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"Hi Ms. Amy," I said curtseying nervously. I was in school early to work on a project in the biology lab, and I didn't expect to see my tormentor in so early. 

"Well good morning, Britney," she said energetically. "What a pleasant surprise running into you." 

"Thank you Ms. Amy," I said meekly. Never mind that my parents named me Tom, she had renamed me Britney, and that was all that really mattered. 

"As long as I'm here, let's do your inspection," she said reaching under the back of my sweater and tracing my bra line. "Lift up your pants leg." 

I did as instructed and she reached into my pants to see that I was wearing the panties she had prescribed for me. "I did everything I was supposed to ma'am." 

"Excellent, I can feel that you're wearing panties. What color and style are they today," she asked me. 

"I'm wearing a pair of purple bikini panties. They had little seashells on them," I said. 

"Excellent, I can feel your pantyhose," she said rubbing my leg, "but I'm also feeling some stubble." 

"I'm sorry Ms. Amy. I only shave every other day, but my hair might be growing faster now that I'm getting older," I admitted. 

"Don't be nervous," She admonished me. "I won't punish you for this, but I think you're right. From now on, shave those legs every day." 

"Yes Ms. Amy," I replied. "I'll take care of that immediately." 

"See that you do. Are your toes properly painted?" 

"Yes Ms. Amy. They're coral today." 

"Oh pretty," she smiled. "Congratulations, you passed inspection for today." 

"Thank you, Ms. Amy." 

"I'm having some girls over Saturday and I'd like you to entertain." 

"Yes," Ms. Amy. "Do you want me to sing or twerk?" 

"No, some of the girls are cheerleaders, I think they'd enjoy seeing you do a routine. Write up some new cheers about being a sissy that you can perform on Saturday.  Nothing too difficult, just a ten minute routine." 

"Yes Ms. Amy. I'll really work on making it a good one." 

"I know you will, Britney. Have a good day at school." 

"You too, Ms. Amy." 

I curtseyed for her and she walked away. I felt like such a wimp and a loser. I wasn't always this way; docile, submissive, and even feminine. Throughout junior high, I had quite a reputation. If you were stupid enough to mess with me then you were in for it. 

I don't know that I was all that tough, but I was fearless and mean and that combination made most kids back right down from me. I also made sure that I always had backup. I had a group of friends who would always have my back. Unfortunately, Jack and Billy had to repeat eighth grade, Pedro's parent's got sick of him always getting in trouble and sent him to a strict catholic high school, and as a result I found myself alone when I walked through the halls of my high school. 

I didn't worry about it too much because I never had trouble making friends before. In fact, the first week of high school I met two guys Patrick and Kyle who had all the makings of my kind of gang. 

It was after lunch and I had just gotten Ms. Winters to give me a pass from freshman biology to go to the bathroom. That's when I met Patrick and Kyle. They were smoking by the window hoping that the proof of their misdeed would be carried away from them on a breeze. 

"Put that away, somebody's coming," I heard Kyle say as I entered. 

"It's alright, I'm cool," I interjected. 

"You don't look really cool," said Patrick. 

"I meant that I'm not a narc. Smoke them if you got them; I'm just trying to avoid freshman biology." 

"I hear that," replied Patrick. "I'm avoiding algebra." 

"Do you want a toke?" asked Kylie. 

"Yeah sure," I replied casually before taking a puff. Unfortunately, I had never really smoked before and as a result I started hacking and coughing. I could see both boys smirking at me. 

"You don't smoke, do you?" asked Patrick. 

"That's not my usual brand," I lied. 

I was kind of embarrassed so I took care of my business and left the bathroom. 

 

After school, I saw Patrick and Kylie hanging out on the street outside of school. There were probably close to one hundred students there just hanging out. There was a guy on a skateboard who passed just a bit too close to me. 

He was an annoying stereotype right down to his  Deftones t-shirt. 

I really wanted to impress Patrick and Kyle, but even more importantly I wanted to put this little punk on his ass, so the next time that he came zipping close by me, I put my leg out and let his velocity do the rest. It was awesome! He didn't just wipe out; he went end over end and skidded about three feet on the sidewalk. That had to hurt. 

"W-w-wipeout!" I said loud enough for everybody to hear me. There was a little laughter, but not what I expected. I looked over at Patrick and Kyle, but even they seemed to be backing away from me. 

The next thing I saw was Amy Fuller getting right in my face. Even as she was obviously angry at me, I couldn't help but notice that she was a very attractive girl. She had an athletic body, but it was lithe and toned rather than muscle bound. She had a cute face that didn't need a ton of makeup and she had piercing blue eyes that right now were shooting daggers at me. 

"What the Hell did you do that for," she barked poking her finger in my chest. 

"What's the matter little girl, is he your boyfriend?" I asked. 

"Little? You're like five-and-a-half feet tall," she snapped. 

"Kick his ass, Amy," said one of the girls in the crowd. 

"Relax, I was just joking. Nobody is getting their ass kicked," I said. 

"Some joke!" yelled the skateboarder who was scraped and bloody. He was holding his left wrist, which I later learned was broken. 

"Well, I thought it was funny," I said. I then gave Amy a shove demanding that she get out of my way. 

"You don't get to touch me," she said angrily. 

"I'll touch--," I began to shove her again, but she quickly grabbed me and threw me over her hip. I landed with a thud. 

I think the worst part was hearing all the laughter from the kids standing behind me. If I looked weak to them, I would never regain my status in their eyes. I knew what I had to do. If they were going to make me be the villain, then I'd be the villain. 

I got up to my feet and I was ready to fight this girl. I threw a right and then a left at her face. The force behind each punch was powerful enough to knock her for a loop—if they connected. Which they didn’t. She was too agile and dodged away each time. 

Then I threw three more solid punches directed right at her jaw, and they were powerful too. Unfortunately, the only effect of these punches was to tire me out and leave me off balance. I was much too slow to connect with a girl as skilled and fast as Amy was. She kicked me in the side of my knee and I crumpled to my knees like a soda can. 

She got behind me and threw her legs around my waist, squeezing so hard it was making it very difficult for me to breathe. Her arms snaked around my neck and head in a perfect rear naked choke hold. I couldn't pull away. 

Soon, my vision was starting to tunnel and I was seeing spots. I was vaguely aware of cheering as everything went black. 

I came back to the world of the living to find myself laying face down on the ground with her straddling my back. She was binding my wrists behind me with my own belt and there was nothing I could do to stop her. I flailed about wildly, but I didn't even slow her down. 

"Up you go asshole," she grunted as she dragged me up to my feet. 

Everybody was staring at me now; the subdued prisoner of a superior woman. They were cheering for her and mocking me. She smiled at the adoring crowd and pushed me back in the school. I had no idea what her plan was and I began to research my speech in case she was intending to turn me into the principal. 

I was surprised when instead of turning left and walking to the main office, we instead went right and she shoved me inside the drama club room that was backstage of the school's big theatre. 

Without my hands for balance I stumbled and nearly fell. When I came to a stop, I realized that there were two girls staring at me. 

"Hello ladies," said Amy. "I have a new project for you." 

"Oh she's very pretty," said an attractive redhead. 

"I swear Amy, we get more work from you than from the theatre department. 

My eyes took in my surroundings. I seemed completely surrounded in the backstage area and Amy was advancing on me. I tried to back away from her, but backed right into the redhead. She pushed me forward right at Amy who caught me and forced me down into a makeup chair. One of the girls gave her some rope and she quickly

tied me to the chair. 

I began to strain again against my bonds, wondering just how well Amy had restrained me. The girls could see me turn red and then purple as I struggled for all I was worth. The girls laughed at my frustration but made no move to help me. 

"Aw, poor sissy, he’s all tied up, just like a good little bitch should be" laughed the redhead. 

"Having fun?" queried the brunette girl taking a soft makeup brush and dabbing blush over my nose and cheeks. 

"Hey Linda, remember that one guy we dressed up like a total bitch-slut?" asked the redhead

"Oh I sure do. That was sooo much fun. What did we call him again? Sylvia wasn't it?" replied the brunette. 

"No it was Sophia. What do you think? Would this sissy here make a good slut for us?" asked the redhead. 

"No, you goddamn bitches! Let me go. Oh please, just let me go," I demanded. 

"Shut the Hell up and stop struggling. You're not getting lose," said Amy. 

"Besides you'll make such a sexy little slut. C’mon, let’s have some fun," coaxed Linda. 

“She’ll need a new name, what about Angela?” said Redhead. 

"I'll pick out something, Melanie," replied Amy. "I'm thinking Britney." 

Smiling, Melanie stepped over to the makeup table and picked up the scissors that Linda had only just put back there. I suddenly became very nervous at the sight of the sharp scissors and tugged frantically on my bonds. 

"Now Britney, you need to stay completely still. You don't want me cutting any bits off you, do you?" she warned ominously. She was actually very competent with the scissors and in no time she had removed all of my clothes, leaving me totally naked and shivering. 

"Oh look" cried Linda cheerfully at one point, "he's got such a cute little cocklette. Don't cut that off by mistake will you? It's so tiny, one snip and it’d be gone." 

"Very Funny! Now what?" I asked as they stood back inspecting me. 

"Don’t be so impatient; it’s shaving time now." answered Melanie rushing off to a storage closet for a plastic bin full of shaving cream and some razors. 

"Yes!  that’s always fun" clapped Melanie. "Doesn't that sound like fun, Britney?" 

"Go fuck yourself" I barked petulantly, but instead of being intimidated she just laughed and took an offered razor from Linda. With her doing my legs and Linda doing my chest and armpits while Amy helped to position me, I was soon denuded of all hair below my neck. 

For maybe the first time in my life, I was wishing that a teacher would wander by and put an end to their fun, but I was having no such luck. I later learned that there was some rather heavy duty soundproofing on the theatre area to make sure that band concerts and such didn't drown out the principal's office. 

To this point, the girls had proven themselves very capable of working with my bound form to do whatever they wanted accomplished. I knew it was useless to try and make a run for it while my feet were bound. I certainly couldn't hop my way to freedom away from three determined women. 

Taking a bottle of bright red nail polish Linda and Melanie carefully painted my toenails while my feet were bound tightly to the legs of my chair. Then with a bit more difficulty and Amy's help quelling my resistance, they managed to do the same with my fingernails. They did this by untying one arm at a time, leaving the other bound to the chair, then Amy would force me to extend it flat on the table. 

She would push hard on my arm while leaning on the back of my hand, pressing it down on top of a large book. I couldn’t move my arm or hand as the other two girls took turns painting my nails. Once my toes had dried, they untied me and worked a pair of silky sheer pantyhose up my legs to my hips, playfully snapping the elastic band around my waist. 

"Britney has such great legs," teased Linda. 

"I'll say she does. They're going to look so sexy wrapped around some lucky guy eventually I bet" agreed Melanie. I groaned audibly but was no longer putting up any resistance, I simply lay passively as all my earlier struggles had been in vain and I figured there was no use exhausting myself in case an opportunity for escape came along later. 

"That's it little Britney" said Olivia. "Just lay back and let your big sisters take care of you." 

Lucy slid a pair of black lace panties up my legs and then a pair of black strappy heels were placed on my feet. 

The shoes were a little tight on me, but I could just about get my feet into them. Amy retied my ankles very securely together. She knew they were going to have to be very careful with my arms untied if they were going to get a bra and dress on me and Amy wasn't buying my sudden passivity. 

It was now or never. As soon as my wrists were free I made a grab for the rope holding my ankles together. 

Amy reacted by slapping me hard across the face, instantly stopping me in my tracks. Damn that hurt. I looked up and saw her starting me dead in the eye barking sternly, "No! Now be a good girl, Britney. We don't want to hurt

you." 

The force of Amy's blow was both startling and painful, but it was her forceful attitude that started the tears rolling down my cheeks. Linda held me close to her breasts, rocking me back and forth as if comforting a newborn. 

While her friend was soothing me, Melanie quickly strapped a padded bra around my chest and then added a black lace dress over it. I now felt so humiliated not only to be wearing the sexiest dress that was from some forgotten play, which incidentally fit me perfectly, but also to be so easily cowed by the beautiful Amy. 

Next the girls lead me over to the vanity, where my wrists were again tied behind my back so that I wouldn't interfere while Melanie did my makeup. She was clearly trying to make me look sexy, even wanton with bright red lips, long black eye lashes and smoky eyelids. Linda took a bottle of her own perfume from her purse and absolutely doused me in it. No woman would ever put that much perfume on, but there wasn't really anything I could do about it. 

"Wow, I think you’ve made our little girl look all grown up" said Amy. 

"Oh it's nothing" replied Melanie. "I just brought out her inner slut. It wasn't hard to do." 

"Okay, it's time to make you a star," barked Amy.  I saw that she held the theatre department's camera.  It was a professional camera and they used it to take cast photos and such.  I didn't like the look of it. I looked at her, down to my still bound ankles and back to her again. 

She just kept staring at me, until realizing that they weren’t going to untie me I stood up and hopped to the wardrobe area. I don't know why she wanted to take pictures of me in this particular room, but then again I also didn't know why she wanted to dress me in the first place. With bound hands and feet, hopping wasn’t easy but with Melanie and Amy on either side of me, each holding an arm supporting me, soon they had me seated on a stool with my ankles resting on a rung. 

"That's right Britney," said Linda pointing out my reflection in the full length mirrors on the other side of the room, "You're one hot slut." 

Staring at my reflection across the room I had to admit that I did in fact look pretty hot, at least from below the neck. Actually, if you could get past the fact that I had a male haircut, I looked pretty good. 

I would never have recognized myself as a male if I hadn't known better.  I was startled back to reality by the sound of Amy snapping pictures of me with her phone. I was startled, but in heels and bound, I could never get that phone away from her. Now, she had evidence of what had been done to me. 

"No! Don't take any more pictures," I demanded. 

"What difference does it make?" asked Amy rhetorically as she kept snapping away. "We've already got more than enough to bury you. It doesn't really matter if we have seven or seventy." 

"Yeah dude, you're kind of fucked," joked Melanie. Linda and Amy both laughed. 

"I'd cooperate if I were you," advised Linda. 

"It would go easier on you," agreed Amy, "but you can suit yourself." 

"You know, something is missing," said Melanie. "Follow me Linda." 

"Are you going to cooperate?" asked Amy. 

"I don't even know what that means," I replied. 

"Well, for starters if you agreed to cooperate I could untie you. I just want you to do what we say while we document your transformation, which is pretty awesome if I do say so myself." 

"And if I refuse?" 

"Then we still get pictures of you only you're going to be tied up in them like a little bitch." 

"At least I won't look like I'm enjoying it," I snapped. 

"True, but do you think having everybody see these pictures of you restrained looking miserable and them knowing the only reason you did it was because I kicked your ass is going to somehow save your manhood?" asked Amy. 

"Well no, but--," I started. 

"You're going to be humiliated. I won't lie to you about that, but the best chance to keep some of your dignity is to cooperate.  So what's it going to be?" asked Amy. 

"Fine," I pouted.  This was not what I expected to happen when I tripped the dumb skater dude. A guy might kick your ass, but this crazy girl wasn't satisfied with just beating me up. She wanted my manhood.  She untied the ropes restraining me and I wiped some feeling back into my wrists. 

"Here we go." said Melanie. "What do you prefer? We can go blonde or redhead." Melanie held up a long honey blonde wig while Linda held up a bright red one. 

"You know they say blondes have more fun, but I think red will work better with her coloring," said Amy. 

"Red it is," said Linda stepping forward and topping my head with the red wig she was holding. The fake hair totally transformed my appearance. Maybe posing for pictures wouldn't be so bad if nobody could recognize me. 

I did as Amy ordered me.  I smiled for a bunch of pictures, but that just led to her asking me to pose.  Then they went through the wardrobe and found other outfits for me to pose from.  They had just done  Chorus Line last year and the girls helped me into a stylized tuxedo like the female dancers in that show wore.  It was a tuxedo top, but with short shorts and fishnets.  I found it incredibly sexy, or I would have if I wasn't the one wearing it. 

Next, they put me in a princess costume and I was practically shaking in embarrassment as Amy snapped pictures of me smiling and waving in the most regal way that I could. Finally, they put me in a sexy blue hippy chick dress that they had from a production of  Hair.  It had flared sleeves and was very short with the hemline landing well above my knees. I knew exactly what Amy was doing.  These pictures would keep me under her thumb and that's just the way she wanted it. 

Now, I would have been humiliated if things had ended there, but I had no idea how much more was to come. 

"Do you have any sisters?" 

"Yeah, I have three of them," I replied. 

"And you live with your mom?" 

"Yes, I love with my mom," I sighed. 

"Are any of them about the same size as you?" 

"Why do you want to know that?" I asked suspiciously. 

"Just answer the damn question," she pressed. 

"Yeah, we're all about the same size," I admitted. 

"Perfect, that means you can share clothes. You see, from now on I expect you to wear panties to school." 

"No," I pleaded. 

"Yes," she mocked. "You had better accept it because it will be much more humiliating for you if you don't," 

she said. "Eventually, you may find it less humiliating to buy your own, but that's up to you." 

"You can't be serious." 

"Give me a try," she said. 

"No," I said. "I believe you. I'll do what you ask." 

"Oh, I'm not asking you anything," she said. "I'm telling you." 

"That makes it so much better," I said. 

"Doesn't it?" she asked rhetorically. "I'm going to let you leave now. In fact, I'm going to escort you out." 

"Okay," I replied. "Just give me a second--." 

"No, I said now," she snapped, grabbing me by the elbow and walking me out of the room." 

"Wait! I can't go home like this." 

"You don't have to go home, but you can't stay here." 

"But, people will see me like this," I complained gesturing to the short blue dress I was wearing. 

"Oh they sure will," she said. "However, we were backstage for over an hour. I'm willing to bet a lot of the crowd has left." 

"What if I refuse?" 

"Those pictures will find their way onto the school website, social media, and the front of your locker. Choose wisely," she said. 

"Fine, I don't have a real choice. I'll do it," I complained. 

"Oh and bring the dress back tomorrow. We wouldn't want the theatre department to be wondering where their dress went...I mean unless you want to wear it around the house," she teased. 

"Not funny." 

"Yeah, kind of funny." 

"Can I at least run for it?" 

"Do you really want to?" 

"Yeah, at least I can stop people from getting a good look at me." 

"Sure, suit yourself she said.  Once we get outside you can run." 

Just like she promised, the front of the school was much more empty now.  There were maybe fifteen or twenty people there. Amy nodded to me that I could run for it, which was about the dumbest thing I had ever done. 

I had never worn high heels before and though I was actually doing okay keeping my balance when I was walking back stage, running full out in a pair of three-inch heels was well beyond my ability.  I wiped out hard. 

If my hope had been to avoid embarrassment, my fall had only made things that much worse. Trying to scramble up to my feet in a short skirt and heels wasn't as easy as it sounds and I exposed my panties to everybody watching me. I had managed to run my stockings and scraped both my knees and my left elbow on the asphalt. The irony wasn't lost on the skateboarder who was still hanging out by the school. He skated over to me to tell me, "Nice wipe out, bitch." 

The laughter showed no signs of letting up as I finally got to my feet and tried to walk quickly away. Had I been thinking, I would have taken off my shoes and walked home in my stockinged feet, but instead I made the walk home unsteadily in the heels. 

It was only when I was standing outside my own house that I realized that the girls still had my keys and wallet. I really didn't want my neighbors to see me like this. 

I didn't see a lot of choices, so I bit the bullet and rang the doorbell. Now, I should say in advance that I am the only boy in my family, but I have three sisters. Elizabeth is my oldest and she's 17 years old, Alyssia is right behind her at 15, and Emilia is my fraternal twin at 13. 

While you might think that girls that close in age would always be fighting, they got along great. The problem was that they always ganged up on me. Sisterhood was powerful in my house. 

It was Emilia who opened the door for me. She was sort of a tough twin sister to live up to. She won all sorts of awards for swimming and for academics. I had a participation trophy from playing little league when I was nine. 

Maybe I'd been a bit of a brat to her over the years, but in any event she was the one I least wanted to see when the door opened. 

"Can I help you?" she asked pausing and then I saw a look of recognition spread across her face. "No way!" 

"Just let me in," I demanded. 

"Now why would I want to do that?" she asked. 

"I got attacked at school," I complained. 

"I'm sure you deserved it," she sneered. 

"Just get out of my way," I demanded and tried to push past her, but she was having none of it. She pushed me in the direction of our couch and without the ability to balance in my shoes, I landed right on my butt. 

"Alyssia! Elizabeth! Come here quick," she called. 

I kicked off those damn shoes and jumped up from the couch rushing headlong for the stairs. I was halfway up the stairs to the safety of my bedroom when I run smack into my sister Alyssia in the middle of the narrow stairway. 

"Oh my God! Why are you dressed like that?" she practically screams in my face. 

"Grab him!" yelled Emilia racing up the stairs behind me. Though she's slow to react, there is very little room on the stairs and with not one, but two sisters grabbing me, they were able to walk me back down to the couch and sat me between them. They each interlocked arms with me and sat with their legs over me blocking my escape. 

"Let me go!" I demanded. 

"Oh no," replied Alyssia. "This is way too good." 

Emilia and I are fraternal twins, but that's where any similarities between us end. She was a total nerd who prided herself on getting good grades as much as anything. I guess we were really close when we were little, but that stopped before we were even five. There had been a cold war between us for years now. 

"This has gone on long enough," I said trying to sound forceful. 

"Oh behave," said Emilia. "There is so much we want to know. Like how is my brother so hot?" 

"He looks a lot like you," said Alyssia. 

"Maybe a little," admitted Emilia. 

"What's going on in here?" asked Elizabeth who just entered the living room. "Oh wow!  What happened to you Tom?" 

Now, I didn't like lying to Elizabeth. She wasn't even four full years older than me, but she was always the mother hen of our family. Mom and dad both had great jobs, which let us have a lot of nice things that other kids could only dream of, but it also meant them leaving us to fend for ourselves a lot while they worked. 

As the oldest, Elizabeth took on a lot of the responsibility for caring for us.  She was just as high an achiever as my other sisters though. She was the only one in the family to inherit mom's blonde hair and she also inherited her height. My mom is five-foot-eleven inches tall and Elizabeth was five-foot-nine.  She had done some local modeling and was a great volleyball player as well. 

"Look, I don't want to talk about it," I complained as I tried to break free of Alyssia and Emilia, but they were having none of it. 

"You don't get to just show up here looking like that and not give an explanation," said Alyssia. "Now spill." 

"They do kind of have a point Tom," said Elizabeth. "We're all dying to know what happened. So just tell us and get it over with." 

"I got beat up at school," I said. 

"That's terrible," said Elizabeth. 

"Yeah," agreed Alyssia letting go of her grip. "I'm sorry to have been so rough on you, but that still doesn't explain why you're dressed that way." 

"Who beat you up?" asked Emilia sounding concerned. 

"Well," I replied pulling away from my sisters. "I never really saw who they were. They got me from behind before I could do anything." 

"Them?!" exclaimed Elizabeth. 

"Yeah, there were four or five," I lied. "Yeah, it was definitely five of them." 

"They were all guys?" asked Alyssia. 

"Yeah, big too. They had to be upper classmen," I replied. 

"So why the clothes?" asked Elizabeth. 

"They wanted to embarrass me," I lied. "So they made me put all this stuff on. I have to admit it was humiliating." 

"Where did they get the clothes?" asked Alyssia. 

"They're from the theater department," I said. 

"They just pulled them off the shelf and made you put them on," asked Alyssa. 

"Yeah, that's pretty much how it happened," I replied. 

"That's complete bullshit," said Alyssia. 

"No, that's what happened," I pleaded. 

"Really?" replied Alyssia. "So you did your makeup flawlessly on your own or did these big upperclassmen do it for you?" 

"Well, there were girls there and they did my makeup," I lied. 

"No, you said there were no girls," responded Alyssia. "So who did your makeup then?" 

"You did just lie to us," said Elizabeth. "I think Alyssia spells it out very well. So I'm going to ask you again exactly what happened and if you don't tell us, you're staying in those clothes and makeup." 

"You can't do that," I protested. 

Alyssia and Emilia grabbed me again and I was now just as stuck as I was before. "Come on, you know it won't be long until mom and dad get home," said Elizabeth. 

"Did I just hear mom's car?" asked Alyssia. 

"Uh oh, I sure hope not," replied Emilia. 

"Fine," I sighed. "I'll tell you. It was some girl named Amy. She sucker punched me when I wasn't looking." 

"A girl?" asked Emilia. "My big tough brother got his ass kicked by a Girl!" 

"Wait! Did you say Amy?" asked Alyssia. 

"Yeah, so?" I replied. 

"Amy as in Amy Fuller? That Amy?" 

"Yeah, it was Amy Fuller," I replied. 

"You idiot," said Alyssia. 

"What?" asked Elizabeth impatiently. 

"Amy Fuller has this huge reputation.  Beating up guys is kind of her thing," said Alyssia. 

"Leave it to our brother to get on the wrong side of her," smirked Alyssia. 

"She also has a thing for humiliating guys," added Alyssia. 

"What does that mean?" asked Elizabeth. 

"It means that's why Tom looks like that.  He got off very easy just getting dressed up," replied Alyssia. 

"I think I like this girl," said Emilia. 

"It sounds like a learning experience," suggested Elizabeth. "Consider yourself lucky.  Why don't you get changed before mom and dad really do get home?" 

With Alyssia and Emilia releasing their grip, I was able to scramble up to my feet. I walked over to the stairs and stopped. I figured if they knew this much, I might as well go all the way. "There is one more thing," I said. 

"Oh? What's that?" asked Elizabeth. 

"Well," I began softly, "I really need to borrow some panties." 

"Ew gross," said Emilia between giggles. 

"Aren't you wearing panties?" asked Elizabeth. 

"Yeah, why do you need more panties?" Asked Alyssia. 

"Amy told me that I have to wear panties to school from now on," I replied. 

"You’re not wearing my underwear. Not a chance," said Alyssia. 

"None of us are going to loan you are panties.  That's sick," said Elizabeth, "but if you hurry up and get changed then I'll take you to the mall tonight so you can buy some for yourself." 



The trip to the mall had been filled with embarrassment. I had mistakenly assumed that Elizabeth would pretend the panties were for her, but she actually made me take them up to the counter myself.  She pointed out that

with the difference in our sizes any sales woman would know what was up anyway. I really couldn't deny that. 

The next day at school, I was wearing a pair of red boy shorts when Amy pulled me to a deserted area behind the school and demanded that I drop my pants and show her my panties. She was satisfied and told me that boy shorts were fine for now, but not to get too used to them. 

Little did I know just how far this would lead me down the path of sissification. Panties were soon joined by pantyhose and stockings, and eventually bras. Amy made me take pictures of myself in my sisters' clothes and send them her for her enjoyment as well as for even more potential blackmail. 

As time went by, the young dominatrix worked out a schedule for me to go to her house when nobody was home and made me do her chores. You’re probably not surprised that she forced me to wear a humiliatingly sexy French maid uniform to prance around in as I cleaned her house, did the laundry and dishes, and performed any other tasks she ordered me to do. 

I tried to push back against this emasculating treatment from time to time, but Amy always asserted her superiority over me. Every time I rebelled, she made my situation that much more humiliating. She took me over her knee and spanked me with her bare hand, a wooden spoon, or even a hairbrush if I ever missed a spot, showed up late, or gave her any back talk. 

As the days and weeks passed, Amy tormented me more and more. She made me grow out my hair, and threatened to make me join ballet class as a girl if I cut it. When it was long enough, she took me to her salon to get subtle highlights put in. Then she had her stylist cut it into a semi-androgynous bob style too much like Rachael from friends to be a masculine cut, but not entirely girlish either. While we were there, she forced me to get a manicure and had the tech use a pale pink polish on my nails. 

She enjoyed making an example of me, such ordering me to carry her books, and making me walk three steps behind her through the halls. She soon had me wearing girl’s slacks. Although I was relieved that they were pants and not a skirt, they were tighter than any male clothes should be. Anyone could tell that they made my legs and butt look very feminine—especially when she added female boots and shoes to my daily ensemble. With the low heel they could almost pass for male shoes, but they were tight and forced my stride into a decidedly feminine swish and sway. 

I hoped she’d tire of feminizing me or find another victim to torture instead, but Amy delighted in making me squirm. At one point, I lost my temper and tried to sucker punch her. I managed to strike a glancing blow, and she reacted as badly as expected. She grabbed my elbow and twisted it up and back, rendering me helpless. She spanked me until my butt was raw, but she wasn’t done. 

She kept hinting that soon I’d be exposed to the whole school as a girlish little princess, and I feared the worst the next day when the Pom Pom squad announced their try outs would be held in three weeks. Amy made me practice their sassy and feminine dance routines over and over, threatening the harshest punishments imaginable if I didn’t do my best to make the team. 

She invited several of her friends to watch me practicing in bright pink short shorts and a matching sports bra. 

They laughed and taunted me, saying how adorable I looked, and they couldn’t wait to see me performing these alluringly girlish moves in the flirty little purple skirt and crop top the pompom girls wore. 

I dreaded making the team and the unimaginable humiliation I’d suffer dancing and high kicking at all the basketball games in front of all my friends and teachers. I also feared not making the squad and facing all the punishments Amy threatened to subject me to. I couldn’t decide which was worse, and as the day of the tryouts approached, I was feeling more defeated than ever. 

I was trapped and the only thing that I could hope for was that graduation would free me from my servitude to Amy. I rejoiced at my acceptance letter to DuPont College. Little did I know that my sissy life was just beginning. 
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To say that my high school years were different than I expected would be an understatement. It became a swirl of panties, dresses, and makeup—all under Amy's watchful eye. 

Her control over me was unquestioned and served two purposes. She believed she was actually doing something good for the school by keeping me under her thumb. I suppose she reasoned that if I was kept dressing like a proper young lady, I wouldn't go knocking anybody else off their skateboards, the mistake I made when I first arrived as the new kid, trying to act tough. 

There was also the benefit of humiliating me. This was something that Amy really loved. Anytime she thought I was getting cocky again, she'd take me to the mall to try on dresses. Even worse, sometimes she’d make me grind and twerk with guys from other schools who wouldn't recognize me. 

Through it all, my sisters supported me in their own way—or really they supported Amy’s efforts to feminize me. To them, loaning me a dress for Homecoming or taking me shopping for a new pair of stiletto heels was a small price to pay, considering all the joy they got watching me thoroughly embarrassed. 

My sister Alyssia even began using me as her personal French maid. She knew that she had more than enough blackmail to keep me in line, and saw no reason why Amy should get all the benefits. I learned to clean quickly knowing that if I got caught in the sexy little outfit, I’d die of embarrassment. 

My sisters achieved a sort of detente with Amy. Elizabeth made it clear that she wouldn't help her, but my other sisters were all too willing to pitch in. For my part, as senior year was racing by I began to fixate on the following year. I had plans of going away to college and never having to paint my nails or strut around in heels ever again. I didn't dare broach the subject with Amy. I did my best to avoid getting her angry in the meantime. 

One problem was that anytime Amy used her blackmail on me to do make me do anything, whatever hoops she made me jump through would just give her more blackmail material to use against me. When I had to go on a date with a Josh Daigle, she got plenty of pictures of us including our goodnight kiss. Needless to say, the next date she was able to get me making out with him from the get go. So she now had video of us making out. It was a never ending cycle of humiliation. 

Somehow, I still managed to make some friends. I could never hang out with the real tough guys. I mean, Amy had pretty much killed any rep I had and I also had the misfortune of not growing much since freshman year. A lot of my classmates had passed me by. 

Even though they had seen Amy totally kick my ass, Patrick and Kevin, the two guys I had met in the boys room, became my friends. Along with two other guys, Steve and Jeff, they provided me with some semblance of a social life. 

It was the beginning of spring and we'd made it through the long winter. It was Steve who made the suggestion one night when we were hanging out in the Value Mart parking lot. 

"This is so lame," he said. "I remember when I was in junior high thinking about how only the biggest losers in high school hang out here on a Saturday night." 

"What do you mean?" asked Jeff. "Nobody hassles us here, we can do whatever we want." 

"Really?" I asked. "If we smoke or drink, we'll have the cops on our asses before we can exhale." 

"We should go someplace out of the city," said Patrick. "Let's go camping. We can do whatever we want without the cops around." 

"Yeah, I can't go this weekend," said Steve, "but let's do it next week. We'll have some fun for a change." 

"Yeah," agreed Jeff. "That'll give us time to get supplies. We can all meet at my place next Friday night at six and then go off for the weekend." 

"I've never really gone camping before," I confessed. 

"You'll love it," said Patrick. "Get away from all those sisters of yours for a change." 

"Actually, bring the sisters with," joked Jeff. 

"Yeah, ask Elizabeth if she wants to bunk with me, Tom," teased Steve. 

"If you knew them like I know them, you wouldn't want them," I said. 

"Dude, we're all willing to take our chance," replied Kevin.. 

I figured that my parents would never approve of me camping with my delinquent friends so I decided my cover story would be spending the night at Jeff's house. My parents kind of knew his folks and they liked them. 

They didn't know how out of control his house was or they never would have approved. 

I started making plans for the camping trip. I got my hands on a fifth of Southern Comfort and some chicken jerky. I needed some camping gear though, and had no idea what that really meant. 



The Saturday before the camping trip, Alyssia told me, "I heard your loser friends and you are going camping." 

"They're not losers.  Your friends are losers," I snapped. 

"Well I kind of consider Amy Fuller a friend. Should I tell her what you just said?" 

"Not funny," I barked. 

"I think it's hysterical. I think the fact that you're going camping is hysterical. Talk about overcompensating for your emasculation," she said laughing right in my face. 

"I don't even know what that means." 

"It means you know you're such a sissy that you're trying too hard and doing overly masculine things like camping," said Alyssia. 

"That's not what we're doing!” I defended myself, “we just want to go away where we won't get hassled." 

"You mean, you want to drink without mom or dad finding out." 

"What business is it of yours?" I asked. 

"It's not, but have you cleared it with Amy yet?" 

"I don't have to clear everything with her," I protested. 

"Well, you just better hope she doesn't have other plans for you." 

"She wouldn't---I mean she won't," I replied. 

"We'll see. If I were you I'd cross my fingers." 

That conversation put me in a foul mood. Every time the phone rang, I thought it was Amy demanding that I be somewhere I didn’t want to be over the weekend. Every time we talked at school, I expected her to tell me that I was going to be at a dance in a dress or shopping at the mall. Still, I had gotten to Thursday at noon without Amy infringing upon the weekend and I was hoping for clear sailing. 



"Hello Tiffany," said Amy. I was at my locker and dropping off some books before heading to lunch. 

Reaching into the back of my pants to make sure that I was wearing my panties and pantyhose, she inhaled deeply at the back of my neck and proclaimed, "Mmm, you smell nice." 

It wasn't like I had to wear perfume daily or anything, but my feminine bath products gave me a certain girlish scent. 

"What was that?" she glared. 

"Nothing," I said. "I was just agreeing that my body wash smells nice." 

"Are your toes painted?" 

"Yes Ms. Amy," I replied. "They're a coral today." 

"Pretty," she replied. "That shade always looks wonderful on you." 

"Thank you Ms. Amy," I replied. "I painted them last night." 

"You're getting very good at following your routines, Tiffany," she complimented me. 

"Did you need me for anything, Ms. Amy?" I asked. 

"Not now sissy," she replied, "but I am going to need you this weekend. My parents will be gone and I'm going to have a bit of a party Friday night. I'm going to need you to wait on my guests." 

"This weekend?" 

"Yes, you don't have a problem with that do you?" asked Amy raising her eyebrow. 

"No Ms. Amy," I stammered. "O-of course not. I just had some other plans." 

"Oh you did?" she smirked. "What were your plans, sissy?" 

"It doesn't really matter," I answered. "I'll be there and bring my French Maid outfit." 

"Thank you," she said. "I'll tell you what, I'll try and have you out of there as early as I can." 

"Oh thank you Ms. Amy," I gushed. "That would be wonderful. I curtseyed for her before realizing I was making a scene in a very crowded high school hallway. Shaken, I pulled myself together. 

"I don't think I'll ever get tired of that," said Amy laughing to herself at my display. 

Well, that kind of burst my balloon. I didn't want to miss out on camping with my friends to serve Amy's friends in a French Maid uniform. I knew I’d be getting harassed and humiliated the whole time. Still, at least Amy had left me some hope that even if I would be a little late, she'd still have me done in time to meet my friends. 

The next day at lunch I brought it up to the guys. "I might be a little late tonight," I said waiting for my friends to give me a tough time about it. 

"That's alright," said Steve. "My folks are hassling me. I'm definitely going to be ready to party, but I might

not be able to get out right away." 

"I get it," said Steve. "We'll be ready when we're ready." 

"Thanks guys," I said. "I really want to do this. I'll hit the road as soon as possible." 



That Friday, I got to Amy's house early. I was surprised that she had already done the decorating and set up the house for a very fancy party. There was baroque classical music playing on the sound system when I entered, which made Amy's huge home seem even more elegant. I had my Maid outfit in a small bag as I rang Amy's doorbell. 

"Hello sissy," said Amy opening the door. "You're here early." 

"I'm sorry Ms. Amy." 

"Don't be silly," she said. "I like promptness in a sissy." 

"I see you've done a lot of the work already, but I'll get into my maid outfit and help right away," I said. 

"Actually, there's been a change of plans sissy," she replied. 

"How so?" I asked. 

"I'm going to have you go into one of the guest bedrooms. I've laid out your outfit for tonight," she said. 

"Don’t look so scared. It's nothing too wild." 

"Well, if you think that's best Ms. Amy, I'll wear whatever you want." 

"Of course you will." 

She led me to the guest bedroom and as soon as she opened the door, I could see that she had put a lot of thought into my outfit. There was something sexy about it, but it wasn't slutty like I imagined. "Oh wow," was all I could say. 

"Change into that and come out to the living room when you are dressed and properly made up." 

"Yes ma'am," I said. 

As she left I took stock of the dress that was lying across the bed. I don't think I'd ever seen anything like it. It wasn't a dress so much as a gown. It was a rich magenta color and picking it up, I realized it was velvet. It was the kind of dress that would hug every inch of the right woman's body. The hemline came down to my ankles, but that was misleading because the center slit came up well past my panties. 

The neckline wasn't low cut and it had long sleeves, but cutouts exposed my shoulders. Even the lingerie Amy chose was carefully selected. It was high end and felt amazing. There were silky sheer pantyhose that had to have run somewhere around twenty-five dollars. I was terrified of running them. 

The panties had a extra padding in the rear and hips, and there was a waist cincher. She clearly was concerned about my figure tonight. The breast enhancers I had brought with my maid costume made my faux breasts look huge in the heavily padded bra she supplied me with. 

"You do clean up nice for a boy, Tiffany," said Amy. 

"Thank you, Ms. Amy," I replied

"Let me see your nails." 

"Yes, Ms. Amy." I held out my hand for her. 

"Not quite where we need them, but they'll do for tonight. She reached over to the vanity and held up a bottle of nail polish. "When you do your makeup, paint your nails with this It'll match your dress." 

You may be wondering why she had me doing my own makeup if she wanted everything perfect. Well, the fact is that after four years of reading articles, viewing YouTube tutorials, and practicing in front of the mirror, I was a very good makeup artist. Amy was a natural beauty. She wore a bit of lip color, blush, eye liner, and mascara, but unless it was a special occasion, that was it. I was far better at doing my makeup than she was. 

I did as she told me. This really was one of the best transformations I had ever done, but I hated all the care that went into my nails because I'd have to undo it all to meet up with the guys for camping later. 

I stepped into a pair of jeweled sandals with four-inch heels and then spritzed myself with the perfume that Amy provided. 

After giving myself a once over in the mirror, I walked to the living room as Amy had instructed me. What surprised me was that Amy wasn't in the room, but instead another girl sat in a chair. She was a very attractive girl with long brunette hair and a short jade greed dress. Her smooth legs appeared to go on forever in her dark hose, but this very attractive girl seemed to be sobbing, 

I just naturally hate to see women cry so I tried to soothe her, "It's going to be alright, whatever's got you down," I offered. I really had no right to say that since I had no idea just what was getting her down. 

She looked up and for the first time made eye contact with me. She was beautiful if melancholy, but there was something even more startling: she was Steve. "Oh my God!" 

"I-I can explain," stammered Steve. 

"Relax, I'm all dressed up too," I said. 

"Yeah, I don't get this.  Why are you in that dress?" 

I was just about to answer when another feminized male entered the room.  At first, we thought the tall redhead might be one of Amy's friends, but she was nearly six-feet tall and if you looked really closely, you could tell that her full head of bright copper red hair full of loose curls was in fact a wig. Otherwise, her appearance was perfection. She wore a black halter dress with a micro skirt and a pair of skyscraper heels. 

"Hello ladies," the redhead said in a falsetto. 

"Well hello," replied Steve. 

"Kevin is that you?" I asked. 

"N-no," He stammered. 

"Relax dude, it's Steve and Tom," said Steve. "We're not going to give you a hard time about being dressed when we're in the same pickle." 

"What the Hell?" asked Kevin. "Why are you two dressed like that?" 

"I have a feeling that Patrick will be here in a moment," I said. 

"Not a chance. Patrick?" said Kevin. "There's just no way. You'd never get him in a dress." 

"I'm still wondering how she got the rest of you into them," said Steve. 

"She?" I asked. 

"Well, I think it's pretty obvious that Amy is the one who got us all into dresses. I saw it happen to Tom for fuck's sake, but I never thought it could happen to me or I would have paid it more attention," admitted Steve. 

In walked Patrick almost as if on cue. I should have noticed his hair getting longer, but I hadn't until I saw all that platinum blonde hair of his piled on his head in an updo. He wore a backless silver dress that sort of reminded me of a prom dress. I guess we all kind of looked like we were dressed for prom, but Patrick definitely had the fanciest dress. 

The light of the chandelier reflected from the silver metallic material of his dress. In a perfect facsimile of a female voice he greeted us with a friendly "hello," but none of us were really fooled. We were expecting him enough that he could never fool us. On the other hand, I don't think he recognized any of us. 

"Well, I don't think any of us are exactly dressed for camping. Do you, Patrick?" I asked. 

"Wait! What?!" he exclaimed. "Oh my God. You're all in dresses too." 

"We need to figure out what happened," I said. "I thought it was just me." 

"I think we all did," said Steve. 

"I guess Amy kicking my ass was pretty big news freshmen year," I said. "Enough people saw it." 

"Yeah," said Patrick. "That was about all anybody talked about for a week." 

"Then what happened?" I asked. 

"Everybody sort of forgot about it. Somebody was cheating on somebody or somebody else got in a fight. 

You know there's always gossip at a high school," said Patrick. 

"Yeah, unfortunately it didn't end for me. She soon had plenty of blackmail on me so she didn't really have to resort to physical force," I replied. "After that, she could get me to do whatever I wanted through blackmail." 

"And that's when she began training you," said Jeff. "Soon you were walking in heels and shaving your legs." 

"Then when she decided that you were well-trained, she gave you as a gift to one of her friends and the two of them made your life a living Hell," said Steve. 

"They made you do humiliating things for their entertainment—singing, shopping, kissing boys. They made it hard for you to ever feel like a real man again," said Patrick. 

"I guess we do have some things in common.  Only difference is that I was not given to one of Amy's friends. 

She trained me herself," I added. 

"And how wonderful you turned out," said Amy entering the room. "You are a much better girl than you ever were as a boy." 

"What's going on Amy?" I asked. 

"Well, I thought I'd let you get to know each other a bit better. I mean I know you know Tom, Steve, Jeff, and Patrick, but do you all know Tiffany, Stephanie, Jasmine, and Phoebe?" asked Amy. 

"Phoebe?" smirked Jeff. 

"Like Jasmine is any better," snapped Patrick. 

"Well it's a hell of a lot better than Phoebe," said Jasmine. 

"Look, there aren't that many girls' names that start with  P," I said. 

"Oh dear, I certainly don't want you fighting on today of all days," said Amy. 

"What is today?" asked Steve. 

"Yeah, what's going on?" I added. 

"Well, I'm so glad you asked," said Amy. "I'm having a party and it's a very special party.  There will be all sorts of young women there and I expect you to mingle and do your best to not let them know you're sissies." 

"Who are the women?" I asked. 

"You've got a lot of questions tonight, Tiffany," said Amy. "Don't worry your pretty little head about such things. Just understand they are my guests and treat them as such." 

"Yes Ms. Amy," I replied curtseying reflexively. 

"Ms. Amy?" asked Jeff. "What about Ms. Sylvia." 

"All of your owners are here," said Amy. "All my friends that I gave you sissies to will be here and I expect that you won't disappoint them." 

"We wouldn't dream of it, Ms. Amy," replied Steve. 

"Of course I've kept you all to myself, Tiffany," replied Amy. "So I will need to punish you twice as hard if you misbehave." 

"I won't let you down, Ms. Amy," I replied. 

"Now, come along girls. I want you to mingle and remember to mind your manners." 

"Yes Ms. Amy," we all agreed. 

We entered the large foyer to see that there were maybe forty or fifty people there.  They were all young women and they were dressed just as nicely as we were.  There was a rather pleasant miasma as all the scents of their various perfumes mingled together and hung above the room. 

The four of us were warned not to just cling to each other in a corner, so we made sure to separate as we entered the room.  Music was playing softly in the background, but I could still hear my heels clicking on the white marble floor. This really felt like a party where Amy would want to have her French maids on duty. I had no idea why we were all allowed to be guests rather than servants. 

There was wine and cheese, so I grabbed a few cubes of cheddar and a glass of red wine. I looked over this crowd and realized it was completely filled with women that I'd love to approach normally, but that I'd have no confidence to do so. It felt like several eyes were on me as I made my way across the room, but I put it down to paranoia and not wanting to be exposed. 

Amy told us to try and pass, so it wouldn't do for me to be read so quickly.  I had never seen any of these women before and that probably should have triggered my curiosity, but it really didn't. One thing I did notice was they all seemed to be older than Amy or I; maybe not a lot older, but a couple of years anyway. 

I was looking across the room trying to get my bearings when I was approached by three girls.  "Hi, you look confused," said the young woman who appeared to be their leader. She was a very attractive blonde girl in a light blue dress that showed off her ample breasts. I would guess they were at least a D cup.  The women on each side of her were equally hot even if they weren't quite as stacked. 

"Well, now that you mention it," I said giggling in my most feminine manner. "I really don't know what I'm doing here.  I got an invitation from Amy, but that's about all I know." 

"And yet you're still here," said one of her friends. 

"Well, it's never a good idea to refuse Amy," I said. 

"So I've been told," said the blonde girl who offered me her hand and introduced herself as Tami. Her two friends were named Robyn and Kayla. 

"She does have a bit of a reputation," I agreed. 

“So you know our names, what’s yours?” asked Robyn. 

“I’m To- Tiffany,” I stuttered. 

"So tell us a bit about yourself, To-Tiffany," teased Kayla. 

"There really isn't much to say," I said. "I'm a high school senior and I'm one of Amy's classmates. Next year, I'll be going to DuPont. 

"DuPont, you say," said Tami. "Now that is interesting. You know we're all in the Kappa House at DuPont." 

"Really?" I asked. 

"Oh yeah, you definitely should pledge," suggested Robyn. 

"I really don't think I'd fit in a sorority," I said. 

"Let us be the judge of that," said Tami. "We'll be looking for you at rush." 

"What else can you tell us about yourself?" asked Kayla. "What do you like to do?" 

"I like shopping and I'm all about fashion, you know?" 

"Oh, we can tell from that outfit. You look radiant," said Robyn. 

"You really do," agreed Tami. 

"I like going out dancing, being with my friends and just hanging out, you know that sort of stuff." 

"You know DuPont is a tough school," said Tami. "You're not scared of a bit of hard work are you?" 

"No, I don't mind working for the things I want," I said. "I think you appreciate things more when you earn them." 

"Excellent answer, Tiffany," said Tami. "We'll be in touch." 

Just like that, the three women left me and huddled together in a corner of the room. I looked over and saw that Patrick was in deep conversation with two women and Jeff was sitting on the couch intimately discussing something with a very cute brunette. 

Maybe being dressed this way just made it easier to talk to women, but these women were attractive and seemed genuinely interested in us.  That never happened to me and I don't think it happened to my friends much either. 

Between drinking alcohol, which was a bit unusual for me honestly, and mingling with the women, I was feeling light headed and a bit silly. I forgot all about our camping trip and started focusing on the women around me. 

I wondered how many could tell I was a guy and if they did, would that kill any chance of me sleeping with one of them. I was sure it would be a turn off for most women, but there were a lot at the party. I hoped at least a few might be experimental. 

All of those thoughts were ruined by Amy addressing the assembled crowd from the front of the room. "Thank you everybody for coming. I hope that we're able to do some business together that will be beneficial to all of us." 

The women in the room all applauded and I looked around for my friends who appeared as confused as I did. 

What kind of business could Amy be conducting here? 

"As you know," continued Amy, "We have four very special guests of honor here tonight. Tiffany, Jasmine, Stephanie, and Phoebe please come up here." 

Again the girls cheered their approval. The four of us reluctantly walked forward propelled by the crowd. Amy and her friends set up four chairs in the front of the room for us. 

"What's going on Amy?" asked Stephanie. 

"Yeah, I'd like to know to," I agreed. 

"Be patient," she said covering up the microphone. "I'll tell everybody in a moment." 

"Okay," agreed Jasmine. "Go ahead, but please let us know as soon as possible." 



Ignoring us, Amy addressed the crowd, "As I have told you all, I developed a strange hobby in high school. It began with Tiffany, but soon Jasmine followed, then Phoebe, and finally Stephanie. I captured and trained these four sissies over the course of the last four years." 

The crowd cheered at Amy's boast and that just made my bad feeling worse. 

"What's going on?" Jasmine whispered to me. I just shrugged. 

"Now, as much fun as it was to capture four obnoxious and arrogant males and make them spend their high school years in service to superior women, I just didn't have the time to supervise all four sissies. I came up with a solution and I shared my good fortune. I kept my first sissy Tiffany for myself, and I gave the other three to my friends just like I would have if they had been puppies." 

"Puppies?" I sighed. 

"She's right," said Stephanie. "We did tricks and everything." 

"Well, now things get tricky," said Amy. "We're all going off to college and us mistresses are going to be separated from our sissies." 

"Maybe we're getting released," said Jasmine. 

"Not a chance," replied Phoebe. 

"Since we can't go with out sissies, and they are so well trained, it would be irresponsible of us to release them out into the wild," said Amy. "That's why we've invited you as representatives of some of the leading sororities and social organizations at their new schools to have a chance to bid and win a sissy of your very own." 

"Oh shit!" I exclaimed. My voice was barely above a whisper, but I soon felt the nails on Amy's left hand digging into the soft flesh of my shoulder. I shut up. 

"Now, you've already seen the sissies in a social situation and got to see just how well a well-trained sissy can pass. I'll give you a chance to interview your sissies before we get to the bidding," said Amy. "Please fill your glasses and we'll get going in a few minutes." 

Amy turned off the microphone and turned her attention to us. "Okay, did you get all that sissies?" 

"We're not your slaves," complained Phoebe. 

"Actually, you are sissy slaves," said Amy. "It's kind of part of the package." 

"And if we don't cooperate?" I asked. 

"That would be really unfortunate," said Amy. "We have so much on all of you, that making this difficult would be a really bad idea." 

"What do we have to do?" asked Stephanie. 

"Excellent question," said Amy. "Answer any questions honestly and remember you really want these girls to like you. I took some real time looking into the colleges you picked so any of these houses will be an excellent fit for you." 

As Amy talked with us, Amy's friends scurried around setting things up. There was seating arranged for all the guests and the lights were dimmed except for the chandelier above us giving a sort of spotlight effect. 

Amy picked up the microphone and turned it on. "Let's get things started, shall we? Our first sissy is Stephanie who will be attending the University of Wisconsin in September. Her GPA before her sophomore year feminization was a two-point-one. Since her conversion, her GPA has been a much improved three-point-nine. How tall are you Stephanie?" 

"I'm five-foot-eight," he replied. 

"And what is your dress size?" asked Amy. Several girls in the crowd laughed at that question, but what did they think? We'd been wearing dresses for years and didn't know what size we were? 

"I'm a size 10," replied Stephanie. 

"And a very shapely one too," replied Amy to more snickering from the crowd. "Why exactly did I feminize you?" 

"I touched your friend inappropriately at a party," replied Stephanie. "You trained me and then gave me to her as a gift." 

The crowd roared its approval at her unique solution to sexual misconduct. 

"You know sexual assault is a big problem on college campuses today. What guarantee can you give that you won't do the same thing when you get on campus." 

"Oh Ms. Amy, I would never do that again. I have learned my lesson and I would never ever touch a woman without permission, I swear it," promised Stephanie. 

"Have you touched any girls sexually since that happened?" asked Amy. 

"No ma'am." 

"Have you touched any boys that way?" 

"Yes, my mistress and you have made me make out with several boys over the last couple of years," replied Stephanie with his voice cracking. 

The girls in the crowd catcalled. Clearly they were enjoying hearing about our humiliations and Amy loved having an audience. 

"Tell me about the last boy you kissed," she instructed him. 

"I-it was last Saturday," replied Stephanie. One of the girls from the audience yelled out "slut", which got the audience laughing. Even Amy and her friends were giggling at the comment. 

"Please continue," said Amy. 

"Well, there was a party at Melissa Ashburn's house. Her parents were away and she had a big party. Mistress took me to the party and a boy was hitting on me." 

"And who was that boy?" asked Amy. 

"Seth Walton." 

"Oh, Seth," teased Amy to more laughter from the girls watching. "Please continue." 

"Well, he had gone out with Mistress during sophomore year and it didn't go well. When he started flirting with me at the party, she encouraged me to flirt right back and even to make out with him." 

"Oh wow, did you stop at just making out?" 

"No, not exactly," replied Stephanie. The audience got rowdy. They were clapping and stomping their feet and laughing out loud. A lot of comments were hurled up at Stephanie, but I couldn't really separate them from each other. Stephanie had turned a bright red and looked like she was about to cry. 

"I'm sorry for that Stephanie. Please continued," said Amy. 

"Well, we went to one of the spare bedrooms and I sucked his cock," said Stephanie. The audience again started to grow loud, but this time Amy shushed them. 

"Did you swallow all of that cum like a good slut?" asked Amy. 

"No," replied Stephanie. She was shaking now. 

"Why not?" asked Amy. 

"Mistress showed up right as he was about to shoot his load. He wound up shooting it all over my face instead." 

On cue, a picture obviously taken by his Mistress appeared on the television. The college girls were nearly rolling on the floor in laughter. Both Jasmine and I reached over and grabbed Stephanie’s hands for support. I got a bad feeling she might just bolt from the room at that moment. It took a few minutes, but the audience finally calmed

down. 

"Do any of you have any questions for Stephanie?" asked Amy. 

"I want to know if she does parties," joked one beautiful statuesque brunette woman in the front row. 

"If you purchase her services she will," said Amy. Stephanie turned ashen white at that comment. 

Stephanie got several questions about her cleaning skills, willingness to do things with boys, and even a few questions about how she would hide her extra curricular activities from her parents. 

"Let's have a round of applause for Stephanie. I'm sure you'd agree that she'd make a great sorority house maid or servant. Next, we have my first sissy Tiffany." 

The crowd roared out its approval. One of the girls I had mingled with earlier yelled out, "She's hot!" to more laughter from the college girls. 

"I began training Tiffany very early in freshman year. I don't really know where I got the idea, but for some reason he thought he was some kind of tough guy and it seemed to be the perfect way to humble him a little bit. 

As you can see, I think it worked quite well." 

"I'll say!" called out one of the girls in the audience. Now it was my turn to be supported by my friends. 

Phoebe began to rub my back in a soothing way. 

"So tell me sissy, has it been as easy a transition for you as it looks?" asked Amy. 

"No, of course not," I replied. "My sisters know exactly what's going on and they make fun of me at home and at school. You never actually exposed me, but you've made it pretty obvious that I am a sissy." 

"Did I really?" replied Amy in surprise." 

"Well yes, it hasn't exactly been a secret." 

"Did you notice any of your friends becoming more feminine?" asked Amy. 

"No, I guess not," I said. 

"Exactly," said Amy. "Nobody noticed your changes either." 

"Your makeup is flawless, sissy. How long did it take you?" 

"About forty-five minutes," I replied. 

"That's amazing. You're better at makeup than any girl I know. Let's take some questions from the audience." 

Amy looked out scanning the crowd before she finally rested on the blonde girl that I had been talking to before. Amy gave her the microphone and she began. 

"Hello Sissy Tiffany. We really loved our conversation earlier, but we really need a sissy who can keep our sorority house spotless. How are you at housework?" 

"I'm very proficient," I replied. "I have been doing all of Mistress Amy's chores since freshman year and my sister Alyssa has me do her chores as well." 

The next question came from a striking Asian woman who was from the Delta Theta house. She asked me, 

"Have you posed for many pictures since this began? I know you've mentioned blackmail pictures, but what kind of modeling have you done?" 

"I really don't know if I'd call it modeling, but I have posed for a lot of pictures," I replied. 

"The camera absolutely loves her," said Amy. "I'll show you some of her pictures later if you like." 

It seemed as if there were two types of questions. There were questions designed to embarrass me like describing the first time I ever kissed a boy. There were also questions designed to solicit information to help the girls determine if they wanted to have me for their sissy. 

Each one of us was questioned about our experiences and talents. Finally, Jasmine and Phoebe were questioned. I was surprised to learn just what they had done since Amy feminized them. If we ever did get to go on that camping trip, it would sure be a different one than I had been planning on. 

There was a brief break while the college representatives deliberated. We all felt such shame after having our deepest secrets exposed to the girls and to each other. 

Amy came over and talked to us, "You did well. I think we'll have some very generous offers," she said. 

"This is sick," I replied. "You're holding a slave auction in 2017." 

"Don't think of it that way," said Amy. "I know deep down that none of you want to be set free anymore than I want to set you free. Isn't that right Phoebe?" 

Phoebe sat there silently flushed. We knew from her reaction that what Amy was saying must have been right; at least for her. 

"Well Phoebe? I'm waiting," 

"Yes Ms. Amy, it's true." 

"See that wasn't so hard," said Amy. 



When the bidding started, I felt a strange feeling that might have been a type of pride. I got the highest bid of

any of us at $4,875. Amy made over $14,000 from selling us off and the college girls seemed very happy with their purchases. 

The buxom blonde and her friends came over to talk with me. They were all excited at having won my services. 

"I hope you're happy that we were the winners," she said. 

"To tell you the truth, I would have preferred not to be purchased," I replied. "I don't like to think of myself as a slave." 

"Technically you are our slave," replied the blonde woman, "but you will find there are some definite advantages to belonging to us." 

"Like what?" I asked. 

"We'll pay you $10 an hour for cleaning and you'll have access to our vast academic resources and expert tutoring. You will get to hang out at the best looking sorority on campus and if you do what we tell you to, I have no doubt that we will make you very happy." 

"That doesn't sound awful despite all the rooms I'm going to have to clean," I said. 

"Most of your cleaning will be in the common areas. A lot of the girls wouldn't want you in their private rooms." 

"Good," I said. 

"Speaking of cleaning? Do you have your own French Maid outfit yet?" 

"Yes," I replied. "Ms. Amy bought me one." 

"One?" The girls all laughed. "Oh honey, you'll need five or six of them." 

"I could do it if I bought one every couple of months, but I don't have that kind of money just sitting around," I said. 

"You?" she replied. "If you're going to be our maid, we'll pick up the tab," she said. 

This wasn't the freedom I wanted, but it might not be so bad. I guess I wouldn't be stuck with some crummy student job washing dishes or anything. I'd be surrounded by attractive girls and maybe a couple of them might not mind a guy in skirts. 

I looked over at Phoebe and she was already wearing a collar and a leash, crawling on the floor and acting like a little puppy. Yeah, it could have been a lot worse. 



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

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

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

It's a story of forced feminization and

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

www.kyliegable.com.
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Payback’s a Bitch and
now so is Jake

Andi and Tess have been best friends as
long as either of them came remember. In
college, Tess fell for a guy named Jake
who ghosted her when Andi and Tes went
on vacation together. It's now six years
later and Andi is introduced to a new
coworker--Jake.

Jake doesn't recognize Andi, but she sure
recognizes him. She promised herself
that if she ever saw him again she would
kick his ass, but now that she’s older,
she’s realized there are many more
effective ways to destroy a man.

Her plan for revenge is wicked and her
target Jake is gullible. She intended to
avenge Andi by making Jake into their
little sissy bitch.
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I'm very excited to announce that | just
launched a new Patreon page. The page
already contains a post just for patrons
with a picture from The Mask of the
Jaguar that was censored by Amazon.
The page will contain original short sto-
ries, audio books, and art as well as early
releases from future books. Please check
it out at www.patreon.com/KylieGable





