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Tammy stretched her fingers apart as she lounged on her boyfriend, Shawn’s bed. She liked her fingers: they were probably her favorite part of her body. They were what allowed her to play her beloved guitar fluently, what allowed her to type up her school assignments with speed, and what enabled her tactility towards her boyfriend and even her friends. 

She watched as her boyfriend – Shawn – slothfully flicked through clothes in his wardrobe. They were due to go on a lunch date in… 10 minutes ago. She was dressed nicely in a burgundy dress, pantyhose and black, high heeled shoes. She also had her best underwear on: a matching set of black, lacy undergarments. And he was standing there in jeans and a t-shirt that were visibly dirty. She wasn’t sure if he’d showered, either. 

Tammy wasn’t the kind to get annoyed easily, but the way he was arrogantly, carelessly and complacently standing there, pretending to pick some clothes out was frustrating her. 

She decided to look away from him, to calm herself down. 

His bed was neat and tidy at least, she thought, and she stroked his silky pillow. He did take some pride in his bed sheets, and although she thought he could have washed them more, they were usually tidily presented. 

She put her hands on either side of the pillow and ruffled it up, then noticed some unfamiliar purple material underneath it. 

Feeling her heart beating faster than before, Tammy pulled out the material. It was her worst fear--A pair of bikini bottoms--Unfamiliar bikini bottoms. 

Tammy turned to Shawn whose back was now facing her and glared at him. 

“Shawn.” she said. 

“Mmmhmm baby?” 

“Shawn.” she repeated. 

Shawn turned around and saw the bikini bottoms in her hand. His eyes widened in shock and terror, but he tried to recover and act like it was no big deal. 

“What’s the matter, babe?” 

“WHO THE FUCK DO THESE BELONG TO?!” 

Shawn dived onto the bed and tried to stroke Tammy’s thigh, but she pushed his hand away and repeated herself. 

“WHO THE  FUCK  DO THESE BELONG TO?!” 

“They’re mine,” Shawn said, and Tammy couldn’t believe what she was hearing. 

“They’re yours?” she asked, her voice flat. 

“Listen, I was going to tell you…” 

“No time like the present,” Tammy said, feeling like she was losing her mind. 

“I was going to tell you, I like cross dressing. They’re my panties.” 

Tammy looked him in the eye, feeling the rage building inside her, and he seemingly coolly returned her gaze. 

“Oh, I see.” said Tammy, not believing a word of it. “Let’s see you in them, then.” Tammy demanded. She was starting to feel in control of the situation. 

“Baby! I’m not going to put them on right now, in front of you! Come on!” 

“Why not? If it’s what you’re into, you won’t mind. If they’re YOUR panties. Let me see what they look like on you. Maybe you could wear them to our date tonight.” 

Shawn was starting to look like the angry one now, but he was desperately trying to keep his cool. 

“You really want to see me in those panties?” He asked, trying to twist it around on her. 

“You really wear those panties?” Tammy asked flashing him a challenging smile. 

Shawn felt defeated. 

“Okay, fine. If you insist, I’ll do it!” 

Tammy sat back amused watching as he removed his dirty jeans and his boxers. 

---

Shawn hesitantly picked up the small pair of bikini bottoms and looked at Tammy. 

“You have girl’s hair, actually,” she said, beginning to enjoy herself. 

Shawn self-consciously flicked his over-grown fringe behind his ear. 

“I thought you liked guys with long hair,” he muttered. 

“I do.” Tammy said, staring at the bikini bottoms. 

She shifted her gaze to his currently flaccid dick and he quickly pulled the sexy panties on. 

“There!” He said, indignantly, as he stood feeling exposed and humiliated before her. 

Tammy nodded lightly, stared at his crotch and saw that he had become semi-erect. 

“Hmm, maybe you  do  like to wear girls’ panties!” she said. 

Shawn said nothing. 

Enjoying her newfound power, Tammy slowly removed her high heeled shoes, while Shawn just stood there in his purple bikini bottoms which didn’t even hide his balls. She slowly removed her pantyhose and instructed Shawn, 

“Turn around, sissy!” 

Shawn was flushed and tried to protest, but nothing came out of his mouth.  Shawn did as he was told, and Tammy giggled aloud at the sight of his buttocks either side of the too-small bikini bottoms. 

“Nice bum, pretty girl!” she said, as she spanked his butt lightly. 

Inside she was still angry, and touching him just made her rage even more. She quickly pulled off his dirty t-shirt. When he spun around to protest she just glared at him again. She motioned with his finger until he finally turned around again. 

He was completely surprised when she grabbed his right arm roughly and put it behind his back. As she was holding this arm tightly, she dragged his left arm around, too and leaned on both his arms firmly. He didn’t know what was going on and by the time he reacted it was too late. Tammy was every bit as strong as he was and she had a good hold on him. Then, she grabbed her pantyhose by both ends and used these to bind his arms together behind his back. She tied them in a double knot and cinched the restraints so that he could not escape. Removing her own panties, she walked in front of her boyfriend, waving them triumphantly in his face. 

“Do you like my panties, Shawn?” she asked. 

Shawn looked scared. “Hasn’t this gone far enough? Untie me.” 

“Do you like my panties, Shawn?” she repeated, but he just stuttered. 

“Y-yes, Tammy. They’re very nice. Very sexy.” 

Tammy flicked them around his face. 

“You really are a pathetic little sissy, you know that?” 

“I’m not,” he said, still looking scared. “I made--.” 

Tammy laughed at his partial confession as she shoved the worn panties in his mouth. She then stretched one of his old dirty sweat socks behind his head and tied another knot. 

“Do you like my panties, Shawn?” she said again, but he couldn’t respond. 

“Grghe” was all he could say. 

“Come into the bathroom!” Tammy said, and grabbed the front of the panties that he was wearing to lead him there. 

Shawn’s parents were away for the weekend, so Tammy had no fear about walking him into their large upstairs bathroom. 

There was a towel rod adjacent to the door, which naturally they walked into. Tammy grabbed onto the loose ends dangling from the pantyhose that he was bound with, and tied them to the towel rod. He was still standing, but could only barely move. 

She needed to sort that out, though. Tammy looked on the back of the door and saw his mother’s bath robe. With a belt around it. 

 Perfect. 

She removed the belt from the bath robe and tied it around his ankles. Again, she cinched the bonds. Shawn was now standing there with panties in his mouth, panties on himself, pantyhose restraining his arms, and his mother’s bath robe belt restraining his legs. 

Tammy laughed aloud, and opened the bathroom cupboard. 

In there was an impressive array of products. Expensive moisturizers, pills, razors, nail polish and remover, and hair removal cream. 

When she saw the hair removal cream, Tammy let out a little laugh of delight. 

Who would have thought that finding panties under her boyfriend’s pillow would turn out to be so much fun? 

“So then, Shawna,” she said, “Let’s get rid of some of that nasty hair!” 

Shawn shook his head vigorously but he knew that there was nothing he could do to resist tied as he was. Tammy advanced on him and started to rub the Nair over his legs. 

She lathered it generously onto him, making sure not to miss any spots, and then she pulled down his purple bikini panties a little. 

“We don’t want a furry bikini line now, do we?” she said. 

She whistled to herself as she applied the Nair to his pubic hair, then reached around and put some around his crack. 

The Nair was starting to run low, but she was determined to get the most out of it. 

She rubbed it over his chest and under his armpits. 

“Soon you’re going to be a beautiful, smooth girly girl!” she said, and Shawn said something inaudible through his gagged mouth. 

Tammy left him there for a moment, and ran into his parents’ bedroom. 

She opened his mum’s wardrobe and found some quite large bras. She knew they’d look ridiculous and huge on Shawn, but she grabbed one, then she went over to the shoe rack at the side of the bedroom. 

She grabbed a pair of purple high heels – to match the panties – and marched back into the bathroom, where the Nair was taking effect. 

Tammy untied Shawn from the towel rod and turned on the shower. She untied his ankles, but kept his hands secured so she could walk Shawn into the shower, to rinse off the Nair from his now denuded body. She could see a few tears rolling down his cheeks, but any sympathy she had for him was long gone when he wouldn’t come clean about his infidelity. 

When his body was basically hairless save for a few feminine spots, she dried him lightly with a towel and wrapped his mother’s bra around his chest. 

As she hooked it on she said, “You’re a big girl now!” and she stepped in front of him to see how it looked. She’d chosen a pastel pink, strapless bra, and despite the cups being superfluous to his figure, it seemed to fit him well. 

“Sit on the toilet lid,” she instructed him, and Shawn refused. She slapped him hard across both of his cheeks and he immediately did as he was told. She was enjoying the power she had over him. 

Tammy lifted his right foot and tried to squeeze it into the shoe. It was a tight fit, but she persevered. Although his foot was too big, she managed to get the shoe to stay on.  Tammy did the same with his left foot, until he was wearing the pair of shoes to such an extent that he could (just about) walk in them. 

“Come on then,” she said, and she helped him to stand up. He fell straight back down again, so she decided to untie his arms, for now. 

Tammy removed the pantyhose from behind his arms, and held his wrist as they walked back into his bedroom. When they entered the room, Tammy let go of his arms and gave him a shove. Shawn fell to his knees on the floor. 

Quick thinking, and still with the pantyhose in hand, Tammy bound his arms again. Then, with the remaining part of the pantyhose, she bound his ankles. He was immobile, gagged and bound with his chest to the floor and his mother’s shoes still on his feet, when Tammy decided to have a look through his drawers. 

She opened the drawer at the top of Shawn’s bedside table first, and heard sounds coming from his gagged mouth like he was trying to protest. 

“What’s the matter? Scared I might find something else sissy?” said Tammy, not trying to hide her sarcasm. 

She rummaged through the messy drawer and found his walkman, a selection of condoms, some sex toys that she’d never seen before and, right at the back, a small pile of papers. She pulled the papers out and noticed that there was neat handwriting on them. 

She picked them up and flicked through them – there must have been 20 of them here! 20 of these… love letters. 

She read the first one:

 My Darling Shawn, 

 I yearn for you

 More each day

 And wish I saw you more. 

 There’s not much that

 I feel I know

 But I love you, I’m sure. 

  

 Love From Lisa, 

 September 1988. 

  

September 1988, Tammy repeated in her head, then aloud, “September 2018.” 

She heard Shawn groan. 

“Funny, September 1988. It’s now OCTOBER 1998,” Tammy continued as Shawn tried desperately to wriggle loose. 

Tammy knew that he couldn’t escape, so she kept flicking through the letters. 

Suddenly, she struck gold. 

 I can’t wait to see you

 When my parents go away. 

 2115 S. Berto Street

 Please stay, and stay, and stay. 

  

Tammy left the rest of the letters scattered on Shawn’s bed, and held on to this one. She grabbed her handbag from the floor and fingered her car keys. 

She  quickly  put  her  shoes  on  and  considered  borrowing  a  pair  of  his  mother’s  panties.  She  decided  not  to;  she  could  ask  her friend to bring a pair for her later. 

“Bye for now, Shawn!” she said, and strode out of the house. 

---

 

Tammy unlocked her red  Nisan 380zx and took a deep breath. She sat in it and spent a few moments inhaling and exhaling. She wasn’t used to this kind of emotion, in fact, she didn’t think she’d ever felt such anger, impulsiveness and energy, and she realized that her hands were shaking. 

She thought of the fact that Shawn was laying, chest down on his bedroom floor, with her panties gagging him and her pantyhose restraining his arms and legs and she exhaled loudly. 

Images flashed through her mind of Shawn sleeping with somebody else. Not just sleeping with them, but exchanging love letters. Love letters?! How stupid did he think she was? How stupid  had she been? 

She continued to take deep breaths as she imagined what Lisa would be like. A slut, maybe? She would surely be a slut. Only sluts sleep with other people’s boyfriends. 

Maybe she shouldn’t be angry with Lisa, but she couldn’t help it. She’d gotten revenge on Shawn, but this Lisa was the other guilty party. She was off to see her, and she really hoped that she would be home. “2115 S. Berto Street? Tammy lived at 1992 S. Berto Street. They were practically neighbors,” Tammy thought. Why didn’t she know her from school. Maybe she went to the Catholic School

– St Agnes. She’d heard some funny things about the girls who went to St Agnes! Apparently they were renowned for being promiscuous. 

Tammy vowed to stop winding herself up with speculation. She accelerated and set about her mission to find out the truth. 

---

It was only a couple of miles to Lisa’s house and the sporty car covered it quickly. When she arrived at number 2115, Tammy stopped the car. Again, she looked at the note from Lisa to Shawn, and she began to feel nervous. 

This was Lisa’s parents’ house, and what would she say if they answered the door, which they were likely to? 

She thought about what she would say: “Hi, is Lisa here please? I’m a friend from school.” No! That was too obvious a lie. 

They’d know it wasn’t true. 

“Hi, I need to speak to Lisa, please. It’s about Shawn.” Hmm. Better. 

“Hi, I’m here for Lisa.” OK. Nice and simple. 

Tammy got out of the car, and walked up the drive. 

As she reached the front door, her nerves faded away and the anger she felt about Shawn’s cheating began to resurface. Of course she needed to speak to this girl. She needed to find out exactly what had been going on and give her a piece of her mind. She rang the doorbell. 

To her surprise, a girl, around her own age, answered the door. She had straight, brown hair and a sweet face. She was wearing a colorful red yellow and black geometric top, and tight, skinny acid washed jeans with a hole in the right knee. She had very little makeup on. 

“Hello?” she asked, looking slightly disconcerted by Tammy’s stare. 

“Oh, hi,” said Tammy, “Are you Lisa?” 

“Sure am. Who are you?” 

“I’m Tammy,” she said, then, more loudly, “Shawn’s girlfriend.” 

Lisa’s face dropped. 

“What?” 

“I’m the girlfriend of the guy who has been cheating with you,” Tammy said defiantly, trying not to be fooled by Lisa’s supposed

‘sweetness’. 

“What?!” Lisa repeated, and tears began to form in her eyes. 

Tammy felt sympathetic towards her then, and realized that she might not have known. 

“I’m sorry,” said Tammy, desperately not wanting Lisa to cry, “Shawn is my boyfriend, and he’s been cheating on me with you. I realize you might not have known he had a girlfriend, but-“

“Shawn’s my boyfriend,” Lisa interrupted, and the pair shared a look of horror. 

“You’d better come in,” said Lisa, and Tammy followed her inside the large, clean house. 

They both removed their shoes, and Tammy was slightly embarrassed by the fact that she had no panties or hose on, as well as a little cold. Still, Lisa didn’t seem to have noticed. 

They went to sit down and Tammy was careful to keep her legs crossed. 

“So, how long have you been seeing Shawn, then?” Asked Lisa, after they’d sat down. 

“About 6 months,” said Tammy, “You?” 

Lisa looked at the floor. 

“About 4 months.” 

“I see.” 

There was an awkward silence. 

“I always fall for the wrong type,” Lisa said sadly, and Tammy felt a pang of pity towards her. 

“I’m sorry,” said Tammy. 

There was another awkward silence. 

“He’s wearing your purple bikini bottoms right now,” said Tammy, and she burst out laughing. 

Lisa’s eyes widened. 

“What?” 

“He’s wearing your purple bikini bottoms. And there’s more. You’ll see.” Tammy was laughing again, and Lisa was warming to her. 

Lisa started to laugh. 

“Are you serious?” 

Tammy nodded. 

“Oh My God. What? How? Are you joking?” 

“Listen,  I’m not joking. You can go and see for yourself! Here are Shawn’s house keys,” Tammy threw them at Lisa. “I need to go and get some things, and pick up a friend. Can you go there and continue what I’ve started? Enjoy yourself, be creative!” Tammy said. 

Lisa was beyond curious and grabbed the keys eagerly. 

“Yes! I’ll go there right now. I’m really intrigued. So, you’re going back there?” 

“Yes! I’ll be back. With a friend and some… supplies! Leave the door open for us, won’t you?” 

Tammy nodded and the pair put their shoes back on in a flash and left the home. 

“See you soon, Lisa!” said Tammy, smiling. 

“And, I’m sorry.” 

“Yes, thanks, Tammy! And I’m sorry too.” said Lisa. They got into their separate cars. 

---

To Shawn, the minutes seemed like hours. 

As he lay on his bedroom floor, his face to the side so that he could breathe without difficulty, he knew that he should have been reflecting on his mistakes. 

He knew that he  should  feel guilty for cheating on Tammy, and Lisa--For two-timing them. However, he also knew that he didn’t really feel bad about it. He just regretted getting caught. Soon, he figured Tammy would cool off and be back to untie him after she’d felt she’d had her revenge. Then she might forgive him or they’d have an awkward break up.  If she went to talk to Lisa, he would  just have to deal with that later. 

He clenched his thighs – as it was one of the only voluntary movements he could make – and felt Lisa’s panties against his penis. 

He hated to admit it, but this aroused him a little. The soft feel of them, and knowing that they belonged to a sexy girl, was turning him on. 

As soon as he started thinking about this, he also became aware of the fact that he was wearing his mother’s bra. Oh, God, if for some reason she came back early and saw him like this. He was filled with horror at the thought. 

He didn’t know what was in store for him, but he was pretty sure that it wasn’t yet over. He’d been hogtied on his bedroom floor for about 20-30 minutes now, but God it felt longer. Much longer. He was starting to wonder whether or not he needed to pee. 


***

Tammy picked up her cell phone to call her friend, Michelle. 

They went to Stevenson High School together, and Michelle was probably the most fun-loving, crazy and loyal person that Tammy knew. 

Tammy knew that Michelle would stand by her on this, and probably have some more creative ideas of how they could get back at her two-timing (ex)boyfriend, Shawn. 

“Hello?” 

“Michelle!” 

“What’s up?” 

“Michelle! I need to see you right now. Can I come and pick you up?” Tammy was talking at the speed of light. 

“Tammy! What is it?” 

“Shawn has been cheating on me – two-timing in fact – and I’ve just seen his other girlfriend. He’s hog-tied in his bedroom right now and my panties are in his mouth and he is wearing the other girl’s panties and-“

“Tammy!” Interrupted Michelle. “Get here right now! Yes! Come and pick me up right now! We need to get supplies!” 

“Yes! Supplies! I thought so!” said Tammy, her voice high pitched and manic, “see you soon!” 

Tammy hung up the phone and put her key in the ignition. 

She looked around, breathed deeply, and set off, ready for part two of what was proving to be an adventure. 

***

When Tammy got to Michelle’s house, her friend was already outside and waiting. Even though she was Chinese, she was the most American girl in the school. She knew all the latest fashions, and knew all the new bands. 

As soon as she saw her friend arrive, Michelle raced to meet her.  She gave her friend a look of sympathy, but when she saw that Tammy was past for her sorry for herself and in total revenge mode, she smiled with glee. 

“I’m sorry you found out this way,” said Michelle. 

“Thanks, Michelle!” she said, and gave her a big hug. 

“OK, Tammy, drive towards the mall. There are a few things we need.” 

Tammy drove and Michelle spoke as they went towards the shopping mall. 

“So, Tammy, we’re going to quickly get a Halloween wig, clothesline, and some duct tape.” 

Tammy laughed. 

“OK!” she said before filling Michelle in on what was already happening. 

“So, I went there and I found these purple panties. He tried to tell me he was a cross dresser! So I called his bluff and now he’s wearing them! And his arms and ankles are tied up and his feet are squeezed into his mum’s shoes!” 

“Nice work, sister!” said Michelle. 

“Oh, and that’s not all. He’s gagged by my panties. So I have no panties on! I was going to ask you to bring some, but I forgot. 

We’ll have to grab some from the mall, I guess.” 

“No problem!” Michelle smiled. 

Within a few minutes, they’d arrived and could grab their goods! Since it was mid-October, it was easy to find a Halloween wig. 

The pair cackled as they browsed through long-haired wigs. 

“Don’t get him a cheap wig,” said Michelle. “I want something cute.” 

“We can check his wallet when we get back and have him repay us for it.  It’s for him after all,” said Tammy. 

“So let’s spoil him,” said Michelle. 

“I forgot to tell you,” Tammy said, “I took off most of his body hair, too! With his mom’s Nair!” 

“You are  wicked! ” said Michelle, and continued to cackle. 

They chose a long, black haired wig and then went to find their clothes line. 

Tammy didn’t question the purchases; she trusted that Michelle had a plan and would know what she was doing. They grabbed the clothes line, and went to find the duct tape. Both were in the same store. 

After they’d grabbed all of these ‘essentials’, Tammy quickly dropped into a lingerie store to replace her missing panties. She chose a red, silky pair, and slipped into them in the public toilets in the mall. 

“Right, we ready to go then?” Michelle asked after she’d done this, and Tammy nodded with a big grin. 

“Let’s do this, sister!” 

They returned to the car, put the duct tape, clothes line and wig on the back seat, and drove towards Shawn’s house. 

***

Shawn was shocked when Lisa walked through the door. 

He had suspected that Tammy was going to get in touch with her, sure, after she’d read all of the letters. But he hadn’t expected the pure  sadism  that Tammy and Lisa were both beginning to demonstrate. They’d always seemed so nice before. 

When Lisa arrived and looked at him with pure disdain, he knew that he was in for some deep humiliation. These girls were clever, and he hadn’t given them credit for it. Was that a bit of guilt coming through? Perhaps. 

As Lisa began to untie him, he thought for a very short moment that she might be acting from kindness, allowing him to escape. 

He was very quickly proven wrong, though. 

***

When they got to Shawn’s house, Tammy went to grab the supplies they’d just purchased off the car seat. However, Michelle stopped her. 

“We don’t need those just yet, Tammy,” she said, and laughed mysteriously. 

“OK…” Tammy said, and the pair walked towards the house, leaving their “supplies” behind in the car. 

Lisa, sure enough, had left the front door open for them. They walked inside. 

“Hey, Lisa!” Tammy called. 

She heard Lisa’s reply, “In here!” 

The voice sounded to be coming from Shawn’s parents’ bedroom, so they headed upstairs. Sure enough, Lisa was in Shawn’s mother’s bedroom and to Tammy and Michelle’s surprise, Shawn was tied to a chair in front of his mother’s vanity mirror. 

“I saw a theme, and thought I’d carry it on!” said Lisa, and looked down at Shawn’s dazed face. 

“You look like a pretty girl in my panties,” said Lisa, and then, “We’re going to make you look even prettier!” 

She gestured towards Shaun’s mother’s make-up collection, and Michelle whooped loudly! 

“Ohhh yes!” she said, and removed the panty-gag from Shawn’s mouth. 

“How you feeling, sissy?” Michelle said to Shawn, smiling wickedly. 

Shawn scowled at her but didn’t answer even as she picked up some liquid foundation, examined it, then absentmindedly put it back down. 

“Lisa, I’m Michelle, pleased to meet you!” she said, and Lisa smiled shyly. 

“Nice to meet you, Michelle!” she said, then, “Thanks for coming back, Tammy!” 

“I wouldn’t miss this!” said Tammy, and she grabbed liquid eyeliner. “Let’s do his…sorry I mean her, eyes first.” 

The other two girls nodded and started to look through the mascara and eye shadow collection. Shawn’s mom had  loads. 

“Just let me go,” pleaded Shawn even as he struggled to get free of his pantyhose prison. 

“Just sit back and don’t worry your pretty little head about this,” said Michelle. “Unless you want to be gagged again.” 

Tammy put liquid eyeliner around Shawn’s eyes and genuinely marveled at how much it improved his appearance. 

“Who’s doing eye shadow?” she asked, and Lisa volunteered. 

“I’ve found a super-pretty, lilac glittery eye shadow here. It will match my bikini bottoms perfectly.” 

Shawn blinked rapidly and Lisa scolded him: “Eyes still!” she said. “We can’t give you pretty eyelids if you keep moving them! 

Now, keep them closed.” 

“You also don’t  want glitter in your eyes. It’ll hurt like Hell,” warned Tammy. 

Shawn kept his eyes closed as Lisa applied a generous amount of lilac, glittery shadow. 

“Eyes open,” she said, and Shawn complied. 

“Hmm, more liquid eye liner, I think!” she said. 

Tammy still had it in her hand, so she took over. 

“Eyes closed again, Shawn,” she said. Once again, he did as he was told. 

Tammy applied more liquid eyeliner over the eye shadow, and waited for it to dry a little before she said, “Eyes open.” 

The three girls looked at him in the mirror. 

“Lovely!” Michelle said, “Now I’ll put the mascara on!” 

She told Shawn to keep his eyes open as she brushed his lashes with kohl black, then the three girls sincerely felt proud of how good his eyes looked. 

“Time for her lips!” said Lisa, and started to look through the vast amount of lip makeup his mom owned. 

“Well, how about, one of us does lipstick, one of us does liner, and one of us does the gloss on top?” Lisa suggested. 

“Great idea!” said Tammy and Michelle simultaneously, and the three shared a warm smile. 

Lisa went first, applying a layer of cheap-looking, pink lipstick to his lips. 

“Pretty girl!” she cooed. Then pointed Tammy in the direction of the large collection of liners. 

“Have fun!” Lisa said, and stepped back as Tammy did her thing. 

With lipstick and lip-liner applied, it was time for the gloss on top, and Michelle was more than ready. 

As Tammy had been applying the lip liner, she’d already been looking for the most appropriate gloss for the occasion, and had found one that was mainly pink, but had glitter in it. 

“Pink and glittery! How pretty!” she said, and started to coat Shawn’s lips with it. While she was doing that, she piped up to the girls, “We still haven’t done her foundation or blush!” 

Tammy and Lisa smiled at each other and looked for foundation. There was a liquid foundation already out from earlier, and there were several powder versions in Shawn’s mom’s pile of various lotions, powders, and pallets. 

“Let’s go for powder!” Lisa said, and got a puff ready to apply it with. “Then, blusher afterwards!” 

Tammy and Michelle laughed out loud. 

“I never thought I’d see Shawn in blusher!” Tammy shrieked, and set about looking for the brightest one. 

Lisa applied the foundation to make the poor boy’s face look doll-like, and Tammy put the finishing touches on his cheeks, using rosy red blusher. 

“Pret-ty!” said Michelle, then cut the air with some hair scissors. “Do you think it is hair cut time?” 

“DEFINITELY!” said Lisa and Tammy, as they looked at each other grinning. 

“You go first,” said Tammy, as she passed a pair of scissors to Lisa. 

She first cut off his irritating dark fringe which she’d been annoyed with since he started growing it, then started to tidy up the sides a little. 

She passed the scissors back to Tammy who took over clipping away, having a good eye for hairstyling. She made his hair cut look exquisitely feminine and somewhat pixie-like. That, combined with his made up face, made her decide that he looked much more presentable than he had been in his dirty jeans and t-shirt earlier in the day. 

“Time to get dressed, I think!” said Tammy, and the three girls started to look through his mom’s closet. They found several flowery summery dresses—some tight, others loose and very frilly—all of which they laughed at the thought of Shawn wearing. 

There were fancy evening dresses in there, also. In the end, they decided to dress him in a hot pink evening dress. Giggling, they untied him from the chair together to put him into it. They pulled the dress over his head and did it up at the back.  Shawn looked at his captors and shook his head no. “No! I will not let you tie me up again.” 

Unfortunately, as he backed away from Lisa with the pantyhose in her hand, he backed right into Michelle’s arms.  She got his right arm twisted up behind his back and Tammy rushed over to bend his left arm back and together, they pushed him over his mom’s bed, where Lisa skillfully lashed them in place with the pantyhose. 

Shawn began to curse all the girls out so  Michelle decided that it was time he was gagged again. With the three of them working together, they had no problem silencing the crossdressed boy. 

“I almost forgot,” said Tammy.  She ran back to Shawn’s room and grabbed forty dollars from his wallet.  She raced back downstairs and held up the money for all to see. Shawn just groaned. “Ready for our outing,” she explained, and Shawn began to wriggle. 

“We’re going on a little outing. Outing… you!” said Michelle, and laughed. 

Lisa and Tammy laughed at Michelle’s joke, then looked at each other and shrugged, looking both excited and intrigued. 

“Where are we going, Michelle?” Asked Tammy, but Michelle laughed again. 

“Just… somewhere nice!” she said, and the three girls carried the helpless Shawn out to Tammy’s car. 

---

Michelle lifted the clothes line, duct tape and wig off of the back seat and the other two girls placed Shawn into the car. With his arms tied, he couldn’t move, though he was wriggling his feet. 

Michelle grabbed the clothes line and tied his feet together. Then brought his ankles up to his wrists in a secure hogtie. “That will do for now,” she said, and closed the back door. 

The three girls were stood outside of the car, and Michelle asked, 

“Do you have a car here, Lisa?” 

Lisa nodded and pointed at her car, which was just over the road. 

“Great,” said Michelle. 

“We’re going to Cooper Lake. You know it?” 

“I know it,” said Lisa, smiling broadly. “It gets pretty busy in the early evening!” 

“Yep!” said Michelle, and turned to Tammy, who also had a beaming smile on her face. 

“So, follow us there?” she said. 

“Sure thing.” said Lisa, and she walked towards her car. 

---

As Tammy drove, Michelle reached into her handbag and pulled out a black marker. She rummaged around a little more and pulled out a rolled up piece of large cardboard. 

“Just making sure I had these essentials!” she said, and put them back into her bag. 

“How’s the sissy doing?” she called, looking at Shawn in the rear view mirror, but he ignored her. 

They arrived at Cooper Lake after about 20 minutes of driving. They were pleased when they pulled over. Lisa’s car followed closely behind them and the three girls met outside of the two cars, while Shawn was still on the back seat. 

“Let’s get this sissy out to meet her public!” said Lisa, seemingly growing in confidence by the minute. They hauled the struggling Shawn from the back seat, onto the side walk. Tammy and Lisa untied his ankles and helped him to his feet. Michelle slung

her bag over her shoulder, and carried the clothes line, the duct tape and wig. 

The three girls walked with Shawn through the grassy area around the lake. They passed several fishermen and dog walkers, none of whom seemed fazed or alarmed by the bound and gagged cross-dresser in their presence. The girls found a large tree close to a well-used path, and smiled at each other in agreement. They led Shawn to the tree and sat him down against it. 

Michelle passed the clothes line to Lisa and said, “Do you want to do the honors?” 

Lisa was happy to. She kept the pantyhose around his arms but added to it with clothes line, and tied him firmly to the tree. By the time she’d finished, it would take strong scissors to set him free. 

He started kicking his legs again, so she passed the clothes line to Tammy. “Do you want to do his legs?” 

Tammy tied his legs together and even tied ropes around the shoes to make sure he couldn’t kick them off. Now the helpless, heavily made up and pink-dressed man was stuck in position. 

Michelle once again pulled out her rolled up piece of large cardboard from her bag, and took the duct tape out. 

“Does anybody want to duct tape him?” 

Tammy and Lisa both reinforced his current bound state with some duct tape before going over his gag as well, while Michelle wrote in large letters on the piece of cardboard: “TWO TIMING SISSY!” 

The words filled the page, and it brought a hint of anger to both Tammy and Lisa. Their anger was soon dissipated, though, as they looked over at Shawn and were almost crippled by the hilarity of it all. 

Tammy and Lisa thanked Michelle for the sign, and duct-taped it across Shawn’s body. They turned around as they heard laughing, and sure enough, a pair of women were pointing and laughing at Shawn. 

The three girls looked around some more and saw that there were several people not far away from them. Quite a few dog walkers, and of course many people fishing just across the grass near the reservoir. 

“There’s one more thing!” said Michelle, and she cackled as she did when feeling particularly mischievous. She reached for the black wig and held it up. 

“So, who’s going to do the honors?” she asked, and Tammy and Lisa looked at each other, then back at Michelle. 

“You do it.” said Tammy to Michelle, and Lisa agreed. 

Michelle shrugged, and walked towards Shawn. 

“Hey, sissy,” she said, “This is going to make you look REALLY pretty!” 

She put the wig on his head and all three of them looked at him. 

“He could actually almost pass for a girl!” said Lisa, and they all laughed. 

“Pretty soon, a whole bunch of teenagers are going to be in this park,” said Tammy, and all three girls laughed sadistically. 

“Exactly!” said Michelle. 

They stared at Shawn for a minute, admiring their work, when Tammy started to take some photos. 

“I always like to preserve and look back on my most fond memories,” she said, and Lisa and Michelle followed her photographic example. 

When they’d all taken a sufficient amount of snaps, they started to walk away. 

“Bye bye!” they called as they left the feminized man bound to the tree. “Stay pretty!” 

***

Feminized, or dehumanized? Shawn wasn’t sure which he felt. He felt the breeze come up from under his mother’s dress and wondered,  do girls always feel a breeze against their genitals? 

He glanced downwards and saw the wig’s hair against his shoulders, and wondered how much like a girl he actually looked. He suspected that he was in fact looking that pretty. The girls after all had done a good job of his make-up; he’d actually admired that. 

Why was he so curious about his appearance, he wondered. Good God! Here he was, tied to a tree in a busy state park dressed as a female. What was going to happen? All he could feel was general apprehension and an extreme lack of control. He tried in vain to escape from his bounds even as the crowd laughing at him began to grow. 

---

As they walked back to the cars, all three girls were exhausted from their hard work. Always the one to look out for her friend, Michelle asked, “How about we 3 go for a late lunch? I’m  starving! ” 

Tammy and Lisa looked at each other and nodded. 

“Yes! That sounds great!” said Tammy. 

Lisa followed, “That would be really nice.” 

“Hey, there’s a place really close to here that I know and love,” said Michelle, “and it’s my turn to drive. How about we all go in Tammy’s car, and I’ll drive. If you don’t mind, Tammy? Then, after we’ve eaten, I can bring you back to your car, Lisa.” 

Lisa smiled warmly and nodded her head. 

“That sounds awesome,” Tammy said, sporting a similar smile. “Sounds like a plan, Michelle,” she nodded at her best friend, and threw her car keys to her. 

The three girls sat in the car and headed off for some food. They were happily to celebrating friendship, teamwork and a job well done. 

TO BE CONTINUED IN 1998

 

Feminized by the Berto Street Girls 1998

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

Tammy, Lisa and Michelle took their reserved seats in  The Clay Pot – one of their favorite restaurants – and started to eagerly finger the wine menu. The three girls were excited to see each other. They’d been friends for 10

years, since they were 18, but didn’t get to go 0t as often as they’d like these days. 

“What we going for, ladies? A bottle of white?” Said Michelle. 

Michelle was happy to be in the company of her friends. She was a busy business-woman, who had her own clothing boutique, which she wore a dress from this evening. Her days consisted of working, working and more working. Then, when she got home, she often spent her evenings alone. Michelle had a supportive partner, but like her, he was busy and away a lot of the time. 

“Sounds good to me!” Said Tammy, and Lisa nodded in agreement. 

“I’m ready for a glass,” she said. 

Michelle ordered a bottle of Pino Gris and smiled at her two friends. 

Each of them was also happy to be in good company. Tammy was an independent, passionate woman who liked to do things by herself and in her own way. Her days were spent working for her freelance graphic design business, and playing her guitar. She was not as financially successful as her friend, Michelle, but she was happy and enjoyed her freedom. Her lifestyle meant that she usually dressed casually, but tonight she’d made the effort and put on a small purple dress. 

Lisa was possibly the least happy of the group, but being with her friends was already lifting her spirits. 

She’d not been out for some time, as her busy life in corporate America wore her out, and by evening time she went home to her husband where they spent strained evenings together. Lisa was always tired, and had begun resenting her husband’s unemployed status. He misunderstood her in many ways. 

Like Michelle and Tammy, Lisa had made an effort tonight, and wore a dress that was black, well fitted and covered in small polka dots. 

As they waited for the wine to arrive, the three women complimented each others’ attire. They were being very genuine with each other, and their big smiles and raucous laughter was evident to anybody looking over at their table. 

“That dress is awesome! Is it one from your store?” Tammy asked Michelle, and Michelle smiled proudly. 

“Sure is. You should come in sometime; I can offer you a huge discount, of course!” She said. 

Tammy made a mental note to actually go in sometime. She’d been promising to for ages, but she was so busy with her graphic design work and she’d recently formed a band which she was busy writing songs for. It seemed that her days vanished, a lot of the time. 

“Those polka dots  rock,” smile Michelle, in Lisa’s direction, and Lisa stroked the skirt of her dress. 

“Thank you!” She said to Michelle. 

When the wine arrived, the waiter asked the three girls if they’d like to try it. All three laughed: they thought that it would have been hilarious if one of them had pretended to be so fancy as to try the wine beforehand. 

“Just pour!” Said Tammy, livening up a little to match Michelle. 

When their wine was poured, each of them immediately took a sip, then started to look at the food menu. It was a restaurant they had visited together before, and it served fantastic Indian food. As they’d decided to go there early

– it was only 6.30pm – the restaurant was very quiet, and only one other table was occupied on the other side of the room. 

“I think I’m going to go for a korma,” said Tammy. She’d known what she was going to have before she even pretended to look at the menu, but she didn’t care. It was what she wanted. 

“Hmmm,” said Michelle, and flicked through the pages. 

“I think I might have the same,” Said Lisa, “I know it’s not very… you know… but it’s nice!” 

Michelle ran her finger down one of the pages, nodding her head. 

“Yep, mmhmm, Jalfrezi for me.” 

“Are we ready to order, then?” Asked Lisa? 

“Do we all know what rice or naan we’re getting?” Tammy said. 

“Think so, do you?” Asked Michelle. 

Lisa and Tammy both nodded and Lisa made eye contact with the waiter, who smiled and returned to the table. 

“Hello, ladies!” He said, “May I take your orders?” 

They ordered their food and then started to catch up properly. 

“So, how’s everything going with you art and your music?” Michelle asked Tammy. 

“Great, thanks!” replied Tammy. “I’ve just formed a band with a couple of guys. We’re writing songs at the moment. We’re thinking it’s going to be kind of Nirvana-ey, but with a female singer. Not like Hole though. I’m just doing it for the fun and the love,” said Tammy. 

Michelle nodded frantically, admiring her friend’s childlike enthusiasm. 

“And how about you, Lisa? How’s the corporate rat race?” 

Lisa’s face began to distort a little, and her eyes filled with water. 

This alarmed Tammy, and she put her hand on her friend’s shoulder. 

“What’s wrong, Lis?” She said. 

Lisa started to cry, and Michelle and Tammy looked at each other in horror and concern, then back at Lisa. 

“Lisa, I’m sorry, has something happened?” asked Michelle, increasingly concerned. 

Lisa took several deep breaths and used her napkin to dry her eyes. 

“It’s. I hate it. I hate him.” She said, and Michelle and Tammy looked at each other again. 

“Him?” asked Tammy, and started to tap her polished fingers on the table. 

Lisa proceeded to tell her friends what had been happening at work. She’d been struggling to progress in her career, and had recently requested a transfer to a department run by a younger boss, who seemed to be on a meteoric rise through the ranks. This boss, David Dunning, was two years younger than the three girls – just 26 – but he played the corporate game well and always seemed to come out on top. 

He’d promised Lisa that he could help her advance her career to, but had since shown no interest in doing anything for her--Anything besides literally doing her, that is. 

Since she’d been in his department, he had handed to her the same tasks as other, less qualified and less experienced workers, and every time she’d tried to speak to him about his promised advances he flashed a shark-ish grin at her and looked at her body. 

She knew that she would have to play some kind of game in order to advance in this corporate environment, but with David Dunning, she didn’t even know what game to play. All she knew was that he always won. 

As she told her friends about this man, their faces curled in distaste. 

“What a piece of shit,” said Tammy, visibly angry, and Michelle nodded fiercely in agreement. 

“This man is abusing you,” Said Michelle, and Lisa inhaled deeply. 

The offloading of her problems had stopped Lisa’s tears from running, and though all of this was very cathartic, they were famished when their food was finally delivered to the table. 

The food smelt fresh and spicy, and as they started to arrange it onto their plates, Tammy said in a flat tone. 

“We know how to take care of misbehaving guys, Lisa.” 

Lisa concentrated on focusing her breathing again. 

Tammy looked at Michelle. She remembered how they had met Lisa. Ten years ago, Tammy and Lisa had been unknowingly sharing a boyfriend, and Michelle helped them to feminize him and tie him to a tree. They had shaved his legs, dressed him in his mother’s clothes and given him a full makeover. 

Michelle was experiencing a different memory. 

“Hey, Lisa. Do you remember, 5 years ago, that guy tried to drug you? We hogtied him and left him dressed as

Jessica Rabbit, on his parents’ porch.” 

Both Tammy and Lisa burst out laughing. 

“I remember,” said Lisa, seeming to cheer up a little. “And his parents were  so  conservative! His mom kept trying to pull the dress over to cover up his ass.” 

“Served him right!” said Tammy, feeling angry about it all over again. 

“So…,” said Michelle, looking at Tammy, at Lisa, then back at Tammy. “Are we going to sort this David guy out, or what?” 

Lisa sighed running her fork through her curry sadly, “The corporate world doesn’t work like that. It’s not like in social situations, where if you’re awful, people find out you’re awful and they shun you. In the corporate world, those who are going to win, win.” 

Tammy felt a pain in her heart. It all seemed so unfair, not to mention untrue! They could sort this man out. 

They  would  sort this man out. 

The three girls went quiet for a moment, and then changed the subject of conversation to the food. “This is really good,” said Lisa, happy for the distraction. 

“Fine indeed!” said Michelle, who was the real connoisseur. She grew up on Chinese food, but there was no cuisine she couldn’t handle. She was something of a food fanatic, and always liked to make sure that those she cared about had been fed. Her neighbors always knew that if there was a family emergency, they’d be getting a delicious care package from Michelle. 

They were all diving into their food, when Lisa’s beeper started to go off. It was her husband, Joe. Although he’d been at home doing nothing all day – he was an unemployed electrician who did occasional odd jobs and didn’t seem to be bothered about working – he hadn’t been happy about Lisa going out with her friends that evening. 

She looked ad the beeper saw that it read, “911.” She groaned with annoyance, and looked at her friends in despair. 

“Girls, I’m so sorry,” she said, and both of their faces dropped as Lisa began to push her plate away. 

“Joe just texted, it’s an emergency. I have to go,” she said, hardly convincing herself. 

 “Emergency? Yeah right,” scoffed Michelle under her breath. 

Tammy and Michelle were sad, but they didn’t try to argue with her. It was obvious that she had made up her mind and was leaving. It was also obvious that she didn’t want to, and they didn’t want to make her feel even worse. 

The three girls hugged each other and Lisa started to get her purse out to settle her part of the bill. However, Michelle waved her away. “We can sort that out another time,” she said, with no intention of ever actually sorting it. 

The three girls hugged again and Lisa left the building to go and see to her husband’s ‘emergency’. When she’d gone, Tammy and Michelle looked at each other. 

“I can’t believe it,” said Tammy, her anger growing by the minute, and – having finished her dinner – she also pushed her plate away. 

“What a no good, slimy, evil little piece of shit. And he’s only 26! This man needs showing.” 

Michelle agreed, and she was already having ideas about what they could do to him. 

“We need to find him,” Michelle said. 

“I’m going to find him,” said Tammy. 

“It’s not fair that Lisa is going through all of this,” she continued. “Her husband is a loser, a selfish loser, and this boss of hers sounds like a manipulative monster. How dare he think that he can control our friend like that? She doesn’t deserve it. He deserves to be punished and humiliated.” 

Michelle nodded, continuing, in her mind, to go over what they could do to him. She really let her creative side out when it came to humiliating men. She loved to dress them in girl’s clothes, to tie them up and she got a kick out of how quiet they went when they were powerless and feminized. 

“You find him,” Michelle said, “And we can trick him.” 

Tammy knew that they could, and would, and decided that the first task was for her to stalk David Dunning. 


***


Tammy started her stalking by sitting outside of Lisa’s work, the following day. It was a Thursday evening, and she knew that most workers would go home after work, so she figured that she could find out where he lived, and hopefully some bars that he frequented. 

She realised that she didn’t know David Dunning, or what he looked like, but she thought that she would know as soon as she saw him. She knew the kind of slimy, well dressed, cocky young man that he was. She would just look for a young executive with good hair who looked like he thought  his shit didn’t stick. His type always had good hair. 

5.30 arrived and workers began to drift from their offices into the garage where Tammy herself was sitting. 

She’d ensured to wait quite near to the entrance, just in case he had a reserved space. Indeed, she had an idea of which car David owned. There was a powder blue Porsche, very close to the front of the building, and who but a posing young boss would own one of those? 

She wanted to go and scratch it with something, but she resisted this urge. 

Sure enough, several minutes later, after more workers had left, a young man in a well fitted suit, with dark hair and a good figure but – Tammy thought – a stupid walk, strutted his way towards his car. 

He looked around to see if anyone could see him getting into it, and then waited outside it a little longer to increase the likelihood of being seen. 

Must be a new car, Tammy thought. 

He eventually stepped inside his vehicle and Tammy turned on her ignition. When he left, she was right behind him, and followed him out of the parking garage, onto the busy road. 

It was rush hour and there were a lot of cars on the road. Tammy was determined not to lose David, though, and although he drove like an idiot, she followed him, riskily at times as she left her driving comfort zone. After a surprisingly short amount of time – which was a relief to Tammy – David started to slow down and turn left onto a quiet, residential road. Tammy continued to follow him here, but kept her distance as he turned once more and went up a drive. 

The drive led to a block of apartments which Tammy knew she wouldn’t forget, and she also clocked the street name: Pine Street. 

She made a u-turn at the end of Pine Street and returned to her home, satisfied with her progress, for now. 


***

The following day, Tammy waited for David again. However, she wasn’t parked so closely to his car. The last thing she wanted to do was to raise his suspicions. She felt optimistic this time, as it was a Friday evening and she was willing to bet that he often went for post-work drinks on a Friday. 

If she could find out his favorite bar, she could try to get some waitressing work there. Tammy often worked as a waitress, when her graphic design business was struggling, and she never had trouble finding that kind of work. 

To her surprise, David walked out of the building that day and didn’t head towards his parking garage. Only then, Tammy realised, his car wasn’t even there. As he exited the building and continued down the block on foot and alone, she left her own car and started to walk casually behind him. 

David was walking in the opposite direction of his apartment, and seemed to be going towards town. 

Tammy continued to walk behind him – not too closely but never losing him – and managed to spot as he walked into a trendy cocktail bar. This was definitely his kind of place.  Everything from the awnings to the pretentious old sounding name Van Buren and Gaston said exclusive. Tammy laughed deciding that a $12 beer didn’t taste much different from a $2 one. 

She stood outside of the ridiculous bar for several moments after he’d walked in, her heart racing, before following in behind him. 

Tammy saw David standing at the bar trying to chat up the pretty young bartender who seemed very impressed with him. She tried to hide her distaste as she also walked towards the bar. 

The barmaid who was talking to David was the only one on duty, but she still prioritised finishing her conversation with David before turning to serve Tammy. Obviously, this annoyed Tammy, but she managed to use it in her favor. 

“Sorry about that!” Said the barmaid insincerely, “What can I get you?” 

“It’s Okay,” Said Tammy, “I could tell you are friends. Do you know him well?” 

The bartender looked surprised by this question. 

“Well, err,” She giggled, then half-straightened her face, “I suppose I know him kind of well. He comes in here every Friday, and some weekdays. Anyway, what can I get you?” 

Tammy almost shouted BINGO on the spot. 

“I’ll have a Long Island Ice Tea, please,” she said, “And a waitress application, if you have any, please?” 

“Oh really?” asked the barmaid, over-excitedly. “I’m Liz! Hi! We’re desperate for a waitress. You might just be exactly what we are looking for. I’ll go and get the boss in a second. Long Island Iced Tea, coming right up.” 

Liz busily prepared Tammy’s drink whilst David looked at both of them, then around the room, shamelessly eyeing up several women as he sipped his  Jack and Coke. 

“We’re going to teach you a lesson,” Tammy muttered under her breath, and Liz looked up at her, then back to the cocktail. 

As she handed over the cocktail, an older man appeared behind the bar, and Liz greeted him enthusiastically. 

“Phil!” She said, “This lady here is a waitress!” 

Phil’s face lit up, though he tried to remain unreadable. 

He approached Tammy and asked her about her experience waitressing, which she responded to with an impressive verbal résumé. He then asked her if she could work tomorrow night, which she said she could, and he shook her hand and gave her a quick tour of the bar. 

When Tammy returned to her drink, David was talking to a pair of girls in a small booth, and she was glad that he hadn’t approached her. 

“See you soon, sucker,” she said softly as she drained her Ice Tea in seconds. She left the bar. 


***

The following evening, when it was almost time to go to the bar and work her first shift there, Tammy made sure that she was dressed to be undressed. She wore a low cut, black top and stunning red lipstick. She straightened her dark hair, and applied generous amounts of mascara and perfume. She could dress appropriately for a flirty waitress when she wanted to. 

She also put on thigh high stockings, black boots and a short black skirt. She knew that she might not be successful on her first night: David might not even be there. However, she also was confident that she would be successful some night soon. Guys like David are more than happy to pick up a waitress after a drink or two. She thought about her poor friend, Lisa, and what this man was doing to her career and her self-esteem. Fuelled by anger, she set out to work. 


***

Sure enough, it wasn’t the first night that Tammy started working at VBG that David came in and invited her to his apartment. It wasn’t even the second, third or fourth. However, on the fourth night of her working there, he did come in, and immediately began flirting with her. 

On the fifth night that Tammy spent in the bar, David was in there again, and Tammy was dressed very sexily this time. She had a white blouse on which was mostly unbuttoned, and you could see the outline of her dark blue bra beneath it. She also had on a short skirt, high-heeled shoes and stockings with suspenders. David looked her up and down approvingly as she approached his table, and shamelessly acknowledged her cleavage as she bent down to pass him his cocktail. 

“Will that be all?” Tammy asked, “Or perhaps you’d like something… else?” 

She stared him in the eye as she said this, with a confidence that aroused David as much as it made him feel uncomfortable. 

He cockily stared her right back in the eye and said, “I’d like you to join me for a drink. What time do you finish? Or can they let you off early and I’ll pay your wages?” 

Tammy nearly dropped her jaw at his attitude, but the truth was that it was 8.40pm, and she had the early shift. 

She could finish in 20 minutes. 

“I actually finish in 20 minutes. Though sometimes it takes me longer, it depends,” she said suggestively, and laughed. 

David nodded, looking at her stockings and the outline of her suspenders under her skirt. 

“Well, see you in 20 minutes, then? I’ll get us a bottle of champagne.” He said. 

Tammy pretended to be impressed and looked at David’s body with a similar expression to how he was looking at hers. 

“I’ll look forward to drinking you,” She said, “Oops – I mean drinking with you.” 

Impressed with herself and at how easy this was proving to be – how easy  he  was proving to be – Tammy headed back towards the bar to finish her shift. 

20 minutes later, she was back at there table where David was drinking on his own and he’d already bought them a bottle of champagne, with two glasses.  As she walked over, he poured them and smiled at her. “I’m a successful businessman,” he said, “I’m the boss at a nearby firm.” 

Tammy pretended to be interested as he talked about himself. She gasped and “wowed” when it seemed appropriate, and started to touch David’s arms and legs in a flirtatious way. “You look like you have big biceps,” she said, feeling extremely out of character. 

“I work out when I get chance,” was David’s reply, accompanied by a proud face. The talk went on like this for a while. David boasted and Tammy flirted, until David confidently asked the question. “Want to come back to my apartment? We can carry on our… liaison there.” 

Tammy stroked David’s thigh and nodded, looking him seductively in the eye. “Let’s go,” She said, and David smiled and stood up. 

They linked arms as the headed towards the door. Tammy was too self-conscious to look back to discover which of her co-workers had seen her. She’d be leaving there soon now, anyway. 


***

When they got to David’s apartment, Tammy sat down on the black leather sofa. It was a tidy apartment: the furniture was black and the style was simplistic. He had a kitchen by his living room, which you could see through the open door was modern and clean, and there was, of course, a bedroom and bathroom that Tammy had not yet seen. 

David took off his jacket and loosened his tie and lowered himself towards Tammy. The pair began to kiss playfully, and then Tammy pulled away. “David,” she said, “Have you ever wanted a threesome?” 

David looked shocked and excited. “I’ve thought about it a lot,” he said quickly. “Why? Do you have a friend?” 

“I do. I have the perfect friend. I would love to call her and get her to come and join us.” 

“Wow,” said David. “Yes. Please, call her. Do you want to use my phone?” 

Tammy declined his offer and used her own phone to call Michelle. She quickly gave her David’s address and explained, quite openly and in front of David that they were going to have a threesome. David was grinning enthusiastically, his white teeth glowing in the dimly lit room. 

As they waited for Michelle, David brought out some more champagne from his kitchen – it seemed he had a stash in there – and they sipped it slowly as the conversation heated up to threesome fantasies. 

“Would you like to be tied up?” Tammy asked, stroking David’s thigh and noticing the erection beneath his trousers. 

“You are kinky,” said David, and Tammy smiled suggestively. 

“It’s a favourite game of mine,” replied Tammy. 

“Maybe another time,” said David. “I hardly know you.” 

“I think you’ll know me and my friend very well after tonight,” said Tammy seductively brushing her hand over his chest. 

“I don’t know. I’m just not comfortable yet.” 

“Don’t you trust me?” pouted Tammy. It was the pout that no man could resist and like that, he had agreed. 

When Michelle arrived, she was dressed in black, lacy underwear beneath her long trench coat. 

David said “wow” out loud as she walked in after he buzzed her into the apartment, and she immediately undid her coat. Tammy hugged Michelle and thanked her quietly in her ear. 

“You must be David Dunning,” Michelle said, smiling and glaring in David’s direction. He was surprised by the use of his full name, and a little stunned, but he managed to say, 

“Yes. Yes I am. Who are you?” 

“I’m Michelle,” Said Michelle looking at the champagne glasses on the coffee table. David ran into the kitchen and returned with a glass for Michelle, which she accepted gratefully. 

David sat in the middle of the sofa as both girls were either side of him, stroking an arm and thigh each. He was stroking both of their thighs, moaning lightly as he did so, and he started to reach up to Michelle’s panties. Michelle looked urgently at Tammy, who took the cue. 

“Mmm,” she said, “Maybe we should move this into…” 

David didn’t get the hint, or didn’t want to. He didn’t seem to be keen on moving to the bedroom. 

“Mmm,” said Tammy again, kissing David’s neck. “Should we move?” 

David shook his head. “Nu uh,” he said, “We’re fine in here.” 

His hand was reaching inside of Michelle’s panties, when she moved and started to straddle him. She pulled off one of her fishnets and Tammy did the same with one of her opaque black stockings. 

Michelle pulled David’s shirt over his head, then held David’s hands above his head and waved her breasts in his face. Tammy tied his wrists together with her stocking. Michelle then reinforced this by tying her own, fishnet stocking around his wrists, ensuring that he couldn’t move his hands. 

They then did the same to his ankles, and Tammy removed her panties. She gagged David with them, and the two girls high-fived as they looked at the man tied before them. 

Michelle ran down to her car, and returned with a large carrier bag. In there was some duct tape, make-up, more underwear and a strap on. She quickly grabbed the duct tape and used it to make extra sure that David couldn’t escape by using it to pin his arms to his sides and his thighs together. He had figured out that this was not just a playful tryst and began to scream into the panties. Once he was secure, she started looking through her make up. 

“Hmm,” she said, “I think that this pink would look great on those lips. What do you think, Tammy?” 

Tammy agreed, “Yes! Put it on! I’ll make a start on the foundation.” 

David started to panicat this point. He was pretty sure that he and the girls were not just going to have some kinky sex. Now, they seemed to be feminising him and he had lost all control, he was confused. 

Michelle removed Tammy’s panties from his mouth, and went towards his lips with her lipstick. 

“What are you do--,“ he started, but Michelle tapped him on the nose. “Mouth shut, please,” she said, and he complied.  Nobody was more surprised at his obedience than Michelle who quickly applied the lipstick, while Tammy patted his cheeks with pale foundation, and they started on the eye make up. 

“I like this glittery one,” said Tammy, and Michelle nodded enthusiastically. 

“Yes!” She said, “And it goes great with this eye liner.” 

Tammy applied silvery eye liner and glitter eye shadow to David’s eyes, watching with glee as he unintentionally fluttered his eye lashes. 

“Aw, pretty!” said Tammy, and Michelle laughed. 

Tammy applied some more eye shadow, making his eyes shimmer and shine, and she took a step back to look at David’s face. 

Tammy and Michelle looked at each other. “Mascara!” Both girls said at once, and laughed. Michelle applied generous amounts of mascara to David’s lashes, until they were dark and nearly two inches in length. Michelle reached into her bag for a pink, strapless bra, and hooked it around David’s back. 

“Lovely!” She said, and her and Tammy stood back and looked at him. 

“Blusher!” Said Tammy, and reached for one of Michelle’s blusher pads and brushes. 

David’s lips were pink, his lashes were long, his cheeks were rosy and his eye lids shone. However, he still had manly eyebrows. 

Michelle rapidly removed his eyebrow hairs with her tweezers, until his face started to look truly feminine. 

“Hmm. Almost there!” Said Tammy, then grabbed some hair removal cream from Michelle’s bag. 

“He’s still a little hairy,” she said, and unhooked the pink bra he was wearing. She started to apply the cream to his chest, torso, armpits and arms. While they waited for it to take effect, Michelle removed his shoes and socks, and painted his toe nails pink. 

After several minutes, Tammy went to the bathroom and returned with a wet washcloth. She wiped down David’s chest, removing all of the hair and hair removal cream from him. She then dried him with towel and patted him on the head. 

“Pretty girl!” She said. 

She grabbed the pink bra again and hooked it back on, then took a step back. 

“He needs matching panties!” Said Michelle, “And to get rid of those men’s pants!” 

She reached deeply into her bag, and pulled out a pair of pink, panties. She shot a disapproving look at David’s pants. Efficiently she unbuttoned and unzipped them and pulled them down. Tammy untied his ankles as Michelle did this, ensuring to keep a hold of his legs. Together, Tammy and Michelle pulled his legs out of his slacks and pulled his boxers down. 

David’s penis was semi hard as they did this, and he couldn’t help but feel excited by the thought of wearing the pink panties. They replaced his boxers with the bikini cut panties and pulled a fresh pair of nude stockings up his legs before tying his ankles together again. 

They took a step back to admire him in his now matching underwear and smiled at each other. 

“Now he’ll do!” Said Michelle, and Tammy agreed. They walked towards his bedroom to have a look at what he might be hiding in there. 


***

When they entered the bedroom, they found that it was much like the living room – simple and, truth be told, stylish. The bed, like the sofa, was made of leather, and there were closets built into the wall, with mirrored doors. 

Michelle knelt down, to look under the bed, and Tammy opened up the closet. 

She threw several shirts and suits onto the bed, and pushed aside a few pairs of expensive shoes. 

Behind these shoes, was a large box of videos, which she assumed would be porn. 

“Think I’ve found some porn in here!” Tammy shouted, and pulled out the box. 

“Not surprising!” Said Michelle. “There’s some magazines under the bed, too. But what you’ve found seems more interesting. They opened the box together, to reveal at least 50 home recorded tapes. 

On the labels of these tapes, were dates, names and position titles. 

12/4/96, Lauren, PA. 

13/9/97, Gabriella, Administrator

15/6/97, Sarah, Secretary

Tammy and Michelle looked at each other, and took the box of videos to the television in the room where David was tied. 

“No! No! Not those videos!” He shouted, which encouraged them further. 

“They knew I was filming! They knew about it! It was their choice!” He said, leading the girls to think that this wasn’t the case. 

Tammy inserted the video into the VHS and pressed play. It was already rewound to the beginning. 

On there was a video of David and on of his subordinates, on the couch in the living room they were currently in, having sex. Tammy ejected the video and immediately inserted another one. There was much of the same. 

David looked extremely uncomfortable at this point, even behind his heavily made up face. 

“I’ll do whatever you say,” He said. “Just don’t let this get out. It would be the end of me. Please. I’ll do anything.” 


***


Michelle picked up her cell phone and called Lisa. 

“Hey, Lisa, come to David’s place. I’ll send you the address in a text message. It’s not far away. There’s some entertainment you might be interested in.” 

Lisa panicked after receiving the phone call. Her friends were at David’s place? How, and what had they done? 

She was extremely worried, as she knew what they were like. If they’d tied her boss up, and maybe even dressed him up and feminized him, she would lose her job in an instant. She struggled to catch her breath as she looked at the address in her inbox. It was a five minute drive away. She was covered in sweat, short of breath and flustered as she ran out of the front door, offering no explanation to her husband. 


***

When Lisa arrived, she was shocked to see the state of her boss. Truly, the sight of him so feminized made her feel amused, but she was more concerned. 

“David, I am so, so sorry,” She started, and walked over to untie him. 

“You might not want to do that!” Said Tammy, shooting David a look of disdain. 

“This man has a rather interesting video collection,” Tammy continued, pointing at the box and the scattered VHS tapes on the floor. She pressed play on the TV, and sure enough, there was David and one of his subordinates. 

“There’s a whole box of these kind of videos.” Said Michelle, and Tammy looked shocked. 

“I’ll do anything,” Said David, looking at Tammy now with pleading eyes. “Just please, don’t let this get out.” 

Lisa’s confidence started to grow, and Tammy pointed towards Michelle’s bag. 

“There’s a strap on in there,” she said casually, and the three girls laughed. 

Tammy and Michelle walked over to David and pushed him forwards, so that he was leaning over the coffee table. Keeping his wrists tied, they untied his ankles and removed the pink panties they’d put him in. Then, they tied his ankles together again. 

Lisa watched in awe as they did this, to her boss, to David Dunning the winner! She couldn’t believe it. 

“All yours to spank!” Said Michelle, and pointed towards David’s bare ass. 

“I’m not sure,” Said Lisa. 

“Go on!” Said Tammy, and Lisa walked towards her boss’s ass. 

She started to spank him hardly straight away, and she was happy that she had rings on her fingers. 

David moaned and screamed as she spanked him relentlessly for several minutes, leaving his cheeks red and raw. 

“I think it’s time to go into the bedroom!” Said Lisa, and Tammy and Michelle helped to carry David into there, so that he was kneeling over on the bed. When he was in position, Michelle went to grab the strap on, and passed it to Lisa. 

“Show him who’s really boss,” Said Michelle and Lisa attached the strap on the the front of her groin. 

She poked around David’s anus for a minute or two, before inserting it into him. He screamed as the huge dildo went inside his asshole and a tear ran down his face. 

“OK, girly?” Said Lisa, thrusting in and out of her boss slowly and thoroughly enjoying the shift in power. 

“Don’t cry; you’ll smudge your pretty make up,” she said. And continued to penetrate him with the strap on. 

“There are going to be some big changes at work, David, aren’t there?” She said. 

“Yes,” David whimpered. 

“You’re not going to treat me – or any other subordinates – like we are your slaves any more, are you?” 

“No, no,” said David, as he continued to be fucked by the dildo. 

“And you’re going to put me into the advanced position that I should be in, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” said David. 

“Yes!” Echoed Lisa, and released the dildo from his ass. 

She spanked him again, and again, 

“Naughty girl!” She said. 

David moaned as she continued spanking him. 

“Who’s the boss?” Lisa shouted to feminized David, and all that he could reply was, 

“You are.” 

Lisa turned to her two friends, who were beaming with joy. 

“I think we’ve shown him what’s what,” Said Michelle, looking extremely elated. 

“I think so!” Said Tammy, and she hugged Lisa. 

Lisa was tearful – this time with positive emotion – and she hugged Tammy hard, then Michelle, then both of them together. 

“I can’t believe how great you two are, to sort all of this out for me. Thank you so much. I love you two!” She said, casting the occasional eye at her still tied up boss. 

“We love you! You know we’re all in this together! Also, great job with the spanking and the pegging!” Tammy said, and high fived Lisa. 

Michelle started to gather her stuff ready to leave, and Lisa located David’s phone and took it to him. 

“We will dial one number for you so that you can call someone to untie you. Who should we call?” 

David mumbled a number and Lisa tapped it in. When there was an answer on the other end, she turned to her friends. 

“Time to go!” She said, and they ran out of the door and down towards Michelle and Lisa’s cars. 

Michelle walked towards her car and turned to Lisa and Tammy, “You two follow me. After party time, at mine!” 

Lisa and Tammy climbed into Lisa’s car and followed Michelle back to her apartment. It was time to celebrate a job well done. 

TO BE CONTINUED IN 1998

Feminized by the Berto Street Girls 1998

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

 

Tammy, Lisa and Michelle took their reserved seats in  The Clay Pot – one of their favorite restaurants – and started to eagerly finger the wine menu. The three girls were excited to see each other. They’d been friends for 10

years, since they were 18, but didn’t get to go 0t as often as they’d like these days. 

“What we going for, ladies? A bottle of white?” Said Michelle. 

Michelle was happy to be in the company of her friends. She was a busy business-woman, who had her own clothing boutique, which she wore a dress from this evening. Her days consisted of working, working and more working. Then, when she got home, she often spent her evenings alone. Michelle had a supportive partner, but like her, he was busy and away a lot of the time. 

“Sounds good to me!” Said Tammy, and Lisa nodded in agreement. 

“I’m ready for a glass,” she said. 

Michelle ordered a bottle of Pino Gris and smiled at her two friends. 

Each of them was also happy to be in good company. Tammy was an independent, passionate woman who liked to do things by herself and in her own way. Her days were spent working for her freelance graphic design business, and playing her guitar. She was not as financially successful as her friend, Michelle, but she was happy and enjoyed her freedom. Her lifestyle meant that she usually dressed casually, but tonight she’d made the effort and put on a small purple dress. 

Lisa was possibly the least happy of the group, but being with her friends was already lifting her spirits. 

She’d not been out for some time, as her busy life in corporate America wore her out, and by evening time she went home to her husband where they spent strained evenings together. Lisa was always tired, and had begun resenting her husband’s unemployed status. He misunderstood her in many ways. 

Like Michelle and Tammy, Lisa had made an effort tonight, and wore a dress that was black, well fitted and covered in small polka dots. 

As they waited for the wine to arrive, the three women complimented each others’ attire. They were being very genuine with each other, and their big smiles and raucous laughter was evident to anybody looking over at their table. 

“That dress is awesome! Is it one from your store?” Tammy asked Michelle, and Michelle smiled proudly. 

“Sure is. You should come in sometime; I can offer you a huge discount, of course!” She said. 

Tammy made a mental note to actually go in sometime. She’d been promising to for ages, but she was so busy with her graphic design work and she’d recently formed a band which she was busy writing songs for. It seemed that her days vanished, a lot of the time. 

“Those polka dots  rock,” smile Michelle, in Lisa’s direction, and Lisa stroked the skirt of her dress. 

“Thank you!” She said to Michelle. 

When the wine arrived, the waiter asked the three girls if they’d like to try it. All three laughed: they thought that it would have been hilarious if one of them had pretended to be so fancy as to try the wine beforehand. 

“Just pour!” Said Tammy, livening up a little to match Michelle. 

When their wine was poured, each of them immediately took a sip, then started to look at the food menu. It was a restaurant they had visited together before, and it served fantastic Indian food. As they’d decided to go there early

– it was only 6.30pm – the restaurant was very quiet, and only one other table was occupied on the other side of the room. 

“I think I’m going to go for a korma,” said Tammy. She’d known what she was going to have before she even pretended to look at the menu, but she didn’t care. It was what she wanted. 

“Hmmm,” said Michelle, and flicked through the pages. 

“I think I might have the same,” Said Lisa, “I know it’s not very… you know… but it’s nice!” 

Michelle ran her finger down one of the pages, nodding her head. 

“Yep, mmhmm, Jalfrezi for me.” 

“Are we ready to order, then?” Asked Lisa? 

“Do we all know what rice or naan we’re getting?” Tammy said. 

“Think so, do you?” Asked Michelle. 

Lisa and Tammy both nodded and Lisa made eye contact with the waiter, who smiled and returned to the table. 

“Hello, ladies!” He said, “May I take your orders?” 

They ordered their food and then started to catch up properly. 

“So, how’s everything going with you art and your music?” Michelle asked Tammy. 

“Great, thanks!” replied Tammy. “I’ve just formed a band with a couple of guys. We’re writing songs at the moment. We’re thinking it’s going to be kind of Nirvana-ey, but with a female singer. Not like Hole though. I’m just doing it for the fun and the love,” said Tammy. 

Michelle nodded frantically, admiring her friend’s childlike enthusiasm. 

“And how about you, Lisa? How’s the corporate rat race?” 

Lisa’s face began to distort a little, and her eyes filled with water. 

This alarmed Tammy, and she put her hand on her friend’s shoulder. 

“What’s wrong, Lis?” She said. 

Lisa started to cry, and Michelle and Tammy looked at each other in horror and concern, then back at Lisa. 

“Lisa, I’m sorry, has something happened?” asked Michelle, increasingly concerned. 

Lisa took several deep breaths and used her napkin to dry her eyes. 

“It’s. I hate it. I hate him.” She said, and Michelle and Tammy looked at each other again. 

“Him?” asked Tammy, and started to tap her polished fingers on the table. 

Lisa proceeded to tell her friends what had been happening at work. She’d been struggling to progress in her career, and had recently requested a transfer to a department run by a younger boss, who seemed to be on a meteoric rise through the ranks. This boss, David Dunning, was two years younger than the three girls – just 26 – but he played the corporate game well and always seemed to come out on top. 

He’d promised Lisa that he could help her advance her career to, but had since shown no interest in doing anything for her--Anything besides literally doing her, that is. 

Since she’d been in his department, he had handed to her the same tasks as other, less qualified and less experienced workers, and every time she’d tried to speak to him about his promised advances he flashed a shark-ish grin at her and looked at her body. 

She knew that she would have to play some kind of game in order to advance in this corporate environment, but with David Dunning, she didn’t even know what game to play. All she knew was that he always won. 

As she told her friends about this man, their faces curled in distaste. 

“What a piece of shit,” said Tammy, visibly angry, and Michelle nodded fiercely in agreement. 

“This man is abusing you,” Said Michelle, and Lisa inhaled deeply. 

The offloading of her problems had stopped Lisa’s tears from running, and though all of this was very cathartic, they were famished when their food was finally delivered to the table. 

The food smelt fresh and spicy, and as they started to arrange it onto their plates, Tammy said in a flat tone. 

“We know how to take care of misbehaving guys, Lisa.” 

Lisa concentrated on focusing her breathing again. 

Tammy looked at Michelle. She remembered how they had met Lisa. Ten years ago, Tammy and Lisa had been unknowingly sharing a boyfriend, and Michelle helped them to feminize him and tie him to a tree. They had shaved his legs, dressed him in his mother’s clothes and given him a full makeover. 

Michelle was experiencing a different memory. 

“Hey, Lisa. Do you remember, 5 years ago, that guy tried to drug you? We hogtied him and left him dressed as Jessica Rabbit, on his parents’ porch.” 

Both Tammy and Lisa burst out laughing. 

“I remember,” said Lisa, seeming to cheer up a little. “And his parents were  so  conservative! His mom kept trying to pull the dress over to cover up his ass.” 

“Served him right!” said Tammy, feeling angry about it all over again. 

“So…,” said Michelle, looking at Tammy, at Lisa, then back at Tammy. “Are we going to sort this David guy out, or what?” 

Lisa sighed running her fork through her curry sadly, “The corporate world doesn’t work like that. It’s not like in social situations, where if you’re awful, people find out you’re awful and they shun you. In the corporate world, those who are going to win, win.” 

Tammy felt a pain in her heart. It all seemed so unfair, not to mention untrue! They could sort this man out. 

They  would  sort this man out. 

The three girls went quiet for a moment, and then changed the subject of conversation to the food. “This is really good,” said Lisa, happy for the distraction. 

“Fine indeed!” said Michelle, who was the real connoisseur. She grew up on Chinese food, but there was no cuisine she couldn’t handle. She was something of a food fanatic, and always liked to make sure that those she cared about had been fed. Her neighbors always knew that if there was a family emergency, they’d be getting a delicious care package from Michelle. 

They were all diving into their food, when Lisa’s beeper started to go off. It was her husband, Joe. Although he’d been at home doing nothing all day – he was an unemployed electrician who did occasional odd jobs and didn’t seem to be bothered about working – he hadn’t been happy about Lisa going out with her friends that evening. 

She looked ad the beeper saw that it read, “911.” She groaned with annoyance, and looked at her friends in despair. 

“Girls, I’m so sorry,” she said, and both of their faces dropped as Lisa began to push her plate away. 

“Joe just texted, it’s an emergency. I have to go,” she said, hardly convincing herself. 

 “Emergency? Yeah right,” scoffed Michelle under her breath. 

Tammy and Michelle were sad, but they didn’t try to argue with her. It was obvious that she had made up her mind and was leaving. It was also obvious that she didn’t want to, and they didn’t want to make her feel even worse. 

The three girls hugged each other and Lisa started to get her purse out to settle her part of the bill. However, Michelle waved her away. “We can sort that out another time,” she said, with no intention of ever actually sorting it. 

The three girls hugged again and Lisa left the building to go and see to her husband’s ‘emergency’. When she’d gone, Tammy and Michelle looked at each other. 

“I can’t believe it,” said Tammy, her anger growing by the minute, and – having finished her dinner – she also pushed her plate away. 

“What a no good, slimy, evil little piece of shit. And he’s only 26! This man needs showing.” 

Michelle agreed, and she was already having ideas about what they could do to him. 

“We need to find him,” Michelle said. 

“I’m going to find him,” said Tammy. 

“It’s not fair that Lisa is going through all of this,” she continued. “Her husband is a loser, a selfish loser, and this boss of hers sounds like a manipulative monster. How dare he think that he can control our friend like that? She doesn’t deserve it. He deserves to be punished and humiliated.” 

Michelle nodded, continuing, in her mind, to go over what they could do to him. She really let her creative side out when it came to humiliating men. She loved to dress them in girl’s clothes, to tie them up and she got a kick out of how quiet they went when they were powerless and feminized. 

“You find him,” Michelle said, “And we can trick him.” 

Tammy knew that they could, and would, and decided that the first task was for her to stalk David Dunning. 


***

Tammy started her stalking by sitting outside of Lisa’s work, the following day. It was a Thursday evening, and she knew that most workers would go home after work, so she figured that she could find out where he lived, and hopefully some bars that he frequented. 

She realized that she didn’t know David Dunning, or what he looked like, but she thought that she would know as soon as she saw him. She knew the kind of slimy, well dressed, cocky young man that he was. She would just look for a young executive with good hair who looked like he thought  his shit didn’t stick. His type always had good hair. 

5.30 arrived and workers began to drift from their offices into the garage where Tammy herself was sitting. 

She’d ensured to wait quite near to the entrance, just in case he had a reserved space. Indeed, she had an idea of which car David owned. There was a powder blue Porsche, very close to the front of the building, and who but a posing young boss would own one of those? 

She wanted to go and scratch it with something, but she resisted this urge. 

Sure enough, several minutes later, after more workers had left, a young man in a well fitted suit, with dark hair and a good figure but – Tammy thought – a stupid walk, strutted his way towards his car. 

He looked around to see if anyone could see him getting into it, and then waited outside it a little longer to increase the likelihood of being seen. 

Must be a new car, Tammy thought. 

He eventually stepped inside his vehicle and Tammy turned on her ignition. When he left, she was right behind him, and followed him out of the parking garage, onto the busy road. 

It was rush hour and there were a lot of cars on the road. Tammy was determined not to lose David, though, and although he drove like an idiot, she followed him, riskily at times as she left her driving comfort zone. After a surprisingly short amount of time – which was a relief to Tammy – David started to slow down and turn left onto a quiet, residential road. Tammy continued to follow him here, but kept her distance as he turned once more and went up a drive. 

The drive led to a block of apartments which Tammy knew she wouldn’t forget, and she also clocked the street name: Pine Street. 

She made a u-turn at the end of Pine Street and returned to her home, satisfied with her progress, for now. 


***

The following day, Tammy waited for David again. However, she wasn’t parked so closely to his car. The last thing she wanted to do was to raise his suspicions. She felt optimistic this time, as it was a Friday evening and she was willing to bet that he often went for post-work drinks on a Friday. 

If she could find out his favorite bar, she could try to get some waitressing work there. Tammy often worked as a waitress, when her graphic design business was struggling, and she never had trouble finding that kind of work. 

To her surprise, David walked out of the building that day and didn’t head towards his parking garage. Only then, Tammy realized, his car wasn’t even there. As he exited the building and continued down the block on foot and alone, she left her own car and started to walk casually behind him. 

David was walking in the opposite direction of his apartment, and seemed to be going towards town. 

Tammy continued to walk behind him – not too closely but never losing him – and managed to spot as he walked into a trendy cocktail bar. This was definitely his kind of place.  Everything from the awnings to the pretentious old sounding name Van Buren and Gaston said exclusive. Tammy laughed deciding that a $12 beer didn’t taste much different from a $2 one. 

She stood outside of the ridiculous bar for several moments after he’d walked in, her heart racing, before following in behind him. 

Tammy saw David standing at the bar trying to chat up the pretty young bartender who seemed very impressed with him. She tried to hide her distaste as she also walked towards the bar. 

The barmaid who was talking to David was the only one on duty, but she still prioritised finishing her conversation with David before turning to serve Tammy. Obviously, this annoyed Tammy, but she managed to use it

in her favor. 

“Sorry about that!” Said the barmaid insincerely, “What can I get you?” 

“It’s Okay,” Said Tammy, “I could tell you are friends. Do you know him well?” 

The bartender looked surprised by this question. 

“Well, err,” She giggled, then half-straightened her face, “I suppose I know him kind of well. He comes in here every Friday, and some weekdays. Anyway, what can I get you?” 

Tammy almost shouted BINGO on the spot. 

“I’ll have a Long Island Ice Tea, please,” she said, “And a waitress application, if you have any, please?” 

“Oh really?” asked the barmaid, over-excitedly. “I’m Liz! Hi! We’re desperate for a waitress. You might just be exactly what we are looking for. I’ll go and get the boss in a second. Long Island Iced Tea, coming right up.” 

Liz busily prepared Tammy’s drink whilst David looked at both of them, then around the room, shamelessly eyeing up several women as he sipped his  Jack and Coke. 

“We’re going to teach you a lesson,” Tammy muttered under her breath, and Liz looked up at her, then back to the cocktail. 

As she handed over the cocktail, an older man appeared behind the bar, and Liz greeted him enthusiastically. 

“Phil!” She said, “This lady here is a waitress!” 

Phil’s face lit up, though he tried to remain unreadable. 

He approached Tammy and asked her about her experience waitressing, which she responded to with an impressive verbal résumé. He then asked her if she could work tomorrow night, which she said she could, and he shook her hand and gave her a quick tour of the bar. 

When Tammy returned to her drink, David was talking to a pair of girls in a small booth, and she was glad that he hadn’t approached her. 

“See you soon, sucker,” she said softly as she drained her Ice Tea in seconds. She left the bar. 


***

The following evening, when it was almost time to go to the bar and work her first shift there, Tammy made sure that she was dressed to be undressed. She wore a low cut, black top and stunning red lipstick. She straightened her dark hair, and applied generous amounts of mascara and perfume. She could dress appropriately for a flirty waitress when she wanted to. 

She also put on thigh high stockings, black boots and a short black skirt. She knew that she might not be successful on her first night: David might not even be there. However, she also was confident that she would be successful some night soon. Guys like David are more than happy to pick up a waitress after a drink or two. She thought about her poor friend, Lisa, and what this man was doing to her career and her self-esteem. Fuelled by anger, she set out to work. 


***

Sure enough, it wasn’t the first night that Tammy started working at VBG that David came in and invited her to his apartment. It wasn’t even the second, third or fourth. However, on the fourth night of her working there, he did come in, and immediately began flirting with her. 

On the fifth night that Tammy spent in the bar, David was in there again, and Tammy was dressed very sexily this time. She had a white blouse on which was mostly unbuttoned, and you could see the outline of her dark blue bra beneath it. She also had on a short skirt, high-heeled shoes and stockings with suspenders. David looked her up and down approvingly as she approached his table, and shamelessly acknowledged her cleavage as she bent down to pass him his cocktail. 

“Will that be all?” Tammy asked, “Or perhaps you’d like something… else?” 

She stared him in the eye as she said this, with a confidence that aroused David as much as it made him feel uncomfortable. 

He cockily stared her right back in the eye and said, “I’d like you to join me for a drink. What time do you finish? Or can they let you off early and I’ll pay your wages?” 

Tammy nearly dropped her jaw at his attitude, but the truth was that it was 8.40pm, and she had the early shift. 

She could finish in 20 minutes. 

“I actually finish in 20 minutes. Though sometimes it takes me longer, it depends,” she said suggestively, and laughed. 

David nodded, looking at her stockings and the outline of her suspenders under her skirt. 

“Well, see you in 20 minutes, then? I’ll get us a bottle of champagne.” He said. 

Tammy pretended to be impressed and looked at David’s body with a similar expression to how he was looking at hers. 

“I’ll look forward to drinking you,” She said, “Oops – I mean drinking with you.” 

Impressed with herself and at how easy this was proving to be – how easy  he  was proving to be – Tammy headed back towards the bar to finish her shift. 

20 minutes later, she was back at there table where David was drinking on his own and he’d already bought them a bottle of champagne, with two glasses.  As she walked over, he poured them and smiled at her. “I’m a successful businessman,” he said, “I’m the boss at a nearby firm.” 

Tammy pretended to be interested as he talked about himself. She gasped and “wowed” when it seemed appropriate, and started to touch David’s arms and legs in a flirtatious way. “You look like you have big biceps,” she said, feeling extremely out of character. 

“I work out when I get chance,” was David’s reply, accompanied by a proud face. The talk went on like this for a while. David boasted and Tammy flirted, until David confidently asked the question. “Want to come back to my apartment? We can carry on our… liaison there.” 

Tammy stroked David’s thigh and nodded, looking him seductively in the eye. “Let’s go,” She said, and David smiled and stood up. 

They linked arms as the headed towards the door. Tammy was too self-conscious to look back to discover which of her co-workers had seen her. She’d be leaving there soon now, anyway. 


***

When they got to David’s apartment, Tammy sat down on the black leather sofa. It was a tidy apartment: the furniture was black and the style was simplistic. He had a kitchen by his living room, which you could see through the open door was modern and clean, and there was, of course, a bedroom and bathroom that Tammy had not yet seen. 

David took off his jacket and loosened his tie and lowered himself towards Tammy. The pair began to kiss playfully, and then Tammy pulled away. “David,” she said, “Have you ever wanted a threesome?” 

David looked shocked and excited. “I’ve thought about it a lot,” he said quickly. “Why? Do you have a friend?” 

“I do. I have the perfect friend. I would love to call her and get her to come and join us.” 

“Wow,” said David. “Yes. Please, call her. Do you want to use my phone?” 

Tammy declined his offer and used her own phone to call Michelle. She quickly gave her David’s address and explained, quite openly and in front of David that they were going to have a threesome. David was grinning enthusiastically, his white teeth glowing in the dimly lit room. 

As they waited for Michelle, David brought out some more champagne from his kitchen – it seemed he had a stash in there – and they sipped it slowly as the conversation heated up to threesome fantasies. 

“Would you like to be tied up?” Tammy asked, stroking David’s thigh and noticing the erection beneath his trousers. 

“You are kinky,” said David, and Tammy smiled suggestively. 

“It’s a favourite game of mine,” replied Tammy. 

“Maybe another time,” said David. “I hardly know you.” 

“I think you’ll know me and my friend very well after tonight,” said Tammy seductively brushing her hand over his chest. 

“I don’t know. I’m just not comfortable yet.” 

“Don’t you trust me?” pouted Tammy. It was the pout that no man could resist and like that, he had agreed. 

When Michelle arrived, she was dressed in black, lacy underwear beneath her long trench coat. 

David said “wow” out loud as she walked in after he buzzed her into the apartment, and she immediately undid her coat. Tammy hugged Michelle and thanked her quietly in her ear. 

“You must be David Dunning,” Michelle said, smiling and glaring in David’s direction. He was surprised by the use of his full name, and a little stunned, but he managed to say, 

“Yes. Yes I am. Who are you?” 

“I’m Michelle,” Said Michelle looking at the champagne glasses on the coffee table. David ran into the kitchen and returned with a glass for Michelle, which she accepted gratefully. 

David sat in the middle of the sofa as both girls were either side of him, stroking an arm and thigh each. He was stroking both of their thighs, moaning lightly as he did so, and he started to reach up to Michelle’s panties. Michelle looked urgently at Tammy, who took the cue. 

“Mmm,” she said, “Maybe we should move this into…” 

David didn’t get the hint, or didn’t want to. He didn’t seem to be keen on moving to the bedroom. 

“Mmm,” said Tammy again, kissing David’s neck. “Should we move?” 

David shook his head. “Nu uh,” he said, “We’re fine in here.” 

His hand was reaching inside of Michelle’s panties, when she moved and started to straddle him. She pulled off one of her fishnets and Tammy did the same with one of her opaque black stockings. 

Michelle pulled David’s shirt over his head, then held David’s hands above his head and waved her breasts in his face. Tammy tied his wrists together with her stocking. Michelle then reinforced this by tying her own, fishnet stocking around his wrists, ensuring that he couldn’t move his hands. 

They then did the same to his ankles, and Tammy removed her panties. She gagged David with them, and the two girls high-fived as they looked at the man tied before them. 

Michelle ran down to her car, and returned with a large carrier bag. In there was some duct tape, make-up, more underwear and a strap on. She quickly grabbed the duct tape and used it to make extra sure that David couldn’t escape by using it to pin his arms to his sides and his thighs together. He had figured out that this was not just a playful tryst and began to scream into the panties. Once he was secure, she started looking through her make up. 

“Hmm,” she said, “I think that this pink would look great on those lips. What do you think, Tammy?” 

Tammy agreed, “Yes! Put it on! I’ll make a start on the foundation.” 

David started to panicat this point. He was pretty sure that he and the girls were not just going to have some kinky sex. Now, they seemed to be feminising him and he had lost all control, he was confused. 

Michelle removed Tammy’s panties from his mouth, and went towards his lips with her lipstick. 

“What are you do--,“ he started, but Michelle tapped him on the nose. “Mouth shut, please,” she said, and he complied.  Nobody was more surprised at his obedience than Michelle who quickly applied the lipstick, while Tammy patted his cheeks with pale foundation, and they started on the eye make up. 

“I like this glittery one,” said Tammy, and Michelle nodded enthusiastically. 

“Yes!” She said, “And it goes great with this eye liner.” 

Tammy applied silvery eye liner and glitter eye shadow to David’s eyes, watching with glee as he unintentionally fluttered his eye lashes. 

“Aw, pretty!” said Tammy, and Michelle laughed. 

Tammy applied some more eye shadow, making his eyes shimmer and shine, and she took a step back to look at David’s face. 

Tammy and Michelle looked at each other. “Mascara!” Both girls said at once, and laughed. Michelle applied generous amounts of mascara to David’s lashes, until they were dark and nearly two inches in length. Michelle reached into her bag for a pink, strapless bra, and hooked it around David’s back. 

“Lovely!” She said, and her and Tammy stood back and looked at him. 

“Blusher!” Said Tammy, and reached for one of Michelle’s blusher pads and brushes. 

David’s lips were pink, his lashes were long, his cheeks were rosy and his eye lids shone. However, he still had manly eyebrows. 

Michelle rapidly removed his eyebrow hairs with her tweezers, until his face started to look truly feminine. 

“Hmm. Almost there!” Said Tammy, then grabbed some hair removal cream from Michelle’s bag. 

“He’s still a little hairy,” she said, and unhooked the pink bra he was wearing. She started to apply the cream to his chest, torso, armpits and arms. While they waited for it to take effect, Michelle removed his shoes and socks, and painted his toe nails pink. 

After several minutes, Tammy went to the bathroom and returned with a wet washcloth. She wiped down David’s chest, removing all of the hair and hair removal cream from him. She then dried him with towel and patted him on the head. 

“Pretty girl!” She said. 

She grabbed the pink bra again and hooked it back on, then took a step back. 

“He needs matching panties!” Said Michelle, “And to get rid of those men’s pants!” 

She reached deeply into her bag, and pulled out a pair of pink, panties. She shot a disapproving look at David’s pants. Efficiently she unbuttoned and unzipped them and pulled them down. Tammy untied his ankles as Michelle did this, ensuring to keep a hold of his legs. Together, Tammy and Michelle pulled his legs out of his slacks and pulled his boxers down. 

David’s penis was semi hard as they did this, and he couldn’t help but feel excited by the thought of wearing the pink panties. They replaced his boxers with the bikini cut panties and pulled a fresh pair of nude stockings up his legs before tying his ankles together again. 

They took a step back to admire him in his now matching underwear and smiled at each other. 

“Now he’ll do!” Said Michelle, and Tammy agreed. They walked towards his bedroom to have a look at what he might be hiding in there. 


***

When they entered the bedroom, they found that it was much like the living room – simple and, truth be told, stylish. The bed, like the sofa, was made of leather, and there were closets built into the wall, with mirrored doors. 

Michelle knelt down, to look under the bed, and Tammy opened up the closet. 

She threw several shirts and suits onto the bed, and pushed aside a few pairs of expensive shoes. 

Behind these shoes, was a large box of videos, which she assumed would be porn. 

“Think I’ve found some porn in here!” Tammy shouted, and pulled out the box. 

“Not surprising!” Said Michelle. “There’s some magazines under the bed, too. But what you’ve found seems more interesting. They opened the box together, to reveal at least 50 home recorded tapes. 

On the labels of these tapes, were dates, names and position titles. 

12/4/96, Lauren, PA. 

13/9/97, Gabriella, Administrator

15/6/97, Sarah, Secretary

Tammy and Michelle looked at each other, and took the box of videos to the television in the room where David was tied. 

“No! No! Not those videos!” He shouted, which encouraged them further. 

“They knew I was filming! They knew about it! It was their choice!” He said, leading the girls to think that this wasn’t the case. 

Tammy inserted the video into the VHS and pressed play. It was already rewound to the beginning. 

On there was a video of David and on of his subordinates, on the couch in the living room they were currently in, having sex. Tammy ejected the video and immediately inserted another one. There was much of the same. 

David looked extremely uncomfortable at this point, even behind his heavily made up face. 

“I’ll do whatever you say,” He said. “Just don’t let this get out. It would be the end of me. Please. I’ll do anything.” 


***

Michelle picked up her cell phone and called Lisa. 

“Hey, Lisa, come to David’s place. I’ll send you the address in a text message. It’s not far away. There’s some entertainment you might be interested in.” 

Lisa panicked after receiving the phone call. Her friends were at David’s place? How, and what had they done? 

She was extremely worried, as she knew what they were like. If they’d tied her boss up, and maybe even dressed him up and feminized him, she would lose her job in an instant. She struggled to catch her breath as she looked at the address in her inbox. It was a five minute drive away. She was covered in sweat, short of breath and flustered as she ran out of the front door, offering no explanation to her husband. 


***

When Lisa arrived, she was shocked to see the state of her boss. Truly, the sight of him so feminized made her feel amused, but she was more concerned. 

“David, I am so, so sorry,” She started, and walked over to untie him. 

“You might not want to do that!” Said Tammy, shooting David a look of disdain. 

“This man has a rather interesting video collection,” Tammy continued, pointing at the box and the scattered VHS tapes on the floor. She pressed play on the TV, and sure enough, there was David and one of his subordinates. 

“There’s a whole box of these kind of videos.” Said Michelle, and Tammy looked shocked. 

“I’ll do anything,” Said David, looking at Tammy now with pleading eyes. “Just please, don’t let this get out.” 

Lisa’s confidence started to grow, and Tammy pointed towards Michelle’s bag. 

“There’s a strap on in there,” she said casually, and the three girls laughed. 

Tammy and Michelle walked over to David and pushed him forwards, so that he was leaning over the coffee table. Keeping his wrists tied, they untied his ankles and removed the pink panties they’d put him in. Then, they tied his ankles together again. 

Lisa watched in awe as they did this, to her boss, to David Dunning the winner! She couldn’t believe it. 

“All yours to spank!” Said Michelle, and pointed towards David’s bare ass. 

“I’m not sure,” Said Lisa. 

“Go on!” Said Tammy, and Lisa walked towards her boss’s ass. 

She started to spank him hardly straight away, and she was happy that she had rings on her fingers. 

David moaned and screamed as she spanked him relentlessly for several minutes, leaving his cheeks red and raw. 

“I think it’s time to go into the bedroom!” Said Lisa, and Tammy and Michelle helped to carry David into there, so that he was kneeling over on the bed. When he was in position, Michelle went to grab the strap on, and passed it to Lisa. 

“Show him who’s really boss,” Said Michelle and Lisa attached the strap on the the front of her groin. 

She poked around David’s anus for a minute or two, before inserting it into him. He screamed as the huge dildo went inside his asshole and a tear ran down his face. 

“OK, girly?” Said Lisa, thrusting in and out of her boss slowly and thoroughly enjoying the shift in power. 

“Don’t cry; you’ll smudge your pretty make up,” she said. And continued to penetrate him with the strap on. 

“There are going to be some big changes at work, David, aren’t there?” She said. 

“Yes,” David whimpered. 

“You’re not going to treat me – or any other subordinates – like we are your slaves any more, are you?” 

“No, no,” said David, as he continued to be fucked by the dildo. 

“And you’re going to put me into the advanced position that I should be in, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” said David. 

“Yes!” Echoed Lisa, and released the dildo from his ass. 

She spanked him again, and again, 

“Naughty girl!” She said. 

David moaned as she continued spanking him. 

“Who’s the boss?” Lisa shouted to feminized David, and all that he could reply was, 

“You are.” 

Lisa turned to her two friends, who were beaming with joy. 

“I think we’ve shown him what’s what,” Said Michelle, looking extremely elated. 

“I think so!” Said Tammy, and she hugged Lisa. 

Lisa was tearful – this time with positive emotion – and she hugged Tammy hard, then Michelle, then both of them together. 

“I can’t believe how great you two are, to sort all of this out for me. Thank you so much. I love you two!” She said, casting the occasional eye at her still tied up boss. 

“We love you! You know we’re all in this together! Also, great job with the spanking and the pegging!” Tammy said, and high fived Lisa. 

Michelle started to gather her stuff ready to leave, and Lisa located David’s phone and took it to him. 

“We will dial one number for you so that you can call someone to untie you. Who should we call?” 

David mumbled a number and Lisa tapped it in. When there was an answer on the other end, she turned to her friends. 

“Time to go!” She said, and they ran out of the door and down towards Michelle and Lisas’ cars. 

Michelle walked towards her car and turned to Lisa and Tammy, “You two follow me. After party time, at mine!” 

Lisa and Tammy climbed into Lisa’s car and followed Michelle back to her apartment. It was time to celebrate a job well done. 

TO BE CONTINUED IN 1998
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

 

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

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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