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Sissy-In-Law 



"You're going to love this picture!" exclaimed Kayla Holland as she passed her phone over to her younger sister Jessica. Kayla was twenty-three and Jessica twenty-five, but they had always been as close as twins. While they were both attractive girls, Jessica was sure to stand out in any party or office, but Kayla was quite simply beautiful. She would be starting law school in the fall, but already made more money than a lot of lawyers from some modeling on the side. 

"That's like a ten year old picture," giggled Jessica. "I remember when everybody had to have a satin dress for prom. I do like that shade of blue though." 

"B-blue satin?" stammered Ryan, which was surprising for the sandy-haired golden boy salesman of Huntsman Office Technologies usually had a very calm temperament. 

"Sound familiar, does it Ry?” 

Ryan was perplexed. It had been a long time since the days when Kelsey, Erin, and Alyssa had turned him into their feminized pet. Surely, she couldn't know about the way that they’d made him go over to their houses after school, where they would transform him into a girl named Tiffany. 

"No, why would it?" he replied defensively. Licking his lips as his mouth felt dry. 

"Because, it's you in the picture," said Kayla her mouth racing her diaphragm to get the words out before she burst out laughing. 

"Yeah right, why would I be wearing a--" 

"Oh my God! It is Ryan," interrupted Jessica yelling loud enough for people three or four tables away in the quiet restaurant to hear. Ryan slumped back down into the big leather chair. 

"Where did you get this?" asked Jessica giggling. "He looks totally amazing." 

"He does," agreed Kayla. "One of my modeling friends is a girl named Kelsey. She told me that a few years back they made Ryan into their little bitch." 

"No!" exclaimed Jessica laughing at the thought. "Is this true Ryan?" 

"Well, I guess maybe they did dress me up a few times when we were a lot younger. Just for laughs, you know," mumbled Ryan unconvincingly. 

"Every day after school, according to Kelsey," corrected Kayla. "They made him do fashion shows, do all their chores, kiss the boys, go to dances. They even made sure that he's in at least one picture all made up, every year in the high school yearbook." 

"Is this true, Ryan?" asked an astonished Jessica. 

"No, of course not," denied Ryan dismissively. 

"I have Kelsey on speed dial. If you want to call her a liar, I'll give her a call, and you can tell her that she's a liar yourself," warned Kelsey. 

"Okay, okay, it… it was a long time ago," admitted Ryan. "Does it really matter? Do we have to drag it all up again?" 

"No, no of course not," apologized Jessica. "I'm sorry, that must have been really awful for you. I didn't realize that you were so sensitive about it." 

"Awful?" laughed Kayla. "Kelsey said he fought them at first, but was always sporting a--" 

"I said we'll drop it, right?" interrupted Jessica, glaring at her sister. 

The rest of the night was rather awkward, but Jessica and even Kayla dropped the subject. 

Kelsey did send Kayla a couple of dozen more pictures of Ryan as Tiffany, but Kayla loved her sister and was growing quite fond of her future brother-in-law, so she never brought the pictures or the subject up again. Two months later, there was a beautiful wedding and Jessica became Mrs. 

Holland-Oaks, which she was always careful to annunciate very clearly, lest people mishear her and think she said "Mrs. Hall and Oates." 




*** 

 

Kayla was excited to be starting law school in a month. She had just moved into town, not far from her sister and brother-in-law and decided to surprise them by cleaning their place for them before Jessica got home from work. She used the hidden spare key to let herself into the apartment and immediately saw that the place could definitely use a really good clean. Jessica worked long hours and she'd never seen Ryan lift a finger to help her do the cleaning. He figured if he could tolerate it, it wasn't really messy. 

"Hey Baby! You're an hour early," called Ryan from the bedroom. "Jessica is working late again, so we can take our time." 

The force of the words hit Kayla like a saber cutting through a wet paper bag. She was utterly devastated; there was absolutely no way the creep in the bedroom was anywhere close to being worthy of her sister. 

"You worthless piece of shit!" screamed Kayla as she raced into the bedroom. Ryan, who had been clad only in his boxer shorts, immediately began stepping into his pants. "You never were worthy of Jessica, but I never said anything because she told me that you treated her like a queen." 

"I can explain," he cried out, not really believing that he could. 

"There's nothing to explain," she said slapping him hard across the face, causing him to hop backwards and then topple over in what would have been a very comical way, if anybody had been in the mood for levity. "I don't want to hear another word out of your filthy, lying mouth." 

"Don't call her, please." begged Ryan as Kayla pulled out her cell phone. 

"What?" glared Kayla. "She's my sister, of course I'm going to call her." 

"But you'll ruin her day," said Ryan rather desperately. 

"Ha! Nice try asshole." 

"No really, she'll have nobody to talk to and she'll have to work through the rest of the day as if nothing had happened." 

"Don't flatter yourself, Shithead. You will  not be hard to get over." 

"We are married, you know." 

"Oh, so now you remember," sighed Kayla. 

"Look okay, I screwed up, I admit it but I promise that I will never do this again, I swear it," pleaded Ryan. 

"Yeah, you must think I was born yesterday. Who is she then, the slut?" demanded Kayla. 

"And don't even think about lying because believe me, I'll know." 

"Her… her name's Chelsea, she's a friend of Jessica's." he admitted dejectedly. 

"She's not  just a friend of Jessica's, you dumb ass. She's her best friend, even I know that. 

You truly are scum, aren’t you?" 

"Yes, yes I'm scum, I admit it. Just, please don't tell Jessica. I know you love your sister and you wouldn’t want to hurt her unnecessarily would you? Look, I'll break things off, as of now. This won't ever happen again." 

Kayla stared down at her cell phone. She still had the picture of Ryan as Tiffany on there, and remembered how much even talking about that past episode had really embarrassed Ryan. 

"Okay, but only if you do exactly as I tell you then maybe I won't tell Jessica; but the second that you question me, backchat me or even just hesitate to do what I say, I’ll call her. Understood?" 

"Oh thank you. Yes, I understand." 

"Don't thank me yet," smirked Kayla looking around the bedroom. "Alright tell me, do you and Jessica every use any sort of sex aides, you know, bedroom toys." 

"Yeah sometimes, occasionally she'll let me handcuff her and then explore her with a dildo." he replied rather sheepishly. 

"That'll do. Where do you keep them, your toys?" she demanded. 

"They're in the leather case under the bed." He replied narrowing his eyes suspiciously. 

"Good," nodded Kayla. "Right, you go take a shower and shave everywhere. And I mean completely everywhere; don't miss a single hair below your neck. Do you understand me?" 

Reluctantly and somewhat confused, Ryan nodded agreeing to the strange request. 

"What's the code on your phone?" 

"What, why?" 

"Seriously, bitch?" snapped Kayla looking meaningfully at her own phone, "Already with a question, didn't you just promise not to question me?" 

"Err, I'm sorry, it's 8-0-0-8." 

"Boob, I should have guessed. Christ, you are so pathetic. Go! Use Jessica's shaving cream and razors. Use her body wash and put on her soap and use her lotion afterwards. If you fail, even marginally on any part of this, the whole deal is off. Get moving." 

As soon as Ryan was in the bathroom, Kayla scanned through his phone, quickly finding a history of calls and text conversations with Chelsea. She texted Chelsea on his phone asking her to give him an extra half hour, "Jessica was late leaving. Give me an extra half hour and let yourself in... just in case." Kayla would need that time to finish the arrangements she planned. 

Opening her sister's lingerie drawer she found her best black babydoll nighty. She found a very sexy bra and panties set, matching black lacy stockings and garter belt, and then a pair of black CFM sandals in the closet. It was an added bonus, when she found the long blonde wig that her sister had used for the previous Halloween. Finally, she felt around under the bed and took out the black leather case containing exactly what she was looking for. 

Meanwhile, Ryan was freaking out in the bathtub. He watched as the warm water washed all his body hair down the drain. The lotion, shampoo, and soap all had a very distinctive floral aroma. He began to dread how he could explain his new scent to Jessica. But when he emerged from the bathroom and saw all of Jessica's sexiest lingerie laid out on the bed. 

"Oh no," said Ryan putting two and two together. 

"What's the matter?" purred Kayla. "I thought you looked so darling in all of your lingerie. 

At least in all the pictures that I've seen, you do." 

"Please Kayla, I know that I messed up, but not…" 

"Put your new clothes on, bitch. The next time you stall, or even just hesitate briefly, I'm going to start dialing," snapped Kayla. "And hurry up, or Chelsea will be here before we know it." 

Kayla watched with smug satisfaction as her sister's cheating spouse stepped into the silky panties and attached the stockings to the garter belt. He fumbled to get the bra on more because of nerves than being a decade out of practice. Finally dressed as Kayla wanted, she escorted Ryan over to Jessica's vanity and gave him a quick, but skillful makeover. The pièce de résistance being the long blond Halloween wig. 

"You know, you don't look half bad. I’d better make sure I snap a few pictures for Kelsey. 

I’m sure she'd love to see this," taunted Kayla as she grabbed her own phone and pointing it at him. "Now, come on let's see some real sexy poses." 

Ryan started to say something, but the sight of the phone in her hand and the tone of her voice convinced him not to, "Fine" he said unhappily. 

"No, not just fine," demanded Kayla. "I want to see you sexy, making love to the camera. 

Try running you fingers through the wig like it's your own lovely, luxurious hair. Pout those lips." 

Ryan was near crying as she finished taking about a dozen very sexy pictures of her brother-in-law. 

"Now, lay down on the bed, face down." 

"Please don't do this." He begged. 

"Didn't I just warn you about that Ryan? You’d better hurry up," threatened Kayla. 

No sooner had Ryan complied than Kayla climbed on top of him and grabbed his arms. 

She handcuffed his wrists through the headboard. As soon as he opened his mouth to protest, she shoved a large red ball gag into place and fastened it tightly behind his head. "I can't believe that my sister lets you use this stuff on her. But it's simply perfect for a bitch like you though." 

Kayla tightly tied Ryan's ankles to the two bottom legs of the bed. She then tossed the dildo and lubricant on the bed and pocketed the handcuff keys. 

"I need to run out and get a few things and I know you don't want me here ruining your alone time with Chelsea, but I'll be back shortly and then we can have a nice long talk." Kayla smacked him hard on his thong covered butt and quickly made her way out the door, his pitiful cries begging for her to come back were severely muffled by the gag. 

He was only left alone for about ten minutes when he heard the front door open again. 

Desperately, he strained against the cuffs and ties, but found himself very securely restrained. 

"Hey lover," moaned Chelsea seductively as she walked through the door to the master bedroom. Somewhat shocked at the sight of the man she was in an adulterous relationship with in that particular pose, Chelsea paused, "Hey, I love your kinky side. So I guess you're going to be my bitch today." 

"Mmph!" he moaned incomprehensibly through the gag, shaking his head. 

"Oh, you are excited," she cooed, "but you bought a damn dildo without a harness. How am I supposed to fuck you without a harness? And where’s the key to those handcuffs? We're going to have to do this a bit differently," she explained as she untied and pulled the gag from his mouth. 

"We're fucked Chelsea. Jessica's sister knows everything." 

"What? Why you stupid son of a bitch," spat Chelsea. "She's my best friend! She'll never fucking speak to me again." 

"Look it's not like it was my fault anymore than it was yours. Her sister surprised me," 

complained Ryan. "You're the one who didn't want us doing it at your place." 

"Don't you dare go blaming me, when you're the one who got busted." 

"We're both royally fucked, but you don't need to be such a bitch about it. Quick see if there's an extra set of keys in the sex toy case," demanded Ryan. 

"A bitch am I?" repeated Chelsea. "Well, I wouldn't want to be a bitch, now would I?" 

Ryan started to say something, but soon found the gag returned to his mouth. She even strapped it around behind his head tighter than Kayla had done. Next she made sure the dildo was good and lubricated before pushing aside his black lace panties and inserting the eight-inch intruder deep in his ass. He moaned loudly into the gag, but he was in no position to resist. Also with the panties back holding it in place, Ryan could not hope to expel the rubber phallus. 

"Goodbye Ryan, it's been fun. I'll see you around," declared Chelsea before turning on her heels and leaving the apartment to more of Ryan's vociferous but muffled protests. 




*** 

 

"Oh, I believe we have another scrapbook moment," giggled Kayla as she returned to the bedroom. "I'll just get my camera and record this for posteriority... I mean posterity." 

"Mmmph," yelled Ryan, his frustration levels having grown considerably in the ninety minutes he’d been left stuck in that position. 

"Oh, hold your horses; I'll take the gag out. Don't be such a cry baby." 

"This is really uncomfortable you know," complained Ryan. 

"You don’t say. But somehow, I don't seem to have a lot of sympathy for you right now. 

I'm giving you one chance to explain yourself and you might not want to waste that time with all this whining, just like a little girl." 

"Look, I know that I screwed up, but what more can I say, or do?" 

"You can start with how long has this been going on," demanded Kayla, "and don't lie to me, because I'll know. As to what you’ll do, we’ll get to that." She added, the threat blatant. 

"Honestly, about three months. It all started after we’d all had a big Fourth of July party. 

She and I were both pretty hammered and were sort of hitting on each other, you know, just flirting really. Anyway, the next day I sobered up and found out that she was serious." 

"So you just had to tap into that, did you?" sighed Kayla. 

"No, but I'm only human. She's not happy with her marriage and--" 

"And so you decided to screw yours up as well," interjected Kayla. "How did you manage to get away with it?" 

He shrugged "She works from home and my schedule is very flexible so we simply arranged it, we could meet in the daytime and... now, can you please take that thing out of me," 

begged Ryan. 

"When we're done, maybe" said Kayla working the dildo even further into his ass, as he moaned. 

"It's all over now, really over and done. When I told her about being caught by you she freaked, was all mad at me," explained Ryan. "She is so done with me." 

"If my sister has any sense, she will be too," said Kayla. 

"I know, I know" sighed Ryan sadly. 

"Well then, let's make sure that we have some real fun while we're still related," said Kayla a bit too cheerfully for his liking, before surprising Ryan by uncuffing his hands from the headboard but then quickly recuffing them behind his back. 

"What the Hell?" he barked. 

"You'll see." Kayla went to the kitchen and returned with a glass half filled with crushed ice and freezing cold water. Reaching between his legs she grabbed his balls raising his groin up then seized his member and unceremoniously forced it into the glass which she held beneath him, allowing the iced water to shrink its size considerably before quickly snapping a chastity tube around his now flaccid dick, the ring fitting tightly around his scrotum. She smiled down at him in a predatory way "One of the things I picked up while you were entertaining." 

"I can't wear this, Jessica will know," pleaded Ryan. 

"Oh, she's going to know about a lot of things before this is all over. Now, we're about to go shopping. I would imagine that you’ll want to put on some other clothes?" 

"Yes, of course I do." 

"You have a half hour," smirked Kayla unlocking the handcuffs. "I'll be in the living room." 




*** 

 

"I definitely think I preferred the other look," smirked Kayla again as Ryan emerged from the bedroom, brimming as he was with ominous trepidation. 

"You don't have to do this. I swear, I'll never cheat on Jessica again. It was just a one-time thing and it was a total mistake," swore Ryan. 

"You have absolutely no idea, quite how much of a mistake, it was. Now, come along before Jessica gets home and you have even more ‘explaining’ to do." 

"Where are we going?" queried Ryan. 

"Questions? You'll see," responded Kayla enigmatically. Angry or not, her chipper perkiness was in sharp contrast to his own sullen countenance. She led him to her gray Ford Escape and drove him silently to the Westgate Village Shopping Center. 

"You have to let me know what's going on. Please." begged Ryan. 

"Oh, you'll see soon enough. I do hope you brought your credit cards with you." 

The mall could get pretty crowded at peak hours, but five months away from Christmas and in the middle of a weekday, it was relatively empty as Kayla led her nervous brother-in-law through the cavernous concourse surrounded by brightly lit clothing stores. She pulled him into a large lingerie shop called  A Touch of Lace and made a beeline for the bra section. A myriad of thoughts went through Ryan's mind and most weren't good for him. He said a silent prayer that Kayla merely wanted him to buy Jessica some expensive lingerie as some small token of apology, 

but his worst fears were confirmed when a saleswoman approached them from behind, asking 

"May I help you?" 

Her name tag said Tara and she was a tall brunette who strangely reminded Ryan of a young Andie McDowell. She had long black curly hair that looked good on her even if the style may have been a few years out of date. She wore a dark blue sweater and black stretch pants that looked professional but still showed off her lithe figure. 

"Hi, yes I believe you can," smiled Kayla. "He needs to be fitted for a bra." 

"Uhm," stammered Tara momentarily taken aback. "Well, he wouldn't be the first guy I ever measured, but you are here because you intend buying something, right? I mean you're not just doing this to get your rocks off and then after I’ve wasted all my time with you, you'll simply thank me and leave." 

"Well--," interjected Ryan nervously, but Kayla cut him off. 

"He needs a lot of things, everything in fact. This could be a very big sale; from bras, to panties, to stockings, but he is very new to this," assured the ever-perky Kayla. 

"In that case, as the store is going to be dead for a couple of hours anyway, I'll be happy to give you my full attention. We've got some great things that I think might be just perfect for you. 

If you two could go over to the mirrors next to the counter, we can get started," directed Tara suddenly brightening up. 

"Err, exactly why are we buying me a bra?" asked a nervous Ryan as soon as Tara was out of earshot. 

"That's not important," chided Kayla. "What is important, is that you do exactly as you are told. If you must know, think of it as a sort of insurance." 

Returning to them with her tape measure in hand, Tara instructed Ryan to take off his shirt. 

Reluctantly he undid the buttons and pulled it off, revealing a slender, but well toned torso without an inch of fat on it. 

"We're going to need to do something about that chest hair," warned Kayla menacingly. 

Tara took the tape measure and encircled his chest with it a couple of times before coming to the conclusion, "he's a 36A, maybe a 36B." 

"I'd like to see him at least a 36B, and I'd prefer a C actually," said Kayla much to Ryan's chagrin. 

"We have some great padded pushup bras that will add at least a cup size. I’ll bet we can get him up to a 36C without needing the chicken cutlets, if we have the right bra. I'll bring some over for him to try on," offered Tara. 

Ryan looked down glumly and feeling very exposed. While they were in an isolated corner of the store on a very quiet morning, they were still inside a store, in plain view of anybody who happened by. Sure enough, Kayla spotted a pair of college-aged girls entering the store who also immediately noticed Ryan. She couldn't decide if he had been spotted and they were curious about why a guy was shirtless in a women's shop or if they were actually checking him out. For her purposes it really didn't matter. 

"Wow! They really have such a lot of pretty things here. I can see why you chose this place to finally get fitted for your bra," boomed Kayla, a bit too loud. 

"What?" asked Ryan furrowing his brow in confusion. "What are you talking about?" 

"Oh, I was just saying, I am sure you'll find yourself some great lingerie here and not just bras. They seem to have some really sexy stuff." She bellowed. 

"Here, I’ve brought a few different styles, so we can see what you like best," beamed Tara as she returned to her reluctant customer. The girls who had been surreptitiously watching no longer made any pretense of shopping and were now just staring, fully taking it all in and obviously enjoying the show. 

Tara held out a black satiny bra and Ryan put his arms through. When she adjusted the straps, he couldn't believe it. He really did appear to have a very full set of 36B breasts. 

"Wow!" exclaimed Kayla, "He's got a rack." The giggling of the nearby girls didn't go unnoticed. She called them over to get a closer look. Out of the corner of her eye, Kayla could see that Ryan was shaking from fear and humiliation. 

"How does that feel?" asked Tara. 

"Fine I guess," asked Ryan fumbling behind me to try and unsnap the strange bra. "I don't know how these things should feel." 

"Like a cloud is hugging you," smiled one of the two college girls. "My name is Heidi and this is my friend Robyn. We couldn't help noticing that you're a dude." 

"Yeah, why are you trying on bras," giggled her friend. 

"Go ahead and tell them, Tiffany," insisted Kayla giving her terrified brother-in-law a slight shove forward. 

"Uhm, I got caught cheating on my wife," muttered Ryan staring at the floor. 

"Oh wow! Are you his wife?" asked Heidi. 

"No, thank goodness," replied Kayla, "but she is my sister." 

"I bet they have some sharp scissors, if you want to geld him we'll hold him down," offered Robyn. 

"I don't think that will be necessary...yet," smirked Kayla. "However I do intend to teach him a lesson." 

"I noticed that he didn't say ‘I cheated on my wife’. Instead he said ‘I got caught’. That says a lot to me right there. How can we help?" asked Heidi. 

"Well," suggested Kayla, "he needs a lot of things. While we work on a bra, could you find him some panties, stockings, and anything else you think he could use. He's got a platinum card and he pays on time. I'm sure we can help to give it a good work out." 

"This sounds like fun," agreed Robyn. 

Heidi brought over a pair of black satin panties that matched the black bra he was wearing. 

Tara unlocked a dressing room so that he could have a little privacy when he changed, but only minutes later he was forced to reluctantly return to the shop floor clad in just the bra and matching panties. The nightmare only got worse for Ryan. While he was putting on the panties, another couple of customers entered the store. This time it was a teen girl and her mother. 

"What is going on here?" asked the woman a bit alarmed at the man wearing only a black bra and panties while two women were placing a garter belt around his waist and attaching sheer black stockings to them. 

"He cheated on his wife," explained Heidi matter-of-factly. "His sister-in-law is teaching him a lesson." 

"Oh," sneered the woman. "Well then, he could do really do with a good waxing as well." 

"That has possibilities," smiled Kayla. "If you see anything you'd like to have him model for you, just let us know." 

"You're making a laughing stock out of me, Kayla. This farce has gone quite far enough," 

snapped Ryan. 

Robyn stepped forward as he reached down to undo the garter from his stockings. "Don't you fucking touch that," she barked loudly. 

"Uh oh, now he's done it," said Heidi. 

When he ignored her, Robyn was instantly on him. He found himself flying through the air before landing face first on the floor with her twisting his arm straight up behind his back and her foot keeping him face down on the floor. She steadily applied pressure until he was wincing. She leaned over and barked in his face, "Do not disobey me or any of us again, kapish?" 

"She takes Aikido and beyond that she is just plain ornery when you piss her off," said Heidi. 

"Do you have any tape?" asked Robyn turning to Tara. 

"Yeah, loads," replied Tara. 

"Great, can you help me with something?" asked Robyn hoisting Ryan to his feet and marching him over to the sales counter. 

Heidi followed, grabbing a roll of packing tape from Tara on her way. 

"Make a fist, Ryan," demanded Heidi. "That's it; no, put the thumb inside the fist." 

Ryan did as he was told regardless of his feelings about it. He didn't know what Robyn was up to, but he saw no reason to expect he'd like it whatever it was. 

"Now," said Robyn, "can you tape his hands very tightly so they stay in those fist shapes?" 

Heidi looked at Ryan and then over to Robyn. Then shrugging her shoulders she took the large roll of packing tape and began to tightly encircle Ryan's right hand. When there wasn't an inch of skin uncovered, she switched over to his other hand. The result was that while, he still had a full range of movement in his hands and arms, he couldn't unbutton, unzip, or unfasten. 

Unfortunately, it also meant that he was incapable of dressing himself, he'd have to rely on the assembled women to help him change outfits. 

Kayla slipped into her new role as ringleader, making her feminized brother-in-law sashay and strut his stuff across the increasingly crowded sales floor, while women hooted and hollered at Ryan's humiliation. 

"If he’s tried it on, he's buying it," chirped Kayla to Tara. "Also, the other items and that Heidi and Robyn have found will be quite useful, so don't forget those." 

"You’ve made this a really fun morning for me," said Tara handing Kayla her business card. "If you have any future needs, I hope you'll stop by or give me a call." 

"You can count on it. A sissy can never have too many pretty things," 

"Pay the lady, Ryan," commanded Kayla. Ryan grabbed his pants and unable to reach into the pocket to remove his credit card from his wallet, asked Heidi to grab it for him. She also took out his credit card for him handing it to Tara, he then reluctantly managed to sign his name with his nearly useless hand, by sticking the stylus into the fist of his right hand, agreeing to pay the bill of $621.89. 

"Have a great day...sir," taunted a beaming Tara. 

"Good, now let's go," ordered Kayla. 

"Thank God," muttered Ryan. "Just let me get changed and I'll--." 

"Now!" shouted Kayla menacingly. 

"I-I can't go out there dressed like this," stammered an alarmed Ryan clad in a wine colored and heavily padded merry widow and panties. A pair of black stockings was attached to a black garter belt around his waist. His lingerie served to give him a very reasonable hourglass figure, but his lack of makeup or feminine hair made it very clear that he was a man. Even Kayla was impressed by how well her brother-in-law moved in his four-inch marabou heels. 

"Oh, would you like me to get Robyn to help you?" asked Kayla sweetly. 

"No," responded Ryan glumly. "That's alright, thank you." 

"Darn it," teased Robyn. "I can be very convincing." 

"So where are you going next?" asked Heidi. "We'd love to tag along." 

"Well I hadn't really thought about that yet, but I think we're going all out for the full emasculation today," answered Kayla. 

"Oh, I like the sound of that," said Robyn grabbing hold of Ryan in a quick show of dominance. 

"Actually the reason that we're here today is to visit our friend Tina over at the nail salon. 

She could really do some terrific things to your cheating brother-in-law." 

"Sure," agreed Kayla. "That sounds great. However, maybe that's something we should wait on until we need to untape his hands." 

"Good thinking," agreed Robyn. 

With Ryan carrying four bags of lingerie hooked onto his arms, between them the three women escorted their prisoner to a trendy female clothing store. Along the way, Ryan was subjected to plenty of cat calls, stares, and even simple name calling. Mothers shielded their 

children's eyes and some men leered and ogled at the feminized male dressed in only the sexiest of lingerie as he was paraded through the mall. 

"This is a lot of fun, but we're going to get reported to mall security if we do this much longer," suggested Kayla. 

"Oh mall cops," smirked Robyn. 

"I know, but they can still kick us out of the mall and stop us having a lot more fun," 

replied Kayla. 

"I bet we can find him a dress that's just as sexy as his lingerie," offered Heidi. 

"I know you're right. This place looks to sell the right kind of clothes," suggested Robyn. 

"Oh yeah, it looks perfect," agreed Kayla noticing the dark lights and pulsating beat emanating from inside the store. 

"Don't I get any say in this?" complained Ryan. 

"What do you think, cheater?" asked Heidi. 

"Yeah, that ship kinda sailed when you cheated on Jessica," agreed Kayla. "Now you get to shop until you drop and if we don't like your attitude, I'm going to call her without a second’s thought." 

"Wow, that's exciting," said a small man with jet black hair standing behind a counter. 

"Welcome to  Neon Glow. I'm Dallas." 

"Hi Dallas," smiled Kayla shoving Ryan forward. "Our friend here needs a new look." 

"Oh, that sounds like fun," smiled Dallas. "What kind of look did you have in mind?" 

"Well he's a smoking hot babe, right? So let's get him in something that will really turn on all the guys at the club," suggested Robyn. 

"That sounds about right to me," agreed Kayla flashing big a smile and shrugging her shoulders. 

"Well, step forward into the light Cinderfella and let your Fairy Godmother do her thing," 

teased Dallas. "Yeah, we simply must show off those fabulous legs and I love her with that big rack," declared Dallas thinking out loud. "Oh, Rebecca dear, please bring over that red pleather dress I liked so much. I think a size twelve sounds about right." 

"Yeah, he's a size twelve," agreed Kayla. 

"Don't be so shocked dear. After all I am a professional." 

A tall blonde women with streaks of teal in her hair approached Ryan carrying a red pleather dress, still on its black plastic hanger. 

"I'll take you back to the dressing room," said Rebecca as she handed the dress to Ryan. He held it away looking at it like someone had just handed him a used condom or dirty diaper. 

"Oh there's no need for that. This beautiful creature is already in his pretty underwear. So I’m afraid it's too late to protect his modesty," said Dallas. 

"You're right," giggled Kayla. "Just put it on Tiffany." 

Rebecca assisted the embarrassed boy-girl in stepping into his new dress. As she pulled up the zipper and tightened the dress, it seemed to really draw attention to his padded bust and the short length put his legs on display for everybody in the store. Robyn smiled in admiration of his new form. 

"He's really taking shape," beamed Heidi. 

"Oh, he's fabulous, but he's a bit too hirsute for my taste and you’ll need to do the hair and makeup for full effect. However we do have some club wigs that should tide you over. Also, where are you thinking of going for the makeover this adorable princess so rightly needs?" 

"Wow, that's a lot of questions," laughed Kayla. "I hadn't thought about a makeover." 

"Okay, but don't go to the department store. They'll make her look like some Donna Reed housewife, so boring. I bet Jodi over at  Flash Mob could fit you in, especially if I give her a call. 

She just loves doing guys." 

"Great idea," agreed Kayla. "What about the wigs?" 

"I'll show you," said Rebecca. "She led them to the back of the store where they saw an array of Styrofoam heads displaying a variety of synthetic wigs. They’re nothing really fancy, but they're funny little $30 accessories for women who like to change their look." 

"Oh, he definitely needs to change his look," joked Heidi. 

Rebecca placed a wig cap tightly over the top of his head and they began to try an assortment of different wigs on him. Robyn really liked a baby blue bob haired-wig, but was outvoted by the rest of the group who pushed hard for a long straight golden blonde wig that seemed to perfectly frame his face. 

"What's with all the tape on his hands?" asked Rebecca. 

"Well, somebody wasn't being very cooperative at the lingerie store and we wanted to make sure everything stayed on," explained Kayla. 

"Hey, I know, take off the tape will you, I'll be right back," instructed Rebecca. The girls looked at each other, shrugged and then with Robyn taking his left hand and Kayla his right, they carefully removed the clear plastic tape. Soon, Rebecca had returned carrying, what appeared to be a pair of thick pink mittens. 

"Great," said Robyn. "Pink is so his color." 

"Come here Sissy," demanded Rebecca in a much more powerful tone that they had heard her use before. Meekly, Ryan stepped forward and she forced his hands into the mittens which also fastened around his wrists so he couldn’t remove them. "Just like with the tape, they deny him the use of his fingers." 

"That's brilliant," nodded Kayla. 

"And unlike the tape, these can be fastened or unfastened to meet your needs," explained Rebecca grabbing Kayla's wrists and linking the two mittens together by clips on the wrists. She leaned forward and whispered in Ryan's ear, "Now we can have some real fun." 

"Aw, kittens in mittens," laughed Heidi, “You seem to have found yours.” 

"Where to now?" asked Robyn eager for more fun at Ryan’s expense? 

"If you could help to  get us in for a makeover with your friend Dallas, we would really appreciate it," said Kayla. 

"Oh, I'm more than happy to do that, my dear. I'll call Jodi right now." Dallas picked up the phone on the counter and began to dial. "Jodes! As my absolute favorite person in the whole world, is there any way you could possibly squeeze somebody in for an emergency makeover today? He's one of those really special projects, I promise you’ll absolutely adore him." 

"Yes, he's a guy, but he'll be totally fabulous and you’ll have complete free reign to do your thing. Actually, there’s no need for the back room. In fact, if you can sit him in the window that would be even better. I’ve already dressed him." 

The girls all smirked at Ryan. The humiliation today was only getting more and more intense. He tried to wiggle his way out of the mittens, but this was immediately noticed by Rebecca, "Uh uh sissy, those mittens are staying on until one of your friends decides to take them off for you." 

"You are such a peach Jodes, an absolute peach, doll. I'll send them over right now," 

chirped Dallas. 

"She can fit us in?" asked Heidi. 

"Yes, there's a spot for your little princess if you go over right now. She is waiting for you. 

You're going to absolutely love her," gushed Dallas. 

"Thank you, both of you. You guys have been a great help. We will be back soon, he's sure going to need more than just one dress," said Kayla. 

"I should hope so, but it was my pleasure" teased Dallas. 

The girls led Ryan over to the counter where one of his mittens was released to allow him to pay for the dress. Rebecca informed them, that the bondage mittens would be her gift to them free of charge. Ryan's bill was just under $100. As soon as he’d paid, Dallas handed him back the card but when Ryan reached for it. Dallas deftly leaned in, grabbed his face with both his hands 

and planted a very deep kiss right on his lips. Ryan was totally stunned but before he could react, Robyn and Rebecca had each grabbed and arm and reattached his mittens behind his back, leaning in close to prevent him from being able to back away. 

He could feel Dallas pushing in the sides of his mouth with his hands forcing him to open up, while trying to slide his tongue past Ryan's teeth. "Open your mouth, bitch. If you so much as touch his tongue with your teeth I will personally bite off your dick," whispered Rebecca into his left ear. She reached down and grabbed his balls hard through his panties and Ryan soon opened his mouth. She kept a firm grip digging her nails into the soft flesh just enough to make sure that Ryan knew not to even think about trying to resist. Finally, Dallas released the now breathless sissy. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Kayla taking pictures on her phone of their kiss. 

Reluctantly, Rebecca released her hold on Ryan's cock and smoothed out his dress smiling and kissing him gently on the cheek. 

"Weren't they such nice people, Tiffany?" asked Kayla as they left the shop. Ryan being at least dressed was much more inconspicuous now. With the girls all huddled close around him, people would hardly notice his bondage mittens. In fact, his blonde wig and dress made him much more inconspicuous to other shoppers, unless they saw his face. If they did, they quickly did a double take to find a man wearing the short tight-fitting red dress. 

"Oh yeah, they were great," he replied sullenly. 

"Aw, he sounds so excited, must be the anticipation of his makeover" laughed Robyn. 

They entered  Flash Mob, which was a very trendy makeup store just taking off in the area. 

There were a lot of impossibly thin girls with very pale skin, tattoos, and impeccable makeup running around with dark green and purple smocks on. However, it was a very attractive red head that approached the quartet and introduced herself as Jodi. Her long auburn hair was braided and she looked a little out of place in the store. She was almost six feet tall and looked to be at least twenty-five. "I'm Jodi and you must be the ones that the reprobate Dallas told me about," she beamed. 

"Oh he's great, isn't he?" asked Heidi rhetorically. 

"Yeah, he's the best. I'm really glad he sent you my way as I love making over sissies," she said smiling and giving Ryan the once over. 

"Say hello, Tiffany," ordered Kayla. 

"Uh, h-hi," was all he could stammer. 

"So are those mittens for show or would she really try and run off?" asked Jodi. 

"I don't think she'd try to run off, but it's hard to say," explained Kayla. "I just figured we were better safe than sorry." 

"Yeah, you're probably right," agreed Jodi pensively. "Don’t worry, I know what to do." 

Jodi led them all over to the front window area, where she had a makeup chair. Ryan had some trouble sitting with the short tight dress on, but Robyn helped to maneuver him into position. Jodi draped a dark purple sheet over him saying, "We don't really need this for a makeover, but it will help to hide those little mittens." 

"Aw, she thinks of everything," taunted Robyn. 

"If you cooperate little sissy, this won't be that bad. The faster I can get some of this makeup applied to you, the sooner people walking by will just assume that everything's normal. 

Unfortunately, your wig is going to get in my way, so it has to come off," she nodded motioning to Robyn. "Now just sit back and let Jodi make you into the pretty thing you really are." 

Robyn gave Ryan a glare that let him know not to interfere with his makeover. It wasn't like he could anyway, with his hands firmly restrained in the mittens. The girls moved to a nearby row of chairs while Jodi went to work. Sure enough, as she was applying liquid foundation to his skin, a group of a half dozen high school girls spied him in the chair as they were walking through the mall. One observant girl called over her friends and they all began to laugh at the sissy's makeover much to the delight and amusement of Kayla and her accomplices. 

Jodi was a whiz when it came to sissy makeovers. She'd done plenty since  Flash Mob had opened in the mall, but the majority had been in the back room for willing guys. She didn't know why Ryan was now restrained in her chair, but she had a feeling that he must have done something pretty bad to deserve this punishment and she enjoyed watching him wince and squirm as she smoothed the cool liquid foundation over his face and set it with powder. His cheek bones were already high and pronounced so she made sure not to overdo the blush. She lined his eyes and blended various hues of eye shadow to really make his eyes pop. With a thick coat of volumizing mascara applied, she curled his lashes before moving on to line his lips and color them with lipstick to give him a bright red trout pout. 

Ryan sat very still trying to be impassive and hide the intense humiliation he felt. People passing by had stopped staring at him through the window. He no longer looked like a guy getting makeover done, but instead more than resembled an attractive woman with a boyish hairstyle, which wasn't particularly unusual for  Flash Mob.  In fact, Heidi leaned over to whisper to Kayla, 

"I can't believe how good he looks." 

"Yeah I know, Hey, I have some pictures to show you. We're not the first ever to bully him into dresses," acknowledged Kayla. 

"Ha, I knew it. He's just too damn comfortable in those shoes," said Robyn. 

"Well, what do you think?" asked Jodi placing the wig back on her subject's head. 

"Oh wow! Jodi, you have created a masterpiece," gushed Heidi. 

"This one was real easy, he's a natural," beamed Jodi proud of her work. "I definitely need some pictures of her though. Wish I’d thought to take some before shots." 

"We've got your back there, Jodi. We got a bunch from earlier today," revealed Kayla. 

"Oh that's great," said Jodi. "I'd appreciate it." 

"Now, let's take her over to meet your friend and get her nails done," announced Kayla. 

"Can't we just go home?" whined Ryan. 

"Oh, you're in that big a hurry to go talk to your wife?" asked Robyn. 

Robyn helped Ryan to his feet, unlocked his mittens, and looked on as he settled up the bill for the makeover. With Kayla's assistance, she removed the mittens as they would be absolutely useless in the nail salon. 

"You're going to love Kathy. We told her all about you, sissy," giggled Heidi as they led Ryan out of the store. He immediately noticed that other than checking out his inappropriate dress, people didn't really pay him much attention. He wasn't beautiful and he wasn't sure if he was even passable, but he did know that less attention and snide comments behind his back was an improvement. He tried to carry himself in the most feminine way that he could. It wasn't too far to the nail salon and Ryan was determined not to draw any more attention to himself. 

As they entered the nail salon, Kathy greeted them. She was a young woman about the same age as Heidi and Robyn and she looked very professional in her smock, glasses, and her hair in a bun. "Hey girls! These must be your new friends... awesome!" 

"Yeah, doesn't Tiffany clean up great?" asked Heidi. 

"She sure does," agreed Kathy. "Hi Tiffany, it's nice to meet you." 

"Hi," mumbled Ryan without lifting his eyes from the floor. 

"Aw, she's shy," giggled Kathy. "So what were you thinking for her?" 

"What about getting some nail art. Could you do  I-heart-B-I-G-D-I-C-K-S with a letter on each finger?" 

"No," gasped Ryan. 

"You don't have much, or any say in this Tiffany, however I do think we could go with something a little more subtle," said Kayla. "Can you do gel nails? Maybe you could do a bright red with a little rhinestone heart on each index finger." 

"Sure, that'll be no trouble at all," chirped Kathy. 

With little choice, Ryan spread his fingers out on the counter and Kathy did her thing. She grabbed Ryan's left wrist and went over his nail with an emery board. 

"So, how long have you been a sissy?" taunted Kathy. 

"I-I," he stammered. She had to know that he wasn't here voluntarily. 

"Tiffany's been dressing up for a long time now. I saw pictures of her in her prom dress. 

She was so beautiful," interjected Kayla 

"Is that right Tiffany?" asked Kathy 

"Uh--yeah, I guess," replied Ryan his mouth feeling dry and his wrists clammy. 

"You need to loosen up sugar. I've got a friend who would really like you. He likes breaking in little fags, showing them the ropes, if you know what I mean," offered Kathy. 

"Oh, Tiffany would just love that," joked Robyn. "How about it sissy, would you like to be shown the ropes?" 

"No!" he practically shouted. 

"If you have your friend's number, maybe we could take it for future reference," suggested Kayla. 

"Would you like that, sissy?" asked Kathy. 

"Uhm--," Ryan fumbled for something he could say that wouldn't cause more teasing or get him into trouble with Kayla and her new friends. 

"Of course she would. She already proved what a slut she is," joked Heidi. 

Ryan sat shame faced as Kathy pronounced his nails completed. She made him hold them up so that everybody could see. His nail color was an extremely bright red and the rhinestone in each index finger was an extra feminizing touch, but it was the sheer redness of his now long lacquered nails that would really attract attention. 

"You do good work Kathy. I may come back for myself sometime," said Kayla delighted. 

"I'd like that a lot," said Kathy. "Any friend of Heidi and Robyn's is a friend of mine. I'll also be delighted to do the sissy's nails again. Maybe we can get that nail art next time." 

"Are we done now?" asked Ryan. 

"How does your sister not get tired of his whining?" asked Robyn. 

"I don't know," replied Kayla. "We're almost done. We have one more stop to make. We just have to go back to  Neon Glow  for one more outfit." 

"Don't feel bad sissy, it'll give you a chance to show Dallas your new look," teased Heidi. 

Ryan was becoming more comfortable being seen by passing shoppers now. He appeared to be a slut, but not really a man in drag. His hair, makeup, clothing, and nails had taken care of that. They all walked through the mall as they had been doing. 

Rebecca was helping a customer, but as soon as she saw them enter her eyes were immediately drawn to Ryan. "You are so delicious, princess. Jodi’s made you into a stone fox," 

giggled Rebecca. "You just have to go show Dallas." 

Ryan was led up to the counter, to Dallas whose eyes tracked him for his entire approach. 

"Well aren't you something?" smiled Dallas predatorily. "Give us a twirl, sweetheart." 

Reluctantly, Ryan did as he was told. Drawing considerable attention from the woman that Rebecca was assisting as well as the other two customers in the store. He was not prepared for Robyn, Heidi, and Kayla to come up behind him and slip the mittens back on his hands, connecting them behind his back. 

"What are you doing?' demanded Ryan. 

"Just tying up a few loose ends," replied Robyn who grabbed him under his left arm and walked him around behind the counter, then forced him to his knees. 

"Well thank you," smiled Dallas kissing Robyn on both cheeks. "Why don't you put those gorgeous, ruby red lips to work, Tiffany. Don’t worry nobody can see you behind the counter anyway." 

"But I'm not gay," protested Ryan. 

"You're not in much of a position to argue either," smirked Dallas as Robyn's leather belt struck Ryan's ass. Even the red leather dress didn't really provide much defense from the stinging blows. Rebecca raced back behind the counter to hold Ryan's wrists secure allowing Robyn easy 

access to his soft and sensitive rear. After eight or nine blows tears were welling up in his eyes and Rebecca comforted him. She reached for a tissue and began blotting the tears away trying to protect his eye makeup. 

"It's not so bad, sissy. Kayla tells me you're not too particular about whom you have sex with and it's not like you're having sex," cooed Rebecca. 

"But--," stammered Ryan. 

"Take a deep breath, you can do this," reassured Rebecca. 

Dallas unzipped his pants and pulled them down. Hesitating at first, Ryan slowly opened his mouth as Rebecca guided Dallas's dick into his mouth. It wasn't an especially large cock at half a foot give or take an inch, but it was a life changing dick for Ryan, he had never sucked one before and he tried to take his mind off of what his mouth was doing. 

"There you go," purred Rebecca. "That's not so bad is it? Now lick the shaft up and down, really make it feel good for him, you know how." 

Ryan did as he was told and his tongue soon had Dallas moaning and growing more erect. 

He nearly gagged as the first drops of precum hit his throat, but he managed to keep going. The women in the store were now gathered around watching and filming the show, but Ryan was lost in his own headspace. He sucked as Rebecca instructed him to. He could feel Dallas growing even larger in his mouth. Dallas was now gripping the top of the counter for balance. 

"Oh those sweet lips of yours, princess. You are fucking amazing," moaned Dallas through gritted teeth. 

"Ok, finish him off Tiffany," cooed Rebecca into Ryan's ear. Almost immediately, pulsating waves of cum were crashing into the back of Ryan's mouth. He tried in vain to swallow it all, but there was too much and some of it couldn't help but spill out the corner of his mouth. 

"Bravo," said a woman's voice. She was clapping loudly a few feet behind him and a chill went down his spine. He turned around to face the voice, but he already knew it was Jessica. 

"Wow, I seem to have a very talented husband." 

"Jessica, I… I can explain," stammered Ryan. 

"Really? I’ll bet you can't," she giggled. 

"Please Jessica, it's not what it looks like," he begged. 

"Yes it is, Tiffany, it’s exactly what it looks like. But it's also not a total surprise. I started suspecting you a few weeks ago, but I got my confirmation today so please don't insult me by trying to deny it or playing it off as a one-time thing. Because that's not going to work," explained Jessica without any anger in her voice. 

Ryan hung his head in shame, "I'm sorry." 

"I'm sure you are, but whether you are sorry because you did it or because you got caught, I don't know yet. It doesn't matter though," said Jessica. "You need to fix your lipstick because Kayla and I and her new friends are going to go out and find some well hung studs to satisfy us and your mouth is going to be getting quite a workout with Dallas or whoever else we find." 

"But--," stammered Ryan. 

"Then in the morning, we'll discuss how we both want to proceed. In any event, Tiffany is definitely here to stay," warned Jessica.  "Your boss has been putting the moves on me for quite awhile now, but I've always resisted because of my marriage vows.  It may be time to rethink those vows." 

"Oh, this is going to be so much fun," cheered Kayla. "I can't wait to dress you up for your new boyfriends...all of them." 
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