  As they swayed across the dance floor, Jerry found himself now facing his sister and her friends.  They smiled and waved at him laughing at the embarrassed boy’s reaction to his humiliating predicament.  Cindy Magrete pulled out her phone and began catching pictures of the mismatched couple in their dance and somehow Jerry knew that things at home were about to change dramatically for him.  His sister and her friends had finally had enough of his teasing and now he would be the one to be teased. 

The Christmas pageant dance costumes were horrible!  At least that’s the way that Wendy felt about them.  At sixteen, an unfortunate costume choice like the one she was about to suffer through could ruin your social life. 

Somehow the red sequined outfits were both overly sexy for school and embarrassingly dated at the same time. 

Tight, red sparkly spandex ended at mid-thigh, but was cut with a jagged icicle inspired hem that showed a ton of leg, form fitting and tight, but topped with sequins and white marabou trim on both the gloves and across the bust line of the strapless dresses—in a word hideous.  Even worse was the matching sparkly headpiece that was supposed to say “filled with Christmas spirit”, but really implied “Showgirl needs job.  Will work for food.” 

The second that Jerry Tate saw the dance costume laid out on Cindy’s bed, he was convulsing in laughter.  He knew that she hated it for at least a half-dozen reasons and he never missed an option to tease his older sister.  She was two years older than he was and now that they were in the same high school, their rivalry had really heated up. 

It wasn’t that they didn’t like each other, but they seemed to take a delight in making life miserable for each other. 

He called her “Santa’s slutty daughter” and “The Christmas Tomato”; he made fun of her legs sticking out of the short skirt so exposed, and he joked about her and the other dancers in school.  His razzing riled them up, but the ultimate sin was one afternoon, while he was stuck in the auditorium, waiting for his sister’s practice end so that she could drive him home from school, he took some very unflattering pictures of the girls in costume and posted them on the internet.  The girls were livid. 

“I am going to go to Principal Ahern about this,” protested dancer and student council president Cindy Magrete. 

“I’m just going to beat that snot out of my little twerp of a brother,” proclaimed Wendy. 

“Ladies, as much fun as beating him up might be and as much trouble as he could get in with the social media bullying policy that the school has, I think we can do much better.  I don’t want him bruised or suspended, I want him humiliated and I want him to know every time that he sees us in the hallway that we were the ones who did it to him,” insisted Karen Lyons. 

“OK.” Nodded Cindy. “I don’t get how we do that though.” 

“Neither do I,” replied Karen honestly, “but I bet something will come along.” 

Nobody knew that fate was intervening that Tuesday after school when Wendy found Patricia Mather sitting underneath the trophy case outside the gym.  She was sitting with her head between her knees crying.  Wendy and Patricia were never really close, but she hated to see a fellow student in obvious distress.  Now, Patricia stood out in the school as the star athlete of the basketball and volleyball teams.   This was partly because she was both blessed and cursed with an enormous physical size.   Though she was only sixteen years old, she stood six-feet tall.   Though she weighed about 200 pounds, she wasn’t particularly fat, though she was s size sixteen.  In fact, she was a very attractive girl if you could get past the fact that she was so tall and so muscular.  Unfortunately, a hallway full of five-foot-seven teenage boys never could. 

She was used to mocking, bullying, and hurtful name calling, but what pissed her off at this particular moment, was a cartoon making fun of her size that Tim Pearson was posting daily on his blog.  As one of the most popular boys in the school, Patricia saw no reason why he had to make her feel like even more of a freak than she already did.  As she explained her tale of woe, Wendy was appalled at what she was hearing. 

“What are you going to do about it?” asked Wendy. 

“There’s nothing I can do,” sobbed Patricia. 

“The school will suspend him and maybe even expel him,” explained Wendy. 

“Then I become a villain and an even bigger outcast,” sighed Patricia. 

“What if there was a way that we could show him how it feels to be humiliated?” asked Wendy. 

“I would love that, but how?” questioned Patricia. 

“Just leave it to me,” smiled Wendy. 

Meetings were held and plans were hatched.  The big assembly was Friday and would be followed by a Christmas dance.  Wendy would be staying after and getting changed backstage rather than going home.  That meant Jerry would also be stuck until the show at seven-thirty. 

“This is going to be such a train wreck, sis.  I hope mom and dad record every embarrassing moment,” teased Jerry as they entered the auditorium. 

“That mouth of yours is going to get you into trouble sometime,” warned Wendy. 

“I just call them like I see them,” he laughed as his sister went back stage.  A few moments later, Cindy came running out from backstage in her ridiculous costume.  Jerry always had a crush on Cindy and even that ridiculous outfit looked good on her. 

“Oh, thank goodness you’re here, Jerry.  We need you!” she called.  Jerry had no idea what had happened, but he hurried to follow her.  He expected some type of crisis, but instead he found a half-dozen girls from the dance team staring daggers at him. 

“Hey girls, what’s up?" asked Jerry sheepishly. 

"Your time as a brat," replied Wendy icily. 

"Very funny, but probably not as funny as your show tonight," snickered Jerry turning around to leave the girls to sulk alone.  Unfortunately, he walked right into Patricia, who had snuck up behind him.  She stood looming over his 5'4" frame with her arms folded.  Jerry couldn't help, but be intimidated by a girl who was eight inches taller than him and outweighed him by seventy pounds. 

"I don't think your sister was done with you yet," sneered Patricia. 

"Wendy, this isn't funny," he whined. 

"Oh, we find it hysterical. Don't we girls?" she teased. 

"I'm in stitches," replied Cindy never taking her eyes off of him. 

Jerry didn't like the turn things were taking and decided to try and sprint past Patricia, but she was ready for him.  As he lunged, she grabbed hold of his right arm and twisted it behind his back.  Her large left forearm was then brought around his neck, squeezing hard against his windpipe. 

"I told you that your sister wasn't done with you," insisted Patricia as she dragged him over to a dressing screen that actors used for privacy when changing costumes backstage. "If you try and make a run for it, I'm going to put you over my knee and spank you in front of all these girls until you cry your eyes out." 

"I won't," he pleaded. 

"Get behind that screen and strip...quickly," she commanded.  Jerry complied in such a hurry that he almost fell over taking off his pants. 

"Throw your clothes over the screen," demanded Karen. "And we mean everything." 

As the clothes came flying over the screen, Karen picked them up and took them with her for safe keeping. 

Meanwhile, Wendy sauntered over to the screen and placed the underwear for her costume over the screen.  There was a strapless red bra and matching panties as well as a pair of very shiny pantyhose.  The girls had also included a red waist cincher to help Jerry achieve a slightly more feminine figure. 

"Don't worry baby brother.  Big sisters are always happy to share their things," she taunted. 

"Oh no!  Y-you can't," he stammered. 

"Oh yes! We c-can," taunted Cindy. 

After donning the underwear, Jerry glumly exited from behind the screen.  As soon as he was visible, the girls began to take pictures.  He wanted to run, but had no choice. 

"Nice look," teased Karen.  "I told you we wouldn't have to worry about body hair." 

Patricia escorted Jerry over to the makeup mirror and the girls descended on him like locusts.  Wendy began to put his hair back so that it matched theirs complete with a fake bun on the back of her head.   Meanwhile, Karen applied the heavy makeup that was required for the stage.  Heavy foundation was caked on his face, followed by dark rose blusher.  She applied thick eyeliner and mascara and darkened his eyelids.  The crowning touch was a very bright ruby red lipstick.   When the girls were done, they were actually a little taken aback. 

"Wow Wendy, I know you are sisters...I mean brother and sister, but he looks just like you do when he's made up like this," marveled Cindy. 

"I thought he would. This just makes it that much easier," she beamed. 

"Makes what easier?" demanded Jerry as Patricia paraded him back and forth across the dressing room area to get used to his heels. 

"Don't worry your pretty little head about it.  You have enough to worry about learning how to handle those shoes and looking pretty," teased Karen. 

"I am happy to help with your brother, Wendy.  I just don't see how this helps me," observed Patricia glumly. 

"I've got your back.  Tonight, Tim Pearson will feel our wrath," assured Wendy. 

The girls had surprisingly little trouble substituting Jerry for Wendy.  Not only did he know all the steps from watching rehearsals, but Ms. Cummings wasn't the most observant teacher and dressed up, Jerry did look a lot like his sister.  Every time that he thought about saying something, the girls reminded him of the pictures they had and that Patricia would be very unhappy with him if he disappointed her.  At one point, as the girls were making their final makeup touches before the show began, he thought he spotted an opportunity to make a break for it, but Karen was keeping a watchful eye on the reluctant dancing girl. 

"Going somewhere?" asked Karen from behind him as Jerry began descending the six steps between him and the door to freedom. 

"Let me go, I'm not going out on that stage dressed like this.  Everybody will see me," he pleaded. 

"Sorry, you embarrassed us first," she replied without the least bit of sympathy. 

"My parents, my teachers, even my friends are out there," he continued. 

"So is Patricia and believe me, if she sees you bolt, you will be more than embarrassed.  Now come up here, I need to touch up your lips," she insisted unscrewing a tube of the bright red lipstick. 

As the dancers took the stage, Jerry and Wendy's parents sat in the twelfth row beaming with pride.  Mr. Tate operated the family video camera zooming in on the chorus girl that he believed was his daughter as she danced her way through  Rocking around the Christmas Tree. 

"She's really good," whispered Mrs. Tate in excitement. 

"That's because she's our girl." Smiled Mr. Tate. 

On stage, Jerry's stomach churned in horror.  He knew the routine and he did his best to blend in with the other dancers.  If he could just get through the show, his humiliation would be kept between himself, the girls on the dance team, and Patricia.  He could see Cindy glancing over at him out of the corner of her eye and smiling in pure satisfaction at his embarrassment. 

Tim Pearson sat in the back of the auditorium next to some of his friends, bored with the show and waiting for the dance to begin.   Wendy Tate crept over to the empty seat next to him being careful not to be seen. 

"Hey!  Shouldn't you be up there dancing?" he asked.  Of course, he knew she was on the dance team.  His crush on her may have cooled off a little, but he had been interested in Wendy since they were in junior high together. 

"Are you kidding?  In those costumes?" she groaned.  I had my cousin Jenny take my place.  She and I look a lot alike. 

"Really?  That's awesome." He laughed admiring her ingenuity. 

"Well, the problem is I owe her one now," explained Wendy.  "That's why I came to talk to you." 

"Me? Why me?" he asked, puzzled. 

"I told her I'd get her a date for the dance tonight since she doesn't know anybody here.  She's got a crush on you, so I thought if I got you to take her, I could square things." 

"And you say she looks like you?" 

"Oh yeah, we could be sisters." 

"OK, I'll do it." He smiled. 

"Hey, she's only a freshman, so don't you dare try anything.  I mean you can kiss her, but no groping or trying to get anything.  If it goes well, this could just be the beginning," she assured him. 

"I'll be a perfect gentleman." 

Wendy sat back and enjoyed watching her brother dancing to  Santa Baby on stage in front of a thousand people.  She had the perfect dress for tonight.  She was sure that they could make him look smoking hot, at least hot enough to get Tim very interested and give Patricia the payback she so richly deserved.  Things at the Tate house would certainly be different now that a proper pecking order had been established. 

The Long Ride

(An Excerpt from Welcome to College III)



Last night's Christmas party was still fresh in my head.  I wore a sexy Santa outfit and had to gush over every present that I got.  "Oh that's such a pretty top!"  "I love Victoria's Secret! How did you know?"  It had been such a feminine night, but there was one thing I couldn't deny about my captors, they were fun.   After the humiliating present exchange, when it became a drinking party, I felt at ease.  Unfortunately, that was yesterday.  Today, my dad was coming to take me home for Christmas break and Amanda and Deanna were in my room trying to replace some of the clothes I took home with girl's clothes. 

"You're home for almost a month, Kylie. I don't want you going home and trying to act all macho and forgetting your place," warned Amanda. 

Deanna tried to stuff a couple of bras in my suitcase.  I was going to push her away from the large blue duffel bag, but right before I could reach her, Amanda came up behind me and grabbed me under my arms, using my own weight against me she threw me over onto my bed with her laughing on top of me.  I flailed hopelessly trying to get her off me. 

Just then, Howard Gable entered the room.  He didn't knock.  He rarely knocked.  Howard Gable was not only my father; he was also the successful manager of a very important bank on Michigan Avenue.  Millions of dollars were under his control and he would stop at nothing to get what he wanted.  As he entered the dorm room, his eyes instantly focused on Deanna stuffing the bras in my bag and Amanda and I wrestling on the bed. 

"Hello Kyle!  Nice of you to get a date for me too," he joked. 

"You're too funny, Mr. Gable," laughed Amanda. 

"Why is youth wasted on the young? And why are two such enchanting creatures keeping company with my spendthrift son?" asked Mr. Gable. 

"You've got an amazing son there, Mr. Gable," said Deanna. 

"I do?" asked Mr. Gable, "Surely you don't mean Kyle." 

"One and the same," said Amanda.  She gave me a brief, but not passionless kiss on the cheek reminding me to, "have a great Christmas, Kyle." 

Deanna followed suit before turning to my father and saying, "Well, I see where Kyle gets his good looks." 

When both girls had left, my dad looked at my beaming with pride saying, "Quite a change from high school, my boy." 

"What do you mean?" I asked. 

"I mean the girls Kyle.  I saw the one stuffing her bra in your bag.  I was a bit mad when I saw some big Victoria's Secret charges on your credit card, but now I consider it money well spent," laughed my dad. 

"Neither one is my girlfriend, dad," I said. 

"I know how you kids are today.  No reason to settle for one girl.  Just like that Pokemon you used to play only if you catch them right, they'll land upon their knees.  You know, no girl ever got pregnant giving a blow job, son," He said. 

Oh God, now my dad was discussing blow jobs with me.   I did not want to have this conversation.  I would have even preferred the one where he told me as long as he was paying my tuition, I was going to be a business major.  It was nice having him proud of me for a change, but if he knew what was really going on, he would have blown a gasket. 

We drove home in strained conversation.  We made small talk about business and the bank and he told me the same old stories about his college days and all the girls he bedded before settling on my mother.   He loved to talk about how he finally gave up and told her she won and out of all the girls at the University of Illinois, he would be giving his heart to her.  It was his idea of romance. 

April’s Christmas



There are certain things that April Blackwell expected her sissies to know.  Feminine things like walking in heels and doing makeup. Paul had mastered both easily enough with a combination of encouragement and discipline from her. When they graduated from high school, April and her friends noticed that Paul probably had mastered heels better than just about any of the real girls stumbling down the aisle to pick up their diploma. 

Some of the emotional aspects of being a good sissy were much harder for Paul to master.  Knowing that his place was at April’s feet—not on anything close to equal footing—and understanding that his satisfaction would only come from her enjoyment and never his own were lessons that took a long time to sink in.  The most difficult lesson for him to learn had been gratitude, but April was sure he would learn. Good sissies always do. 

On Christmas Eve, Paul was given quite a shock when April summoned him to her unit. She didn't know if he had any Christmas plans himself, but she didn't really care. She had big plans that included him, and that was all that mattered to her. 

Paul reflected on the ways his reunion with April turned his entire life upside down. All the units in their condo looked pretty similar to each other.  Of course, Paul’s was the only one with a penis-shaped chandelier, chairs with cock and ball armrests, and ultra feminine decor—all “gifts” from April. Well not gifts exactly, because she sent all of the bills to Paul. Her redecoration of his home coincided with her humiliating demolition of his attempt at a masculine life as well as derailing of his engagement. 

When Paul entered April’s unit, he immediately noticed the Christmas decorations and the Christmas music playing. He desperately hoped that it meant that she was full of holiday spirit and that she was going to take it easy on him. Even contemplating the alternative was frightening to him as it would include feminization and debasement. 

"Hello sissy," she called out from the kitchen. "Put on the outfit I’ve laid out for you on my bed, fix your makeup at my mirror, then come out and help me." 

Paul had so many questions, but he knew better than to ask them.  He went into the bedroom to do as he was told. He gasped when he saw how April wanted him dressed. He looked at his reflection and noticed his face had turned whiter than the Christmas Eve snow. Still, he knew defiance was not an option. ever time he’d struggled to stand up to April, she’d ruthlessly imposed her will on him. He had always been helpless against her. 

When he emerged from April’s bedroom, his makeup was done and he was dressed in a very sexy Mrs. Claus costume. He felt feminine and foolish in the long-sleeved red bodycon minidress that hugged his every padded curve.  Of course, there was a layer of marabou at the bust and sleeves. She had him wear a sexy Santa hat, red fishnets, and some black patent CFM pumps on his feet that matches the belt that tightly cinched him around his waist. 

He was startled when Sarah—April’s friend who’d witnessed his feminization and humiliation before—started snapping pictures of him.  He didn't hear her come in while he was getting ready. An all-too familiar wave of helplessness washed over him as he sadly realized nothing he wanted mattered. It wasn’t like he had any choice in the matter anyway. 

"I'm having a bit of a Christmas party with some of my friends, sissy," explained April.  "You'll know some of them like Sarah here, but some you'll be meeting for the first time." 

"But why do you want me at your party?" 

"Why? Because you're the serving girl as well as the guest of honor," she said. "You'll serve drinks and snacks and provide entertainment." 

"Entertainment?" he asked, his lower lip quivering. He could only imagine the types of demeaning and emasculating things she’d make him do to “entertain” her guests. 

"Don't worry about that. Just make sure everybody's glass and plate are full and of course greet everybody at the door and take their coats." 

"How many people are going to see me?" he asked. 

"Enough to amuse me," replied April, giggling girlishly at his frightened reaction without showing even a hint of sympathy. Before he could even protest, he heard a knock at the door and shook his head, “No.” 

April was having none of that. “Oh sissy, it’s just precious that you think you have any choice here! Well here’s a choice for you, Missy. Either you start greeting my guests right now, or I bring them in and let them watch me spank you until you cry and then you start greeting my guests. Now which will it be?” 

Paul knew she wasn’t bluffing, as she had effortlessly dominated him so many times in the past. He hung his head and meekly said, “I’ll greet them, please don’t spank me.” 

“That’s what I thought. Now for questioning me you have to curtsey to me and to all the guests when they arrive, whenever you enter or leave a room, and whenever anyone speaks to you or you speak to them. Got it?” 

April asked menacingly. 

Humiliated, Paul mumbled, “Yes ma’am” as he dropped a well-practiced and very feminine curtsey to April’s satisfied smirk. 

One by one the guests arrived, and Paul curtseyed obediently, often to the giggles of the guests. Paul recognized a few of April’s bratty friends from high school, as well as Cheryl and Terri a pair of alluring minxes who lived across the hall from him in the condo. They’d thoroughly enjoyed seeing April feminize Paul, and laughed at his sexy costume. ”Looking hot, Miss Clause!” they teased. 

Then there was Lauren, a beautiful blonde and one of his main tormentors from school who commented, 

"Great to see you again sissy. Remember when I tricked you into getting elected Homecoming Queen?" All he could do was blush, curtsey, and nod. He fought to ignore the unwanted flood memories her words unleashed. Mental images of him standing up in front of his whole school in a long silky turquoise dress, stockings, and heels, holding a mass of dildos like a bouquet of  flowers, and wearing a pink on silver sash proclaiming him “Homecumming Queen” while everyone pointed and laughed. 

He wanted to glare at her for reminding him of one of the most humiliating days of his life, but he fought back that urge. He knew it would end badly for him. it always did. Lauren pinched Paul’s ass through the slinky santa dress and cupped his butt cheeks lasciviously as if to emphasize his status as nothing more a plaything—a sex object that she could use any way she wished. 

Most of April’s guests saw this and realized they too could use Paul for their amusement. They had way too much fun with him—they'd lift up the hem of his little red dress and slap his behind or pinch it. He hated every second of it, but he didn’t dare let any displeasure show for fear of what April might do to him. He was well trained to obey, and once the partygoers realized he was fair play, they tried to outdo each other making him squirm, blush, and yelp. 

Paul began to notice that there were only women at the party and so many of them had already met him at some point in their life.  It actually made their jeers and laughter that much more embarrassing for him. Still, he was well-trained by April, and even with such terrible humiliation he hustled to pass out the hors d'ouvres and keep everybody’s drinks filled. When all the guests had arrived, it meant that he was really busting his butt to please everybody. 

He drew everybody's attention to the center of the room, where April announced that Paul was going to entertain everybody with some karaoke. 

"What am I supposed to sing?" asked Paul in a near panic. 

"I think I've got just the thing," said April as she cued up the DVD to  Santa Baby. With Paul’s practiced girly little voice and his seductive moves, he was quite a hit with April’s guests and actually made her proud of him. They had him sing a few old Madonna and Britney Spears songs for their entertainment too, but  Santa Baby was definitely the biggest hit. 

April’s guests and she had decided to do a Secret Santa at the party, but they all wanted to get Paul presents. 

They had a sort of unofficial competition to see who could embarrass him the most with their gifts. Of course Paul knew that anything less than gushing appreciation would be totally unacceptable when he opened the colorfully wrapped packages.  Ingratitude would earn him a serious spanking and he wanted to avoid that. 

Cheryl and Terri presented their gift first.  Together, they had purchased Paul a $100 gift card to  Victoria's Secret.  Paul’s mind filled with the countless ways April would use that gift card to humiliate him and make him feel uncomfortable in such a feminine store, but he knew the routine well. "Oh my gosh!" he screamed. "Victoria's Secret! How did you know?" 

"Really?" replied Terri. "What sissy doesn't love that place?" 

Next came Lauren who also went with a  Victoria's Secret  theme.  In her case, she had purchased a sheer pink metallic lace bodysuit and some sexy sheer thigh high stockings for Paul. This was gorgeous and sexy lingerie that still wouldn't give away his true sex.  It was absolutely perfect for him. 

"Th-thank you Lauren," he stammered. "You really shouldn't have." 

"Do you like it sissy?" she replied. 

"Oh yes, it's just wonderful," he said nearly in tears, "It's wonderful!" 

"Hold it up to yourself so we can see it," ordered Sarah. 

Paul did just that to the mocking oohs and awws from April’s guests before April ordered him to change into his new lingerie in the bathroom and come back out so they could see him model it. Paul was blushing deeply when

he returned and April gave Lauren a nod of appreciation for the great gift. 

"Actually," said Sarah. "I think my gift will be perfect for our little sissy now that she's changed into something more comfortable." 

"I can't wait to see it," Paul lied as he tore open the gift wrap and pulled a brand new ten-inch dildo from the box. "Oh wow! This is ju-just what I wanted," he stammered feeling defeated but trying to look happy about it. 

"Let's go stick it to the wall and let sissy give us a sample of his cock sucking talents," suggested Sarah. 

"What an excellent idea," April agreed. 

Sarah placed it on the wall by the front door and Paul went to work on the very realistic dildo. He wondered how many of April’s guests knew how much experience he had with the real thing? They could tell he knew his way around a cock because he didn't just suck it. He was running his tongue along the shaft and working the balls like a total pro. 

Sarah was beaming with pride as she told him, "I think I may win for best gift tonight." 

"I wouldn't be so fast collecting the award," replied April. 

"Oh, you have something planned, don't you?" asked Sarah. She’d been April’s friend a long time and she knew that she always had something up her sleeve. 

Just then there was a knock on the door.  April winked knowingly at Sarah before calling out, "Sissy get up and answer the door." 

Embarrassed, Paul climbed to his feet and after giving April a look back in the hope that she would show him some sympathy considering the way he was dressed, he opened the door. When he did, he almost fell over. Standing in the doorway was a man in a red Santa suit, but this was no ordinary Santa Claus.  His shirt was undone revealing six pack abs and a broad west chest. 

The women seeing this began to cheer. They understood that Paul was a straight male—even though he was dressed and squealing like a slutty girl at the moment. Most of the women whooped and laughed seeing a guy manhandled like a girly piece of ass, but April had this all prearranged. 

The huge stud scooped Paul up in his arms and carried him over to the couch. Then he undid the snap on Paul’s sexy body suit to allow easy access. Within moments, the helpless and feminized male was strategically positioned on the larger man’s lap, and about to be impaled. 

"Merry Christmas sissy," April called out as he squealed in shock .and humiliation.  All of the assembled women knew what was coming next. This was going to be quite entertaining for them. Paul was weeping bitter tears as he looked from one smiling face to another, seeking sympathy in vain. 

Paul realized he must look like a horny bride on her honeymoon night or perhaps more like a call girl earning her living by satisfying male sexual urges. Paul was marked for life as a sissy slut in these women’s eyes. Their raucous laughter made it clear that he could never live this down. 

These women were witnessing his complete emasculation, and they were enjoying it. They were entertained by his subjugation. He knew they’d never see him the same way again. At the condo mailboxes, in the laundry room or in the hallways, at the supermarket or wherever else they met—from this moment on, all of these beautiful sexy young women would see him, think about how he looked at that moment, and snicker at him. 

"Well," said Sarah. "I guess second place is okay too." 

A Visit from Mistress



'Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the city

Not a creature was stirring, not even a sissy; 

The stockings were hung on legs completely bare, 

Thanks to generous application of Nair; 

The sissies were nestled all snug in their beds; 

With cuffs on their wrists and gags secured ‘round their heads; Gagged with a handkerchief, I was bound with rope, 

An orgasm for Christmas? I had little hope, 

When out on the stairs, I heard a distinct sound, 

Mistress had returned, her heels echoed off the ground. 

Trussed up on my bed I could only listen, 

Imagining how her black leather glistened. 

A dark goddess walking through new-fallen snow, 

My mistress had raised me up by bringing me low, 

My heart leapt for joy, I could hardly wait, 

For she had returned after finishing her date, 

With each little step, her shoes clapped on the stairs, 

I waited in silence, in hope, and in fear. 

More wicked than witches her talents they came, 

I thought of them all, though I silenced I called them by name:

"With,  Bondage! With,  Flogging! With Humiliation! 

With,  Strength of will she had led me to Feminization! 

From the top of the bob! to the bottom of my shoes! 

There were panties! And dresses! And Jimmy Choos!" 

My nails were painted to catch the eye, 

My outfits were sexy, showing cleavage and thigh; 

So up to the bedroom my mistress she came

Amused to see me where she left me, she called out my name—

And then with a laugh, she pulled from the drawer, 

A hard wooden paddle that left me quite sore. 

As I threw back my head, and was turning around, 

The paddle collided with my butt and made quite a sound. 

She was dressed all in black, from her head to her boot, 

And my clothes were pink and lacy, she thought they were cute; My backside was burning from each painful smack

And my butt cheeks grew redder with each mighty wack. 

Her eyes—how they twinkled! Her smile, hypnotic! 

My longing for her was so deeply quixotic! 

Her black leather outfit displayed every curve, 

And my longing was intense to obey and serve; 

The wooden paddle she held tight in her hand, 

I knew I would endure whatever she’d planned; 

She had a true body more than body or face, 

But I knew that those thought were not a sissy’s place. 

I vowed that I would serve her as best as I could, 

And I longed to hear her tell me that I was good; 

When she needed help, I would be there with aid. 

I’d be her wife, her sissy, and even her maid; 

She spoke not a word, but went straight to her work, 

Making sure I was helpless; giving each rope a jerk, 

And laying beside me, gently touching my face, 

It felt like the perfect time and perfect  place; She stretched out her legs, and tenderly kissed me, 

Cooing soft and gentle, she asked, “Did you miss me?” 

But I lay there in silence, as she turned out the light—

 “Merry Christmas sissy, no orgasm tonight!” 









What are you doing New Years Eve? 



"Oh, I like this.  It's very slinky and extremely sexy.  I'm glad you've got the curves for it, even if we had to buy you some of them," beamed Donna as she zipped her husband up.  "Of course the hormones are really starting to give you some shape of your own." 

"Do we have to go out tonight?" moaned David. 

"Of course we do," she laughed smacking him lightly on his behind. "Now, go sit at the vanity." 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"I can't believe you'd want to skip a New Years Eve party," she snickered applying foundation to his hairless face.  The electrolysis assured that he would be hairless. 

"I just didn't want to be seen," he mumbled. 

"Oh, nonsense.  You got lucky last New Years Eve.  Remember?  Maybe you'll get lucky tonight, too.  I bet Kevin is hoping to get lucky with you." She took a soft brush and dusted his face with powder until his complexion was flawless. 

"K-Kevin?" he asked. 

"Well, yes, silly. He's your date tonight.  Remember how he covered for you when you were banging that waitress in our hotel room?  I'm sure he'd love to recreate that night with him in her position...well actually, I suppose he'd have to be the guy if you have any kind of a tryst," she giggled. 

"I thought you'd be my date," he said sheepishly. 

"Oh, don't be silly," she laughed. "I already have a date.  I like my men to be men.  You understand, don't you?" 

David was crushed.  He was a real man or at least he used to be.  It's not like he wanted her to feminize him. 

How could she reject him now, when she was the one that made him unmanly? 

"Suck in your cheeks dear," she instructed, while she applied his blush.  "Do you have a New Years resolution?" 

"No, I haven't thought of one." He shrugged. 

"I'm sure something will come to you.  You know, I didn't have a resolution last year until I walked in on you and that waitress.  I wonder if she'll be working tonight," pondered Donna. "I decided my resolution should be not to be a throw rug for an unappreciative asshole of a husband and that I would find a way to take charge of my life again." 

"I'm sorry.  I'm sorry," he pleaded. 

"Oh, I know you are.  That seems like such a lifetime ago, doesn't it?" she asked rhetorically. "You used to own pants then.  Do you remember how you used to fight me when this all started?" 

"I do," he muttered. 

"Aw, don't pout. You just didn't know any better," she smiled, "but I taught you.  How long did I have to keep you tied up before you begged me to shave off your body hair?" 

"Eight hours, mistress," he answered. 

"Was it eight?" she laughed, "Wow, it didn't really seem that long to me.  Did it seem that long to you?" 

"Yes, it did," he replied honestly. 

"Well, that's water under the bridge, just like that time you tried to get physical with me.  How'd that turn out for you?" she questioned him.  She enjoyed getting him to admit his own humiliation at her hands. 

"You put me over your knee and gave me a spanking." He cringed. 

"Who knew that those self-defense classes I was taking would be so effective," she laughed.  "Don't feel bad though.  Aren't you happier not having to act like some big tough macho man all the time?" 

"Yes, ma'am," he responded instinctively. 

"And didn't your secretary just compliment you yesterday on how your man bag matched your shoes?  I'm surprised to learn she had a pair of flats just like them.  What are the odds?  Anyway, I need you to look up so I can do your eyes," she commanded. 

"I would like to be able to buy at least some of my outfits from the men's section again, just for work," he pleaded while complying with her request. 

"Oh, nonsense, the stuff they sell in menswear is so boring.  Don't your legs look great in that dress and those stockings?  I bet Kevin can't wait to have them wrapped around him," she teased as she attacked his eyes with relish. 

"Please don't make us do this," David pleaded. 

"I'm sorry babe, but I'd hate to disappoint Maggie like that.  She's been planning this as Kevin's big coming out party for some time now.  She wasn't happy when she found out that he was covering for your infidelities and when she found out about his own trysts, that kind of sealed his fate," replied Donna. 

"What do you mean by coming out party?" asked David. 

"Oh, don't worry about it." She smiled. "Besides, when I have you blow my lovers, don't you always tell me that you're only attracted to women?  I bet you'll like Kevin even better this way." 

"He's dressing like a woman too?" Shuddered David. 

"Oh don't be jealous my little sissy.  I'm sure you'll still be the belle of the ball," she mocked. "Now pucker up." 

As she applied the lipstick to her husband's lips, Donna felt a sense of power that was truly exhilarating and addictive.  If her date were here already, she'd probably throw him on the bed and ravage him right then and there. 

David did everything he could to keep from crying. 

"Oh, and don't worry about your chastity tonight, I'm taking it off before we go so that you and Kevin can enjoy yourselves.  My date is footing the bill for a suite with three bedrooms for all of us at the hotel.  Even better, he's set video equipment up in your room so we can watch all the action at our leisure later on," she cooed. 

"No." David started to cover his head with his hands, but Donna quickly slapped aside his wrists. 

"Do not mess up your makeup, David.  I would be very unhappy," she announced. "There will be plenty of action to watch, won't there?" 

"Y-yes ma'am," he stammered as she brushed out his long hair and clasped a strand of pearls around his neck. 

After a final spritzing of perfume, the couple made their way to the living room to await the arrival of their dates.  Donna and Maggie were greeted by two clearly alpha males; they were tall, muscular, and good looking. 

They each owned their own company and made more money in a month than David or Kevin made in a year.  They confidently took their dates in their arms and kissed them with an intense passion that swept them off their feet. 

Donna and Maggie then looked expectantly at Kevin and David, who were also required to kiss each other with passion.  Their lipsticked mouths rubbed against each other as their tongues invaded their best friend's mouth. 

David stared at Kevin intently.  He was a far better looking woman that he would have thought, in his sequined red dress and sophisticated updo.  They held hands as their wives sneered in satisfaction at the sissified friends turned lovers and thought to themselves,  What a difference a year makes. 



The End
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

 

I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading. 

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you’ll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
when he calls a phone sex operator
with a story about an imaginary mis-
tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and

finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.
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A TRULY WICKED STEP-MOM

Poor Biil has just lost his dad
to a heart attack. He moves
back home temporarily to help
his dad's new wife who isn't
much older than he is.

Unfortunately for Bill, he
stands to inherit his dad's for-
tune and that is something his
new step-mom will hot allow.
Along with her friends they
plan to feminize him for fun
and profit.

Bill has no idea what he's in
for, but these are powerful and
determined women who always
get their way.
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IF YOU THOUGHT THANKSGIVING WITH
THE FAMILY COULD BE TENSE, IMAGINE
HAVING YOUR MISTRESS THERE.

Syl
Claudlia A

April and Paul (Nicole) have appeared in three other stories for me.

tefls of how they first mef. has a great little flashback
to their high school days before telfling the story of when April went home with
Pauf for Thanksgiving and humiliated him in front of his family. In

, Paul finds himself in therapy trying to move past everything April has
done for him. Unfortunately for Paul, his therapist has other ideas.
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I'm very excited to announce that | just
launched a new Patreon page. The page
already contains a post just for patrons
with a picture from The Mask of the
Jaguar that was censored by Amazon.
The page will contain original short sto-
ries, audio books, and art as well as early
releases from future books. Please check
it out at www.patreon.com/KylieGable





index-1_1.jpg





