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Mike Weaver arrived fifteen minutes early for his group meeting. He always arrived early, even for a meeting that he wasn't so sure about attending. He talked to Erin, the bubbly receptionist of indeterminate age and hair color for a few minutes before she sent him back to the group therapy room. 

This wasn't Mike's first rodeo. He smirked to himself as he saw all the trademark touches of a proper group therapy room--the strange yellow chairs and coffee maker both seemed leftover from the 1970s and the stale Pepperidge Farm cookies weren't much newer. He sat down and rested his eyes reflecting on just what brought him here. 

Doctor Anna Peabody seemed to have an impressive background and a magnetic personality. Armed with new grant money that would allow her to pay group participants a sizable stipend for attending therapy, she had convinced Mike to give it a try. 

Mike had tried in the past, but as psychiatrist and psychologist alike tried to analyze his sexual hang ups, they always ignored the elephant in the room. His issues such as they were had been caused by one person; a woman named Allison Cain who had been tormenting him for half his life. 

Even Dr. Beltzer who insisted he go to his high school reunion as a triumphant return, failed to account for Allison humiliating him both privately or publicly. She had left him zip-tied to  a chair in a hotel room, dressed in women's clothing, while he watched one of the guys who bullied him fuck his lifelong crush on his hotel bed. As a final spiteful touch, she set up a video camera on a tripod aimed at his face so that she could watch his reactions to seeing it. 

Mike shuddered just thinking about it. What could Dr. Peabody do for him when he knew Allison was still out there and could mess with him at any time? Could there really be any other guys who had gone through something similar? He doubted it. 

A few moments later, a handsome guy entered the room. He was dressed in a polo shirt and jeans. There was something about him that just looked familiar, but Mike couldn't put his finger on it. 

Mike greeted him with a big smile saying, "I was wondering if anybody else was going to show. I'm --," 

"No names," interrupted the new arrival. "Dr. Peabody insisted we weren't supposed to use our actual names." 

"Well, there are a lot of Mikes in the world. I don't mind." 

"Hi Mike, it's good to meet you," said the man without giving his name. 

The two men didn't have much to talk about. They clearly had very different lives. They were here because of one type of experience that they shared that few men did, but they were both far too embarrassed to mention that commonality to another person. 

The two men made small talk about the weather. Mike looked at the clock up on the wall before remarking, "I guess this should get started soon." 

The next to arrive was a man with bright red hair. He wasn't a very large man. He had obviously come from work and still had on a suit and tie. Mike was glad that he had been able to change at the gym. From the moment the redhead sat down, he seemed preoccupied by his cell phone. 

Doctor Anna Peabody arrived accompanied by three other men. She was a beautiful woman who couldn't have been more than thirty-five years old. She looked like every high school boy's teacher crush with her hair up in a bun; retro cat eye glasses perched on her nose, a white blouse that barely contained her heaving breasts, and a tight gray pencil skirt that fell to her mid thighs. Her footwear was a bit sexy for the office and Mike could see the first guy he had met checking out her legs. 

"If everybody can take a seat, we're still waiting on my intern Vanessa and two more members of our group," 

announced Doctor Peabody. "Feel free to help yourself to some coffee and cookies." 

Five minutes later, a blonde woman in a professional looking teal dress entered the room accompanied by a rather harried guy who looked like he had raced across town to get there. Mike assumed that the blonde was Dr. 

Peabody's intern. Her blonde hair framed her face perfectly and she had a kind of unintentional sexuality as if no matter how professionally she tried to dress, she couldn't hide her amazing body. 

"Okay, I hope our last member will get here soon, but unfortunately we'll have to start without him. I'm Dr. 

Anna Peabody and this is my intern Vanessa Seagrave. We've been awarded a large grant for our new study. We’re investigating the tendency of male victims of bullying by female peers to identify with, sympathize with, and even form alliances with their oppressors; especially when gender role reversal games are part of the structure of abuse." 

"I wouldn't call what happened to me gender games," replied Mike. 

Vanessa looked up from her clipboard and spoke, "When we find a situation that repeatedly happens to us and makes us feel uncomfortable, that is a game in psychological terms." 

Dr. Peabody continued, "You might feel a switch and you may say what just happened there? There is always something that locks us or hooks us into a game. We're going to be exploring those hooks." 

Mike nodded his head, but they may as well have been speaking Latin.  He hated psychobabble. 

"Now, as you know, we're going to be maintaining privacy and anonymity throughout this process," said Dr. 

Peabody. "Also, because I believe that your treatment is as important as our research, I want you to take ownership of what has happened to you.  For that reason, we will be using your feminine names." 

"I'm really not comfortable with that," said the redhead who was just now looking up from his phone. 

"Well of course, we won't require this and you can use another name if you wish, but you need to trust us if we're going to get anywhere," said Dr. Peabody. "If you feel self conscious, everybody else will be doing it too." 

"Alright, I'll give it a try I guess." 

"Good," smiled Vanessa. "What is your female name?" 

"Well because I have very red hair and they wouldn't let me cut it, they I said looked like The Little Mermaid, so they called me Ariel." 

"Welcome to the group, Ariel. Thank you so much for your trust and openness," said Dr. Peabody. 

"If everybody could introduce themselves, that would be great. Share much or as little as you want. 

Remember, this is a place of trust and all of you have been through a lot. You won't find any judgment from Dr. 

Peabody or me. I'm sure we've read enough and conducted enough interviews on the topic that you cannot shock either of us." 

"Well, I guess I'll go first," said the good looking guy in the polo shirt Mike had talked to earlier. "My female name is Cindy and I was kind of a big man on campus in high school. I did a couple of shady things and a cheerleader blackmailed me. She feminized me and made me go to prom with another boy." 

"So it was basically a one night thing?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"Come on Anna, you remember prom, there's a lot to it," said Vanessa. 

"Oh yes, of course," replied Dr. Peabody. "I'm sure that was very traumatic. Thank you for being open about it." 

"You're Ryan Brady," said one of the men who arrived with Dr. Peabody. He was a short man with very feminine features. It was no surprise that somebody decided to feminize him, thought Mike. 

"Excuse me," said Dr. Peabody. "That was out of bounds. We need to respect each other's anonymity." 

"Well, I can't be the only one who knew that. He's kind of a celebrity." 

"I guess that's true," said Ryan. "I played backup quarterback for the  Bills, Bengals,  and  Giants. I even started a season for the  Texans. Some people do recognize me." 

"I suppose that is unavoidable," said Dr. Peabody, "but please everybody respect each other. This can't be easy for anybody. Would you care to go next?" she asked the man who identified Cindy's real name. 

"Cindy Brady, that's kind of funny," said the man. "My name is Jenny and it was my own step-sister who feminized me. She started when I just a freshman in high school. I guess I made fun of her dance costumes for a

Christmas show too much because she made me take her place in the show. That was just the beginning though. Her friends and her made a game of how much they could humiliate me." 

"Thank you, Jenny," said Vanessa. "Just remember you are in a room where we all can understand what you went through." 

"I don't think anybody can understand what I went through," replied Jenny. 

"You'd be surprised," said a fairly tall, but very skinny guy who gave off a California surfer vibe. "My name is Melinda. I have a twin brother and two girls not only feminized us on a $1 bet, they actually had college sororities bid on who would take ownership of us afterwards." 

"Oh my gosh!" exclaimed a smallish guy in a  Carhartt jacket. "I was also auctioned off to college girls." 

"Could you tell us the name they called you?" asked Vanessa writing furiously on her clipboard. 

"Yeah, they called me Britney. It was really one girl named Amy. She beat me up and feminized me during freshman year of high school." 

"I guess I'll go next," said Mike, "but we have a problem. My girl name is also Britney." 

"I think that's the times you all lived in," said Dr. Peabody. 

"You ever notice that when girls feminize boys they never call them Agnes or Bertha?" asked Vanessa rhetorically. 

Dr. Peabody added, "Since you went last, why don't we call you Britney Michelle and we'll keep Britney for the other Britney." 

"That's fine with me," said Mike. 

"Hey, why'd you pick Britney Michelle?" asked Jenny. 

"Well if we're going to be honest here," said Dr. Peabody, "I feminized several boys in my past and one was named Britney Michelle." 

"Hold on a second," said Britney Michelle. "You've forcibly feminized guys too?" 

"I'm not proud of it," confided Dr. Peabody. "However, it does give me a bit of understanding into the psyche of these girls. My own experiences are the reason that I got interested in studying these phenomena." 

"I can assure you, nobody is going to be forcibly feminized in here," said Vanessa jovially. "Could you continue your introduction Britney Michelle?" 

"Sure," replied Britney. "There really isn't much more to tell, but I got the whole feminization treatment back in high school, same as everybody else." 

"Back in high school?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"Well yeah," said Britney Michelle loosening his collar. "I mean that's when it started." 

"But it hasn't stopped, has it?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"No, last summer at my high school reunion she did stuff...I really don't want to talk about it right now." 

"Perhaps later," said Vanessa reassuringly. She offered him a box of tissues, but he waved it off instead wiping away a single tear with his right index finger. 

"I get you, buddy," said Ariel who was now focused on the conversation for the first time all night. "The girls who bullied me got me at the reunion too. I should have been the outstanding alumni. Instead they made me the cum dumpster." 

"I'm Nicole," said a rather shy man also was still obviously dressed from work. "The girl who tormented me in school found the condo I was living in and moved in just to torment me again. She's outed me to my sister and made sure my fiancée caught me in some extremely humiliating situations. Every time I think it's over, she finds a way to up the humiliation." 

"Things are getting very emotional very quickly," said Dr. Peabody. "That's not a bad thing because it means we're dealing with raw feelings.  Let's all take a deep breath and try to center ourselves." 

A very frantic man rushed through the door accompanied by the receptionist. "I am so sorry I'm late, but I had...uh well work to do before I come here," he explained. 

"That's fine," said Dr. Peabody. "Could you please introduce yourself to the group and we're using your femme names to protect anonymity." 

"Sure, my femme name is Nicole. Hi everybody." 

"Uh oh, we've got two  Nicoles too," said Jenny trying to conceal a giggle. 

"Well, I got called Nikki a lot," said the new Nicole. "I guess I could go with that." 

"That would be wonderful," agreed Dr. Peabody. 

"Could you tell us a bit about how it started?" asked Vanessa. 

"My step-sister set a trap for me and I fell into it completely. Her friends helped her and they all enjoyed my misery." 

"See, step-brothers don't stand a chance," said Jenny. "People should think about this before remarrying." 

"I don't think there are many step-sisters like mine," replied Nikki. 

"Well it sounds like you and Jenny have that in common," said Cindy. 

"Listening to these stories, it sounds like we all do have a lot in common," added Ariel. 

"You do," said Dr. Peabody. "Remember, I interviewed you all and I know your back stories. For instance, you've all been physically dominated, blackmailed, humiliated, and put in both figurative and literal bondage. You all have varying feelings about the women who did this to you from a love hate sort of sexual attraction to a feeling that could only be described as worshipful reverence. This thread that unites you all is very unusual and I call this behavior the Stocking Syndrome." 

"I get it," replied Ariel. "It's like the Stockholm Syndrome." 

"Precisely," replied Vanessa. 

"I didn't think psychology journals were all that big on puns," said Britney Michelle. 

"Oh, I may change it before publication, but the name really has grown on me," said Dr. Peabody. 

"Labeling phenomena isn't as important as identifying them," added Vanessa. 

"You know there is one sort of rule for group therapy," said Doctor Peabody. "They're awkward as Hell for the first couple of minutes, but by the end of the first meeting everybody is more comfortable and more engaged than they would have thought possible. It'll be you that makes this meeting valuable and less awkward. We just need somebody to get the ball rolling," said Dr. Peabody. 

"I guess I could start us off," said Cindy. 

"That would be great," said Vanessa, "and we may call on you to take more of a lead later tonight. However, that's an awful lot to ask of anybody. That's why we have prepared these index cards. One of them has an red x on the back," said Vanessa allowing everybody to take a card. Britney Michelle looked down at the card in his hand and saw the blood colored x in the middle of the white cardboard like a wound. 

"I guess I'm the lucky one," said Britney Michelle holding up the card. 

"Better you than me," said Ariel. 

"Oh it won't be that bad," said Vanessa. "Britney Michelle, if you can just share with us what's on your mind about tonight and about your own feminization, we won't judge. You don't have to share anything that makes you uncomfortable." 

"Well, I think I gave you the high points already," said Britney Michelle. "Going back to my high school days, a girl named Allison Caine has made my life a living Hell." 

"Why do you think she chose you as her victim?" asked Doctor Peabody. 

"Well I have a small frame and rather feminine features." 

"You do," agreed Doctor Peabody, "but surely there were a lot of boys in your high school who weren't very big and who had baby faces." 

"Yeah, there were," hesitated Britney Michelle, "but the girls also loved the way I reacted." 

"How was that?" asked Nicole. Until she had been quietly looking out the window, but now she seemed to be

at rapt attention. 

"Well," began Britney Michelle. "I could never hide my embarrassment, so they knew by the way that I blushed how much it was humiliating me." 

"I know what you mean," said Nicole. "April has told me the same thing. That she torments me because of my reaction to it." 

"I think girls like that like to get you to fight back just because they want to enjoy your reaction when they crush your little rebellion," agreed Ariel. 

"This is interesting," said Vanessa. "Does anybody feel that their reactions didn't play a contributing role in their getting singled out?" 

Cindy, Melinda, and Nikki raised their hands. "So a little more than half," said Dr. Peabody. "Melinda, you've been quiet tonight. Why don't you think your attitude contributed?" 

"I know my resistance made it more fun for her, but I wasn't singled out. Like I said before my brother was feminized too," said Melinda. "However, she was a sadist. It was two twins who feminized us and Alicia was the one who feminized me. Her sister Amy was much gentler with my brother." 

"How so?" asked Britney. 

"Well for starters, she used to punish me by locking these boots with six-inch heels on my feet, she kept me tied up a lot, and I had to practice my feminine voice for four hours every night." 

"You mean speaking like a girl?" asked Nikki in an amazingly convincing feminine voice. 

"I see you had to practice it too," said Melinda. 

"This brings up a really good point," said Dr. Peabody. "Does anybody object to speaking in their girly voice during group meetings?" 

"I object," said Britney Michelle. 

"Yeah, that's kind of embarrassing," agreed Cindy. "Besides, I don't even know if I can still do one." 

"Well, I would like you to try," said Dr. Peabody. "That was the voice you used when you were feminized. Do you see how using it now allows you to take ownership of it?" 

"I just see more embarrassment," said Britney Michelle, "but I'll defer to the group." 

"I'll give it a try," said Nicole in a very sexy and breathy voice. 

"Why not?" agreed Jenny in a sweet soprano tone. 

"Well great," said Vanessa. "I love how willing everybody is to try new things. That will come in handy in helping to promote your recovery." 

"It feels so strange to do this again," admitted Ariel. "Allie and her friends never made me learn how to speak like a girl, but they'd put me in these public situations where if I didn't want people to know I was a guy underneath that dress and makeup, I needed a convincing voice. I learned how to do it by practicing on my own." 

Vanessa flashed Ariel a sympathetic smile before trying to regain control of the meeting. "Thank you for sharing. We kind of got off track a little though from Britney Michelle who was telling us about her experiences.” 

"Honestly, all this voice talk is reminding me of some of my more unpleasant memories," sighed Britney Michelle. "Allison didn't start out to feminize me. She was a bully and I crossed her. After that, she loved to just do mean things like giving me wedgies and knocking my books out of my hands." 

"And how old were you when this happened?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"It started freshman year of high school. Then I made the mistake of fighting back. That's supposed to be the best way to handle bullies, you know." 

"But it wasn't, was it?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"No, all I showed her by getting physical with her was that I was a bigger wimp than even she knew. When she found out she could beat me up without even breaking much of a sweat, I became her favorite target. I think beating up a boy her age made her feel more powerful." 

"But didn't you get bigger and stronger than her as school went on?" asked Vanessa. "You are a boy, after all." 

"Right, but I never did grow that much as you can see and it was so drilled in my head that I couldn't take her, that even when my strength increased, I was too intimidated to use it.  Also by then, she had so much blackmail material on me that she used to say she owned me." 

"So how did the feminization start?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"One time she held me down and she was slapping my face, grabbing my nose, just taunting me for her friends and at one point she asks me, ‘Are you going to cry like a little girl?’ Well one of her friends Sarah comments that I'd make such a pretty girl. Allison tightened her grip on me and has Sarah and her other friends use their own makeup to give me a makeover. I was so humiliated as I helplessly endured the feminization. Then they showed me a mirror and I couldn't believe it." 

"Oh I know that feeling," said Jenny. 

"You were attractive?" asked Vanessa. 

"I was hot," replied Britney Michelle. "I couldn't believe it and neither could they. Allison knew she had a way to humiliate me worse than she had ever done before and it was like I could see the horrible ideas racing through her evil mind. Within the week, I was wearing panties every single day and within a month a bra and pantyhose were added to my uniform." 

"You are doing great, Britney Michelle. I only have a little more for you to do," assured Dr. Peabody. "How bad did it get?" 

"Well, there were these dances at the community center every Friday and usually the people from our school didn't go, so nobody knew us there. Friday afternoons would find me over at Allison's house or maybe at one of her friends' places getting made up and dressed for a dance. They loved how much they could humiliate me by making me dance with or kiss and make out with other guys, and they always took the most humiliating pictures." 

"I imagine you were wearing sexy dresses and heels when the other girls were in jeans and sneakers?" asked Nicole. 

"Of course," replied Britney Michelle. "In fact, Allison had a friend who worked in a women's clothing store aimed at high school girls. The friend was on commission and every other week, I'd have to have saved up enough money to buy a new dress from her. It not only took almost all of my disposable income, but she found the most slutty outfits for me ,and then I'd have to hide them from my family when I got home." 

"I can imagine how humiliating that must have been," said Vanessa. 

"One time, Allison found out that I had a crush on a girl named Karen. She arranged for one of her friends to go shopping with her and take her into the shop just as I was coming out of the dressing room and twirling for everybody in a pink dress with white polka dots." 

"How did this Karen react to seeing you like that?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"She couldn't stop laughing. After that, she was as bad as any of Allison's other friends about humiliating me. 

One time she gave me a makeover right in Spanish class because we sat next to each other. When I objected, she threatened to tell Allison, so I just let her." 

"The story doesn't end there though, does it?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"No," sighed Britney Michelle. "This past summer--" 

"You're doing great, but don't forget to use your girl voice," interrupted Vanessa. 

"Sorry," Britney Michelle changed to her feminine way of speaking and continued, "At my high school reunion last summer, she turned my whole world upside down. I had been communicating on social media and the occasional phone call with Karen." 

"The one from high school? No way!" exclaimed Jenny. 

Britney Michelle noticed Dr. Peabody giving a disapproving glare at Jenny before asking her to continue. 

"Everything seemed to be going well and she was all apologetic for how she treated me in school. I thought I might finally have a chance with her, but Allison had other plans. She blackmailed me into going with her for a feminine makeover that she had been planning for some time I'm sure. Everything from my dress to the sexy lingerie I would wear had been taken care of. That night, she zip-tied me to a chair and made me watch Karen fuck one of her male friends that used to bully me in my hotel room bed." 

"Oh wow," gasped Cindy. 

"Every couple of weeks since then she's found ways to humiliate and feminize me," admitted Britney Michelle. "Just last week she waited for me at my bus stop and gave me a full makeover.  Then she accompanied me to work so I had to show up in full drag." 

"How did your coworkers react?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"I work at a creative marketing firm so things aren't quite so button down there and I played it off as a joke, but I'm sure my coworkers are beginning to get suspicious." 

"Thank you so much for your strength," said Vanessa surprising Britney Michelle by grabbing his hand and squeezing it for support. She had a good grip despite having a soft, almost delicate hand. 

"I can see by the clock on the wall that we're done for today," said Dr. Peabody. "We have some papers for the grant that we need you to fill out before next time. I apologize for the amount of it." Vanessa made her way around passing out stacks of paper to each of the participants. These were substantial forms asking for a lot of information. 

"I'm also going to request that you not see any other members of the group socially or discuss the group meetings as you are leaving. The group discussion tends to be much more powerful if left for the group environment." 

"I guess that makes sense," replied Britney Michelle. 

"Also Jenny, if you could stay after for a few minutes we'd like to talk to you. That was a great session everybody," added Vanessa. 

As he left Dr. Peabody's office, Mike had to admit he was energized. It was weird to think of himself with a feminine name instead of thinking of himself as Mike, but was he really thinking of himself as a woman? No, he was just taking back that name Allison gave him. 

A light autumn rain had blown up, but it wasn't really wasn't unpleasant, rather it was cleansing. The drive home was peaceful, but he was still all keyed up from the group discussion. He wished he had someone he could talk to at that moment, but it would be time for sleep soon enough. He greeted the doorman and took the elevator up to his unit. Being successful had its perks and among them was that luxury condo. 

Throwing his keys on the table, he was surprised to see his voice mail flashing. He had been meaning to drop his landline forever and even telemarketers had switched over to his cell phone, but this time he had two calls on his voicemail. The first one offered him a free estimate on aluminum siding. He wondered just how many single family homes there were in his zip code and laughed to himself about what his building association's reaction would be if he tried to get aluminum siding put on his unit. 

A very familiar voice was on the second recording and it chilled him to the bone. "Hello Britney, I know you can't pick up because you're out playing tea party with all your little sissy girl friends. You know, you're such a pervert that you can probably use the therapy, but it won't do you any good to forget about me. After all, I'm still in your life. I will be showing up to humiliate you when you least expect it. So expect it. Bye for now bitch." 

No! How could she possibly know about the therapy? What did she mean that she'd be showing up to humiliate him? How soon? Did she intend to do it during therapy? 

He wished he had a better relationship with Dr. Peabody so he could call her, but they had just met and it was so intimidating to even think about it. Then it occurred to him that Vanessa was only an intern and taking calls from nervous patients was part of her job description. It wasn't even 9 o'clock yet so it wasn't like he was calling her in the middle of the night. Nervously, he dialed her number. 

"Hello, this is Vanessa," said the chipper voice on the end of the phone. 

"Hi Vanessa, this is Mike Weaver from group." 

"Hello Britney Michelle, how can I help you? Please remember to use your girlish voice." 

"I'm sorry Vanessa." 

"That's alright, you sound much better now." 

"Well, I'm a little shaken up. When I got home there was a call waiting for me on my voice mail from Allison Caine. It was very threatening." 

"If she physically threatened you, you should call 9-1-1." 

"No, she didn't threaten to hurt me, she threatened to humiliate me." 

"Only you can humiliate yourself Britney Michelle," advised Vanessa. "Don't give her that power over you." 

"She can humiliate me. It's something she's done over and over. I don't understand how she knew about the group therapy. Does she have spies or something? I thought this was supposed to be confidential." 

"Of course it's confidential," replied Vanessa. 

"Then how did she know? I'm freaking out here." 

"Relax, she doesn't have spies. She would have known because we interviewed her." 

"What? Why would you do such a thing?! How could you?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"This whole study is about your reactions to the girls that feminized you. We would have been negligent if we hadn't interviewed them too." 

"That's crazy." 

"Please don't throw that term around cavalierly." 

"I'm sorry, but she's the one who tortured me all throughout high school and then did it again just last summer in front of my whole graduating class." 

"I understand your concerns," reassured Vanessa, "but I interviewed her myself. She doesn't hold any animosity towards you and it's not like we're going to put you in contact with each other or anything." 

"Every bit of information she gets about me, she uses against me," I said. 

"Then this is going to be an excellent opportunity to stand up to her once and for all," assured Vanessa. 

"I don't know." 

"We can talk about this further in group. I think you're just a little bit on edge after group therapy and your giving her message too much weight. You can do this." 

"Alright Vanessa," sighed Britney Michelle. "I wish you had told me that you'd be interviewing her." 

"We did actually," said Vanessa. "You signed off on it." 

"I guess I should learn to read the fine print," replied Britney Michelle. 

"I'll see you next week," said Vanessa as she hung up the phone. 




***

Throughout the week, Britney Michelle had trouble concentrating. He was in a constant state of heightened alertness waiting for Allison to strike. He tried to never be alone, but he wondered if rather than giving him protection, he was just giving her an audience for whatever she wanted to do to him. 

The week somehow passed uneventfully and Britney Michelle was more convinced than ever that his tormentor would show up in group and find a way to humiliate him.  This time instead of getting to the meeting early, he came in exactly on time. 

Erin at reception just waved him right back and after peeking in the room to make sure that there were no surprises, he walked right in. The meeting hadn't started yet so he made a beeline for the coffee machine where Nicole was already pouring herself a cup. 

"Hi Nicole." 

"Hi," said Nicole. "This is kind of embarrassing, but all these names are tough. You're Britney with a Michelle right? Or without the Michelle?" 

"With," he smiled. "I'm getting used to it again too, though it seems we have something in common." 

"Oh, what's that?" 

"The girls who feminized us are still torturing us. I think that might be true of Ariel too, but I couldn't tell." 

"Yeah, I'm constantly the butt of April's humiliations since she moved into my building. It's like high school all over again." 

"Listen, I got a call from Allison last night. She knew all about the group therapy." 

"How could she know such a thing?" 

"Well I called Vanessa and she told me that they interviewed the girls who feminized us." 

"What? Don't they get that these girls can use that against us?" 

"That's what I was saying." 

"If we could please take our seats, I think we're ready to begin," said Dr. Peabody. 

"Listen, let's grab a cup of coffee after group and see if we can find a way to protect ourselves in case they decide to pull anything at group," suggested Britney Michelle. 

"I'm in," replied Nicole. "I'm glad you told me this." 

After everybody scurried to their seat, Dr. Peabody made an announcement, "I'm sorry to report that Jenny decided that he won't be continuing on with us. We tried to talk him out of it, but everybody here has free will to find their own path." 

"That's a shame," said Nikki. "He seemed to be getting into it last week." 

Vanessa said, "Also, I hope everybody filled out the paperwork. We need it to get you paid." 

"It was really long and intrusive," said Britney. "I really didn't see what difference my shoe size made." 

"I know," nodded a sympathetic Dr. Peabody. "They want to know everything and unfortunately, they're paying the bills." 

"It was annoying and it took a lot of time, but I don't really see the harm," said Nikki. "Any idea when we'll get our first checks?" 

"You should get a check for the first six meetings about a month from now," replied Vanessa. 

"I'm happy that you're all being compensated for this study, but I also hope you're here about more than just $100 per meeting," said Dr. Peabody. "I really think we can help you take back your own lives." 

"I am curious," said Nicole. "I understand that you discussed our treatment with the women who feminized us in the first place." 

"That's right," said Vanessa. "I discussed this over the phone with Britney Michelle. Our research is about your reaction to the girls who feminized you. We cannot study this reaction while ignoring those girls." 

"That's fine with me," said Britney. "I actually left on pretty good terms with the girl who dressed me up." 

"That's what Ms. Moseby said. You're actually a bit unique in that regard," said Vanessa. "In most cases there wasn't bad will from the women I talked to, but then again they had compliance." 

"I'm really not comfortable with Allie and her friends knowing anything about me," replied Ariel. 

"I think for people like Britney Michelle and I, you may put us in danger," said Nicole. 

"I understand your concerns," said Dr. Peabody, "but we gave them no personal information about you. We asked them questions, we didn't give them answers, and if they do for some reason decide to abuse you again, our hope is that our work together will give you the tools to deal with that situation." 

"Okay, just try and understand our position," said Britney Michelle. 

"Of course," assured Dr. Peabody. "We don't want to make this more difficult for you than it has to be. Now, shall we get started?" 

Vanessa, seeing no objections, began to speak, "Nicole, if you wouldn't mind speaking today, I think your situation is the most like Britney Michelle’s." 

"Okay," said Nikki brushing his hair from his forehead. "I've built the girl April in my mind up to level of Professor Moriarty or Darth Vader in a skirt, but I'll try and give you the Cliff's Notes version." 

"Tell us as much or as little as you need to," said Dr. Peabody. 

"Okay, here goes. I first got on April's radar back in sixth grade," began Nikki. 

"Wow, that's a long time, dude," said Melinda. 

"Tell me about it," replied Nicole. "She copied off of me on a science test back in sixth grade and I reported her. It was the dumbest thing I have done in my entire life and I've been paying for it since." 

"I know this is sensitive, but she sexually abuse you? This doesn't have to be something we discuss in group," 

said Dr. Peabody. 

"No...I mean she did, but that was much later on at the end of high school and into adulthood. When we were in middle school everybody just seemed to believe that guys were better than girls." 

Vanessa smirked at the comment and then caught herself, saying, "Please continue." 

"I know, we were dumb, but it was very humiliating to have them forcing me to wear dresses or makeup and to be treated like a weak little sissy. They knew how uncomfortable it made me and that just made April and her friends Brandi and Sarah just do it more." 

"We've all been there," said Britney Michelle reassuringly. 

"I assume that the girl who feminized you was a kind of a bad girl?" asked Nicole. 

"Yeah, she definitely was. She smoked in high school and hung out with the delinquents," said Britney Michelle. 

"April, unfortunately, was a popular girl and the teachers all thought she was a goody two shoes. That was her reputation and she protected it like a bulldog with a bone. She volunteered in the office and she used her connections there to mess with me." 

"So what she did to you had to be subtle so that she wouldn't get caught herself, I assume?" asked Dr. 

Peabody. 

"She was hardly subtle, but she always made sure it didn't point back to her. I don't know how many times I came back to my locker after gym class to find my clothes gonewith a bra, panties, and stockings or pantyhose replacing my underwear." 

"Well I had stuff like that done to me too, but you didn't have to put on the girl's underwear right? I mean she wasn't in the locker room to make you," said Nikki. 

"It's not that easy," replied Nicole. "It was easier just to go along. If she found out I didn't wear the lingerie she left for me, I'd pay for it later." 

"But if you wore what she left you, she'd leave you alone?" asked Vanessa. 

"No, of course not," replied Nicole. 

"See, this is a large part of Dr. Peabody's research," said Vanessa. "I know you felt that you had to wear the bras and everything else she left you, but in reality there was no incentive for you to go along, you just did it." 

"No, it would have been worse," said Nicole. 

"But how?" asked Vanessa. 

"If I may," interjected Dr. Peabody, "you had physical education class at the end of the day your sophomore year. There was a day in October when you found more in your locker than just underwear. Could you tell us about that day?" 

"How did you know?" began Nicole, but the moment he began to reply, the answer occurred to him. "Oh, you interviewed her." 

"We did and she remembered this particular incident very well," said Vanessa. 

"How well?" asked Nicole. 

"She was very vivid in her description. I think she called it her best day in high school," recalled Dr. Peabody. 

"In my locker was a cheerleader uniform, two pages of cheers, and a note that said I had better put the cheerleader on and be out at the football field in thirty minutes and I should use the time to learn the cheers." 

"Did you?" asked Vanessa. 

"Yeah, I learned them pretty quickly," said Nicole. 

"Did anybody see you?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"No, I waited until the locker room cleared out. Sadly, it wasn't my first time wearing a dress in the school so I

knew the good hiding spots," admitted Nicole. "They also left me makeup and ribbons for my hair so if most people saw me, they wouldn't notice anything unusual." 

"What did you do then?" asked Vanessa. 

"Well, I did what I was told. I showed up at the football field just in time for cheerleading practice. April and Brandi made me do the cheers for the girls and then they made me cheer with the team." Nicole put his head in his hands trying to collect himself. Britney Michelle patted his shoulder in support. Once he collected himself, Nicole continued. "They didn't let me go until someone saw the coach walking out of the gym. I had to sprint home in my cheerleading outfit. I was crying the whole way." 

"That was very mean," acknowledged Vanessa. 

"It didn't end there, though did it?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"No, if anything it got much worse. She made me go to all the graduation parties dressed up and pretending to be a girl. She made me hook up with guys, and she even made me take her place working as a waitress with her keeping the paycheck." 

"I'm sorry you had to go through all of this," said Britney Michelle. 

"Yeah, this sounds even worse than what I went through," said Britney. 

Nicole helped himself to the tissue and blew his nose. He took a deep breath and continued, "Two years ago she moved into my condo." 

"She pretended it was an accident, but think she had stalked me and waited for an opening in my building." 

"How did that make you feel?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"Well, I was pissed for sure and even terrified. I told her off as soon as I saw her, but she was so apologetic," 

recalled Nicole. "She apologized for every rotten thing she had done and assured me that she regretted it deeply and she had changed." 

"Oh dude, tell me you didn't buy that sob story," said Melinda. 

"Hook, line, and sinker. I not only bought it, but I realized that I had a crush on her since we were kids that I was repressing." 

"Believing she'd changed and having a latent crush are both very much a part of what we see with many men who were feminized at an early age. You have nothing to be ashamed of," explained Dr. Peabody. 

"So what happened after that?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"Exactly what you thought would happen," replied Nicole. "As soon as my guard was down she drugged me, dressed me and took me clubbing. She feminized my apartment when I was out of town and then invited my friends over for a poker game, she impersonated my girlfriend at my family's Thanksgiving so that she could out me to my sister. She's always finding ways to torture me." 

"Wow, that sucks," said Melinda. "I mean Alicia and Amy enjoyed feminizing and training us sure, but it was one summer and then they sold us off and moved on with life." 

"Actually," said Dr. Peabody. "I've found that once it goes over a month it's more likely to be an ongoing thing for years than to end like yours did." 

"You got lucky," said Britney Michelle. 

The rest of the meeting became rather sedated. While the first meeting had been uplifting, the sheer emotion of Paul's testimony had cast a palpable melancholy over the room. Mike couldn't wait for the session to end. When Vanessa announced that she would see everybody next week, Mike rushed over to Paul, "I know you went through a lot today. Are you still good for coffee?" 

"Yeah, I could use a cup," said Paul. 

 The Grindhouse was nothing like a Starbucks. It had been around for fifty years with table service and good strong coffee that didn't need a lot of fancy syrups and exotic ingredients to hide the flavor. It also was right across the street from Dr. Peabody’s office. 

"You know, we're like the rebels of the group," said Paul. 

"Because we're daring to meet between sessions?" asked Mike. 

"Yeah, do you think there's anything to it?" asked Paul. 

"I don't see the issue if we don't discuss the things we talk about in group," replied Mike. "Though I have to admit what you were telling us about April today; just wow! I actually was thankful that it wasn't her dominating me." 

"That's funny," replied Paul. "I felt the same way about Allison when you told us about her." 

"They made an excellent point in the session today, you know," said Mike. 

"What was that?" 

"That giving in to April never did me a damn bit of good. Whatever she was going to do me, she still did it whether I gave in or resisted." 

"Yeah, I think it was the same with Allison. It seemed the more I cooperated, the more blackmail material I gave her." 

"Maybe, we need to start resisting." 

"I'll give it a try. I don't see what I have to lose," said Mike. 

"Oh shit!" said Paul. 

Mike turned around to see a statuesque young woman with raven black hair wearing a long black leather coat. 

She could have passed for a model, but a feeling in the pit of his stomach that felt like a punch in the gut let Mike knew it was his nemesis Allison. 

With her was a blonde woman who was about a half-foot shorter than Allison. She had amazing legs that she was showing off in a short skirt. The look on his friend's face told him all he needed to know about her identity. 

Both women carried duffel bags and had a predatory look as they approached the table. 

"A-April, what are you doing here?" stammered Paul. The confidence, which he had just five minutes earlier, seemed to have already wilted. 

"Aw, are we interrupting your girls' night out?" mocked April. 

"More like bitch's night out," corrected Allison as the two girls dropped their bags to the floor and took the two remaining seats at the table. 

"So are you two girlfriends now?" taunted April. 

"No," said Mike. "Look, can you please just leave us alone." 

"What fun would that be?" asked Allison laughing in his face. 

"Yeah, the night is young and I think we're all going to have some fun tonight," said April. 

"And by all she means her and I," said Allison. "We really do owe you a debt for bringing us together." 

"So what now?" asked Mike. 

"Well, you're going to go with us into the bathroom and we're going to play some fun games," said Allison. 

"Yeah, it'll be just like old times, huh Paul?" asked April rhetorically. 

"No," replied Paul. 

"No? Since when do you say no to me?" asked April clearly amused. 

"Since I learned how stupid it is to go along with anything you say. You still abuse me," said Paul. "This time I'm standing my ground." 

"Nicole-," began Mike feeling stupid for never learning his friend's male name. 

"No Britney Michelle," said Paul. "We need to stand firm." 

"That's so cute," said Allison. "They call each other by their sissy names." 

"It's just how we talk in group," explained Mike. 

"I have to go to one of these. I'm betting it's like one of the tea parties I used to have when I was a little girl," 

joked April. 

"You either go into the bathrooms willingly with us or we're going to drag you in there by your ears," said

Allison. 

"You know, he's got a point," said Mike. "Whether we go voluntarily or by force we're fucked. Why should we make it easier on you?" 

"Well you are right about one thing," said April. "You will be humiliated when you go into the bathroom with us, but there's a difference between being humiliated out here and being humiliated in there." 

"Well, when I make a scene out here, I think you'll be as humiliated as me," threatened Paul. 

"Oh Paul,"sighed Allison. "Did your girlfriend here ever tell you what I do for a living?" 

"No," said Paul, "and I don't care." 

"I'm a dominatrix," explained Allison. "I've had guys pay me big money to abduct them from public places. 

Abduction is a big fantasy." 

"I'm really thrilled for you," said Paul. 

"Yeah, keep it up and see where that gets you. Anyway, you know what you never hear anybody say?" asked Allison. "Nobody ever says we have to save the dorky looking guy from that hot chick. People will either think you're a perv getting what's coming to you, which is true actually, or they'll think it's a game and you're the luckiest guy here." 

"She's right," said April. "Nobody will lift a finger to help you." 

"They will when both of us are doing it," said Paul. 

"Oh Dave won't help you," said April. "He's too big of a chicken shit." 

"I just wish you had ordered your coffee already so I could dump it on you," said Allison. 

"Now do you really want to play this out or do you want to do this the easy way?" asked April. 

"You seriously are going to just go march off to whatever they have planned, Britney Michelle?" asked Paul. 

"I think they're right. If we fight them, they'll just make it worse," said Mike. He hated letting his new friend down. From now on Nicole might be friendly and even sympathetic, but he'd never respect him again. He was sure of this. 

"Okay fine," said Paul. 

April and Allison looked at each other with a smile of satisfaction that wasn't lost on Mike. In the first doubles competition it was  Dommes 2,  Sissies 0. 

Once in the bathroom, April and Allison began to unload their duffel bags. The boys were distress, but not shocked when they saw the girls pulling out sexy lingerie, skyscraper heels, and body con mini dresses for them to wear. 

"Aw, there's no reason for such long faces girls, we could have gone the lingerie only route," said Allison. 

"Now strip, bitches." 

Under the watchful supervision of their two mistresses, Paul and Mike put on their sexy lingerie and then the short and stretchy dresses. The women delighted in zipping them up. Paul's dress was a body hugging black number with peek-a-boo shoulders while Mike's dress was red micro-mini with entirely bare shoulders. 

"Is this really necessary?" asked Mike. "Isn't it time to grow up?" 

"Never," said April. "Let's get your faces on." 

The girls knew that they couldn't keep the bathroom otherwise occupied for long so they were a little faster than they usually would be, but when they were done both of the sissies looked much more like women than men and without very careful observation they were basically passable. 

"On your knees, sissies," ordered Allison. 

"What? Why?" asked Mike. 

"Because I said so," barked Allison. "Now do it." 

"You're going to tie us up if we do that," protested Paul. 

"You don't know that," assured April as they complied.  The girls then took thin rope and bound the sissies’

hands securely behind their backs. 

"Do you need any help?" asked Allison. 

"I know you're a pro now, but I've been tying this sissy up forever. I'm good," replied April. "How do you want to tie them though? I never got to tie two sissies together before." 

"When in doubt, you can't go wrong with sixty-nine you know," said Allison. 

"I like the classics," joked April. Both girls laughed before April collected herself and ordered, "You heard her, lay down on your sides facing opposite directions." 

"No, I won't do that," said Paul. 

"Paul, you're really being a downer today," sighed Allison as she pulled him into position herself. 

The women tied the sissies' ankles together and then each one grabbed the opposite sissy's package and fed it to their sissy.  With their will broken, they meekly complied.  Just for good measure, more rope was tied behind each sissy's neck and attached to the other sissy's thighs to make sure they maintained the 69 position. 

"It's a shame you didn't get any coffee, but maybe you can get some cream," taunted Allison. 

"Have a fun night sissies," said April. 

"Now you'll have more to talk about at group next week," added Allison. 

The two crossdressed sissies lay with each other's dicks in their mouth shivering as the lights were turned off and the women left the bathroom. 



TO BE CONTINUED
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