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Paul and Mike lay on the bathroom floor of  The Grindhouse coffee shop dressed as their sissy alter egos of Nicole and Britney Michelle. Their wrists were bound securely behind their backs and their legs were bound at both their knees and ankles. Even more humiliating, their cocks were in each other's mouths and yet more rope secured their heads to each other's thighs making it impossible to remove their mouths from their partner's penis. 

Mike lay on the cold floor shivering from a combination of the feeling of the cold ceramic tile on his short thin dress and the humiliation of the strange position that April and Allison had bound them in. 

Mike could scarcely believe that he was now in this spot. It seemed like finding out he was in group therapy with Dr. Peabody had been all the impetus that Allison needed to hunt him down and terrorize him. Paul's mistress April reacted to the same stimulus in the same way. The thought of the mistresses of all of these men working together in retaliation for them trying to get help together was a frightening thought. Even worse, Dr. Peabody and her intern Vanessa didn't see the least bit of danger in exposing these men to their mistresses. 

Mike's mind snapped back to his current predicament. He couldn't see Paul's face, only his thighs, but he knew that he had to be just as distressed as he was. Unfortunately, their handling by the mistresses and the humiliation of their present circumstance had caused each man to become fully erect. 

Mike worked the situation out in his mind. What complicated things was their excitement. With Paul's dick at full arousal, there was no way for Mike to extricate his mouth from it. If Paul could get his cock soft then, it shouldn't be too difficult to slip it out of Mike’s mouth. 

The problem was he could only think of three ways to get Paul soft. He could bite his dick, which he didn't want to do. He liked Paul and felt sure that he already hated him for not joining his stand against Allison and April. 

He could just leave it alone and assume that it would happen on its own accord. Trying to wait it out seemed foolish because there was no telling how long it would take and somebody could walk through the bathroom door any moment. It was more a matter of luck than anything elsethat nobody had to use the bathroom yet. 

The third option was almost unthinkable. He could suck on his friend's cock until he came in his mouth. That would enable him to get his head off his dick. Together they could try and work together to untie the other ropes. 

Mike had tasted a man's seed before. It amused Allison to make him do it, especially if the guy didn't know Mike’s true gender and she could later let him know at the most embarrassing time that he'd had his cock sucked off by another guy. 

With Allison's help, he had convinced Kelly McCauley that he was his girlfriend for three months. The problem was that even if he had done it a dozen times, it had been a long time since he gave a blow job and as a straight male he found it terribly degrading. Still, if it could save them trying to explain just what they were doing to whoever happened upon them, it just might be worth it. They could be in for public indecency charges and maybe even media coverage if they just lay there waiting to be discovered. 

"I oing ew ug ew aw," said Mike. It was tough to speak with an erect dick in his mouth. He hoped that Paul would understand. "I orry, ut I ope ee an et out at ay." 

Paul didn't respond so Mike had no way of knowing if he understood him or not. He began sucking and felt his friend's body tense up. He hoped that he understood that this was just about getting loose. He was at it only a few moments before her felt Paul sucking on his own dick. 

As they’d planned, the two women had found a way to make them suck each other off. With both sissies on the ground sucking off each other, it didn't take that long. Mike hated that Paul's mouth actually felt good. He was too ashamed to do anything to encourage the process along by fucking Paul's face, but soon both men could take no more and they came in each other's mouth. 

Neither was a particularly skilled cock sucker and though each tried to contain the loads in their mouths, they

weren't quite successful. The excess trickled down their chins, but at least as Mike had anticipated, they could now remove their mouths from each other's limp dick. They turned their backs away from each other and attempted to undo the knots on their wrists. 

"That was hard to do man, but at least we're closer to freedom," said Paul. 

"Good, I was worried that you thought it was something more than an escape attempt," said Mike. 

"Let's not talk about it right now," said Paul. "We need to focus on these ropes. I can see that Allison is just as good with knots as April is." 

"Yeah, it's what she does for a living now," grunted Mike as he tried to reach a particularly difficult knot. He felt the ropes on his wrists loosen. Paul had managed to undo the rope cinching Mike's bonds together. 

"You got it!" exclaimed Mike. With the cinch undone, Mike was able to slip his hands free of the bonds holding them and then untie Paul's hands as well. Soon the boys were free. They began frantically look around the room, but it was obvious that the girls had taken their male clothes. 

"I guess we're leaving here in dresses," said Mike. 

"Cum stained dresses," motioned Paul. 

"Yeah, hopefully if we move fast, nobody will notice," suggested Mike. 

"There is no way that we don't attract a ton of attention in these dresses and heels," said Paul. "People will notice." 

Mike began to rummage through one of the purses that were left on the sink. It was the one that best matched his outfit so he assumed it was for him. He was pleasantly surprised to see that Allison had left him his keys. He pulled out the lipstick and touched up his makeup. "Check the purse for your keys. If we're going to have to walk through the coffee shop in dresses, we'll be better off if we fix our makeup." 

Mike and Paul spent the next couple of minutes together. "There's not much we can do about the cum stains," 

said Paul, otherwise I think we look alright." 

"You actually look really good," said Mike. 

"I know you mean that as a compliment and frankly, you do too, but you know how that makes someone like us feel." 

"Yeah, it's kind of a double edged sword," agreed Mike. 

The two sissies took a deep breath and exited the restroom. It was only when they were outside that Mike noticed that an out of order sign had been placed on the door. 

"That explains why we weren't interrupted," said Mike. 

The two sissies got plenty of stares from the people in the coffee shop though they had no idea if it was because they were read as guys or because they were dressed quite slutty for a neighborhood coffee shop. They headed to the parking lot to get their cars. They both had had plenty of experience driving in heels. 

Mike drove back home ashamed and humiliated at what had happened. Once again, he had been turned into Allison's fool and victim. The idea of the mistresses working together filled him with terror and Nicole's failed resistance showed him that it was a lot easier to talk about refusing the girls than it was to do it on any practical level. Still, it was almost a relief to have Allison make her move. He hoped this would give him a bit of peace for awhile. He also had to admit that going through it with another sissy did make it a little easier. 

Mike pulled into his parking space. He double checked to make sure nobody was around before he exited his car. He was pretty sure that he passed well enough, but he was worried that somebody might see the way he was dressed and think some escort or call girl was going up to see him in his unit. 

Mike did avoid getting seen in the parking lot, but when he got on the elevator he was soon joined by the young couple that lived across the hall from him. He could see that Bob, who he'd never said more than a few words to, was checking him out. He could follow his eyes from his padded bra all the way down the length of his legs. 

"Hi, are you new in our building?" asked Bob. 

"I'm actually, George Webber's niece," replied Jim in his most feminine voice. Webber lived on their floor, but he kept to himself. 

"Oh he’s such a nice guy," lied Bob's wife Karen. 

"Yes, he's great," agreed Mike. 

"Well, we'd sure love to see you around here more," said Bob. He saw Karen give him a dirty look and smirked that Bob had no clue it was his male neighbor he was drooling over. 

When they reached Mike's floor, he walked in the opposite direction of Bob and Karen. Nervously, he hid out in the hallway until he heard them enter their apartment; he took off his heels just to be safe and raced to his own unit. He breathed a sigh of relief now that he was finally home. 

He immediately went over to the voice mail and saw another blinking light. He had no doubt who the message was from, but he just couldn't bring himself to hit play. Instead he went to the bathroom and began taking off his makeup and feminine clothes. He then poured himself a large glass of Scotch and put on the television. It was only after he calmed himself down that he returned to his voice mail. 

"Oh my God! You little slut! We figured you'd be stuck there for hours, but we had no idea that you'd actually suck each other off like a couple of bitches in heat. Now that I know you've got such a taste for cum, you know that I'm going to take advantage of it. Have a great night cock sucker, I'll be in touch." 

Her mocking tone sent a chill down his spine, he was only grateful that they had no record of the blow job. He knew that the only way that Allison could know about what had happened in the bathroom was if they had talked to Nicole, and he didn't like to think of the way the girls talked to people. He should have had them exchange phone numbers. He hoped his new friend would be alright. 

As the night of the group meeting got closer and closer, Mike was filled with nervous anticipation. He had to know how Nicole was doing and he also was resolved to telling Dr. Peabody and Vanessa off. He had resisted the urge to just phone them and let them know what happened with April and Allison. He wanted this to be face to face in front of the other group members. 




***

 

He arrived early for group, but not as early as the first time. He was relieved to see that Nicole was there when he arrived. 

"Are you alright?" asked Britney Michelle. "I didn't have your phone number and I know that you ran into them again." 

"Remember, April lives in my building. She also has a key to my condo so she and Allison were waiting for me when I got home," explained Nicole. 

"What did they do to you?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"They really were there to intimidate me and to find out what happened. They identified the cum stains pretty quick and then it was obvious to them what we had done. I tried to lie, but it was no use." 

"I know," said Britney Michelle. "You know I've been there." 

"I wish you would have joined me in standing up to them," he said. 

"I know," replied Britney Michelle. "I was weak, but I didn't believe it would really work either." 

"Well, now we'll never know will we," said Nicole. 

"So what are you all talking about?" asked Melinda. 

"It's kind of a long story," replied Nicole. 

"We had a run in with Allison and April," replied Britney Michelle. 

"The girls who feminized you?" asked Melinda. "No way!" 

"Yeah it was pretty rough," said Nicole. 

Vanessa called the meeting to order by asking everybody to please take their seats. "I have good news," she said. "You should receive your first checks at the next meeting." 

"I had a bit of news too," said Britney Michelle. "Following the last meeting, we were assaulted by Allison

and April." 

"Oh my goodness!" gasped Dr. Peabody. "I wish you had said something earlier. Were you injured? What happened?" 

"It's nothing I want to bring up here, but we were humiliated," said Nicole. "It was fairly traumatic." 

"Well I hope you'll rethink sharing what happened, this is precisely the sort of thing that we should be discussing in group," said Dr. Peabody. 

"I will have a word with building security," said Vanessa. "This is totally unacceptable." 

"It didn't happen in the building," said Nicole. "We stopped for coffee across the street after last meeting." 

Vanessa, "Really? Even after I told you not to talk with each other outside of group." 

"Look," said Cindy, "If they were assaulted, I think that's a bit more important than some small rule you made." 

"It's no small rule," said Vanessa. "I think it's very important that we keep the group pure of outside influences and to keep our discussions fresh as well." 

"Well, I'll tell you that resisting did absolutely no good," said Nicole. "I tried to stand up to them and it didn't work." 

"Well," said Dr. Peabody, "I would hate to call anything a failure after one try. Also, you did complicate things by showing up together and attracting two of these women. It's much harder to refuse two dominant women than one because they support each other." 

"It really didn't look like they needed support," said Britney Michelle. 

"If the women who tormented us are using this as an excuse to pick on us some more, I'm terrified," said Ariel. 

"It wasn't that long ago that they publicly destroyed me." 

"I wouldn't think you'd have much to worry about," said Vanessa. "After all, they live hundreds of miles away from here." 

"Let's calm down," said Dr. Peabody. "I am sorry that this has happened, though I do believe we had requested that you not meet outside of the group. I am very pleased with Nicole for attempting to use some of the strategies we had talked about in group, but I think something like that takes practice,"she added. 

"Practice could only help," said Cindy. 

"If everybody is willing to indulge us, we could work on practice today. The only thing is not everybody here has a current problem with dominant women. I grant that Nicole and Britney Michelle both have ongoing concerns, and I agree that it is something that will probably be of quite a bit of use to Ariel, but Melinda, Britney, Cindy, and Nikki are dealing with past problems. I don't know how much use it will be to them." 

"Mine isn't just a past thing," said Nikki. 

"I talked to your step-sister myself and both her and you agreed that this stopped when you went away to college," said Vanessa. 

"No, it didn't," replied Nikki. "I mean it did get better the less I was around her, but whenever there's a family occasion or something she will bully me. Also she and her friends still enjoy dressing me up and embarrassing me." 

Vanessa asked, "When was the last time?" 

"I'd rather not talk about it," said Nikki. 

"It's okay Nikki," said Nicole. "There's nobody here that hasn't been through a lot that makes us uncomfortable. Nobody will judge you here." 

"Just take a deep breath and reclaim your feminine voice," advised Vanessa. 

"The last time was two weeks ago," said Nikki. "It had been months since the last time she had made me get dressed up." 

"What brought on the change?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"Her friend Bonnie was getting married and she was part of the group that first feminized me. In fact, they were all there; Betty, Ariel, Tanya, they were all there." 

"Wow! What did they have you do?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"At first, it was humiliating, but not too horrible. My step-sister Maria provided me with some slutty clothes, mini-dress, thigh highs, hooker boots, you the stuff. They made me dance for the bachelorette party and all the girls were hooting and hollering." 

"Dance or strip?" asked Vanessa. 

"Well, I guess it was stripping," admitted Nikki. "There was a pole there and they had me use that." 

"Could you pole dance?" asked Vanessa. 

"They made me take a class in college. I was in the only guy in the class and for some pole dancing moves, you need to wear heels so I had to wear heels in class." 

"Getting back to the night in question, did anything else happen besides the heckling?" asked Dr. Peabody. 

"Not at first, in fact the girls were even kind of complimentary of me for doing a good routine for them," 

recalled Nikki. 

"So what changed?" asked Vanessa. 

"There was a lot of drinking and this thing was in a private room at a bar. In another private room, the men were having their bachelor party," said Nikki. 

"Oh no," said Melinda. "Dude, that sucks." 

"Yeah it did," replied Nikki. 

"I'm guessing so did you," joked Britney, but his attempt at levity was met by angry looks from the other sissies in the room and ignored by Dr. Peabody and Vanessa. 

"Yeah, I sucked off most of the wedding party," said Nikki. "They tricked me into giving the best man a blow job and then after I did it they threatened to tell him I was a guy unless I did the others." 

"That's awful," said Nicole. 

"Okay, it might not be a bad idea for us to practice being assertive with these women," said Vanessa. "I think I can play the part." 

'It won't really be the same with you," said Britney. "We already know you a bit and that makes you a bit less intimidating." 

"Well, then maybe you'd like to be our first volunteer," suggested Vanessa. 

"Sure," said Britney. He got to his feet and the casual way he was standing immediately angered her. 

"Why are you standing like that?" she demanded. 

"Standing like what?" he answered. 

"Like a little bitch," she snapped. "Damn you, stand straight and don't you dare look me in the eyes." 

"No," refused Britney. "I'm not your bitch." 

"Good," sad Dr. Peabody. "Remember you should be firm, but not angry." 

"If you don't do what I tell you, I'm going to humiliate you in front of these other sissies," barked Vanessa. 

"No you're not," said Britney firmly, "I'm a human being and you can't tre-." 

In one swift motion, Vanessa reached into her smock, pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and slapped them on Britney's wrists behind his back. 

"What the Hell!" protested Britney. 

"On you knees and shut your mouth," demanded Vanessa. She pushed him down to the ground and grabbed a lipstick from one of her pockets. She roughly grabbed Britney's hair and smeared his lips with lipstick. 

"That's a much better look for a bitch," declared Vanessa. 

"What the Hell is this?" asked Nicole. 

"It's a bitch party, loser," snarled Vanessa. 

"How is this helping?" asked Cindy. 

"You're roleplaying interaction with a dominant woman. You want to tell me none of you have had a woman put you in handcuffs or put lipstick on you?" asked Dr. Peabody. "This has to be as real as we can make it to practice these skills. Stand up to her." 

"I'm not going to fight her," said Cindy. 

"Hey, weren't you an NFL cheerleader or something?" 

"What am I supposed to do, punch her?" asked Cindy of the other guys in the group. 

"As if a pansy like you would even throw a punch," said Vanessa. "You know there's a strap on cock in one of the drawers. Maybe I should get it out for you. Sucking cock seems more your speed than fighting." 

"That's enough. Nobody is intimidated by you," said Nikki. "You're just being obnoxious." 

"Nobody's intimidated?" asked Vanessa "I ask because I feel like you're about to wet your pants any moment now bitch boi." 

"Th-that's not true. This is an appointment," said Nikki. "I can leave if I want and maybe I just should." 

"Are you really that big a chicken shit?" asked Vanessa. "Maria said you were a pussy, but this is ridiculous." 

"She didn't say that," replied Nikki. 

"She did," nodded Vanessa. "Why do you think she kept you as her bitch for all this time. Your stepsister knows best, right?" 

"She...because. Look, it wasn't like that," protested Nikki. 

"Yeah it was and it only happened because you're a pussy," taunted Vanessa. 

"Maybe you should leave him alone. I know what you're doing, but he's had enough," said Britney Michelle. 

"If he wants me to stop and not pull down his pants and show everybody that he's wearing panties, then all he has to do is get on his knees. That's not too hard is it?" 

"Don't do it," said Nicole. 

"I'm sorry," said Nikki kneeling in front of Vanessa. 

"Okay, this is getting a little out of hand," said Dr. Peabody. "We're going to stop this little exercise." 

"Can I get my cuffs off?" asked Britney. 

Vanessa bent down and unlocked her patient. 

"I'm sorry, I'm just not seeing the therapeutic value of having Vanessa screech at us," said Nicole. 

"I'm going to try and not be condescending here Nicole, but this is my life's work and none of you have the background of even a first year psychology student." 

"I don't think you need to be a psychology student to know that this doesn't seem very useful," said Ariel. 

"Roleplaying and psychodrama have been important tools in psychotherapy since Jacob Moreno founded Stegreifteater in Vienna before World War I," explained Vanessa. 

"Who?" asked Melinda. 

"One of the all time greats in psychotherapy," said Dr. Peabody. "He believed that roleplaying like this was a way to get into the action rather than just talking and confront problems imaginatively in a safe setting." 

"It didn't feel very safe," said Britney Michelle. 

"If I just cave, you'll never be strong enough to stand up to Allison," replied Vanessa. The mention of Allison's name caused Britney Michelle to pause. 

"We're done for now with this exercise, but this is something I want to revisit," said Dr. Peabody. "For now, I think maybe something a bit more relaxing is in order. On the papers that you filled out, you all gave permission for me to use hypnotism, so I need you to relax and just let me guide you." 

Britney Michelle had been hypnotized before, but he never really knew if it worked. He mostly thought of it as a scam where people who were weak willed convince themselves that they were under someone else’s influence. 

Maybe it did work or maybe it just provided a needed nap, but he was happy to have had it. 

"So what are we going to do now? Is this going to make us act macho or something?" asked Melinda. 

"Hypnotism doesn't work that way," said Dr. Peabody. "All that I did was to work on your confidence, which is the key both to standing up to these girls and to getting over what happened in your past." 

The stuff with Vanessa was weird and incredibly futile. No matter what we did, she just got worse and worse. 

That part of the meetings seemed to be getting more and more humiliating, but I found myself anticipating every group meeting the way that children look forward to Christmas. The other guys were just terrific and it was so liberating for us all to be able to share things we had never told another person. 

To think that a big shot football hero like Cindy had been forced to become a prom queen or how totally one girl had sentenced Britney and all the other "tough guys" in his high school to a whole other type of education in skirts. We shared so much and it felt wonderful. Dr. Peabody's hypnotherapy had us all leaving every meeting optimistic and ready to take on the world. Then one day, our trust in the group was forever shattered by something Vanessa did. 

We'd been meeting for over two months when we gathered for our weekly session. Everybody was in a good mood and Melinda was cracking us all up with some silly story about her twin brother and her farting in pantyhose when Dr. Peabody called us all to order. 

"I hope everybody had a good week," said Dr. Peabody. "We're going to do something a little different today, which I think will be very valuable for everybody. I'll let Vanessa explain." 

"As you know, our roleplaying has been a very important part of your treatment, but I know it's tough for you to have me dominate you every week. I'm sure I repeat myself a lot. This week, we have some special guests that Ariel has told you a lot about." 

"What?!" exclaimed Ariel. 

"That's right bitches!" shouted a beautiful blonde woman. "Did somebody order some dominants?" 

"Wait, I never agreed to this," protested Ariel. He was now ashen white and out of his seat backing towards the office door. 

It occurred to Britney Michelle that the girls were all rather hot.  Ariel had described them all very well, but he still couldn't quite believe they were all exactly like he described.  In addition to Allie, there was Ashleigh the tall blonde, Brandy the exotic Latina hottie,  even Tricia the striking brunette. They all watched the sissies tremble from the doorway. 

Britney Michelle had learned a lot about Ariel. He was actually hugely successful in tech. He wasn't successful enough that Britney Michelle would recognize him, but if he had heard Ariel's real name originally, he would have known him. Britney Michelle was struck marveling at how this powerful man had been reduced down to the meek little wimp he was in high school. Allie was on him before he ever got to the door. 

Britney Michelle was so wrapped up in what was happening to Ariel, that he never noticed Brandy making a beeline right for him. She wasn't a very tall woman and she had an amazing pair of D cup breasts that immediately drew his attention as she pushed him down into his seat. 

"I'm giving makeovers to everybody," said Brandy. "You're not going to give me a difficult time are you?" 

"Well, I'm not going to let you give me a makeover if that's what you mean," said Britney Michelle. 

"Too bad," said Brandy. Before he could even react, she reared back and slapped him hard with her right hand. 

His left cheek was now on fire. He tried to get up, but she just pushed him right back down in his seat. "Are you still not going to cooperate?" she asked. 

"I'm not going to let---," began Britney Michelle, but he was cut off by her slapping him hard in both cheeks. 

"I see tears welling up in your eyes already," said Brandy. "If you don't do what I tell you, I'm betting you'll bawl your eyes out very soon." 

"I said no," 

Before she could slap him again, Britney Michelle grabbed her wrists. He felt proud that he had stopped her from slapping him again, but when he did, a wicked smile crossed her face. "Oh, I've missed having a sissy try and refuse me. It makes it that much more fun when you break down. Now let go of me or pay the price," she said. 

"Look, I don't want any trouble," said Britney Michelle, just before she drove her knee into his balls. All

resistance stopped and he bent over letting go of her wrists. She quickly grabbed the tie off his neck and used it to bind his wrists, she then pulled his wrists over his head and tied it off to the back of his chair so his hands were behind his neck and his elbows were parallel with his ears. 

"Now, where were we," she said opening up her purse and taking out her makeup. Britney Michelle felt the cold touch of liquid foundation on his face bringing back memories of all that Allison had done to him over the years. He looked around the room and it was as if a heard of lionesses had descended on a pack of gazelles. None of the sissies had fared any better than he had. Ariel was stripping as fast as he could to put on a dress for Allie; Ashleigh was in the process of hogtying Melinda. Trish had Nikki in tears as she strapped a bra to his chest. 

When Brandy finished with his makeover she grabbed Britney and with his hands bound in front of him she hauled him over to Britney Michelle and had him sit on his lap facing him. She used their belts to strap their elbows together and after painting Britney's lips with the same lipstick she used on Britney Michelle, she proceeded to make the two of them make out. 

It was a humiliating and degrading meeting for every one of the sissies. Britney Michelle heard Vanessa and Dr. Peabody thank the women before they left. Allie called back to them all, "Have fun sissies." 

Half the group was in bondage and it wasn't until the girls left that the guys who hadn't been bound were able to release those who had. This had gone past role play and Britney Michelle felt ashamed and humiliated about all that had just happened. 

The rest of the meeting everybody was tight lipped. It was hard to open up after such a violation of their trust. 

The fact that Dr. Peabody thanked the women seemed to imply that she was completely fine with what they had done. Following their usual end of the meeting hypnosis, a lot of the tension seemed to fade from Britney Michelle's mind. He still felt like his trust had been violated, but it didn't seem as important to him. 

After everybody left the group meeting, Nicole addressed everybody by the elevator. "I don't know about you, but I was not comfortable with what happened today. I'd like to discuss it with you all without Dr. Peabody or Vanessa there." 

"I think that's a great idea," said Cindy. 

"They don't want us talking about what happened in group outside of our sessions," reminded Melinda. 

"Well, there are a lot of things they don't seem to want," said Nikki. "I want a meeting." 

"Okay, let's meet at the coffee shop across the street tomorrow at eight," suggested Britney Michelle. 

"Let's do it," said Cindy.  They all agreed. 



They all gathered just as Nicole had suggested to them as they were leaving the last meeting. There was an odd disconnect that Britney Michelle felt. Their common experience had united them, but they had little else in common and they didn't even know each other's real names. 

"Thank you for coming," said Nicole. "I think it's important that we speak freely without Dr. Peabody or Vanessa here." 

"I'll admit that last session still has me freaking out," said Ariel. "I apologize for what they did to you all; I think they all flew in just to do that to all of us." 

"I honestly feel that they crossed a line," said Cindy. 

"It was so not cool," agreed Melinda. 

"I want to say something, but promise me you won't think I'm crazy," insisted Britney. 

"Go ahead," said Nicole. "I think we're all at least a little bit crazy." 

"I almost feel like they're working with the girls who feminized us," suggested Britney. 

"I'm actually on good terms with the girl who did things to me, so I would doubt it," said Cindy. 

"It's the exercises with Vanessa," explained Britney. "Those aren't to build up our confidence. She has never backed down once. It's almost like they're doing this to condition us." 

"Condition us for what?" asked Cindy. "That's what I don't get." 

"I agree," said Britney Michelle. "They keep saying that we need to look Vanessa right in the eye and tell her

no, but she always smacks us down when we do." 

"In my business I make people jump with the sound of my voice. I know that I can be very intimidating. If there was a way to look her in the eye and with the power of our will and voice make her stop, I would have done it by now. It's an unwinnable scenario." 

"So we change the scenario," said Cindy. 

"What do you mean?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"What if instead of focusing on making Vanessa stop during the exercise, we all refuse to do the exercise," 

suggested Cindy. 

"Hmm, changing the scenario to one we could win. That's the  Kobayashi Maru. I like it," said Ariel. 

"I don't know what that means, but sure," said Cindy. 

"Then it's decided," said Nicole. "We're going to present a united front. This isn't going to work if we don't all stand together." 

"Let me address that," said Britney Michelle. "When Allison and April attacked us, Nicole tried to stand up to them and I caved very quickly. I'm sorry for that. I will not do that with Vanessa and Dr. Peabody." 

"Thank you, Britney Michelle," replied Nicole. 

"Then we're settled," said Cindy. "Next group meeting, we'll make a united front." 

"Sure, I'm in," said Melinda. 

"Does anybody object?" asked Nicole pausing and seeing no objection she smiled. 




***

 

The next meeting began like most of them. Following Vanessa calling them to order, Melinda told of her summer feminization. To people like Ariel and Nicole who had been through years of training, it really didn't seem so bad, but Melinda was normally so laid back and just recounting his past, his emotions seemed so vivid. The interesting thing is that they weren't all negative emotions. It was clear he still had a fondness for the girl who put him in dresses. 

"Thank you for sharing, Melinda," said Dr. Peabody. "I'm really proud of all of you for being so open in discussing your pasts with us." 

"Let's move onto roleplay now," suggested Vanessa. "We have a lot that I want to cover." 

"I don't think we are comfortable with that," explained Cindy. "The role plays have really left us all pretty shaken. What happened last week was the final straw for all of us." 

"I'm really shocked to hear you say this," said Vanessa. "Role play is an important part of your therapy." 

"No, it really hasn't helped us," said Nicole. "If anything, it has made things worse." 

"If I may interject," said Dr. Peabody. "I understand your concerns. I really do. The problem is that I think you're struggling with the process. The process will be difficult, we admit that, but the other side of that difficulty is freedom." 

"With all due respect," said Cindy. "I don't think that's true. Talking about this is useful and even your hypnotism leaves me more relaxed, but I don't get anything from the role play accept discouragement and a feeling of powerlessness." 

"That's kind of funny you say that," smirked Vanessa. 

"Why do you say that?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"Because the hypnotism is leaving you far more powerless than anything I'm doing," replied Vanessa. 

"Papyrus walrus," said Dr. Peabody. Britney Michelle felt his muscles lock. He literally was unable to move a muscle. It was tough to see around the room without movement, but it appeared that everybody else was now anchored to their seat. 

"You really upped our time table," said Vanessa. "It's a shame because you all seemed so naturally compliant." 

Britney Michelle tried to reply, but he found himself unable to speak. He feared what would happen next. 

"Believe it or not, you were chosen for your new life because all of your psychological profiles indicated that you would truly enjoy your new life. This wasn't done to you because anybody wanted to torture you," said Dr. 

Peabody. "You're going to have a little rest now and when you come to, it will all make sense to you. Peppermint Chrysanthemum." 

"Hello, hello?" a feminine voice recalled Britney Michelle from his slumber. He couldn't place it until his vision began to return and he could see Vanessa crouched over him grinning. "You're probably still a little groggy from the drugs we gave you. That's okay. It'll wear off soon enough." 

Britney Michelle tried to lift himself up to his feet, but found himself secured with sturdy rope. His ankles were bound together and his wrists were tied behind his back. "I don't understand...." 

"No, don't struggle. You'll just wear yourself out. Besides, I know how to tie a knot so there's really no point in trying to get loose." 

"Why are you doing this? Is this more therapy?" 

"Was that a joke? It's great if you can keep your sense of humor," she said. "Welcome to your new home. I guess for you it's a sort of dungeon, but I'm calling it the chateau. I think it has a ring to it. I know that it looks just like your average upscale home, but that's the beauty of it. Nobody ever goes looking for missing men in average homes in nice neighborhoods." 

"Missing? What do you mean by missing?" 

"Well, honestly I would have thought it would be obvious," said Vanessa. "Part of the reason you were picked was because I knew you'd be easy to disappear." 

"Where am I?" 

"As I said, you're in a nice neighborhood. You were out for the whole car ride and given the drugs and the hypnosis, you probably don't even remember anything after going under. Do you?" 

"No, I remember being frozen and then blackness," replied Britney Michelle. 

"Perfect, even if you could call someone, you can't even tell them where you are." 

"Why are you doing this?" asked Britney Michelle. His agitation grew as he thrashed around struggling in his bonds. Vanessa seemed perfectly content to let him wear himself out struggling. 

"I'm keeping you," said Vanessa, "and adding you to the harem of feminized men that we have already taken. 

So, welcome to your new life I guess." 

"What is that supposed to mean?" 

"Just to be clear, we're going to keep you locked up until we want to use you; whenever we want to use you in whatever way we want. Be good and we'll feed you and reward you. Be bad and you'll learn just how terrible the life of a sissy slave can be. You'll really find out." 

"What does be good mean?" asked Britney Michelle. "This is crazy." 

"You see you'll be expected to serve all of us in the house.  That means me, my boyfriend, the other women in the house, and the whole rotation of friends, customers, and the large number of people who come through here.  We can use you however we want.  That could include eating us out. I really enjoy that, but it also means performing maid duty, sucking cock, being our entertainment and generally making things run smoothly and keeping us all happy.  If you seem to be a natural at this, then we might start pimping you out to help pay some of the bills. If you prove to be a total slut and you actually enjoy it, this will go very well for you." 

"Enjoy it? You're talking about sexual slavery." 

"Only if you want to look at it that way," she replied. "Don't resist. You've got a busy day ahead of you.  It's so cute when you sissies cry." 

"And Dr. Peabody has no trouble with you putting her professional reputation at risk by doing this?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"Aw my poor pretty sissy slut, you're not very smart. Dr. Peabody is in fact a very gifted psychologist, but she

works for me. I have a background in psychology too, but I chose to use it to run this place instead of going into practice," explained Vanessa. 

"And where are the others?" 

"You'll see the other sissies soon enough," said Vanessa. 

"So the Stocking Syndrome was all just a pretense to enslave us?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"Yes and no, pet. Dr. Peabody has done extensive work on the phenomenon, but found it extremely difficult to get grants and underwriting for her work. I was a student of hers who had feminized boys when I was younger and had a sissy at college that I shared with my roommate. I suggested to her that if there was no money to be made in treating this condition, there was money to be made in exploiting it," explained Vanessa. 

"You were chosen for your marketability, proclivity for obedience, and the ease with which we could make you disappear. That's why we got rid of Jenny. We decided she was too rebellious. You can't always tell this from a questionnaire. We're quite happy with our haul though. Seven sissies is outstanding." 

"So what was the therapy?" 

"It was conditioning. I wish we had completed it because it will be a bit tougher on you, but you were being trained to be obedient to me both in the role play and in the hypnosis, which was very extensive." 

"And where are the other sissies?" 

"They're being prepared as well. Dr. Peabody and I are not the only ones on staff.  In fact, Allison and April have been outstanding recruits." 

"So that encounter with Allison and April in the coffee shop?" 

"I tipped them off and sent them to harass you because we didn't want you meeting outside of group and figuring things out. Unfortunately, you never took the hint." 

"You won't get away with this." 

"Geez, you make me feel like a Bond villain. We do need to get you ready though so you can start your new life. This place really needs a good cleaning and since Jenny didn't work out and Erin went on vacation and wanted a sissy to travel with her, all the rest of you will have to pick up the slack for awhile." 

"I can't do any cleaning when I'm tied up." 

"Relax, you also won't be doing it dressed like that. This room is very secure," she said pulling back the frilly curtains to reveal bars on the window. "Your clothes are on a bench in the bathroom, but first you need to shower and shave. You have twenty-five minutes." 

"I can't do that in twenty-five minutes," protested Britney Michelle as he turned his back to his new mistress and let her cut him loose from his bonds. 

"I expect you dressed and kneeling on the floor outside of this room and don't you dare be even a single minute late. Now chop, chop," demanded Vanessa. 

Britney Michelle had no intention of making the chateau his new life, but he also wasn't about to rebel now when Vanessa held all the cards. He resigned himself to doing as she said. He raced into the bathroom and took a very quick hot shower. It felt amazing, but he knew he couldn't afford to linger. 

Shaving his body hair clean, he nicked himself under his left arm in his haste. The clothes left for him were a slutty but traditional French Maid's outfit complete with fishnet stockings and a pair of five-inch heels. There was no makeup provided so he didn't worry about it and instead raced out to the hallway as soon as he was done. He knelt down and waited for Vanessa's further instructions. 

"Good you're on time," said Vanessa as she looked her sissy over. "Now stand up so I can inspect you." 

"Yes Mistress Vanessa," replied Britney Michelle almost reflexively. 

Vanessa took her time inspecting Britney Michelle's body. The sissy felt his cock beginning to stir as she ran her soft feminine hand up and down his thighs inspecting for missed body hair. "Excellent," declared Vanessa. 

"What a good girl you are." 

"Thank you, mistress." 

"You can take your kneeling position again and one of the other mistresses will be along shortly to finish

getting you ready," explained Vanessa. 

"How many mistresses are there?" asked Britney Michelle. 

"More than enough to make sure this place runs smoothly," snapped Vanessa. Handing him a makeup bag she said, "I have been told that you know how to use this, although your skill isn't as developed as some of the other sissies. I suggest you practice so that you aren't punished. You may put on your makeup now, while you wait for the other mistress." 

Vanessa turned and left him alone with the makeup bag. She was right, of course. Most of the other sissies had been forced to learn to do their own makeup because their mistresses had neither the time nor inclination to be there every morning to do it for them. Britney Michelle had been forced to wear makeup at least once or twice a week for many years, but the girls usually took delight in applying cosmetics to the hapless boy. He knew the basics though and he was determined to look his best for this new mistress. It wouldn't hurt to make a good first impression. 

Britney Michelle did the best to apply the makeup. He found a compact in the makeup bag and though he wished he had a bigger mirror, it would do. He smoothed liquid foundation on his face and used a soft brush to apply blush to his cheeks. He blended dark brown and gold eye shadow into his eyelids to bring out his brown eyes before topping them out with think black eyeliner and lengthening mascara. 

He was just completing putting on his Mac Ruby Woo lipstick when the mistress approached. As she ascended the stairs he almost didn't recognize her. Her hair was in a bun with soft strands of hair framing her heavily made up face. 

She wore a cleavage exposing purple latex mini dress with cherry red heels. Watching her approach he could only think of her as a goddess, but if she was a deity she was a malevolent one because Allison Caine had played with his life in the sadistic way that Greek gods played with mortals. 

"Hey bitch," she said. "You really are in it this time." 

"Yeah, it looks like it," agreed Britney Michelle glumly. 

"That's ‘Yes Mistress,’" she said tapping his face lightly with a black leather riding crop. 

"Yes Mistress," he replied obsequiously. 

"Some of the sissies are going to be house sissies, but the really good ones are going to basically be she male escorts and the resident cock suckers for any of the men here who get horny." 

"I'm going to make you my special project. You're going to be the best, most convincing little strumpet of a sissy. You’re going to act so slutty that even you will think you're a nymphomaniac. I'm going to see that your days are totally and completely filled with dick. In fact, the only dick that you're not going to be keeping happy here is going to be the one between you legs." 

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

"Oh, I know that you sexy little cock sucker," she laughed evilly. "You're still going to be up to your chin in cock." 



THE END
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