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Convention Feminization Part 1

 

The words would forever be seared into Catherine's brain, "You aren't a nerd. You aren't a geek. You are just an attention seeking whore. You think that because you're  female, assuming it's really you in your avatar, that you can get all these comic book fans drooling all over you. That's probably not even you in your avatar. You have no cred and place in the nerd / geek world. You just need to just GO AWAY!" 

She had some people defending her on the forum. That one guy she swapped Monty Python jokes with all the time, stuck up for her geek humor. But for every poster who told Koss that he was being a jerk, another five piled on to drive the "fake nerd bimbo" from the forums for daring to question one of their own. A few even suggested Catherine was really a dude pretending to be a girl for the attention, and that drew taunts and massive trolling as another pack of Rapid Puppies pwned a naive noob. 

Catherine couldn't figure out why in the world anybody would ever pretend to be a nerd much less why a guy would impersonate a female fan?  It had brought her nothing but isolation and loneliness growing up. When her friends were trying to be like Hilary Duff or talking about which boy band member was cuter, she was waiting for the next  Lord of the Rings movie to come out and learning intermediate Japanese by watching anime. 

It didn't take long for her to become an outcast from all the girls who she used to hang out with in fourth and fifth grade. Being a nerd meant she was weird. Most of the guys she hung out with in high school just wanted to spend time with a girl, but they were too shy or lacked the confidence to put a move on her. Sometimes, she'd open up to a guy about her feelings that she was isolated only for him to take her intimate confession as the green light to hit on her. 

Like they tell kids today, it did get better. In college, she met three other nerd girls who had also felt isolated like she was. Lucy, Melody, and Angela were the first real deep friendships she'd had since puberty, and they changed everything. She even met some boys who were interested in talking about which version of D&D they preferred without spending the whole time staring at her chest. 

A couple years ago, a miraculous thing happened. Somehow, geek became chic. Nerd culture was everywhere. 

Sometimes at the game store, she'd run into those other girls who thought she was so strange back in high school. 

Their boyfriends or husbands had dragged them into the shop and they were so thrilled to find a familiar female face to talk to only to have their boyfriend monopolize the conversation by asking Catherine about what books she was reading. 

It was too good to last though. Soon the Sad Puppy and Rabid Puppy-led anti-geek girl backlash began. 

Suddenly, everything felt like one big test to prove that she was worthy to be in a chat room, at a convention, or in game store. Her friends saw the male domination and dismissal of gamer girls, too and they also hated it. 

The two worst offenders were someone who called himself "Koss" and ran a gaming and comics blog and someone known as "Darkside" who had a podcast that reported on all things pop culture. They were the worst kind of bullies. Darkside had gained notoriety doxxing female celebrities--that is, giving out their personal addresses and phone numbers so trolls could track them and make unspeakable threats at them. 

Darkside--through trying to be controversial to get people to listen and subscribe to his podcast--loved shaming female celebrities in geek culture. While Koss seemed to be intent on keeping his hobbies free from corrupting influences like woman. 

Together, these two trolls had made life tough for nerd girls to feel comfortable at conventions or even game and comic shops. Catherine and her friends were undeterred. One of the highlights of the summer for them was taking a vacation to Minneapolis for the American Comic Expo or ACE as it was known. They'd planned to share a room and have a great time: cosplaying, attending panels, shopping for new items and more. 

ACE's name was a misnomer. It had begun in the early 1970s in Rochester, Minnesota as a medium sized comic book convention. Now, it was one of four or five crown jewels on the convention calendar with forty-thousand people from all over the country converging on one convention center to indulge their tastes in comic books, cosplay, gaming, science fiction, pop culture, and Japanese animation. To Catherine, it was like Christmas extended for a whole week. There was so much to do, so much to see, and just so much to take in. 

When the four friends first went to the convention back when they were in college together, they slept in a cheap hotel and ate at a nearby food court. This year, they'd saved up enough and were able to get a high class room in a hotel connected to the convention center, and eat food with actual nutritional value. They were so excited! 

It was Wednesday afternoon, and even though the convention didn't start until Thursday, the con's unofficial start was rapidly becoming Tuesday. There weren't any games, panels, or guests, but there was a lot of catching up with old friends, pickup board games, and parties before the actual convention began. Catherine was excitedly flipping through the convention program as the women walked through the main concourse on their way back from

dinner. 

Catherine was dressed in a black t-shirt from last year's convention and a pair of jeans. She was the clown of the group, and she enjoyed making her friends laugh. At a convention like this one, she was a five-foot-three inch bundle of energy. A bubbly brunette with a very attractive face and an extra ten pounds to lose, she had ample 36D

breasts, and huge emerald eyes. Catherine was just finishing law school, and knew that studying for the bar awaited her when she returned home from vacation. She was determined to have an amazing time. 

Angela was Catherine's best friend, and proof that opposites attract. Her five-foot-ten inch frame towered over the other girls, and with her long blonde hair, she reminded people of a Valkyrie from Norse mythology. She also wore a con shirt from last year, though with an unbuttoned black and white plaid flannel shirt over it. She had fallen in love with medieval combat, and loved duking it out with other con goers using foam swords and shields. After years working as a physical therapist and avid workouts at the gym, her body was toned and athletic. 

Lucy was drawing a lot of admiring attention dressed in her tight red spandex super heroine costume. She had a great body, and was comfortable showing it off. She had worked as a stripper and camera girl, but was beginning to transition into the more mundane 9-5 world as her career as a makeup artist was starting to take off. She stood five-foot-eight and her normally long flowing blonde hair was in a pony tail for the convention. She'd arrived wearing a smart pink top and short black skirt, but her skimpy super hero costume proved she wasn't any less of a nerd than the other girls. 

Melody was a strawberry blonde who always wore glasses. Guys were always attracted to her, clumsily telling her that she looked like a sexy teacher or a librarian. Computers were her thing and she could make them sing. She was well compensated in IT, though she really wanted to design intriguing and challenging computer games. She was 5'7"tall and willowy with amazing legs. 

The girls were happily glancing at the other con goers, exhibits, and... 

Suddenly, their perfect mood was tarnished by a nasty voice yelling: "Hey show us your tits!" It came from the group's left. 

"What the Hell? How did this convention become Mardi Gras?" asked Angela. 

"That's how," sighed Melody pointing at a crowd of people gathered around a little curtained off booth area with a big sign that said, The  Darkside Podcast. 

"So now he's a shock jock or something?" asked Catherine. "I hate shock jocks." 

"Does that actually work? On anybody?" called out Lucy. 

"We're playing a game," explained the man with a microphone. "Answer three trivia questions and win a t-shirt that lets everybody know you actually belong at the con. Miss a question and everybody will know you're just a con slut." 

Catherine couldn't help staring at the little dweeb.  Darkside was a pretty tough sounding moniker for a wimpy little guy who might have weighed 110 pounds soaking wet and whose shirt and pants probably were purchased during the Bush administration when he was in high school. 

"Wow, it's like the worst fraternity at college took over junior high. No thanks," replied Melody. 

"I'd like to ask him some questions, but every one he gets wrong one of us gets to kick him in the balls," said Angela. 

"Now you're talking," agreed Lucy. "I'd love to put him on the spot instead." 




***

 

Later that evening as the other girls sat in Melody and Lucy's hotel room reading the convention program over. Angela and Catherine had an adjoining room, which gave them ample time for camaraderie without having to share one bathroom. Melody was surfing on the laptop when she suddenly let out a disgusted groan that got everybody else's attention. 

"What?!" asked Angela. 

"It's Catherine's old friend Koss. He's at the convention too and he's got another misogynistic rant about the female convention attendees. He's got all these shots of women taken without their permission and then complaining about their flaunting their appearances. He's the one obsessed with them." 

"Let me see," said Catherine reading the laptop over her friend's shoulder. "Hey Lucy, he must have been by where The Darkside was filming because he got you." 

"The bastard," she spat. 

"You want to see?" asked Melody. 

"Not especially. I'm not the one obsessing over my body." 

"Listen to this," complained Catherine. "I am sure there is a game at the convention that we are not privy to

played by the sluts who attend these things. They get points for sucking cock, slutting themselves up for cosplay, flirting with the guys here who still live in their mother's basement, and fucking each other with strap-ons when they have downtime." 

"I am so sick of this shit," said Melody. "The nicest guys I've ever met in my life are the ones who go to these conventions, but there's always that 10% or 20% or whatever it is that are total douche bags." 

"Yeah, but the two worst are Koss and Darkside," agreed Angela. 

"No, they just have the loudest microphones," said Catherine. "If you are willing to skip out on some of the fun we had planned, we could make this a con to remember by doing something about those two." 

"I'm all for that," agreed Angela. 

"I'm in," nodded Lucy. 

"Sounds fun," said Melody. "Let's do it." 

"Great, we need a Raxx costume for Angela," explained Catherine. "I'm going to put you on that Lucy." 

"Not a problem. I know a bunch of the Beta Sector cosplayers and they have a lot to set up, so they've got to be here already." 

"We need one in my size and one for Angela. Melody, you need to find out Koss's actual name and his schedule for tomorrow." 

"On it," said Melody. 

"What about us?" asked Angela. 

"We've got some shopping to do. I wonder if there's an army surplus store that's still open. They should have most of what we need." 




***

 

The convention doors opened at eight in the morning on Thursday. The women put their plan in motion at ten. 

Beta Sector is a very big video game coming from a very successful movie franchise and sadly less than popular television show. The evil Raxx are the alien race that threatened Earth with annihilation and had to be fought by the brave men and women of Beta Sector. 

Other than having two very small horns on their foreheads, they looked like regular humans. The film studio compensated this by casting only very large actors to play them. Casting Angela as a Beta Sector cosplayer was a no-brainer. She was quite imposing in the military uniform of the Raxx Federation, while Catherine was put in fake handcuffs as her human prisoner. 

Every year the Beta Sector cosplayers raised money for charity by running a jail at the convention. You could pay money to have your friend locked away for fifteen minutes or he could pay money himself to be released. 

They'd raise upwards of $10,000 for worthy causes doing this every year. 

If you didn't go along with it, you were considered a real jerk because of where the money went and because for $10 you could leave right away anyway. The cosplayers acting as the Raxx always played it up acting particularly mean and official egged on by the victim's friends. It was actually considered an honor that somebody spent $20 to give you this treatment. 

Angela and Catherine ambushed him right after he finished his morning podcasts. There was a crowd of about twenty people watching when Angela approached him. "Mr. Darkside, I need you to come with me. You have been found accused of grievous crimes against the Raxx Federation." 

"What are the charges?" he asked playing along with the gag in front of his fans that hooted and hollered. 

"Treason, murder, and double parking," replied Angela trying to keep the light-hearted tone going. 

"If you just wanted a date, there are easier ways, you know," joked Darkside as Angela locked him into the leather cuffs that we had purchased the night before. Fortunately, he had no idea how restrained he was now or he would have resisted. It wasn't until they were out of view of all of his fans and friends that he began to get suspicious when they took a left away from where the Beta Sector jail cell was. 

By the time, he said, "Where the Hell are we going?" they were alone in an empty side hall leading to offices. 

He wouldn't have had a chance against the much bigger Angela if he weren't restrained, but without use of his arms, she soon had him ball gagged. Dragging him over towards the elevator Catherine released herself from her unlocked cuffs and grabbed the luggage cart from right where the female bell hop said it would be. 

Angela had no trouble lifting him up on the cart, where Catherine used more leather cuffs to secure him to the rack standing in a spread eagle position. The look of frustration and terror on his face excited Catherine like nothing ever had before. She had to admit that she was actually getting wet seeing him helpless before her. 

It was now relatively easy for the two women to push the cart down the hall as there was no real way for Darkside to resist. The girls hoped that they would make it all the way back to the hotel room unobserved, but a

group of convention goers was waiting to get on the elevator when they got off. 

"Oh wow!  That's awesome. Do you mind if I get a picture?" asked a blonde girl in the crowd. 

"Go for it," said Catherine. 

"What is this?" asked a clearly bemused guy. 

"It's for the Raxx Federation Jail. He's the captured Earth-man and she's the Raxx guard." 

"And who are you?" 

"I'm his girlfriend. You've got to pay to have them do time," I replied. 

"Too funny," said the blonde to her boyfriend. "Maybe I'll have them get you later." 

The entire time Darkside had been thrashing, but now he really pulled at his straps for dear life. Angela was worried somebody would figure out that this was more than just really energetic play acting and cleared their pathway saying, "No talking to prisoner. He is guilty of treason and double parking." 

She wheeled him towards their hotel room. There was no escape in sight for the frightened podcaster. 

By comparison, the capture of Koss was much easier. Conventions rarely have the most secure databases and she was able to hack in once she found out that Koss was really the alias of one Peter Stykorzski from Ann Arbor, Michigan. Even better she found a seminar that he'd be attending the next morning. Lucy and Melody were given the task of capturing Koss. 

The pictures they found of him online weren't the best quality, but one thing was for sure the man had hair. He had a beard that had not been trimmed or groomed in what appeared to be forever and hair that came down the middle of his back. He wasn't a very large guy, but he definitely had a bit of a belly from a diet of caffeinated soda and corn chips. 

"Hey, is this seat taken?" asked Lucy squeezing in next to the slovenly blogger typing away on his laptop. The con had only officially started a couple of hours ago and he already had the dreaded con funk smell. He sat sprawled out in a way that took up the seats on either side of him as well as the chair in front of him. He grunted as Lucy sat down, but she could see him checking her out trying to be subtle peeking out the corner of his eyes. 

Lucy was dressed like a typical con attendee, but she wore a hot pink pair of short shorts and her sandals showed off her perfectly pedicured toes. The tight stop she wore gave no idea that this girl was way out of his league. Koss sighed to himself knowing that he would never be able to be smooth with her, but that her mere presence would distract him from the panel presentation. 

"I'm so excited. This is my first convention," said Lucy with a big smile. 

"Cool," replied Koss unsteadily. 

"My name's Lucy," she positively beamed extending her hand. 

"Peter, but they call me Koss." 

"That's funny. I read this blog by a guy named Koss. It's really great stuff." 

"That's awesome. That's my blog." 

"I love it. I was reading your article about the game for con sluts." 

"Well, you know I didn't mean all the girls at cons. I-I mean there are girls and then there are sluts." 

"Don't sweat it. We totally get it. This is my friend Melody" 

"Hi Koss," waved the redhead. She was pretty hot too he thought not believing his luck. "Your blog is awesome. It's the first thing I read in the morning." 

"I didn't know any girls actually understood what I was talking about. The ones who comment aren't exactly flattering." 

"Well, they sound like con sluts to me," winked Lucy. 

When the convention was over, Koss was overwhelmed by the positive attention he was getting from two very attractive girls. From talking to them, it was clear that they had really read his blog and that was great for his ego. 

"Well it was nice meeting you Koss. I can't wait to tell our friends about meeting you," said Lucy smiling as she got to her feet and prepared to leave. 

"Maybe we'll see you around," added Melody. 

"Probably not with 40,000 people here," sighed Koss. 

"Well come do lunch with us," offered Lucy. 

"I was just going to grab a hotdog." 

"A real lunch will cost you less," pouted Lucy. 

"Well, I suppose it wouldn't hurt." 

"Awesome!" cheered Lucy. "We need to go get our two friends--both cute and both fans--and then we'll get a bite." 

The poor guy never had a chance. He followed the girls up to their hotel room and sure enough Catherine and Angela were waiting in there. If he had listened carefully he might have heard the sounds of Darkside struggling

against the luggage cart, but he had what he considered more important things to worry about. 

"Hey girls," said Melody as she entered the room. "There's somebody we'd like you to meet. This is Koss," 

"Hey Koss," smiled Angela as Lucy kept steering the unsuspecting blogger into the middle of the room. 

"Hi girls," he waved. 

"I'm a big fan of your blog, Koss," said Catherine. 

"Thank you. That's awesome that you read it." 

"Oh, I do more than read it. You know I used to post a bit under the name  Rivertam1811," she cooed. 

"Uh, well," looking around the room he realized that he had made a major miscalculation. The girls had him completely surrounded and seemed to be stepping closer to him. 

"What was that you wrote about me, Koss?  I believe the words you used were fake nerd bimbo." 

"I can explain," he stammered as he backed away from Catherine. Unfortunately, he backed right into Angela who quickly reached her arms around him in a vice like grip. 

"Look at it this way Koss," smirked Catherine. "You're going to have a great story for your blog now." 

"Noo!" Catherine quickly covered his mouth while Angela tightened her grip. Held as he was, he could offer no resistance as Lucy began to strip off his shoes, socks, and pants. 

"What's the matter baby?  I bet you were dreaming of getting naked in bed with me a couple of minutes ago." 

Angela herself ripped off his shirt and brought him over to the room's desk chair that Melody was standing behind with a coil of soft white rope. Angela and Catherine forced him into the chair while Melody attempted to secure him with the clothesline. 

"Oh give me," smirked Lucy. "You do not know how to tie someone up." 

Catherine pinched Koss's nose until he opened up his mouth and then dramatically shoved the sweat socks he had just been wearing inside and then put a pair of pantyhose over his head. She wrapped duct tape several times around his face to hold the hose in place and then wrapped duct tape around the bottom half of his face to hold it all in place. 

She used the legs of the pantyhose to effective blindfold him. She then had an inspiration and took the shirt he had ripped off his head and walked into the next room. Spying the still struggling Darkside, she used the old t-shirt and the duct tape to create a very effective blindfold for the frightened podcaster. 

Lucy and Melody wheeled the desk chair into the other room where Darkside was secured to the luggage rack and the girls closed the door for privacy. 

"Take that bitches," cheered Lucy as she closed the door. The girls were giddy with excitement. 

"Holy shit, we're kidnappers," said Melody. "I'm so scared, but I have such an adrenaline rush right now." 

"We should just leave them tied up in there for the whole con. Maybe they'll actually learn some respect," said Angela. 

"I like it, but I think Catherine's idea is better," replied Lucy. 

"I like it," said Melody, "but will it work? Neither of them looks like much of a girl and I can't see them fooling anybody." 

"That's the beauty of it. If they don't fool anybody, they're the ones humiliated by it." 

"I think I might have a way to make this work," said Lucy. "Actually, it's an idea that I stole from Koss." 

"Go on," said Catherine smiling broadly. 

"Let's make a game of it. Melody and I will take Koss and Angela and Catherine can take Darkside. We'll put them through a bit of a competition," suggested Lucy. "I think that Koss gave us a guideline. Besides, we can start them with cosplay and hide anything too masculine." 

"Great idea," agreed Catherine. "Let's get what we need while Melody does her magic." 

"My cosplay friends always bring way more outfits than they need. I'll see what I can round up. I'm guessing Darkside is a size eight and Koss is a fourteen," said Lucy. 

"What do you want me to do?" asked Angela. 

"I may need you," replied Melody. 

Over the next two hours, Lucy rounded up the sexiest, sluttiest costumes that she could find, while Catherine stopped by the convention center's exhibition hall to set up tomorrow's adventure. Melody had no trouble hacking Koss's blog with his laptop, but getting into Darkside's podcast was much tougher. 

"Angela, this is where I need your help," Said Melody. "I'm not very intimidating. Can you see if you can get Darkside to give up his login information?  I can't get into his show without it." 

"That sounds fun. I don't think it'll be tough to intimidate that little runt." 

"Don't hurt him. Just persuade him." 

Angela confidently walked into the other room. She was a competitor; she liked combat sports for the same reason that she liked volleyball and softball. She wasn't a bully and she had no intention of torturing this nerdy little

geek. Still, he didn't have to know it. She passed by Koss and couldn't resist tousling his hair through the pantyhose. 

He looked in both directions with urgency as if he could see anything, but Angela was already stepping up to Darkside still strapped to his luggage cart prison. 

"What do you weigh? 110?  120?" asked Angela. It was an honest question, but Angela knew there was no way he could really answer with the gag in his mouth. "I bench press about 180." 

Darkside shied away from her and mumbled a panicked plea into his gag. 

"I'm not going to beat you up. I like a challenge and you're no challenge. I could slap you around, but I'm not going to do that either. You're going to tell me what I want to know. The only question is if we're going to do this the easy way or the hard way."  She removed his gag and tersely asked, "Well?" 

"Let me go now bitch," he roared. 

"You're the only bitch here and the sooner you realize it, the easier it'll be for you." 

"I won't tell you shit." 

"We just need your password for you podcast account." 

"Fuck off." 

"Fine, I promised that I wouldn't slap you around, but I didn't say I wouldn't hurt you," she spat unceremoniously pulling down his pants. 

"What the Hell are you doing?" 

"Control yourself; I'm sure it's nothing you're expecting." He couldn't see her, but could hear her walking over towards the room's kitchenette where the small microwave and refrigerator were kept. He waited nervously and shuddered fearfully when he heard the bell go off to announce that whatever was cooking in the microwave was done. 

"It's not so bad," cooed Angela as she applied the hot wax to his upper right thigh. Just the touch made the blindfolded Darkside flinch. She patted down a cloth strip over the wax. 

"Wh--what are you doing?" 

"The trick is to rip it off as fast as you can to make it hurt less." 

"What hurt less?" 

"You're getting waxed, dear." 

"Leave me along you bitch." 

"Oh you don't want to taunt me." She slowly pulled up just the smallest corner of the cloth strip. 

"Yow! What the fuck!" 

"I like to go slow."  He could hear her laughing. 

"After I'm done pulling this one off, the next one goes on your ball sack unless you tell me what I want to know. Your password, please." 

"No, I'm not going to--Ow!" She ripped a little further. 

"Are we having fun yet?  You can make it stop."  Slowly and deliberately she pulled at the cloth covering the wax causing thousands of needles to shoot through his thigh. 

"I'm not giving that up," he swore, but Angela could hear the tremble in his voice and see the beads of sweat on his forehead. In his chair, Koss struggled, trying to figure out what else was going on in the room. She pulled the strip a little further admiring his hairless patch of leg as he writhed in his bonds. "Not much more until I pull this one up and start on your balls." 

"Please, no more." 

"Then tell me what I want. What is the password?" 

"No, I can't. Please."  She ripped the rest of the cloth strip at the same molasses slow rate. 

"Now for the balls." 

"It's T-H-X-1-1-3-8." 

"You're not lying to me?" 

"No, I'm telling the---," Angela stuffed the gag back in his mouth mid-sentence leaving Darkside to whimper and writhe on the luggage rack. 

After logging onto Darkside's podcast account she immediately changed the password. She now had the ability to upload to their blog or podcast and the two prisoners couldn't stop her. Twenty minutes later it was time for the real fun to begin. 




***

 

Koss couldn't see where he was going, but he could feel the chair being wheeled across the carpet and then rolling onto tile. He hated being at the mercy of women who were so clearly his inferiors in his mind. Lucy

unceremoniously removed his pantyhose blindfold and light began to flood back into his eyes. He couldn't use his bound hands to shield them and instead squinted trying to gain his bearings. 

"Did you miss us?" taunted Lucy. His only reply was muffled by the gag. 

"To make a long story short Peter, we have a lot of incriminating pictures of you and can take many worse ones. They would then be posted on your blog. I can pretty much guarantee that you would be the laughing stock of the entire convention and that you would never want to show your face at a comic shop, science fiction movie, or well pretty much anywhere. Please nod if you understand this," said Melody. 

Reluctant, but resigned, Koss nodded. 

"Good," said Melody. "You're going to be humiliated for the next four days. However, you get to choose if this is public humiliation or private humiliation. Lucy is going to take your gag out now and you're going to let us know which one you want. Private is probably going to be a lot better for you, but public will be much more fun for us." 

As soon as the gag was removed Peter began to beg, "Look please, don't do this. I can pay you. I'm really not a bad--" 

A sharp slap from Lucy shut him up. "She asked you public or private" 

"Private. I definitely want it private," he pleaded tears welling in his eyes. 

"Great," cheered Melody. "Private it is. I'll go get the wax." 

"Wax?" 

"Don't worry about Koss. We're just going to groom you a bit starting with that beard. Definitely, not the look you're going for," smirked Lucy. 

In the other room, Darkside found himself being wheeled towards the bathroom, though there was no way to get the big luggage cart inside. He felt so helpless when strapped as he was to the cart. As Catherine went to work cutting off his clothing, Angela pulled off his blindfold. Again he found himself face to face with his biggest nightmare. For years he had claimed that women warriors and superheroes were silly ideas because women lacked the physical size and strength that men did, but he had know doubt, if she wanted to this admittedly beautiful girl could seriously hurt him. 

Through his gag, he groaned, but otherwise brooked no resistance as his body hair was waxed away. Strapped as he was the two women had perfect access to his entire body. At this point, he had no idea who the other man was imprisoned by these she-devils, but he could hear the sounds of a man yelping in pain in the other room. 

Lucy was very skilled with makeup and once the beard was painfully removed by the hot wax she had a very pleasant blank canvas to work with.  Koss must have grown the beard to cover up his delicate features, she thought. 

His beard area was still red from the irritation of the waxing, but by the time she was done braiding his hair, she figured it would be close to normal. Koss had not really maintained his hair, so a shampoo and conditioning was definitely needed before she went hunting for split ends. 

Despite losing his trademark beard, Koss had it pretty good. After the girls finishing removing his body hair, they grabbed a razor and shaving cream and shaved him completely bald. He felt powerless as his hair was removed from his head. 

"Aw relax," soothed Catherine as she took out his gag. "You are going to look great when we're done with you. The wigs will just work better without all of that hair." 

Sure enough, he would be wearing a snow white wig today as Princess Mercura from the  Planetary Academy cartoon. In order to make him look like a Japanese cartoon character, Catherine was going to need to really make his eyes pop. His costume was a cross between Lolita and trashy school girl with a white blouse and tie over a very short plaid skirt, fishnet stockings, and red high heeled boots that came up to her knees. 

"This is illegal you know," warned Darkside. 

"It is," agreed Angela. "However, I'm not telling anybody what happened. Do you want to tell people about this?" 

"No, I guess not," replied Darkside as the gravity of the situation began. 

"Good," beamed Catherine. "Let's get you ready princess." 

"We're going to have to untie you in order to get your costume on," explained Catherine. "You can fight us, but that would probably get Angela very mad. Do you want to see what that looks like?' 

"No," he shook his head. 

"Great, I'm sure you'll look fabulous when I'm done." 

Angela busied herself giving him fake nails, which she then painted bright red. This not only made his hands look sexy, but hid his horrible nail biting habit. 

As soon as she saw Koss naked, Lucy began to have ideas for costuming. He wasn't nearly as fat as she had thought seeing him in his loose fitting clothing. He definitely had a belly, but that could be concealed. 

He was on the larger side for a woman, but a lot of the women at the convention were. She decided the perfect look for him would be to use the Red Sparrow costume that was graciously donated, but a cosplay friend. Super heroines were fun to cosplay and not a bad choice for bigger girl. 

Red Sparrow wore a tight red corset that forced Koss's belly flat up and gave him the appearance of actually having cleavage. She wore small red fingerless gloves and matching bright red nail polish. She had a red leather motorcycle jacket. Red short shorts, red fishnets, and boots with a ridiculously narrow five-inch heel. That impractical fashion sparked controversy among female comic fans. After all, she was supposed to be a world class martial artist, and those shoes would make everything she did exponentially tougher. Lucy smiled to herself at the thought of this clumsy guy trying to look graceful on his heels. The costume's red domino mask would only provide the most limited of anonymity. 

As Angela zipped up his skirt and attached a wide black belt encircling his waist, Darkside couldn't believe how girly his costume was. Even he head to admit his smooth legs looked sexy in the skirt. He felt vulnerable and exposed as he sat on the couch with Angela beside him and waited for the other team to be done with Koss. It wasn't long before he stumbled into the other room nearly falling face first as he tried to balance himself on the precarious heels. The boots actually fit him perfectly, but that didn't make them any easier to walk in. 

Koss was no great beauty and nowhere near Darkside in the looks category, but he did have that faux cleavage caused by the corset and he did have great legs that were accentuated by the heels. 

"Wow! Well somebody sure cleans up nice," laughed Lucy. 

"Considering what you had to work with, that's a very impressive job yourself," said Catherine. Who knew that there was a beauty under that beastly beard?" 

"Why don't you two introduce yourselves to each other?" suggested Lucy. 

"I'm Koss, I do a blog about comics and gaming." 

"I love your blog Koss. I'm Darkside the podcaster," said the skinny little Japanese school girl with a quiver in her voice. 

"I'm a big fan," said Koss meekly. 

"Aw, isn't that sweet?  Our sissies like each other," teased Angela. 

"Hold hands sissies," ordered Lucy. The two crossdressed men stared nervously at each other. 

"Are you deaf? She told you to hold hands. Now do it," commanded Catherine. They obeyed. 

"We should have them kiss," suggested Angela. 

"I don't want them messing up their makeup yet, but soon," promised Lucy. Both boys turned a ghostly pallor at the prospect. 

"It will take me about five minutes to set up. Why don't you give them their scripts," suggested Melody from the doorway to the other room. 

"Good idea." Catherine went over to the desk and retrieved two print outs. She handed them to the two nervous sissies. "These are your scripts, you have a few minutes to learn them. They don't have to be word for word, feel free to make it sound more like something you'd say. However, we will be filming until you get all the points we want you to make." 

"I can't say this stuff," complained Darkside. 

"Yeah, it makes us sound like total bitches," whined Koss. 

"You  are total bitches," snapped Angela. "Now learn your lines." 

"Let's give them an incentive. The first sissy to learn her lines gets three points," suggested Catherine. "We'll explain points to you later, but they're the key to not being exposed." 

"Exposed?" asked a suddenly very attentive Koss. 

"That's right. We're not just doing this for our own fun," said Angela. 

"You can't do this," demanded Darkside. 

"Watch us," smirked Lucy with a stare that was at once playful and menacing. "Now bitches, get reading because we expect good performances and you don't want to start out behind." 

With trembling hands, the two feminized males worked feverishly to learn their lines. There would be no coming back from this. If these crazy girls got them recorded saying this stuff, they could never show themselves in public again. 

"I'm ready," called Melody. 

"So ladies, who is going to be first?" asked Catherine. 

"I-I think I'm ready," stammered Darkside. 

"I like a sissy with confidence," said Angela. "Let's give him a point for taking the initiative." 

"Good idea," agreed Lucy. She reached down to give him a hand up and smirked, "let's go make you a star." 

Melody took possession of Darkside and guided him over to the bed in the other room. She decided to pose

him in the most seductive way she could laying on his stomach with his legs bent at the knees sticking up behind him. She rested his chin on his hands almost like a high school yearbook pose. 

"Hmm, we need to touch up your lipstick." she said retrieving the Pink Bubblegum lipstick from the other room, she applied a healthy coating to his lips and had him lick his licks to give them the wet look. "It's show time." 

Darkside's mouth suddenly felt dry and his voice cracked as he began, "You probably know me as Darkside, but I prefer the name Kayla. I do a podcast about gaming and comics, but what I really love is feeling feminine. If I could, I'd love to do a podcast just about shoes or maybe the cute actors that I like. I've said some horrible things about women on my podcast, but that's just because I really want to be one." 

"That's good," said Melody, but you need to be more seductive and sultry. Try and giggle when you mention cute actors like you're ashamed to admit it and also I think if you spoke breathier, it would help." 

Darkside looked up at her and glared, "Isn't this humiliating enough?" 

"Hey, if you don't want to win, we can just use this. It'll work for me, but if you don't put any effort in, I can pretty much guarantee it'll be blasting on your podcast channel twenty-four seven and you don't even have the password to stop it." 

After another four tries, Melody was convinced that he was now as preciously sissy in his reading as he could be. She had him stand up and model his outfit posing in the most feminine ways that she could think of. She'd use this for B-roll when she edited the video later. She sent for Koss. 

Stumbling into the room, Melody had to help him get his balance and lead him to the bed and had him lounge on one side in a classic cheesecake pose. 

"I'm really nervous," confessed Koss. 

"You'll be fine," assured Melody. "You really need to do a good job though or you're going to wind up very embarrassed I'm afraid." 

"I know," Koss admitted, "but I freeze up like this. I'm better writing, you know?" 

"I get what you're saying. I think I'm the same way. I'll tell you what. After you're done, I'll show you how to handle those shoes. I had a job when I was in college, that I had to wear heels for everyday. I can walk very gracefully in them, and I can show you how to do the same thing." 

"That'd be a big help." 

"Okay, no reason to procrastinate. You have some lines to give. Have fun with it." 

"I'm giving you blackmail to ruin me. How can I have fun with it?" Koss whined. 

"I can ruin you already. Don't think about that. Just be an actor doing a part." 

Grunting with self-loathing and humiliation, he gulped and launched into the script:

"Hi, my name is Koss, but you can call me Amber. I love my girly name almost as much as I love my girly time. This costume is the real me. I like to think of myself as a super heroine, but I also just like wearing sexy clothes. I sometimes call girls sluts, but that's because I'm a jealous slut myself. I crave hard cock and I'm not ashamed to say it." 



Melody tapped her chin thoughtfully, "That's not bad, but you forgot to say you have a blog. Also, why not bring your hand up to your mouth and stick your cheek out with your tongue like you're giving a blowjob when you talk about craving hard cock?" 

It took Koss one more time to have things completed to Melody's satisfaction. She kept her word and gave him a quick five minute tutorial on high heels so that he could at least walk to the next room without twisting his ankle. 

The guys were mortified as the women watched their performances on the hotel television. They cringed in their seats, because Angela had made Darkside sit on Koss's lap as their captors laughed, pointed, and taunted the feminized fans about their videos. 

After a brief deliberation, Catherine stood up and addressed the boys. "You both did excellent in your videos and you are to be commended. Of course, that means we also have enough to really make your life a living Hell. I guess it's kind of a double edged sword. Kayla got the bonus points for going first and we decided Amber gave the best read. That means that the score is now five to three in favor of Amber." 

"What points?" asked Kayla. 

"Well, remember you said that  con sluts play their own game at conventions?  What are you two now other than con sluts?  We decided to create a game based on Amber's blog posting. The winner survives and the loser is exposed for the closet cock sucking sissy he is." 

"You can't be serious. We won't do it!" roared Kayla. 

"You don't believe that any more than we do," said Lucy laughing right in his face. 

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

"Well, you're the one who made the blog post. Remember you said con girls  slut themselves up for cosplay. 

Well, I imagine your costumes would qualify," taunted Catherine. Amber looked down at his red fishnet covered legs in shame. 

"Your coaches will help get you ready for the next two hours. After that, you'll go down to the exhibit hall and get as many fans to snap pictures of you as you can. The winner will be the one with the most pictures and  she will get ten points." 

"What about my podcast?" asked Kayla. 

"Do you really want to do it looking like that?" snickered Melody. 

"I know you post the video everyday. This may get you your most hits yet," joked Angela. 
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With only two hours to prepare their sissies for the exhibit hall, the four young women knew they had to work quickly.  Lucy knew from her own cosplay experience that this would require a very special set of skills.  The sissies wouldn't need to pass for very long or have any complex conversations.  She needed to get Kayla flirtatious enough to attract attention, teach him a few sexy and feminine poses, and then work with him on how to quickly break off contact with his public. 

As important as attracting attention would be for Kayla in his Red Sparrow costume, Melody was working on exactly the opposite problem.  The way he walked in those ridiculous stiletto heeled boots would get him all the wrong kind of attention and possibly a twisted ankle if he walked into the crowded exhibit hall in that same clumsy manner. 

"I really am trying," complained Kayla defensively. "These things are ridiculous." 

"She's supposed to be a trained martial artist too," agreed Lucy. "Have you seen some of the flying kicks and acrobatic moves they have her do in the comic wearing those same boots, you'd break your neck." 

"Forget kicks, I'd just like to get him to the point of not falling over when he walks," said Melody. 

"He'll get it, but we need to teach him how to flirt and how to pose too, you know," reminded Lucy. 

"Is this really all necessary?" he questioned. 

"That depends," replied Lucy. 

"On what?" he asked. 

"How do you feel about people asking  who is that guy dressed up like Red Sparrow?  Then of course when they see the pictures all over your blog, that'll be fun," replied Lucy. 

"Angela and Catherine will probably insist in tying you up dressed like that or worse in a very public place for people to see you, like right outside the doors of a big panel on the comics industry about to get let out," added Melody. 

"Fine, you've made your point.  I'll do my best." 

"That's your choice, you sexy crime fighter you," teased Lucy. 



Amber stared across the room at his competition mocking, "He can't even walk in those shoes.  This should be easy." 

"You think?" asked Catherine. 

"Yeah, he's too big for this too," he added. 

"I'm taller than he is," said Angela. 

"He's also thick," replied Amber. 

"Oh he doesn't have your figure," teased Catherine. "That's what you mean." 

"Well he doesn't." 

"Be proud of your assets," joked Angela. 

"He's got something else you don't have," said Catherine. "He doesn't have much of a personality, but people don't instantly hate him at first sight like they do with you." 

"People don't hate me," corrected Amber. 

"Yeah, pretty much.  He's a misogynist who needs to learn that women aren't his inferiors.  You're an asshole who needs to learn that all people aren't your inferiors," added Angela. 

"Oh he will," agreed Catherine, "but now, it's posing practice time." 




***

 

The walk down to the exhibit hall was eventful.  Even though Catherine and Angela had been sure to remind Amber just how much they had on him before they began walking down to the exhibit hall, the trip was punctuated by Angela having to grab him on two different occasions before he did something stupid like making a break for it. 

The second time, Angela had only been able to catch up to him because of the heels he was wearing.  He was much more graceful than Kayla, but in his heels he still couldn't outrun an athletic girl like Angela who was wearing gym shoes.  She quickly grabbed him in a full nelson.  Amber tried to break free, but it was useless.  Still, the only thing that stopped his struggle was looking in Catherine's eyes.  He could see that she had no intention of just giving up and letting him go unscathed.  If he didn't win this stupid contest, she would ruin him.  He took a deep breath and agreed to cooperate. 

"Alright ladies," announced Lucy who was dressed as a certain sword-wielding bride from a couple of very

successful Hollywood action movies. "We're going to keep our distance and watch you strut your stuff.  We'll keep track of how many pictures you're posing for. You just have to pose for them and charm these nerds." 

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

"It's no use man.  They're heartless bitches.  Let's just get this over with," replied Amber.  He was clearly disgusted, but immediately switched to full Princess Mercura mode. He set his eyes on a group of five guys who were snapping pictures of a woman dressed as a sexy vampire from some television show he never watched. 

"Hey, it's Princess Mercura!" called out one of the guys in the group. 

"Nice costume," said his taller friend. 

"Thanks boys, would like a picture?" asked Amber.  His voice wasn't exactly a dead giveaway, but it didn't really match his face.  Catherine thought she saw a confused look on one of the guys, but soon Mercura was posing and four of the five boys had taken a picture. 

"God, he's a fricking natural at this," admired Angela. 

He was soon off like a bullet heading for the next group of convention goers with cameras, leaving Angela and Catherine to sprint after him. 

"Well, it looks like you have your work cut out for you," said Melody. 

"I'm not outgoing like that, even when I'm dressed in my own clothes.  I never have been," moped Kayla. 

"This is going to be really tough for you, if you don't learn how to be aggressive like the competition," sighed Melody. 

"It's all about costuming," said Lucy thinking aloud to nobody in particular.  Turning to Kayla, she continued, 

"it's like your long hair and beard." 

"You shaved the beard off, besides I'm just lazy.  It wasn't a statement." 

"No, it was armor," corrected Lucy. 

"Armor?" asked Melody. 

"Yeah, I think our friend Kayla here just wore his hair that way to keep people from getting to close to him. It was the armor he could hide behind. That way he could be the arrogant prick we came to despise online because again he was protected by distance." 

"Maybe there's something to that," agreed Kayla. 

"Of course there is.  I've done some adult film work.  It's nothing I'm ashamed of, but bearing all on camera isn't easy.  I have to lose myself into my character so I don't get all self-conscious. That's what you need to do. 

Remember, you're not the one going out there, it's The Red Sparrow.  Get into the character and this will be a lot easier," suggested Lucy. 

Melody gave Kayla a reassuring pat on the back before pushing him gently forward.  As luck would have it, a man and a woman who were obviously together made a beeline for him. 

"Hey, do you mind posing for a picture with me?" asked the guy. 

"You'll have to excuse us," apologized the woman. "He sees a cute girl in a sexy costume and his eyes get all big.  Would you mind though?" 

"It's not about what I want.  It's about what this city needs and this city needs somebody to watch over it.  I'll chase away the bogeyman.  I'll be vigilant so the city can sleep, but I don't expect gratitude. I'll be the dirty little secret that people only mention in hushed voices.  I can handle that," said Kayla with his hands on his hips and a husky feminine voice the girls had never heard come out of him before. 

"Oh my God!  That's from the video game, Bethany," exclaimed the guy to the woman taking out her camera. 

"That was amazing!" 

They posed like Red Sparrow was beating up the guy for stealing the woman's purse.  It was total cheese, but in the end the couple was thrilled with the picture.  The woman showed Kayla her phone. 

"You know, he just might do it," said Lucy. 

"Only problem is Amber got four pictures in the time it took him to get one and is up to eight or nine now." 

There seemed to be a definite difference in the people who wanted pictures with them.  Kayla had the better costume and his play acting always entertained the fans who approached, but those who just wanted to get pictures of a hot girl in a sexy little outfit, would immediately find Amber.  The poses were different too, with Kayla trying to look like a powerful martial artist and superheroine, while Angela and Catherine couldn't help, but giggle at the classic cheesecake photos that Amber posed for. 

Though Amber seemed to lack all shame, Kayla was only able to avoid the embarrassment of the situation by convincing himself that he was a kick ass crime fighter.  He did an admirable job, but Amber was really good at this.  At the end of three exhausting hours, Amber had posed for forty-six pictures and Kayla had only been asked to pose for twenty-eight. Even Lucy and Melody had to admit that forty-six was an amazing number for even an experienced cosplayer and truly remarkable for a novice.  The girls led the exhausted boys back up to the adjoining

hotel rooms. 

"God, my feet are killing me," complained Kayla.  "Those shoes are torture." 

"If it makes you feel any better, you did a great job walking in them," complimented Melody. 

"I just want to get them off and rest my poor toes." 

"You can for awhile," said Lucy.  "We don't have anything else planned for you for a couple of hours." 

"What do you have planned?" asked Amber. 

"You'll see," said Melody. 

"Well, I think this has gone far enough.  We were good sports and we posed for pictures for three fucking hours.  What more do you want from us?" complained Amber. 

"I think you better watch those demands there, Princess," said Angela in her most imposing tone. 

"No, he's got a point," said Catherine. "Do you want some free time Amber...I mean Princess Mecura?" 

"Yeah, that'd be a start," snapped the feminized podcaster. 

"Kayla, do you remember what you said con sluts do in their free time?" asked Catherine. 

"Uhm...fuck each other, I think," mumbled Kayla under his breath. 

"Could you repeat that?" asked Catherine. "I couldn't hear you." 

"I said they fuck each other with strapons," repeated Kayla louder now. 

"Alright, free time it is," cheered Angela. 

"No-no, please," begged Amber suddenly much more frightened than the girls had seen him since his initial kidnapping. 

"Well," said Catherine. "We'll just call free time  Plan B.  Now, our first choice is to give you some time to rest up and then take you to a party, but we can arrange many other things if you push it." 

"Fine," nodded Amber.  The boys were let into the hotel room and plopped themselves down on the couch, relieved to be able to finally sit down. 

"Should I tie them up?" asked Angela. 

"No need," replied Catherine. "With everything we have on them and dressed like that, I don't think they'll risk it." 

"Rest up little princesses, you have a big night ahead of you," teased Lucy as she closed the door connecting the rooms.  The two feminized men couldn't help feeling sorry for themselves.  This convention was the highlight of their social year.  Back home, things like running one of the top gaming podcasts or comic blogs didn't really come with much status attached.  At the convention, they felt not only accepted by friends, but adored by a public.  People would actually compliment them to their face and that was a much greater feeling than even the frequent positive posts on the forums they managed.  Amber tried to find something to watch on television, but soon both of the boys had collapsed asleep. 

In the other room the girls were giggling as they relived and shared some of their favorite moments from the afternoon's competition. 

"I swear, Amber was in full diva mode," joked Angela.  "He actually figured out his better side and if people wanted his picture that was the side they were damn well getting." 

"My god, his posing was amazing," said Lucy. "It takes girls months to get that stuff down." 

"Well I guess, he was a natural," said Catherine.  "Kayla is going to have a hard time catching him.  By my count it's ten to three now in favor of Amber." 

"I actually don't hate Kayla as much as I thought I would," confessed Melody. 

"I know, he's more insecure than anything.  I think that's what his whole Koss persona on his blog was all about.  He's just a troll," agreed Catherine. 

"Yeah," said Angela, "Amber is the real misogynist asshole. I really hope tomorrow thoroughly embarrasses him." 

"I would count on it," said Catherine. 




***

 

The guys were sound asleep when the girls entered the hotel room to tell them it was time to get ready. 

"Wh-where are we going now?" asked Amber still half asleep. 

"We have a party to go to," said a very chipper Melody. "Also, you snore like a banshee.  You might want to get that checked out." 

"Look, we can't go out to a party dressed like this," insisted Kayla. 

"Of course not, that's a costume," said Lucky rolling her eyes.  "You're going to The Geek Chic Gala." 

"What? That fancy party?" asked Kayla

"Oh, you've heard of it," replied Catherine. "That's great.  Now let's get you ready for it." 

Kayla and Amber were very reluctant about another public showing, but they figured that there were a lot less people they knew at a fancy party than walking around the exhibit hall.  Again, Lucy had seemed to acquire the perfect outfits for each of them.  For Kayla she had a dress that was a print of old comic book panels.  It would probably look a bit garish at most occasions, but at the convention it was the ultimate in high fashion.  The dress only came about an inch above Kayla's knees and while Kayla didn't have Amber's slim build, she did have well-toned athletic looking legs, which appeared quite sexy in the three-inch black pumps that accompanied the dress. 

Kayla visibly winced as he stepped into his shoes.  His feet were still sore from the morning and this wasn't going to help at all. Melody gave a sympathetic look, but was unable to do anything else to relieve his discomfort. 

Amber was given a lemon yellow mini-dress that belonged to Lucy.  It was a simple dress, but the accessories perfectly fit the theme.  Melody had found a dress and heels that were designed to look pixilated like an old 1980s video game.  Amber looked like some wealthy tech entrepreneur's sophisticated girlfriend who was slumming with the nerds and wearing the geeky accessories to show that she was making an effort. 

"Don't you two look sweet?" asked Angela rhetorically. 

"Okay ladies, listen up," commanded Catherine. "Tonight, won't count for points, but it is still very important that you be on your best sweet simpering sissy behavior." 

"Yeah," affirmed Angela. "You do not want to disappoint us." 

"This is true," said Catherine, "but even more important, you had better impress the other women at the party." 

"Why?" asked Amber nervously. 

"Yeah, who do we need to impress, now?" added Kayla. 

"You'll see," said Lucy. "For now, I know you know how to behave so do a good job and things will go well for you. Embarrass us or act like a little bitch and you'll regret it.  That's really all you need to know, right?" 

Amber reluctantly agreed while Kayla sighed and shook his head saying, "You girls are insane." 

The girls spent the next couple of minutes preening and getting themselves ready.  Both Amber and Kayla were a bit amazed at just how attractive the girls were when they put some work into it.  They looked good already in their convention t-shirts and jeans.  Lucy had even donned a very sexy costume, but other than ensnaring Amber the girls had been dressed down for virtually the entire convention. 

The gaggle of girlish glamour exited into the hallway. Any passerby would have been hard pressed to notice that any of these attractive young women were actually men. However, the dour looks on the faces of two of the beauties who looked as if somebody should be walking ahead of them yelling out  dead men walking! contrasted with their gregariously joyful friends. 

The party itself was held at the bar on the top floor.  It was glamorous if price was the main way you identified glamour.  The hotel bar called  Expressions!  a was sleek and modern boutique where a martini would set you back $16.50.  Amber was in shock.  He usually spent the convention eating hot dogs and drinking  Mountain Dew from the convention food service. 

The dimly lit bar was crowded, but not overly stuffed as they all piled inside.  Lucy strode up to the bar and soon everybody had drinks.  She had a way with bartenders and other people in the service industry.  She was sexy and beautiful, but she also had a way of making the people who waited on her feel noticed and appreciated.  They never could do enough for her and gladly went out of their way to provide her with service that much bigger tippers would be envious of.  Catherine greatly admired this quality in her friend. 

After a few gulps of very potent rum and Coke, the women guided Amber and Kayla to a dark corner at the back of the bar, where a very attractive blonde in her early thirties sat on a love seat across from two women in their early twenties who had to be models.  Something was familiar about them, but Amber couldn't put his finger on it. 

He didn't normally like short hair on woman, but the blonde woman was a goddess.  The two models across from her in sexy mini-dresses were even more alluring if that was possible.  One of the models was a brunette with long black hair braided behind her.  She was introduced as Regina.  The other girl was an African-American with piercing brown eyes named Caprice. 

"Hi Janice, this is Amber," said Catherine to the blonde." 

"Hi Amber," said the blonde without really even looking up. "Did you have any luck with that other matter you told me about?" 

"Yes," giggled Catherine. "Amber is what we were talking about." 

"No way!" exclaimed Janice in disbelief. "How did you--" 

"I have some very persuasive friends," beamed Catherine in the direction of her entourage. 

Janice got to her feet and circled around him almost salivating as if she was sizing up a prime cut of meat.  She ran the back of her hand up his stockinged thigh to check out the smoothness of his legs and squeezed his bra cups to examine how his bra was stuffed.  Amber still unsure of who the woman was obeyed her commands, but only in the

most reluctant way. 

"Who are you?" he finally asked in exasperation. 

"I'm Janice Fahey," she replied. 

"Wait, are you the Janice Fahey who created Elfbridge?" asked Amber

"That's her," said Catherine beaming with pride. "Do you remember what you said about Elfbridge?" 

"No, I don't think so," lied Amber. 

"You called it silly little comic books for silly little girls.  Finally, they've invented something more humiliating to have to buy for your girlfriend than the tampon," said Janice causing Amber to blush furiously. 

"I'm sorry," said Amber. "I was probably too harsh and trying to be funny." 

"Your review cost me about thirty-percent of my male readership and about $400 dollars per issue I figure." 

"I don't know what to say," replied Amber. 

"I think I do," chirped Janice. "Caprice, Regina, meet your new co-worker." 

"Oh, so this is the third model," said Regina. 

"I think we're going to have a good time," laughed Caprice. 

"There is no way I am going to let you make me a booth babe," complained Kayla. "I am not going to hawk some stupid little comics so fan boys who have never seen a real woman up close can gape at my fake tits." 

"Oh we would never dream of having an important podcaster like you selling comics," replied Lucy. 

"Podcaster?  You weren't kidding about getting Koss too," cheered Janice. "I love it." 

"No!  I won't," bellowed Kayla. "Fuck this shit.  I will sue every one of you." 

Angelica moved in menacingly on Kayla, but Caprice just waved her off and calmly approached the frightened podcaster.  She effortlessly reached for the base of his neck near the top of his right shoulder with her left hand.  The movement didn't seem violent enough for him to intervene, but as soon as she squeezed his muscles began to spasm causing tremendous physical pain to shoot through his entire body.  She placed her right hand over his mouth to prevent him from yelling.  The pain forced him down to one knee and Caprice simply crouched down with him. 

"I strongly suggest that you listen to these women and cause them no further problems.  I would rather enjoy my evening and not intervene in your affairs, do you understand?" 

As beads of sweat began to roll down his forehead he shook his head pleading for release with his eyes. 

Caprice finally withdrew her hold. "I don't think he'll give you anymore trouble." 

"Come along Kayla.  It's time to meet your boss," ordered Melody barely able to contain her laughter as she and Lucy led Kayla over to a large corner table.  Sitting at the table were three women's who could best be described as Amazons.  They were statuesque beauties who would have towered over poor frightened Kayla even without the stylish heels on their feet.  Sitting with them were a brunette with retro cat's eye glasses and a redhead who was rather cute in a nerdy kind of way. 

"Did anybody order a booth babe?" asked Lucy as she presented Kayla for their amusement. 

"Well I'll be," said the redhead, "I didn't see this coming." 

"He's gorgeous, Kathy," interrupted the brunette. 

"Is he bringing out your inner lesbian, Samantha?" chuckled Kathy. 

"Well, I don't think he'll have any trouble selling video games to horny gamers, I'll say that," replied Samantha. 

"Video games?" asked Kayla. 

"Yep,  Amazons of the New Age," smiled Samantha.  "I seem to remember you panning it pretty regularly when it came out." 

"It was a ridiculous concept," stated Kayla. "Who makes a swords and sorcery MMO with an emphasis on cooperation and problem solving?" 

"I do," replied Kathy defensively. "Do us a favor and give us a twirl." 

"What?" he asked insulted. 

"You heard me," said Kathy.  "I want to see the goods.  We have standards for our booth models." 

Kayla was insulted, but a cross look from Lucy convinced him to cooperate. 

"I think you've got the job, princess," said Samantha.  "You'll need to meet us bright and early.  We already gave your outfit to Lucy." 

For the next couple of hours the girls mingled while the Kayla and Amber stayed close to the bar and tried to avoid making eye contact.  They defkected a couple of clumsy attempts to hit on them as they tried to drink away their troubles.  Then an odd thing happened.  Amber got up and walked over to the women from  Elfbridge Comics. 

At first the girls assumed that he was trying to beg his way out of working the booth tomorrow, but before he left the bar, he had a large bag full of comics under his arm. 



***



The next day, the girls again had the guys up bright and early.  The exhibit hall didn't open until 10:00, but each of their charges had a costume that would require a lot of work if they were going to look natural. 

Lucy helped Amber into a short emerald green tunic designed to make her look like a forest elf.  In addition to the top were dark green tights and brown high-heeled boots.  After braiding her hair, Melody applied the crowning touch--a pair of pointy elf ears. 

Angela couldn't help chuckling to herself.  One of her pet peeves about the fantasy art, book covers, and character sketches that filled the exhibition hall was that men rushing into fierce combat were dressed in full plate armor, while the women were often depicted in chain mail bikinis and stiletto-heeled boots.  Things had been changing very slowly in the last decade or so, but now Kayla would be a scantily clad booth babe and those stiletto heels were on the other foot. 

Truthfully, Kayla's costume was far more modest than some of the worst excesses that Angela had seen. 

 Amazons of the New Age was designed and developed largely by women who had tried to create a world free from the misogyny that existed in the worst corners of even the best MMOs.  Still, Angela had no doubt that Kayla's red leather armor would be very risqu é by  Amazons of the New Age standards. 

"This is insane.  I can't wear this," complained Kayla as he coated himself with talcum powder to help the girls slide the leather outfit up his torso.  The bare midriff especially seemed to vex him.  It just didn't feel right.  When Lucy and Melody saw the job that Angela and Catherine did with Kayla they couldn't help, but applaud.  He really had a talent for looking passable, but this was going to take all of his effort to pull off.  He would certainly have all the male eyes in the hall on him, 

"I don't suppose I need to remind you that disobeying your bosses today could be very bad for you," said Catherine. 

"And not just because of that Caprice. I like her," interjected Angela eliciting a glare from Kayla. 

"She's a bad ass," agreed Amber more from awe than fear. 

"Kayla is leading ten to three so far.  If she wins this competition, it will be impossible for Amber to catch up to her," announced Melody. 

"Right," agreed Catherine, "so this competition is going to be fierce." 

"We're going to be booth models, right?" asked Kayla. "I think it's pretty clear who the better looking booth babe is." 

"This isn't about looks, Kayla.  If it was you'd have a chance," taunted Lucy. "This is about selling product. 

Do you really think you can do that?" 

"Piece of cake," snapped Kayla. 

"I don't want to whine, but if I'm selling $3 comics and he's selling $50 video games, I don't have a chance," 

complained Amber. 

"You're right, Amber," agreed Melody. "That's why we're going by how much you increase their sales over yesterday.  That way it'll be fair to both of you. 

Catherine held the door as everybody walked into the hallway.  She couldn't help, but think it felt like they were going on some kind of epic journey.  Having the Amazon Warrior and the Elfin Princess in their party probably did a lot to create that atmosphere, but Catherine had a feeling that something big was coming even if she didn't quite know what it was. 




***

 

Catherine and Angela cheered loudly with a dozen other convention goers as one of the other models used her quarter staff to trip up Kayla and send him sprawling onto his back below.  She placed the end of the foam weapon to his neck to signal her dominance over him.  The skin of Kayla's bare midriff was nearly as red as the rest of her armor. 

"Hey Catherine," called out Samantha from the party. 

"Hey Sam, how is your new model working out?" 

"She's doing alright now that we found out how to use her, but her sales technique was pretty bad.  She couldn't hide her own distaste for what we're doing here." 

"I'm so sorry," replied Angela. "The last thing we wanted to do was to cost you business." 

"Nonsense," responded Samantha. "Any business loss would be for an exceptional cause.  Besides, we figured out how to use her." 

"Yeah, you said that," replied Catherine.  "What does that mean?" 

"In order to attract attention, the booth models sometimes break off into pairs to spar with foam replica weapons. A couple of them are really good and it always draws a crowd," explained Samantha. 

"We saw," said Angela laughing. "Our girl got creamed." 



"Well, Kayla had made the mistake of criticizing the other models and giving them pointers from the sideline with his vast knowledge of combat techniques," said Samantha.  "The other models were glad to let him show them what they were supposedly doing wrong and then they took turns smacking him around all day." 

"And he kept coming back for more because no woman could best him, right?" asked Catherine. 

"You've got him pegged," smiled Samantha. 

"Not yet, but soon," grinned Angela. 

"Anyway, we're up about six percent from yesterday despite a very slow morning when we had him talking to customers.  I think he's going to really need a good soak when you get him back to the hotel room." 




***

 

"I like Princess Genny the best because she wears the coolest clothes and she says such funny lines," said a young adolescent girl looking adorable in her elf getup. 

"Princess Genevieve is great, but my favorite is Princess Peregrine.  She stopped the trolls all by herself and she's always willing to help her friends out of a jam," replied Amber.  The girl looked up awestruck. She hadn't found anybody in her sixth grade classroom that cared about comic books the way she did, especially  Elfbridge.  To have what appeared to be an adult female who liked them just as much as she did was inspirational. 

Lucy and Melody stared on in amazement.  This didn't seem like the bad boy of the Internet who chased away female readers of his blog with misogynistic glee nor did it seem to be the arrogant prick that Lucy had first seduced at the convention. 

"I know," said Melody as if reading her mind. "This one has layers." 

"Is he actually selling anything though?" questioned Melody. "I mean that's a child." 

"I'll say she is," said Janice who was restocking some of the shelves within earshot of the girls. "She's been my best girl today and I know that sounds weird.  We're up at least twenty percent, but I haven't been able to slow down enough to count.  She's personable and enthusiastic.  Are you sure this is Koss?" 

"Yeah, who would have thought it?" asked Lucy. 

"I'll tell you something else; guys can get a bit intimidated by Caprice and Regina.  They're gorgeous and sometimes that clams guys right up, but Amber seems more attainable and that makes her more approachable.  I may have to rethink how I hire models for these shows," sight Janice. 

"Well, unless Kayla is having an amazing day selling video games, I think it's safe to say that Team Amber is still alive in this competition," said Lucy. 

"Hey, I know this is a competition, but I've got her until closing, right?" asked Janice.  "I can really use the sales," 

"Don't worry," replied Melody staring at Amber as a couple of college girls asked him questions about back issues and Amber replied as if he'd been reading the comic book his whole life. 

"We need to talk to the others.  I'm going to be very unhappy if Amber loses this competition when she's done everything we told her to and then some," said Lucy. 

"Agreed," nodded Melody




***

 

It is still amazing what kind of reaction you can get when you spread word among the female convention community that you are punishing the most sexist blogger and misogynistic podcaster and you need someone to watch them for a couple of hours. Caprice even volunteered to do it herself, but the girls agreed on an anime group from a local university. 

The important thing was their assistance would let the girls sit down for a nice meal to talk things out.  They stopped at a local microbrew near the convention center known for its food including actual salads and vegetables. 

"The reason Melody and I wanted this sit down is because we don't feel right punishing Amber to the extent we discussed earlier.  She's done everything we asked her to do, but she's going to lose because Kayla has more to work with," complained Lucy. 

"It's ten to eight now," replied Angela. "Your team still has a chance." 

"That's great, but it's not this stupid contest I care about.  I just don't want to completely fuck over Amber," 

said Lucy. 

"How do you feel about it Melody?" asked Catherine. 

"He may just be playing us, but I don't know.  Even if he is, then he's done everything we told him to do and then some.  Do we really have to punish him that severely?" asked Melody. 

"Hell yeah," said Angela. "Don't forget that he's the one who made the rules were playing by." 

"So, what is next on the list?" asked Lucy. 

"Well, the blog that I printed out suggested that women who attend comic conventions get points for  sucking cock, slutting themselves up for cosplay, flirting with the guys here who still live in their mother's basement, and fucking each other with strap-ons when they have downtime.  That is pretty extreme," said Catherine reading off the printout. 

"Well obviously, they have done the cosplay and then flirting with guys," checked off Melody. "That leaves the strap-ons and sucking cock.  I think we have both of those covered for tomorrow, but they will be pretty exposed whether they win or not." 

"I have a few ideas on how we can make this better for the winner, but it's going to be humiliating either way. 

If it makes you feel any better, we're both kind of rooting for Amber too," said Catherine. 

Meanwhile back in the hotel room, Amber and Kayla had been placed in the most humiliating anime outfits that the club could find.  They were tutored on giggling while hiding their mouths with their hand and coached on how to make the kind of enthusiastic expressions that would put even a seasoned anime starlet to shame.  The boys complied patiently, but when the girls began to get a little tipsy on the beer and sake that they had brought with them, their orders also got a lot naughtier. The boys were dressed in the perfect Lolita style and making out with each other on the bed for the club's amusement when Catherine opened the door to the adjoining rooms. 

"Will you look at that? What sweet little sissies!" exclaimed Catherine as she walked into the room.  As the others followed behind her, they couldn't help, but laugh at the sight, even Melody who had been so protective of Amber up to this point giggled uncontrollably. 

"Thanks so much for babysitting, girls. They didn't give you any trouble did they?" asked Lucy. 

"Not at all.  They weren't too thrilled about kissing, but we showed them the light and they cooperated," said one of the anime club members. 

"I'm sure they did," smiled Angela




***

 

"You're going today, Amber.  There's no way around it," said Lucy. "If you do a good job though, it'll go so much easier for you." 

"Wh-what do I have to do?" asked Amber nervously.  Lucy and Melody had never spoke this bluntly to him before, but since they woke him up this morning, they had been acting differently. 

"Do you remember claiming that sluts at conventions get points for giving blow jobs?" asked Melody. 

"Yeah," he nodded glumly. 

"Something along those lines," replied Lucy. "You need to learn to be the best cock sucker you possibly can by tonight or you're going to lose and if you lose, you're going to get exposed." 

"We don't want that to happen," assured Melody, "but you're trailing now and everything depends on tonight for you." 

"So what do I have to do to win?" asked Amber. 

"Funny you should ask," said Lucy pulling out a flesh colored dildo and a tube of bright red lipstick from her bag. "Let's get started." 

"  I dn't know bt dis," mumbled Amber as Lucy quickly applied the ruby lipstick to his lips. 

"It's your choice Amber," said Melody sympathetically, "but just understand we want you to win and we're doing everything we can to help you." 

"You could just call this whole thing off, you know." 

"Oh we know," said Lucy, "but what fun would that be?" 

"Besides, after what you wrote, you do kind of deserve this," agreed Melody as Lucy put down the lipstick and held the dildo up to his mouth. 

"I'm not saying this to embarrass you, but I'm guessing you don't have a whole lot of experience getting blow jobs.  That sort of complicates things so do exactly what we tell you to do," instructed Lucy. "Begin by just running your tongue underneath the dildo." 

"Mmm, just like ice cream," advised Melody. 

"Oh behave," joked Lucy. "It's not like you've got much more experience than he does." 

As Amber got the hang of it, the girls smiled to each other and nodded in agreement. 

"Okay, you're doing great.  Now, take it into your mouth gently and just play with the tip," coached Lucy. 

"Take it now." 

Outwardly Amber complied.  The girls would never let him out of this completely, but having allies sure beat having enemies and if this helped save him from exposure, that would be great.  Inwardly, however, Amber was so humiliated.  The girls were right.  His lack of experience with women probably led to some of the more anti-female rants on his blog.  He dreamed of having girls like Lucy and Melody attracted to him sexually, but instead he was sucking a fake cock in front of them. 

"Do you think you can deep throat?" asked Melody. 

"I think that may be a bit advanced for him," said Lucy. 

"It would probably win the competition right then and there," said Melody. 

"I don't know, I can try relaxing my throat muscles, I guess," agreed Amber. 

"Okay, give it a try.  You can do this," assured Lucy. 




***

 

Angela ducked out of the way from the dildo that Kayla had just thrown in the direction of her head.  "Fuck you both, I'm not putting that disgusting thing in my mouth!" he barked. 

"Fine, we don't give a fuck if you do or you don't," replied Catherine. "It's your final competition tonight and your only chance to avoid being exposed is to win." 

"You go too far.  Leave me alone. If I have to do this tonight, I'll do it then." 

"You'll damn well do it now if we tell you too," bellowed Angela. 

"No, don't force him," suggested Catherine. "He's either a natural at cock sucking or thinks he can pick it up on the fly.  I guess we'll find out tonight. 




***

 

It's not easy to get a group of ten people to be perfectly quiet, let alone one hundred, but the 300 plus convention attendees at the Nerd Girl Forum managed to pull just that trick off.  Moments earlier, Catherine had come to the microphone to explain that there would be a competition between two of the most egregious misogynists at the entire convention with the loser exposed.  Many in the audience already knew about Koss and Darkside now renamed respectively Amber and Kayla. However, a buzz began among the rest of the people in the audience. 

Catherine beseeched the audience to stay quiet until the appropriate moment and gave those younger and more sensitive convention goers a chance to leave the convention center before racing to help her friends with their captives.  They had been dressed very sexily with Kayla forced into a short red satin dress that belonged to Lucy and Amber placed into a tight sapphire minidress that showed off her curves.  The guys had gotten used to mincing in the skyscraper heels that now adorned their feet. 

Kayla and Amber were thoroughly blindfolded and their hands were bound behind them and to the luggage cart as the girls wheeled them out onto the stage.  Angela and Melody were wearing strap-on dildos while Lucy and Catherine were tasked with untying the prisoners from the carts and steering them to the dildos.  They were placed in front of Angela and Melody, eased down to their knees, and given the order to suck. 

Both sissies knelt motionless before Kayla finally began to tentatively suck on the dildo. Amber remained motionless before Melody bent over and whispered something in her ear.  An immediate change was noticeable to all on that stage. Amber took the dildo in her mouth and began to ravenously suck the rubber penis like a cock hungry porn star.  She slurped for all she was worth actually trying to deep throat the rubber phallus.  Her lipstick was smearing all over Melody's fake penis and even her thighs. 

Suddenly, two-hundred-fifty women and about fifty men began to cheer loudly, the blindfolds were ripped off of them, and the two competitors suddenly realized they were in an auditorium.  With video game music playing and the giant television screen up front providing close ups of the action, the crowd was totally into it. 

Kayla, who hadn't expected such public humiliation, felt queasy and sick to her stomach.  Even Amber had to stop momentarily to catch her breath before a few encouraging words from Lucy and Melody drove her on.  She sucked for all her might becoming an instant crowd favorite.  Melody couldn't help, but to throw her head back and cry out in pleasure, the crowd began.  She had never felt so powerful and even though this was all happening through her pants, her panties were now soaking wet. Five minutes later when the music stopped, Catherine conducted a vote by applause, and it was clear that Amber was the choice of ninety percent of the audience. 

"If you don't mind, I'm going to get Amber out of here," said Melody. 

"Now?" asked Lucy. 

"Well, we did declare her the winner," replied Melody. 

"Okay, but first you have to tell me what you said to her," insisted Lucy. 

"I told her that anything she did to that dildo, I'd do to her," beamed Melody. 

"Isn't she going to be disappointed?" asked Lucy. 

"Not the word I'd use," said Melody as she led Amber off the stage. 

"Now this is what I call a convention!" shouted Angela as she bent forward and tussled Kayla's hair. 

EPILOGUE



The convention had a funny way of making things work out.  Melody and Koss began dating.  His attitudes about women changed greatly when he actually gained some experience dating one.  Her friends were shocked at first because they felt she could do better, but they had to admit he treated her like his queen. 

The women in the auditorium had almost decided to not expose Darkside and let him go back to his old ways hoping the experience would change him for the better.  Then one woman stood up to speak.  She was a twenty-three year old whose personal information had been exposed by him when she complained about a particularly offensive Easter egg in a best selling video game.  They still decided not to expose Darkside, but only after assuring him if he continued to podcast, they would start their own cast with footage and pictures of his convention.  It seemed to do the trick and mysteriously the podcast ended. It wasn't particularly missed. 
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