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The University was nestled in the hills just outside of the city. After driving for almost eight hours, I was filled with pride and excitement as soon as I spotted the campus wall that told me I had finally arrived. I guess part of me thought it would be good to separate myself from high school— my friends and family—and start to explore who I really am. That's what college is all about, right? 

Of course there were some minor problems. I was put on a wait list and didn’t get accepted until late in the summer. So as a result I wound up at Harper Hall, which had a reputation as the dorm you didn’t want to wind up in. 

It was often described to me as Burning Man on the Quad. 

Well, what I could I do about it? I decided nothing, so I took my meager possessions with me and I drove my old car down to DuPont. I had so little stuff that I could actually carry it from the car in one trip. 

It took me no time to get my stuff unpacked, so I decided to find the bathroom. Yes, Harper was one of the few dorms on campus with dorm rooms that didn’t have their own bathrooms in the rooms. On my way down the hall, I peeked into a room and saw an absolutely stunning brunette sitting cross-legged on her bed wearing just a tank top and short shorts. She was on her cell phone and looked up, but looked a bit angry when I was caught staring just a little too long. I was busted. 

"Hi! Are you a freshman?" she asked, a bit coldly in a monotone. 

"Yeah, does it show?!" I asked sheepishly. She had these stunning brown eyes the color of milk chocolate with thick long lashes, and she had long dark hair that just seemed to shine in the light. 

"I'm Sydney," she said, putting down her phone and getting up to shake my hand. She was about as tall as me, and had a confidence that I just couldn’t match. She was more than a bit intimidating. “I just knew you were a new face. Welcome to Harper Hall.” 

“Is it as bad as I heard?” I asked. 

“Worse,” she said. 

As we were talking I nearly got knocked over by a large guy who was carrying a very attractive Latina on his shoulders. He brushed passed me and dumped her on one of the beds. They began making out right then and there laughing the whole time. 

“This is my roommate Megan,” said Sydney. “And that clown is her boyfriend Brandon.” 

“Brandon Austin?” I asked. 

“Yeah, that’s me,” said the big guy pausing for a breath. 

“We’re roommates,” I said. He just laughed. 

“Don’t be a dick, Brandon,” admonished Sydney. “He seems like a nice guy. Hey, you never told me your name.” 

“Yeah,” he said turning around to shake my hand. His massive hand dwarfed my small one. “What’s your name?” 

“Tyler,” I said shyly. 

“Is that your first or last name?” he asked. 

“It’s Tyler Swit,” I said. 

“Like the singer?” asked his girlfriend. “That’s funny.” 

“She’s Taylor Swift, I’m Tyler Swit,” I corrected. 

“Whatever Tay Tay,” joked Sydney. 

“You’re about the same size as she is. What do you weigh?” asked Brandon. 

“I’m 125 pounds,” I said embarrassed. No matter what I had tried, I just could not put on weight. At five-foot-nine, I lacked even the lithe, feminine muscle tone and definition female athletes developed . 

“Damn, I’m 130,” said Megan. 

“Well I guess we won’t be borrowing each other’s clothes, Taylor, but you can probably borrow some of Megan’s stuff,” teased Brandon. 

“Or my clothes,” said Sydney. “I have some dresses that would look divine on you, girlfriend.” 

I laughed nervously as the rest of the group laughed at Sydney’s little joke. 

“I’d like to see that,” said Brandon. 

“Then go back to your dorm room, Brandon,” said Sydney. “We’ll be there shortly.” 

As soon as Brandon left, both girls eyed me up and down with evil glints in their eyes. “What are you doing?” I asked. 

"Having a little fun,” said Sydney. Now, take your clothes off," she said as she reached into her closet to pull something out. 

"Huh, what for?" I asked. 

"So we can try this dress on you," she sighed at me like it was the most obvious thing in the world and I was an idiot for not figuring it out. 

"I'm not going to wear a dress," I said shaking my head in defiance. 

"Yes you are," said Megan matter-of-factly. 

"Now get undressed," Sydney said again to me. 

"No,” I again protested. “I’m don’t want to do it.” 

"It’d be best if you just went along with this. Still, we really don't care what you want or don't want," Megan said to me. "We’re bored and we found something fun to do. If we tell you to do something, then you're going to do it. If not, there will be repercussions, and then you’ll just end up doing what we say anyway. Now are you going to take your clothes off, or do we have to take them off you?" 

"I can't," was all I could say as the girls began to circle me. 

"You get his pants and I'll get his shirt," Sydney said. And with that, they both pushed me back on the bed and began stripping my clothes off. Even though I tried to defend myself, I was soon stripped down to just my old white underpants. 

I know I was blushing. Even despite being in a girl’s dorm room with two hot girls, I was overcome with embarrassment because I was wearing only my undies, and even worse I’d seen what I’d soon be wearing. 

"Now, that wasn't so bad, was it?" Megan said teasingly as she pulled me to my feet. Roughly she forced my arms through the straps of a white push up bra and had me step into a pair of matching boy shorts with a thin pink bow just above the butt. 

"Here, put these on," said Sydney handing me a pair of sheer black pantyhose. 

"But…" I started looking for something to say. 

"Taylor," Megan said coming over and looking me straight in the eyes. "Just sit down on that bed and put them on. You’re whining like a little bitch.” 

“Fine,” I said. 

“I’ll show you how to put them on,” said Sydney. 

“We really should shave his legs first,” suggested Megan. 

“Oh no,” I protested. 

“We don’t have time now,” said Sydney, but my relief was short lived when she said, “We can have him shave them later.” 

“Sydney, I can’t--,” I began but she just interrupted me. 

"Roll them up before you put them on," she said showing me how to do it. I felt very foolish, but I finally got them on and stood up to pull them into place. 

"That's better," she said finally. "You can keep that pair. I don't want to wear them again after they've been on your hairy legs.” 

Megan tightened my bra two notches too far and adjusted my chest so it looked like I had small but pert breasts. 

She took a makeup brush and applied a few dashes of foundation to accentuate the curves. Looking down, it looked pretty realistic. “Nice boobs,” she said. 

“Dress time, you’ve got such a slender body, I think I’ve got just the thing,” said Sydney reaching into her closet and pulling out a shiny sapphire blue stretchy bodycon minidress with quarter sleeves. It was cut daringly low in the back. It would make even my ass look incredible, Sydney said. Why was she was looking at my ass like that? 

"Now you need some shoes," said Megan. "I’ve got the bigger feet. Do you think you can squeeze into a size 9?” 

"I have no idea," I said. 

"Try," Megan said handing me a pair of black heels. I had never been in women’s shoes before and these had a narrow three-inch heel on them. The leather shined under the dorm room lights. 

I put my hand on Sydney's shoulder and reached down to put one shoe on my right foot. I had seen my mom and sisters do this move countless times but it was weird doing it myself. The actions were so definitively feminine, I shuddered with shame. I could tell the girls were amused. 

The shoes were tight but they fit well enough. Megan told me to practice walking around and, after a few wobbles, I essentially got the hang of it well enough that I wouldn’t twist an ankle or fall on my face. 

Sydney suddenly brought me back to reality by pulling the chair out from her desk and telling me to grab a seat. 

“It’s makeup time.” 

“Hasn’t this gone far enough?” I asked. 

Megan slapped my behind, not particularly painfully, but enough to send me racing forward for the chair. “I’m getting tired of your complaining, Missy.” 

"Now just hold still for a few minutes" she said as she began pulling stuff out of the drawer and putting this and that and who knows what else on my face. 

She applied a little wing of mascara at the outer edges of my eyes and then put on a pair of long, thick fake lashes. Their weight felt so strange hanging on my eye lids. She finished it all off with some bright red lipstick. All the makeup she put on me had a slight odor to it, but the taste and feel of the lipstick on my lips was really weird. 

When I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I was surprised. I definitely did look like a girl. I wasn’t super hot, but I was definitely pretty. In fact, I was so pretty that the girls couldn’t stop laughing and I was even more embarrassed. 

Megan went into her closet and pulled out a long blonde wig. "This is mine and it is very expensive," she said. 

"This is human hair. It is the best wig you can get. You’re going to have to get your own wig after tonight.” 

“After tonight?” I asked nervously. “But didn’t you say that this is only for tonight?” 

“He could grow his hair long. I think his hair would be think full and be a lot more comfortable than a wig,” 

said Sydney. 

Megan gave me some clip on pearl earrings and put a strand of pearls around my neck. Then Sydney sprayed me with perfume. “I believe she’s finished.” 

“Yeah, that’s as good as we could do in less than a half hour,” said Megan. “She looks pretty good.” 

“Just because I’m wearing a dress doesn’t make me a she,” I complained. 

“Oh trust me, honey, you’re more girl than Megan or me,” replied Sydney. “Now, let’s show Brandon.” 

“I don’t want Brandon seeing me like this,” I said. 

“Like you have a choice,” said Megan pushing me out in the hallway. The girls closed the door behind me and now I had no other choice, but to return with them to my dorm room. 

“Do you know how to do a model walk?” asked Sydney. 

“Do I look like I know how to do a model walk?” I asked. 

“You sure do, you pretty young thing,” replied Megan. 

Sydney laughed at Megan’s comment and then told me, “Just go in the room first. Have fun with it.” 

I guess because Brandon was expecting us he didn’t lock the door. I grasped the doorknob and turned it before walking in. I was still incredibly unsteady on my heels. 

“Well, what do you think?” asked Sydney. 

Brandon sat up on his bed with a huge smile on his face. “He looks much better as a chick than a dude.” 

“I know, it’s amazing,” said Megan plopping down next to her man. “Give us a twirl, Tay Tay.” 

“Can I get changed now?” I asked. 

“No way,” said Sydney. “We didn’t go through all the trouble of making you up so you could undo all our hard work fifteen minutes later.” 

“I think he should dress like that all the time,” said Brandon. “It suits him.” 

“That would be hysterical,” said Sydney excitedly. “I wish we could.” 



My face went pale and I trembled at these suggestions. Whether from humiliation or anger or both, I couldn’t decide. I also couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 

“So do you want that side of the room?” I asked changing the subject. 

“Yeah,” said Brandon. “You’ve brought nothing with you. No television, no computer, no game system. You’re going to be a lot of fun.” 

“I guess we should let Cinderella out of her ball gown,” said Sydney. 

"Why does it have to end? We could keep him that way,” suggested Megan. 

"What do you mean?" asked Sydney. 

"Make him wear dresses all the time. Dominate him,” explained Megan. 

“Guys, I’m not your dress up doll,” I protested. 

“You are if we say you are,” said Megan rising up from the bed and getting in my face. She was intimidating and I couldn’t help, but flinch. She noticed and smiled a wicked smile. 

“He’s right,” said Sydney. “We could dress him up, but he’d just take everything off as soon as he was back in his dorm room.” 

“I could help with that,” said Brandon. 

“Actually, this could solve a few problems,” said Megan. “It’s up to you, but would you be up to swapping roommates with Brandon?” 

“What?!” I asked stunned. 

“I’d like to live in the same room as my boyfriend and that way you could keep an eye on your sissy,” 

suggested Megan. 

“You mean keep him in dresses and heels all the time?” asked Sydney. 

“Why not,” said Brandon. 

“Dresses, heels, makeup, panties, bras, stockings, you name it. It’ll be like having a little sister,” said Megan. 

“That really does sound fun, but I could never control him,” said Sydney. 

“Again, I can help,” replied Brandon. 

“I won’t do it,” I said firmly. 

“Come with me, Sydney. I’ve got an idea,” said Megan. “Brandon, keep an eye on princess.” 

As soon as the girls left, I opened my closet to get into some of my own clothes. 

“Sit down on your bed,” ordered Brandon. 

“But--,” I stammered. 

“Do it now,” he repeated. I guessed a little more time in the dress wasn’t that big a deal and I really didn’t want to get into it with Brandon. He was a lot bigger than I was. 

Five minutes later, when Megan and Sydney returned, they had wicked smiles on their faces as they advanced on me. “I’ll hold him, you put it on him,” suggested Megan. 

“Do you need some help?” asked Brandon. 

“No honey, we’ve got this,” replied Megan. 

I tried to back away, but in the tiny dorm room, I soon was out of real estate. Megan and Sydney grabbed me and pulled me back into the room. Megan twisted both my arms painfully up my back. “Hey, get off me!” I demanded. 

“That’s my girl,” said Brandon chuckling to himself. 

Sydney immediately pulled down my panties and pantyhose. She lifted up my dress and in her hand I saw the item that they must have gone to retrieve. At first, I wasn’t sure what it was, but when Sydney grabbed my penis and locked it inside the small pink plastic cage, I knew what its purpose was. 

Brandon was rolling on the bed with laughter when he saw what they had done. I tried in vain to get it off, but it was secure. 

“That will give you a lot of control,” said Megan. “As a bonus, you never will have to worry about him trying to force himself on you when you’re sleeping or anything.” 

“Yeah…it’s a start,” said Sydney thinking out loud. “Okay, you can help Brandon.” 

“What do you need me to do,” he said agreeably. 

“Stand up and pull down your pants,” said Sydney. “Megan, push the sissy down on his knees in front of your boyfriend.” 

“Okay, now this sounds fun,” said Megan pushing me down despite my protests. 

“Now, get sucking,” demanded Sydney. 

“I don’t even know how,” I protested. 

“It’s not brain surgery,” said Megan. “Put it in your mouth and suck it.” 

“I can’t,” I said. 

“You can and you will or when I get done kicking your ass, Brandon will destroy whatever’s left and you’re never getting that cage of your little dicklet either,” warned Megan. 

“No need for violence,” said Sydney. “Taylor, you know you will be doing this because we are telling you to do it. Now, quit stalling and do what you need to do because you know this can only end one way.” 

“I’m not gay,” I said. 

“We never said you were,” said Sydney. “Now do what I told you and nobody needs to be punished.” 

I didn’t want to do it, but I knew that all three of them meant business. I opened my mouth and Brandon slid his dick into my mouth. It’s funny, when you’re in that position, a bunch of weird things go through your head. I kept comparing Brandon’s enormous cock to my own tiny one, and I was definitely coming up on the short end of that equation. 

I didn’t really know what to do with his dick in my mouth and I was unnerved by hearing Megan laughing behind me and by Sydney grabbing her camera to record the moment. When I saw her put it up to her face to record, I instantly recoiled, but Megan grabbed my head and pushed it back down on her boyfriend’s cock. 

I think Brandon may have been getting off on the power he had over me as well as my humiliation at it because he soon became quite erect. I could hear Megan behind me yelling, “Suck that cock bitch. Show a real man you know your place.” 

I don’t think she was actually yelling those words for my benefit as much as for Brandon’s. They still humiliated me, even so. 

Soon Brandon was about to cum. I could feel the first drops of pre-cum hitting the back of my throat and he was starting to really face fuck me. 

My natural instincts told me to pull away, but as if reading my mind Sydney said, “You’re almost done. When he cums, I want you to catch it all in your mouth and turn and face the camera. Then open your mouth and show it to

me. I’d hate to have to repeat this.” 

I tried to catch it all, but he came in waves and some of it leaked out the side of my mouth. I turned to the camera and displayed my slimy prize before swallowing it. The taste made me want to vomit, but somehow I kept it down. 

“Just one more thing,” said Sydney. “Smile for the camera and state your name.” 

“With cum still on my face and in my hair, I looked up at Sydney and said, “I’m Tyler Swit.” 

“Good girl,” she said putting away her camera. “Now get up and let’s give these two their privacy.” 

“Huh? This is my room,” I complained. 

“Not for tonight,” she replied. “Don’t worry about your clothes tonight. Classes haven’t even started yet.” 

What could I do? I followed along behind her still covered in cum and without any male clothing. I followed her into the girls’ dorm room, just wanting to get out of the hallway before anybody else could see me in my shameful state. 

“The bed by the window is mine. You can take the other one, but first you might want to take a shower and clean up,” said Sydney. 

“Wait, what about the thing you locked on my dick?” I asked. 

“You better get used to it,” she replied. “It’s not coming off for a while.” 

“But what if I have to piss or something?” 

“Do it sitting down. You should be doing that anyway. It won’t rust.” 

“Okay,” I sighed. 

“Use my bath products,” she said handing me a bucket. It’s not like I had any of my own anyway. She reached into Megan’s closet and handed me a purple velvet romper and some white high-heeled slippers. “Put these on before you come out,” she said. “They’re Megan’s but she doesn’t mind sharing.” 

“I don’t want to wear--,” I said before she closed the door cutting me off. I stared down at the romper and decided that it probably wouldn’t pay to antagonize her since I was going to demand my freedom soon anyway. I put on the clothes she had given me and stepped out of the bathroom determined to put my foot down. 

Walking to the shower was humiliating. It was barely ten, and people were still up and hanging out in the hall way as I walked past them all, heading into the men’s shower still wearing my dress. Fortunately, the showers were empty. 

It was humiliating enough listening to the laughter and seeing the smirks and smiles as people saw me in a dress with cum dried on my face and in my hair. I just kept my head down and kept walking. 

As I stood under the hot shower, it felt great to clean off not only Brandon’s cum, but also all that makeup. I still couldn’t understand how I had gotten into that position. I decided that after the shower was over, I’d put my foot down and tell this crazy girl that I wasn’t her bitch. 

Without Megan or Brandon there, it’d be a lot easier to let her know I wasn’t going along with this emasculation anymore. I bet she had the pictures. I could erase them and end this nightmare once and for all. 

After I washed  myself thoroughly, I stepped into the little romper. even beyond the girly color, the style was all too feminine for my comfort. The crotch was high and tight, making my front look as flat and  feminine as any girl’s. 

“We need to talk,” I said as I stepped into the room. 

“Yes, we do,” she said. “Why don’t you sit down on your bed?” 

“Well – I – don’t…” 

“Sit down,” she said motioning to the bed. “We’ll talk about it.” 

“Okay,” I said sitting, “I don’t know what you’re trying to do, but--.” 

Again I was cut off by Sydney as she pulled up the desk chair. “Let me explain what’s going on then.” 

“Actually, I wanted to speak,” I said. 

“I’m going to talk now and explain things and then you can ask questions,” she said with authority. “Now, you’re going to get a once-in-a-lifetime experience. That's what you wanted when you came here, right?" 

“Yeah, but not like this.” 

“Too bad, because since I put you in that dress tonight, I felt a huge surge of power that is practically intoxicating. I don’t want to be mean to you, but I can’t get enough of bending you to my will.” 

“I know, but it has to stop. I don’t like it,” I said. 

She slapped me hard in the face when I said that. “I’m speaking now, remember?” she asked rhetorically. 

“I’m sorry,” I said putting my hand up to my cheek, which was still burning from her slap. 

“It seems that I absolutely love seeing you dressed up in women’s clothing. So whether you like it or not, and believe me, I think knowing you don’t is a lot of the fun of it, I'm going to start making you as girlish as I possibly can." 

I was going to object and tell her I didn’t want to be girlish, but the look on her face told me that was a dumb idea. I just nodded. 

“If you disobey me, I will show you that I’m perfectly capable of punishing you and if you are a good girl, then Megan, I, and even Brandon will make sure that you have a wonderful college experience. If I were you, I’d get used to obeying me. Okay, you can talk now.” 

“I don’t want to do this,” I said. 

“Like I said, that's part of the fun for me and you know those pictures I have are pretty incriminating.” 

“When does this thing come off?” I asked motioning to my chastity cage. 

“When I say it does,” said Sydney. “We’ll work out some system of princess points to reward you for being a good girl and when you get enough you’ll be able to play with your little thing.” 

“That’s not fair,” I complained. 

“Oh, I’m sure you think it’s not, but I am not going to be cruel. If you do what I say, we’ll get along great and you’ll get somewhat regular orgasms. What I did to you tonight was only so I’d have some blackmail over you. I will not make you do that very often as long you obey me like a good girl,” she said. 

“I don’t know what to say,” I admitted. 

“Maybe you’ll think clearer in the morning,” she said. “Why don’t we get some sleep?” 

“That sounds good.” 

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said. “Take your clothes up off the floor and bring them down to Brandon and Megan’s room.” 

I wanted to yell at her that it was my room not Megan’s, but I just couldn’t. Instead I obeyed meekly. Still dressed in my romper, I picked up my clothes from the floor and walked down to my old room. 

“Oh honey, that’s much better,” called out a tall black girl who was enjoying my shame. “That look is you.” 

I just ignored her and walked back to my old room. Listening at the door, I could hear laughter and what sounded like love making. I went ahead and knocked anyway unsure what Sydney would do if I failed to return my clothes. 

It took a few minutes and I was just about to turn around and go back to Sydney’s room, but the door finally swung open. Standing there at the door was Megan. “I think that romper looks better on you than on me,” she teased. “What are you doing here?” 

“Sydney wanted me to bring my clothes back to my room,” I said. 

“That’s Mistress Sydney or Ms. Sydney to you,” she said pulling my clothes from my hands. “That’s probably a good idea.” 

“How long will you be using my room?” I asked. 

She just laughed at my question and shut the door. I trudged back to my room feeling very trapped. 

“Did you drop off all of your male clothes?” asked Sydney when she saw me come in. She put down her phone and smiled up at me. 

“Yes, now I no longer have any men’s clothes,” I admitted. 

“Good,” she said walking over to Megan’s closet again. “Megan has a lot of clothes, but she’s going to need them herself so borrowing from her is not really a long term option. I can help you out too, but I’m afraid too many of my clothes aren’t girly enough for you.” 

“What does that mean?” I asked. “How could they be not girly enough for me and girly enough for an actual girl?” In fact, at that moment Sydney was wearing a skirt. She was not some kind of tomboy. 

I eyed her cell phone even as she replied to my question. “We want nothing but the best for our little princess. 

We’ll get as much of your clothing as we can from hand me downs. I have friends who will be happy to donate, but there’s no way around doing some shopping. I know money’s tight, but we’ll deal with that when the time comes.” 

“Okay,” I replied reflexively, but I was more concerned with the cell phone. It wasn’t even locked. It was now or never. I made my move and grabbed the phone off of her bed. I knew she’d be on me immediately even as I clicked to open the pictures. 

“You want to erase them, you can go ahead,” she said. “When you were out of the room, I sent them to Brandon and Megan and I downloaded them to my computer. At least I know I can’t trust you now.” 

I dropped the phone like a dog that had just been busted chewing up a shoe. I knew it was too late though. I glared hard at her, but she was none of it. 

“I’m trying to be very friendly about this,” she said. “Unfortunately, you’re not making it very easy. I’m going to have to make arrangements for tonight that I hadn’t planned on, but I don’t think you’re smart enough or thinking clearly enough to trust you. Now lay face down on the bed.” 

“Come on, is this really necessary?” I asked even as complied with her instructions. 

“I hadn’t thought so until you snatched my phone up. Now I think it’s very necessary. This is only short term,” 

she said as she climbed onto the bed next to me and using two bathrobe sashes she tied my ankles together and hands behind my back. “I’m not going to hogtie you because you have a big day ahead of you and I want you to get at least some sleep.” 

“You’re all heart, aren’t you?” I snarled. 

“Oh, you wanted to be gagged too, is that what you’re saying?” 

“No,” I groaned. 

“No, what?” she said sharply as she smacked my behind with her bare hand. 

“No, Ms. Sydney,” I said remembering what Megan had told me. 

“I know this is hard for you, pet. It will get easier as you learn your place. It’s not all going to be bad,” she said. 

“Now try and get some sleep.” 

I couldn’t stand the way that she talked to my like a mother whose toddler had just scraped his knee. She wasn’t a bystander as if I’d had an accident that left me in girl’s clothes and tied up. I was sure that this couldn’t last more than a day or so before they’d get tired of it and let him go. 

Still, I was determined to get loose, but instead all my struggling just tired me out. Soon I was asleep and though I usually don’t remember my dreams, I woke up in a cold sweat. I was pretty sure what thoughts had raced through my head. 

I was half awake and began to pull at my bonds being disoriented and not really remembering the night before. I guess all my thrashing around must have woke up Sydney because she heard me. “I’ll get up in a moment and untie you. Let me get some sleep,” she called out. 

I didn’t say anything. I just stayed there in bed. I heard the door open and there was Megan. She took one look at me and laughed out loud. Then she came over to me and started tickling my defenseless feet. 

“Cut it out,” I yelled loud enough to finally fully wake up Sydney. She sat up in bed. 

“Hey, I just came back to get some clothes. I see your little bitch still needs to be broken,” said Megan. 

“All good fillies need to be broken,” she said. “I hope you’ll help.” 

“Oh I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” said Megan. “I love a good project and this one is going to be a lot of fun.” 

“How much do you have on your credit card?” asked Sydney. 

“It’s the beginning of the semester, so I’m pretty good.” 

“Would you care to donate $50 to the cause?” 

“Yeah, I guess she does need clothes,” said Megan. “I have an idea actually.” 

“If the idea isn’t that you stop this crazy game, I’m not interested,” I said. 

“Careful sissy, you had better watch that attitude,” said Sydney. “Mistress Megan isn’t as understanding as I am.” 

“Instead of going to the mall where we don’t have enough money to get him more than an outfit or two, let’s take him to  Annabelle’s Closet,” suggested Megan even as she walked over to her closet. 

“That’s a costume shop,” said Sydney. “I want him to look like a normal college girl, not a drag queen.” 

“I want to look like a normal college boy,” I said. 

Megan returned from the closet with a wire hangar and gave me five hard swats on the soles of my feet with it. 

“Keep talking,” she said. 

The pain was intense, but bearable. It was enough to convince me to keep my mouth shut and just listen to the two of them talk. 

“So why  Annabelle’s Closet?” asked Sydney. 

“You’ll see,” said Megan. “Let’s get dressed and then get him pulled together. We can go this morning.” 



After getting dressed the girls cobbled together an outfit for me from their own clothing. They put me in a pink suede pencil skirt that belonged to Megan and a tight black sweater that belonged to Sydney. 

They didn’t want to waste time shaving my legs, so they put me in a pair of Megan’s black boots with a block heel that came up over my knee. They were about a size too small and they hurt my feet, but the heel was easier to walk in than the narrow heels I had been wearing last night. They put me in the long blonde wig again and took their time with my makeup. 

I wasn’t thrilled about going to out in public because I looked very pretty for a guy, but I still looked like a guy. 

I wasn’t going to fool anybody and I did get some looks and some smirks as they took me out to Megan’s car. A couple of girls laughed their head off as we stepped out into the parking lot and I felt very self-conscious. I had never heard of this shop we were going to, but at least I found out it wasn’t in a crowded mall. 

 Annabelle’s Closet was actually an independently owned fashion shop, but it wasn’t just any costume shop. It was huge. It was about three thousand feet of everything you could possibly need to put a costume together. This was great business in the month of October I’m sure, but how they made their money the rest of the year, I had no idea. 

“What are we looking for?” I asked. 

“Your uniform,” replied Megan. 

“Why do I need a uniform?” I asked. 

“We need to get you some money,” said Sydney. “This is probably the easiest way for you to make it.” 

“What is?” I asked. 

A statuesque redhead with retro cat’s eye glasses and a pinup girl hairstyle approached us in the cavernous empty store. “Can I help you?” 

“Yes,” said Sydney. “We’re looking for a French Maid outfit.” 

“Oh no,” I muttered under my breath. Megan heard me and gave me wicked smile while nodding her head. 

“Well we have plenty of those,” said the saleswoman. “Which one of you is it for?” 

“It’s for him,” said Megan. 

I don’t know if she hadn’t taken a good look at me or if she was surprised by my pronoun, but she seemed to take a step backwards when she heard that. “Sure, that’s no problem. I’ll show you what we have.” 

She showed us several options, which would all fit me. As the saleswoman was showing them options, Sydney saw a dress which she immediately gushed over. “Oh my God! That’s perfect.” 

Everybody ran over to the rack where there was a very short black lace dress complete with white petticoat ands white lace apron, maid’s cap, and cuffs. “That’s precious,” said Megan. 

“Do you sell shoes, too?” asked Sydney. 

“Yes, I think I know what you want with this costume too,” said the saleswoman. “Do you want him to try it on while we find some shoes?” 

“That’s a great idea,” said Megan. “I’ll go help him with the dress. You find the shoes and get some fishnets too.” 

“I think we have a feather duster,” said the saleswoman. “That’s perfect.” 

“Well, you’ve certainly got yourself in a fix,” said Megan as she escorted me into the dressing room. 

“Why are you doing this?” I asked. 

“Are you kidding?” she replied. “Do you have any idea how much fun this is for me?” 

“No, I don’t.” 

“Well, it’s about as much fun as I’ve had at college. Now, get that sweater and skirt off. Might as well get the boots and hose off too,” she said. 

“Yes, Mistress Megan,” I said as I stripped off my clothes down to my bra and panties. 

Megan smiled as she watched. “This is such a special day for a sissy, when they get their first outfit of their very own. I’m sure it’s the first of many.” 

When I got the dress on, Megan showed me how to put on the petticoats and then zipped me up the back. I hated the dress. It was both really girly girl with petticoats and also low cut with a short skirt that made it appear really sexy. 

Megan led me out of the dressing room saying, “Your public awaits.” 

“Oh I like,” exclaimed Sydney rushing over. “That dress is perfect.” 

“I think that fits him perfectly,” said the saleswoman who approached behind Sydney with a couple of pairs of heels, the fishnets, a feather duster, a waist cincher, and what appeared to be a pair of breasts in her arms. 

“Let’s get her all put together and see how it looks,” suggested Sydney. 

They all descended on me and finished dressing me. When they were done, Megan and Sydney were ecstatic. 

The waist cincher was making it very difficult to breathe and the fake books just made it strange for me to look down and see my own pair of 36 C breasts poking against the fabric of my dress. 

When they led me over to a mirror to show me my reflection, I could scarcely believe it. I looked surprisingly good. I might not have been beautiful, but to look at me you’d have no idea that I wasn’t a girl. 

Sydney took out her camera and began shooting pictures of me. I felt really uneasy about it, but tried to cooperate and do what they told me. Even the saleswoman was cracking up about it as she watched me performing feminine poses for the girls. 

“We have to show Brandon!” exclaimed Megan. 

“Sure, I’ll send him some pictures,” said Sydney. 

Before we returned back to the dorm, we stopped off for lunch. I was allowed to change back into my skirt and sweater first. The girls insisted on me only eating a salad, “to help maintain my girlish figure,” while they had cheeseburgers, but at least they treated and it was a decent salad. 

When we got back though I was shocked. As soon as we stepped inside the dorm in the back hallway. There on the wall was a poster with my picture on it. 



 Want a Neat Room, but Don’t Want to Clean? 

 Let Gigi the French Maid Do it for you. 

 Only $15 per Week! 

 Call Brandon at (773) 425-8199

  

“What the Hell?!” I exclaimed. 

“I’m going to give you a free pass on that, but you needed money and this is going to create quite a little nest egg for you,” said Sydney. 

“And girlfriend, you need a whole new wardrobe,” added Megan. 

I looked at the poster and noticed how many of the tabs with Brandon’s number on it had already been taken. 

“This can’t be happening to me!” I moaned, I am not a maid. I‘m not!” 

The girls just giggled, “Sure! Anything you say....Gigi!” 



To Be Continued

Rent-a-Sissy: Earning His Keep


Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

You don’t know degradation and humiliation until you’ve bent down to pick up a pair of another guy’s dirty boxer shorts while you’re dressed in a French Maid outfit. One that’s so short you that can’t help but flash a good view of your sexy pink panties. 

Brandon had walked me down the hall to the dorm room where two dudebros named Josh and Harris lived, to make sure I’d go through with it. Once I was there, he left me alone with my first two clients as I cleaned my first dorm room. 

At first, they were clearly disappointed when I got close enough that they could tell that the long-legged “girl” 

cleaning their room was indeed a guy in a skimpy maid’s outfit. Before long, they soon were getting off on watching my discomfort and embarrassment as I tried to act as I thought an obedient and submissive French maid named Gigi would act. 

I hated cleaning, and I really hated having to act as these two douches’ servant girl. I could hear them giggling whenever I bent over or cleaned something particularly disgusting like their toilet. It wasn’t a large room, but it took me a little over an hour to get through it all. 

When I was finished, I gave a flourished curtsey just as Megan had taught me. Then, in my most obsequious voice I announced, “Your room has been cleaned sirs. It was my pleasure to serve you.” 

The guys just laughed at my comment and then Harris texted something on his phone. A few minutes later both Megan and Sydney were in the dorm room. While Sydney checked my work, Megan approached the guys and asked, “Has Gigi’s work been satisfactory?” 

“Yeah, this is too wild. You must have a lot of shit on him,” said Harris. 

“This is hysterical,” agreed Josh. 

“I’m glad you approve,” said Megan nonchalantly. “Please be sure to recommend our service to your friends. 

That will be $15 and let me know if you want the same time for next week.” 

“Yeah, this works for us,” said Harris handing Megan the money. 

“I think the cleaning here was acceptable, but I can promise you that she will be improving as she gets used to it,” said Sydney. 

“I’m sure she will,” replied Harris. 

As we left the room, I told the girls. “That sucked, it was so humiliating.” 

“I didn’t think so,” said Megan. 

“That’s easy for you to say,” I replied. “You weren’t the one in the French maid outfit.” 

“I’d never be caught dead in something like that,” said Megan. “It suits you perfectly, though.” 

“Look at the bright side,” added Sydney. “You just earned $5 spending money.” 

“Wait a second! You charged $15. I saw it,” I snapped. 

“Right,” said Sydney. “We get a $5 cut for managing you, which we will be splitting three ways. The other five is to build up your wardrobe. Remember?” 

“How could I ever forget,” I pouted walking off down the hall as fast as I could. 

“Don’t storm off Taylor,” said Megan calling after me. 

“Why not?” I said turning around. “It’s not like you care.” 

“You’ve got six more rooms to clean today,” she explained. 

Each room took me just about an hour to clean, and they had figured in a half hour lunch break. It was four-thirty when I knocked on the door of the last room. 

A tall redhead wearing yoga pants and a cut off Yankees t-shirt that exposed her wonderfully taught stomach opened the door. I curtseyed as I was ordered to do by Megan and Sydney. “I am Gigi, your maid.” 

“I kind of figured that out from your dress,” said the blue-eyed Amazon, turning and letting me in. “My name is Shayna. Is this some kind of stupid fraternity stunt?” 

“No, it’s my roommate…well my ex-roommate and two girls that are making me do this. You will meet the girls when I’m done cleaning your room.” 

“Really? Why are they having you clean rooms?” she asked, looking slightly amused. 

“Mostly to buy dresses and makeup,” I replied without even thinking about how it sounded. 

“So you really enjoy dressing up?” she asked. 

“Honestly, I find it very humiliating, but they’re not giving me much choice here.” 

“Well, I won’t humiliate you and I will stop delaying you,” she said. “You’re very cute, but I have to get this paper done and I don’t want to make this any harder for you than it already must be.” 

Shayna turned out to be very nice. She preferred to let me clean in peace while she worked. It made it less humiliating, and so I tried to do an extra good job for her. When Sydney checked my work I think she noticed. 

“Was the work satisfactory?” asked Megan. 

“Much better than that,” replied Shayna. “I don’t ever get the place this clean.” 

“Can I put you down for the same time next week?” asked Megan. 

“Yeah, let’s make this a standing appointment, okay?” replied Shayna. 

“No problem,” assured Megan. 

We left the room finally, and I was beat. Megan reached into her pocket and pulled out a twenty, a ten, and a five, and gave them to me. “Here’s your cut, Taylor. You can use that however you want.” 

“Oh wow! You mean I can use one-third of the money I just spent all day earning however, I want. That’s very generous of you,” I said. 

“I know you think you’re clever,” replied Megan, “but when I hear sarcasm, I don’t hear what you’re actually saying, I just hear a little sissy voice saying ‘ punish me, punish me.’” 

“We know you’re broke, you should be happy to have some cash,” said Sydney. 

“I just busted my ass for seven and a half hours and I only made $35. That’s less than five dollars an hour,” I complained. 

“That’s tax free,” replied Megan. 

“Besides, as you do this more, you’ll get faster,” said Sydney. 

“I can’t do this when I’m going to classes,” I protested. 

“We know your workload,” said Megan. “You’ll be cleaning rooms in the morning and afternoon on Saturday and Sunday and maybe two a night during the week.” 

“That’s too much,” I pleaded. 

“That’s $150 in spending money a week,” said Sydney like she expected me to be grateful. 

“And that’s another $150 a week for all your new pretty things,” said Megan. “We’ll have your wardrobe finished in no time.” 

“I can’t stand this,” I said. 

“Okay, maybe you don’t want to do dinner with us,” said Sydney. “Just go up to our room and calm down a bit, watch television or take a nap. I’ll bring you your dinner.” 

“Don’t you dare take off that uniform,” said Megan. 

“No,” said Sydney. “actually she should take it off. I don’t want it wrinkled and roommates share, so help yourself to anything you want in my closet.” 

“No pants,” warned Megan. 

I was relieved the girls let me go. I had a feeling that if I had stayed with them much longer I would say or do something that would get me in trouble. I was exhausted too, so I did go back to room as instructed and began to

remove the maid’s outfit. 

I didn’t want to get in trouble, so I put it away carefully. I caught my reflection in a mirror and if anything it was even stranger. With my girlish hair, a face full of makeup, and my hairless male body, I was a study in contrasts. 

I had what I thought was a bright idea. I looked through all of Sydney’s drawers until I found a nightie. Slipping the silky orchid garment over my arms and smoothing it down my body, I looked at my reflection again. It only came to the middle of my thighs, and it rode up when I got under the covers. 

I lay in bed and began randomly flipping through the channels on the television. There was really nothing I wanted to watch. I soon dozed off and I didn’t wake up until eight when Brandon barged into the room. Even though I was under the covers, he could still see the spaghetti straps of the nightie sticking out the top of the covers. 

“Hey Princess,” mocked Brandon. “Where’s Megan?” 

“How the Hell would I know?” I asked. 

“Watch your tone with me,” he warned me. “I’ve been nice to you so far.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“Maybe you haven’t cleaned up enough rooms today,” he said. “You still need to clean up my room and yours too. I don’t want you to make Sydney ask you.” 

“I won’t,” I said. 

“Goodnight Princess,” said Brandon mocking me again. 



I fell back asleep and didn’t wake up until shortly after eight, when Sydney came in with a couple of bags in her hands. I expected my dinner to be some kind of bland salad, but it was a chicken Caesar wrap. Only when I was face to face with food, did I realize how hungry I was and I greedily devoured it. 

“Was that good?” she asked. 

“Surprisingly,” I replied. “I was starving.” 

“No, you were hungry,” she said. “I’d like us to have a little talk now that you’ve stuffed your face.” 

“About what?” 

“About you and me and your future.” 

“Good, cause I can’t keep doing this.” 

“What’s your alternative? Telling Brandon that you’re replacing his girlfriend? Actually, considering what a good job you did sucking his cock, he might go for it.” 

“It’s not funny,” I snapped. 

“I think it is,” said Sydney. “Do you have a better idea?” 

“No, I just…I mean, I’m not a girl.” 

“Let me level with you.” 

“Please do,” I pleaded. 

“You’re not going to like this, but since that first time we dressed you up, I’ve been feeling something I never felt before.” 

“Like what?” 

“Well, I can’t quite describe it, but it makes me feel powerful and in control, which frankly I don’t know that I’d ever experienced in my entire life.” 

“How long is this going to go on for?” 

“How long? This isn’t a short time thing. I am going to make you my project for foreseeable future.” 

“Project?” 

“Obviously, I’m going to make you look like a girl.” 

“Haven’t you already?” I asked motioning to my nightie. 

“We really haven’t scratched the surface. Just wait until you meet Rhonda.” 

“Who is Rhonda?” 

“She’s the woman who does my hair. You’ll love her.” 

I gazed at Sydney’s beautiful, feminine hair and shuddered when I imagined this Rhonda woman doing the same with mine. “No seriously! How far is this going to go?” 

“Well, getting your appearance more girly is pretty obvious, but I’m also going to work on teaching you to move, act, and even think like a girl. You’ve got a lot of work ahead of you.” 

“I don’t want to be a girl!” I complained. 

“Oh, we all know that. Honestly, it’s one of the things that makes this so much fun for me.” 

“What am I supposed to say to that?” 

“Hey,” she said suddenly remembering the plastic bookstore bags sitting next to her. “I wanted to show you what I bought you.” 

“You bought me something?” 

“Well, you did make me almost $12 today. I think I spent about $120 on you.” 

“I’m guessing I won’t like any of it.” 

“You had better convince me that you do,” she said ominously, with her whole tone changing. She had gone from my sweet roommate to my dominant bitch queen in the blink of an eye. 

“You’re going to be signing up for some subscriptions, but for now I wanted to get you some reading material. I figured that since you’re so new to everything  Cosmo Girl and  Seventeen would be a good place to start.” 

“What am I supposed to do with those?” 

“Really? You’ve never seen a magazine before? You’re going to read them and you better really focus because there will be quizzes.” 

“This is getting better and better.” 

“Watch that tone,” she barked. “I think there’s also going to be an essay. This one has  A Good Girl’s Guide to Oral Sex in it. I want a 500 word book report on it by tomorrow. Now, I also got you some lounging around clothes.” 

She handed me a tunic-length tight gray, woman’s fitted t-shirt with  DuPont College emblazoned across the chest, and a pair of black leggings with the school name in script over the ass. “Thank you,” I said trying to sound grateful. 

“Those will really show off your sexy butt,” she said. “I also got you three new pairs of panties. They’re kind of boring, but since you’re going to be wearing panties from now on, this will give you a couple more days to earn some money before I take you shopping at  Victoria’s Secret.” 

I force-smiled glumly at the three pairs of panties that she had handed me. I caught her giggling at my false reaction. She enjoyed that I wanted to scream even as I pretended to be happy with my gift. “Thanks,” was all I could say. 

“The last thing I got you is a diary,” she said handing me a pink book with yellow flowers on the cover. 

“Thanks,” I said. “Maybe I’ll start a diary sometime.” 

“You’re going to start a diary now,” she said. “You’re going to keep it every night and sometimes myself or even Megan or Brandon may read it. You can write anything you want in there and you will not be punished.” 

“Anything?” 

“Anything.” 

“Alright, as long as I don’t have to write hundreds of words everyday.” 

“Now,” said Sydney changing the subject. “I know this has all been kind of a shock to your system.” 

“You think?” 

“Watch the tone, Gigi!” warned Sydney. “Anyway, when you are in the dorm room, I expect you to be fully dressed and made up. I’ll let you borrow from my closet and Megan will too, but you’ll have your own clothes before you know it.” 

“But....” 

“No buts, I told you that I’m going to make you very feminine. People will notice, and you need to get used to that, but I’m not going to make you wear dresses to class or anything. At least for right now. I’m not just throwing you in the deep end, but there will be changes and there will be steady progress.” 

“Okay,” I said, almost in tears as the meaning of her words sunk in. 

“Now, we’ve let you get away with wearing dark hose for a while now, but you can’t have body hair anymore.” 

“You’re asking too much,” I said. 

“I’m not asking anything, I’m telling,” she said. “Now, go in the bathroom and use my bubble bath. Shave everything below your neck—everything.” 

She gave me a look as if she was daring me to challenge her, but I thought better of that idea. I didn’t want to have her bring Brandon and Megan over to convince me, and she still had control of me through the damn chastity cage too. So I just nodded sadly and walked into the bathroom. 

The warm bubble bath actually felt nice. I soaked for a while before I even started to shave. I let the hot water wash over me and ease some of the stress that I was feeling from Sydney’s bizarre plans for me. 

I had never shaved my body before and it felt strange. I didn’t have a lot of body hair so most of it was pretty simple, but I was very nervous as I shaved my crotch, and not terribly skillful when I shaved around my ankles and the back of my knees. 

By the time I was out of the bathroom it was after nine. Sydney was watching television and suggested that if I wasn’t going anywhere, I might as well write in my diary before bed. I was happy to do so. If I couldn’t tell her off, at least I could write out exactly what I thought of this crazy girl trying to turn me into a feminine creature against my will. If she had her way, I’d be more of a girly girl than she was before this was over. 

I wrote three pages full of complaints before I finished. I tried watching television with Sydney, but I had little interest in the reality TV show she was watching—something about a bachelor. Anyway, I was exhausted from my long day of cleaning all those rooms, so I just rolled over and went to sleep. 



I woke up in the morning before Sydney did and went through the clothes that Megan had left behind. I rejected everything in humiliated disgust until I found a unisex  Weezer t-shirt and a pair of maroon shorts. I figured that was about as masculine as I could get away with, but even this outfit would expose my hairless legs and make me look odd. I may have looked ridiculous, but I didn’t care. I was hungry. So I walked over to campus dining and returned with a bagel, an apple, and a coffee to go. 

I sat down to eat breakfast and remembered what Sydney had told me about being quizzed on the magazines. At home, I read the newspaper or checked my phone messages while I ate breakfast. I guess I just liked to read during breakfast. 

On Saturday, I only had two rooms to clean, but one of them was for Mindi Harrington. She was a junior in the Delta sorority, but even though that house had a reputation for nerdiness, she just couldn’t study over there. That’s why she moved back to the dorms, where she really stood out. 

She was a tall blonde with an amazing body. Her deep emerald eyes were so dazzling and bright that more than one girl on campus swore they had to be colored contact lenses One of her sorority sisters saw my advertisement and when she found out I was a guy in a full French Maid outfit she “bought” me for Mindi as a gag gift. 

“So what are you?” asked Mindi. “Are you some kind of pervert getting off on this?” 

“No,” I swore. I stopped dusting and looked her in her striking eyes. “My roommate and these two insane girls are making me do this.” 

“That really does sound insane,” she gasped. “Why are they doing this to you?” 

“I think the girl I’m rooming with is getting off on it, and they say I need money for dresses and stuff.” 

Mindi started laughing like I had just told her the most hysterical joke in the world. Even I could scarcely believe what I was saying. 

“I’m sorry to laugh, but even you’ve got to admit that’s pretty damn funny.” 

“I guess.” 

“You should clean our sorority house. They can be such pigs!” she exclaimed. 

“That’s alright,” I said. 

“Hey, you don’t seem enthused,” she said. “Is it because it’s all going to pay for pretty clothes for you?” 

“I get to keep a third of it,” I replied. “The three who are making me do this split another third, and the rest goes for the girly clothes and makeup and stuff.” 

“Maybe I should talk to your roommate about this. Looking at you, I’m sure you love it, and anyway you’re probably way better looking as a girl than as a guy, aren’t you?” 

“No,” I said sheepishly, “I’m much better as a guy. I hate this.” 

“I doubt that,” she replied. “Now get to work. My friends aren’t paying you to talk.” 

After seeing how good a job I did cleaning her room, Mindi was even more determined to get them to rent me out as a maid for her sorority house. 

The girls were right about one thing: more I cleaned, the better I got at it. It was now taking me barely more than a half-hour per dorm room rather than the hour it used to take. Under Sydney’s tutelage, I was slowly becoming more comfortable in women’s clothes and more convincing as a girl as well. It didn’t hurt that she was making me stay dressed when I was in the dorm so I got pretty used to wearing dresses, heels, and makeup. 

Before too long, a few of the students who I cleaned for actually thought that I was an actual girl dressed as a French maid, not a guy feminized against my will. 




***

 

After all this had been going on for two weeks, Sydney and Megan sat me down to explain that everything was about to change for me. 

“You can’t be serious,” I said angrily. 

“Of course we are,” replied Brandon. “He’s offering us $200.” 

“Plus we have three weeks to get you ready,” said Megan. 

“I don’t want to do it,” I protested. 

“I don’t think we asked you that,” replied Brandon. 

“It won’t be that bad,” assured Sydney. “First, it’s strictly platonic. Secondly, I looked at it and you have $195

in the clothing fund. You can get the perfect dress with that kind of money, and you can afford all of your accessories too.” 

“Hell, we should have a shopping trip and get you a lot of things you need,” said Megan. 

“I don’t need them,” I again complained. 

“You can’t keep wearing my clothes,” said Sydney pointing at the short blue snowflake patterned tulle skirt and tight black sweater I was currently wearing. It wasn’t lost on me that I was the only one in the room not wearing long pants. 

“Enough talk,” said Megan. “This Saturday, let’s go to the mall and get her some of the things she needs. She’ll have $20 more in the clothing fund by then too.” 

“Great idea,” said Sydney. 

“Oh God, I hate going to mall,” said Brandon. 

“Relax honey, it’ll just be us girls, and all us girls love the mall,” said Megan putting her arm around Brandon and pulling up close to him. Brandon smiled and took Megan by the hand leading her out the door. Just before she

exited, she called back to me excitedly, “Don’t forget we’re going shopping on Saturday.” 

“Wow! Do we have a lot of work to do with you,” said Sydney once we were alone. “Go sit at my desk.” 

“Why?” I asked suspiciously. “What are you going to do?” 

“Now, Gigi!” 

I sat down as ordered. She walked over to her desk and picked up a hair brush. She began to play with my hair and put it in a few different styles. “I think it’s time for you to get a haircut.” 

“Really?” I asked hopefully. “I thought you’d want it as long as possible.” 

“Not that kind of haircut,” she said. “I’m going to book you an appointment with Rhonda. I think she’s got a lot to work with.” She regarded my hair which I could tell was longer than ever before in my life. 

“I think we’ll have enough to pay for your hairdo, get a fancy dress for your date, and the perfect pair of shoes, but not much else.” 

“It’s not a date,” I argued. 

“Sissy, you’re either his date or his escort, you decide which one, but I warn you that escorts usually have some extra responsibilities.” 

“This is so unfair,” I complained. 

“Life isn’t fair,” she said. “You better get dressed as Gigi; you have to clean that Delta’s room today. She really wants them to hire you for the sorority house.” 

“I know,” I said kicking off my shoes

“Hurry up and get changed. I want to show you something,” she said. 

We had installed a privacy screen right down the center of the room. It was clearly because she didn’t want me to see her changing and not because she had wanted me to have any privacy, but I went to my side of the room to begin the process. 

By now I could get dressed into women’s clothing just as easily as I could into men’s. It almost felt normal now to fasten my bra or step into my petticoats. 

When I finished getting dressed, I checked my reflection in the mirror on the back of my closet. After deciding I was presentable, I walked over to Sydney’s desk so that she could freshen up my makeup. 

What I wore during the day wasn’t that different from what she wore, but when I was working as a maid it was bright red lipstick and dramatic smokey eyes. 

“I think it’s time you learned to do this for yourself,” she said. 

“I don’t know,” I replied. “I’m afraid I’ll look like a clown.” 

“It’s not that hard. Just about every teenaged girl on the planet has learned how to do it at one point or another,” 

she said picking up a wipe and removing the cosmetics already covering my face. “Besides, I’m going to get tired of doing your makeup in addition to my own eventually.” 

She took a cotton ball and tipped over a bottle of toner letting the cotton soak it all up. “Rub this all over your face,” she said. “It’ll even out your complexion and tighten your pours.” 

I didn’t remember the girls doing this to me before, but I still followed her instructions tentatively. Soon, my face was covered with a thin layer of gook that smelled kind of foul like clay gone bad or something. 

Counterintuitively, she had me pat my face with a small hand towel. 

“Why am I cleaning off what you just had me put on?” I asked. 

“You’re just getting rid of the excess now,” she said. “Now, let’s apply moisturizer and primer.” 

Both of these tasks were really simple. There wasn’t really much in the way of technique other than making sure the application was smooth and even. 

“You’re a pro at this,” she said. “Are you sure you’ve never done this before?” 

“You know I haven’t,” I scowled. 

“Well, I’ll make sure you get plenty of practice,” she smirked. “Now, let’s do your foundation. When you get

your own makeup, we’ll get something even closer to your own skin tone.” 

“Oh boy,” I said. The foundation was cold to the touch and I wondered why it was colder than any of the other products that I had already put on my face. 

“All that makeup will help conceal any five o’clock shadow too,” said Sydney. “You now have a nice even complexion and even if it feels heavy because you’re not used to it, it looks light on your skin.” 

She gave me a brush and had me dust my face lightly with powder to eliminate any shine and set the foundation. “Is this alright?” I asked. 

“Congratulations, you passed makeup high school. We won’t do cosmetics college yet, but I want you to do the beginnings of your makeup every day so I just have to finish off your eyes and stuff. Got it?” 

“Yeah, I guess,” I said. 

“That attitude sucks, try it again,” she ordered. 

“Yes, I’ll be sure to do that, Mistress Sydney. I want to always look my best,” I said through gritted teeth. 

Sydney proceeded to do my eyes. She had me pay close attention as she applied four different shades to my eyes. She started with a very soft color almost a white on my inner corner and just under my brow bone. Then, she applied gray over my lids, silver in the creases, and a dark blue on the outer corners of my eyes. She blended all four colors and I must say the combination made my eyes sparkle. 

“That looks so good on you,” she gushed. “Now look down so I can do your eyeliner.” 

I complied and she gave me wings, but I wouldn’t quite call them cat eyes. Combined with thickening mascara, she made my eyes totally pop. Finally, she brushed my long blonde hair and spritzed me with perfume before pronouncing me ready. I wondered how many people actually get all made up to clean dorm rooms. 

The two rooms that I had to clean today were Mindi’s and Shayna’s. Both presented their own challenges. 

Mindi was so determined that I become the maid for her entire sorority that she absolutely gushed when Sydney escorted me to her dorm room. 

“Hey Gigi, this is Stephanie and Ashley. They’re my sorority sisters and they wanted to see my new French maid.” 

“Pleased to meet you,” I said and I curtseyed the way that Sydney had taught me. It was a small room and not easy for me to clean working around three other people. 

“Hey,” said Ashley. I had noticed her around campus. She was a beautiful Chinese girl with long silky black hair and although she did not have very large breasts, she had an amazing ass. 

“Pleased to meet you,” added Stephanie. “That’s a really sexy little outfit.” 

I blushed profusely even as I started dusting the furniture. “Thank you, miss.” 

“Would you like to clean for us too, Gigi?” asked Ashley. “We have a lot of rooms and you could probably make quite a bit of money.” 

“I don’t know if I’d be any good for a job that big,” I said. 

“Think about it,” replied Ashley. 

“It’s really not his decision,” said Mindi. “He has handlers that will make the decision for him.” 

“Oh, so he’s just a sissy slave,” said Stephanie smiling, with her eyes sparking. “I get it.” 

“Get this place cleaned up,” said Mindi. “We’re just going to sit back and enjoy the show.” 

The girls did as Mindi had said, reclining on her bed as I cleaned around them. They were talking about me as if I wasn’t there, making plans for how they could use me. I wanted to object, but they were right. Sydney and to a lesser degree Megan and Brandon would determine if I became the sorority’s maid or not. 

Sydney had come to know just how long it would take me to clean a room and even though I was a little slower because of having to clean around three girls and talk with them, I had just finished when Sydney knocked on the door. 

“Answer it, Gigi,” commanded Mindi. 

I opened the door and performed a deep curtsey as Sydney stepped in. “I trust Gigi did a satisfactory job?” 

“More than satisfactory,” said Mindi. 

“And quite entertaining to watch,” agreed Ashley. 

“We’d like to have him clean our sorority house,” said Stephanie. 

“Mindi has mentioned this before,” said Sydney. “We really haven’t decided yet. I just don’t know where she’d get the time.” 

“I’m sure we can come to some arrangement,” replied Ashley. 

“Perhaps,” said Sydney. “She needs to get to her next appointment, but we’ll give you an answer soon.” 

I curtseyed for the girls and then left with Sydney. We went down the hall to Shayna’s room and after Sydney informed me that she’d be back for me in an hour, I stepped inside and curtseyed to Shayna. 

“That’s precious,” she mocked. 

“It’s part of the service, unfortunately,” I replied. 

“It’s adorable,” said Shayna. “As you can see, my room is still spotless from the last time you cleaned it.” 

“Yeah…yes miss, I noticed,” I said. 

“So, I have an alternate activity in mind.” 

“I don’t know about this,” I replied cautiously. 

“Relax, I just remembered what you said last time about doing this so that you could afford a new wardrobe,” 

she explained. 

“Right, I’m not doing it for my enjoyment,” I said. 

“Well then you’ll be happy to know I rounded up a few things for you,” said Shayna. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Hand me downs and old clothes that should look great on you,” she said. 

“Do you want me to clean?” I asked changing the subject. 

“No, but I paid for an hour of your time and I intend to collect on it. The way I figure it, your mistress won’t care of you’re cleaning or trying on some pretty clothes. She actually might be glad for some help in filling out your wardrobe.” 

“Why do you want me to wear your clothes?” I asked. 

“I imagine it’s probably for the same reason your mistresses do,” she said. “I love the rush of power I get.” 

“Yeah, Sydney told me the same thing,” I admitted, feeling used and degraded knowing that these women enjoyed humiliating and feminizing me. 

“That’s not all though,” she added. “I don’t know why because I’ve never even fantasized about another girl before, but seeing you all prettied up is a definite turn on for me.” 

“Really?” I asked slack jawed and not believing what I had just heard. 

“Yeah, since you started cleaning in here I’ve had a lot of thoughts about you,” she said. 

“Wow!” 

“Don’t get too excited,” she smirked. “They usually involve deflowering and ravaging you.” 

“Well yeah, I like to be the man in the bedroom,” I said. “I can’t think of anybody I’d rather have deflower me than you though.” 

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” she replied. “Let’s get you changed.” 

“I don’t know....” 

“Don’t worry, we’ll have you changed back before Sydney gets here.” 

“I guess,” I said stepping out of the maid uniform and picking up the crisp white blouse on top of the pile. The buttons were on the wrong side and it felt strangely soft and silky, but soon I had the blouse on. 

“Try the pink skirt with it,” said Shayna. “I never wear a lot of dresses, and I figured you could probably use

some more separates anyway.” 

I grabbed the tight pink skirt and stepped into it so that Shayna could zip it up the back. I felt like a secretary or business woman and it felt a bit strange. After zipping me up, Shayna couldn’t resist grabbing my ass through the skirt. 

“I love what that skirt does to your butt. Try the black mini next, Gigi,” ordered Shayna happily taking charge. 

I stepped into the Lycra miniskirt and Shayna nodded her approval as she smiled widely. She motioned for me to turn around for her and I did. “I guess this skirt makes my ass look great too,” I complained. 

“Oh yeah,” replied Shayna, “but it doesn’t really work with that blouse. Try it with that red top.” 

I reached for the red halter she’s chosen, but I never even got it on. When I had taken the blouse off, Shayna was standing behind me, and she started kissing me on the back of my neck. She was at once sensual and aggressive. 

I felt her nibbling on the delicate skin she had just kissed. She roughly pushed me against the wall and began to pull down my skirt. 

“It won’t do any good,” I said. 

“I want you,” she grunted. 

“It doesn’t matter. I’m wearing a chastity cage,” I said painfully aware of the metal cage between myself and Shayna. 

“Oh fuck!” she exclaimed. “How do you get it off?” 

“Only Sydney has the key,” I replied. “I’m sorry.” 

“Me too.” Shayna looked me up and down before dragging me over to her bed. She pulled down her pants and her panties and spread her legs wide before ordering me, “On your knees!” 

I knew what she wanted and although I wanted some kind of relief myself, I knew that wasn’t going to happen, so I occupied myself pleasing her by worshipping her pussy. 

Her vaginal lips were sticking out at me as I knelt between her thighs. I softly kissed and sucked on them. I left small marks all along the sides of her cunt and thighs. She moaned as I kissed her from one inner thigh to the other licking across her pussy very slowly. 

I could taste her dampness as my mouth slid over her wet hole and my tongue darted in and out very quickly. I felt her arch up on the bed and writhe as she felt my tongue enter and then leave her just as quickly. 

I saw Shayna shiver. She tried to force my head against her sex, but I resisted. I heard her moan each time that my mouth or index finger came into contact with her clit.  She was bucking and crying out in ecstasy. I had never done this before, but I guess I was pretty good at it. 

She grabbed the comforter on top of her bed and twisted it in her hands as she erupted in a wave of pleasure. 

My face was soaked and she was still shivering when were heard the knock in the door. 

We had both lost track of time and now Sydney had returned. As Shayna pulled herself together, I got up and opened the door for my mistress. Once again I deeply curtseyed to greet her. 

Sydney took one look around the room and could immediately tell what was going on. She was still shocked by what she had seen. I don’t think it ever occurred to her that a girl like Shayna would ever be interested in a sissy. 

Humiliated to be caught half-naked this way, I quickly dressed in my maid uniform as the two girls talked. 

“She was excellent as usual,” said Shayna, still flushed and breathing heavily. “I gave her some old clothes. I know you’re building up her wardrobe.” 

“Thank you,” said Sydney maintaining her composure. “We’ll have a lot to talk about when we schedule your next appointment. I can see you got her a lot of stuff.” 

“There’s a lot I’d love to talk with you about,” said Shayna. 

“I’ll be in touch,” replied Sydney. “Come along Gigi.” 



TO BE CONTINUED

Rent-a-Sissy: Mistress Dita


Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

Even as he sat in the beautician’s chair, he couldn’t believe it was happening to him. He’d been here for over four hours and there was still a long way to go. He’d been subject to a lot of hushed conversation and curious gawking since Sydney and Megan had dragged him to see Rhonda, the woman who did their hair. 

There in the middle of a crowded hair salon, he sat as his hair was dyed blonde. It wasn’t just bleached, which some guys did from time to time. Instead, Rhonda had turned it into a summer blonde. 

His flaxen tresses had a sandy base and sunny highlights. Rhonda thought it would be perfect for his pale complexion and it was. The problem was that no guy would ever dye their hair in such a girlish way. 

After having to sit around in a packed waiting area in a holding pattern reading women’s magazines until the dye had processed, 

A couple of sisters, one slightly older than Tyler and one slightly younger, couldn’t resist approaching him. They were both cute girls with long straight black hair. 

“I’ve always wanted to dye my hair blonde, but I was afraid I’d look like a slut or something,” said the younger of the two. 

“Oh, he likes that look,” interjected Megan. 

As Tyler sat there shame faced, the older girl introduced herself as Jenny and her sister as Clara. 

“I’m Sydney and this is Megan and Gigi,” replied Sydney. 

“Wow! Gigi is such a pretty name,” said Clara. “It really suits such a pretty girl.” 

Tyler knew that she was half showing off and half mocking him, but he had no real choice, but to meekly answer, “Thank you ma’am.” 

“You have him well trained,” said Jenny. 

“Not yet, but we will replied Megan. “She’s still very much a work in progress.” 

The girls continued to talk about him as though he weren’t there. Clara and Jenny were enthralled and amused by his training. Eventually, Megan handed her a business card. When did they have those made? 

It clearly listed his services from cleaning to serving as a date. 

Almost, mercifully he was called back to Rhonda’s station where his bright blond hair had extensions weaved into it. The final result was a mass of silky blonde tendrils, which Rhonda styled into unmistakably feminine long sweeping golden waves. 

When his hair was finished he wanted to cry. There was no way to pass this hairstyle off as masculine. In fact, he wouldn’t even be able to hide it under a baseball cap. As Rhonda announced his hair complete, Tyler held back tears while she removed the sheet protecting his clothes. He got up out of the chair and was about confronted by Megan, who asked him, “Didn’t you have anything to say to Rhonda?” 

“Thank you Rhonda, you’re a genius. I love it,” I said with as much enthusiasm as I could muster. 

“I’m just happy to have another client,” she said motioning to her own platinum blonde curls. “You know guys really go crazy for blondes.” 

“We intend for her to find that out,” beamed Megan proudly. 

Despite my outward enthusiasm, I was holding back tears. I felt like I looked like a freak with an ultra-feminine hairstyle and an obviously male body and face. The only consolation was that the hairdo wiped out my clothing funds. 

“It’s worth it,” said Sydney. “Nothing changes a person’s appearance more than their hair.” 

“Those waves are going to turn some heads,” agreed Megan. “We could have Gigi use her share of the cleaning money and still get the other things she needs.” 

“I don’t want to do that,” replied Sydney. “Part of this deal was that she’d earn some spending money and if we have her working for free, we’re basically making her our slave. 

“She kind of is,” replied Megan. “She’s our sissy slave.” 

“True,” agreed Sydney, “but she got some new things from one of her clients. I think we can wait off on buying anything else until the clothing fund is replenished. I’d like to treat her to a mani-pedi though.” 

“Now, that sounds fun,” replied Megan. 

I had never been in a nail salon in my life so when we walked into Juneau Nail Salon, I was more trepidations than usual. A dark haired college age woman with heavy makeup greeted us at the front desk. 

Megan explained that we were all here for both manicures and pedicures; she led us back to three adjoining plush chairs. I immediately felt very self-conscious and seriously wished I had a bit of makeup on. 

Three manicurists were assigned the task of doing our nails. The one who carefully inspected my cuticles was a cute Latina named Brenda. She asked me what I was looking for, but before I could answer Megan spoke up. 

“Give him log fingernails and give him matching fingers and toes in the brightest red you have,” 

interjected Megan. 

“Oh, and give him a white heart on each pinky,” added Sydney. 

“When you say long, what you mean exactly?” asked Brenda. 

“I’m thinking dragon lady,” said Megan. 

“Go about a quarter to a third of an inch past his fingers,” suggested Sydney. “We want them sexy, but functional.” 

A woman of about 30 approached us. She was about six feet tall and looked like a super model. Her platinum blonde hair was done in a stylishly short pixie cut and she wore a black leather skirt, black lace blouse, and a severe looking pair of knee high black heels. She looked in on all of us and introduced herself as the owner of the salon, Dita Hellenberg. She motioned for Brenda to go help another customer and sat down in front of me. There was something about this woman that intimidated me with just the simple act of sitting down across from me. 

“This is very interesting,” she said looking me over. “Which of you does this bitch belong to?” 

The way she called me a bitch, caused both Sydney and Megan to giggle. 

“She’s my roommate now,” said Sydney, “but friends share.” 

“Nice,” she replied. “I haven’t had a sissy in here in ages. I love working on them.” 

“Really?” I murmured not expecting that reaction at all. 

“Really,” replied Dita. “I’ve feminized countless boys and men. I have a sissy of my own—an old boyfriend who goes by Katrina now.” 

“Pretty name,” said Sydney. 

“If you don’t mind, I will take care of his manicure and pedicure personally. I love this,” said Dita. 

“Not at all,” replied Megan. “He has a date and we want her to look her best.” 

“Do you have a name, sissy?” she asked turning to address me. 

“It’s Gigi,” I replied sheepishly. 

“So Gigi, you go on dates?” she asked. 

“Not yet, but I have one coming up,” I replied. 

“That’s excellent,” clapped Dita. “How would you like to have her nails done on the house?” 

“We sure would,” replied Sydney. “We’re on a budget.” 

“I really want to train my sissy to please other men. I think it might be easier with a pretty girly boy,” 

explained Dita. 

“Not a chance,” I said earning me a hard slap across my face from Dita. It stung like Hell. This woman knew how to give a slap and worse still, everybody in the place was now watching me. I could see some of the women in the salon were shocked, but more were laughing. 

“I didn’t ask you,” she said. “Sissies should be seen and not heard.” 

“How dare you embarrass me in public,” snapped Sydney haughtily. 

“I have a flogger in the back, if you want to borrow it,” said Dita. 

“Maybe we can do that after our nails are dry,” said Sydney. 

“Anyway, I’ll give her a free manicure and pedicure for each session with my sissy Giselle and we have other services like hair removal and brow threading that I can give you a huge discount on.” 

“Free is a great price,” said Sydney. “We’d be able to watch, right?” 

“Of course,” said Dita. “I think it’ll be very entertaining.” 

“Do you have a picture of your Giselle?” asked Megan. 

“I can do better than that,” said Dita getting to her feet. “Give me a moment.” 

When she was gone a girl came by with glasses full of champagne and even though we were all underage, handed the drinks to us. Dita returned with two large books. One was pink and the other one was white with a faux lace accent on the covers. She gave me the white one and gave the pink one to Megan and Sydney. 

“These are Giselle’s scrapbooks. As you can see, she makes a very convincing girl.” 

“Wow! She really does!” exclaimed Sydney staring at a picture of a long legged girl in a short white mini-dress. Her makeup was flawless and her long black straight hair perfectly framed her face. I thought I could tell she was a guy, but I wondered if I was seeing signs or just confirming what I already knew to be true. 

“She’s still a bit rebellious, but she’s coming long nicely,” said Dita as she began to soak my nails. 

“I’d love it if we could get Gigi to look half that good,” said Sydney wistfully. 

“Are you kidding me?” asked Dita rhetorically. “Gigi will be so much hotter than Giselle. Just look at those features. She’s already more girl than boy. That hair is gorgeous too.” 

“Thanks,” said Sydney. “We’ve never done this before so we’re still learning our way.” 

“We’re having so much fun learning,” agreed Megan. 

I sat there sulking as they talked about me like I wasn’t even there. My miserable facial expression evoked a smirk from Dita and laughter from Megan and Sydney. 

“My advice is to just take it slowly and enjoy all the steps along the way. If you rush it, he’s going to get spooked and you won’t appreciate all the little milestones either,” said Dita. “I’m happy to be a sounding board if you need to talk to somebody with a bit more experience.” 

“Thanks, I’m sure we’ll take you up on that offer,” said Sydney. 

Soon, my nails were way longer than I was comfortable with. They had a red and purple hue other than the nails on my little fingers that sported tiny rhinestone hearts. 

“I hope you don’t mind that I didn’t go for the fire engine red,” she said. “I love how bright that claret is.” 

“They look wonderful,” said Megan. “Very sexy.” 

“We need to get her a dress that matches that shade,” said Sydney. 

“It’s a pretty versatile shade, but you’re right, it’d look great if it matched her dress,” agreed Dita. 

“I notice that you forgot to thank another woman for taking her time and sharing her talents with you,” said Sydney. 

I quickly said, ”Thank you, Miss Dita.” 

“Hmm, did you want to see that flogger?” asked Dita. 

“I think that would be a great idea,” said Megan grabbing one of Giselle’s scrapbooks and followed Dita into the back room. Sydney followed me in case I got cold feet and decided to make a run for it. 

I could see the back room was more than it seemed. The front was a typical storeroom, but through a heavy black door was a dungeon complete with soundproofed walls. I cringed as I saw all the different punishment implements on the wall. 

“I can warm her up or you can get right to it, if you’re comfortable enough,” said Dita observing Megan and Sydney getting a feel for the various whips, paddles, and floggers. 

“Actually, I had another way for Gigi to avoid getting a whipping if she would be interested,” said Megan. 

“I’d be very interested,” I replied practically groveling. 

“Perfect,” said Megan. “Please unlock him, Sydney.” 

Sydney did as Megan suggested. I had been in chastity so long that I immediately sprung to life. 

“Down boy,” said Sydney giving my cock a playful slap. 

Megan advanced towards me holding a condom. She placed the condom over my dick. 

“I must admit,” said Dita, “you do have my interest piqued.” 

“It’s quite simple,” said Megan. “To avoid a whipping all that Gigi has to do is to cum in the next five minutes.” 

“She’s been locked up so long, that won’t be a challenge,” said Sydney. 

“Well, I want him to masturbate to Giselle’s scrapbook,” explained Megan. 

“Yes! That’s a great idea!” exclaimed Sydney. 

“I heartily approve,” said Sydney. 

“I had a hard enough time masturbating in public without having to do it to another sissy’s picture. I felt ridiculous as I flipped to a picture of Giselle in a tight hogtie while wearing a lilac colored teddy. I tried to focus on how sexy the picture was without thinking about the fact that the object I was pleasuring myself was a man. 

I was in a logical conundrum. If I gave myself permission to not think of Giselle as a man because she was so feminine, then I was also giving others permission to think of me in the same way. 

I was summoned from my metaphysical vacillation by Megan warning me that I only had four minutes left. For the next 90 seconds I gave it my all. He has such long legs…but he’s a boy…he has such a pert ass…but he’s a boy…he’s got such cocksucking lips…but…oh God.  I could feel my precum beginning to leak into the condom. It felt so good after being locked up in chastity for what felt like an eternity. I wanted to cum. I had to cum. Then, my whole world turned upside down. I strong hands tightly grabbing my left wrist and pulling it off of my cock. Dita and Megan had twisted my arms behind my back and Dita slapped a pair of shiny steel handcuffs on my wrists. 

No! This couldn’t be happening, I was so close! 

“You’ve got one minute and eighteen seconds, sissy,” cooed Megan. 

I looked around confused for a moment. How was I going to bring myself to orgasm with my hands cuffed behind my back. Seconds were ticking away and in my confusion, I was wasting precious time. 

“Come on, Gigi. You’re smarter than that,” called out Sydney. 

I realized what they wanted, so in one of the most pathetic gestures I had ever made, I dropped to my knees and then flopped on my stomach. I began humping the floor like a horny cocker spaniel.  The women were both laughing at me and cheering me on. I was so humbled and humiliated, but I was almost there and then the countdown began. 10…9…8…7…This couldn’t be happening. I was so close. Just a little further…5…4…3…2…1. 

“Time for spankies,” cheered Megan. 

Sydney seemed more sympathetic. She walked over to me and gently caressed my shoulders.  She turned me over and began to play with my cock through the condom. It felts so good, I closed my eyes and felt a long overdue orgasm wash over me. I let out a soft moan and then just like that it was all over. 

Sydney had stopped playing with me at exactly the precise moment where I was about to cum. Instead of a powerful stream, it just trickled out and into the condom. It was a completely unsatisfying and purely physical act. 

“That was a ruined orgasm,” said Dita. “I think better get used to those.” 

Sydney carefully removed the condom from my cock being sure not to spill so much as a drop of my cum. She took the condom and held it up to my mouth saying, “bottoms up.” 

“Oh God no,” I protested. 

“Are you really telling your mistress no?” asked Dita. 

“You know, he didn’t put nearly as much of a fuss up about sucking my boyfriend’s cock as he is about tasting his own cum,” said Megan. “I wonder if I have anything to worry about.” 

“Open up, now!” demanded Sydney. 

I might have been able to talk her out of it, but not with Dita and Megan there to egg her on. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. She poured the contents of the condom into my waiting mouth. I gagged and made a horrible face, but I didn’t dare complain about having to eat my own seed. 

Dita led me over to a type of padded bondage horse and laid me over the top. She uncuffed my hands, but with Megan’s help she soon had me strapped over the horse as Sydney pulled down my pants and underwear. 

“Now, I believe there was the matter of a spanking,” said Sydney. 

“Have you ever spanked somebody before?” asked Dita. 

“No, but it doesn’t seem that complicated,” replied Megan. 

From my awkward position, I could look up and see that Dita had cocked an eyebrow at that comment. 

“Sure, anybody can hit somebody on their behind, but that’s not the same thing as delivering a proper spanking,” explained Dita. 

“Can you teach us?” asked Sydney. 

“Sure,” replied the statuesque blonde beauty. I had no doubt that with her size and stature she could really deliver some punishment to me, but as she slapped my behind it wasn’t too bad at all. 

“I think you can go all out on him if you want,” said Megan observing that Dita was holding back. 

“The warm up is a very important part of any spanking. I’m not hitting him to cause pain right now. 

What I’m doing is helping the sissy to relax into the sensation of getting spanked, bringing up his circulation, and allowing his endorphins to build up, This will increase Gigi’s pain tolerance and reduce marks,” said Dita even as she continued to slap my ass with these mild to moderate blows. 

“Why do you want his pain tolerance up? Would it be better if ever blow stung more?” asked Megan. 

“It’ll hurt plenty,” said Dita. “More pain tolerance means more spanks.” 

“His butt cheeks are really getting red,” observed Sydney. Honestly, it hadn’t hurt that much, but she must have spanked me fifty times. I was sure my ass was probably a sight to see. 

“I think he’s ready if one of you wants to take over,” said Dita. 

“Go ahead,” said Sydney. “I’ll go next.” 

“If you’re sure,” replied Megan walking over to me. 

“Hold on a second,” said Dita. She walked over to the wall and pulled a small black leather paddle off of a hook and handed it to Megan. “Here, use this.” 

Megan began to rapidly swat my ass with this torturous paddle. It really did hurt and tears began to well up in my eyes. “This is fun,” she said. 

“Slow down,” said Dita. “You want her to have time to process the pain from each blow before the next one hits. Give it two to three seconds to get maximum effect.” 

She was right. Once Megan took her time, the pain was much more intense and soon I was a blubbering mess. After about twenty swats in total, Dita declared that was enough for now. 

“I need to get me a paddle like this,” said Megan. “I love it!” 

“They’re not too pricey. Let’s let him recover a little and then Sydney can use the flogger on him,” 

suggested Dita. 

“Happy to do it,” chirped Sydney. 

“The general rule of thumb is if his butt cheeks are rose you will go on and if they’re scarlet then you don’t give a wham,” said Dita. 

“Clever,” said Megan. 

“He’s definitely still rose,” observed Megan. 

“Yes he is,” agreed Sydney. 

I had totally stopped responding to them. I was lost in the sensation of pain. Tears streamed down my cheeks and fell onto the floor in front of me. My ass felt like it was on fire and I had no doubt from the women’s comments that I would have some very serious marks that the abuse had left behind. 

Sydney attacked me next, swinging the flogger with as force into my defenseless butt. Before long, the pain had subsided. I don’t know if it was because my butt had been beaten so much that it had grown numb or because a bizarre cocktail of epinephrine, endorphins, and enkephalins was now flowing through my body and blocking out the pain receptors. 

With each blow my reaction changed. I had a feeling of being buzzed, kind of like being drunk, but maybe not quite so sluggish. After that, a sense of floating came over me. It was as if I could look down and see myself getting spanked. I won’t lie.  It was one of the greatest things I had felt in my entire life. 

“Okay,” said Dita. “I think he’s had enough.” 

“Me too,” replied Sydney. “All that swatting took a lot out of me. I need to build up my arm strength and my endurance.” 

“He’s not crying anymore,” noticed Megan. 

“I think he’s in subspace,” replied Dita. “It’s a shame because I wanted to show you my whip skills, but I think that will have to wait for another time.” 

“What is subspace?” asked Sydney. 

“It’s a type of out of body experience with intense emotions and it can be quite powerful.  It’s all the chemicals in her body reacting to the pain,” explained Dita. 

“I didn’t think he’d get pleasure from this,” said Megan sounding a bit disappointed. 

“Give the sissy a break. We’ve had her busting her ass to please us, the least she can get is a bit of euphoria every now and then,” said Sydney. “Besides, it’s not like we were really punishing her for anything she did.” 

“At this point, aftercare becomes really important,” said Sydney. “He’s on a high and he will come down at some point.” 

I still felt like I was floating. There was a tremendous peacefulness going through me. I hadn’t even realized that they had stopped spanking me, but now that they had I was actually disappointed. I wanted to yell out, “Use the whip!” but words weren’t coming easily just then. 

Dita and Megan began talking about the many things that Dita had in their dungeon, but I wasn’t paying any attention to me, but it was Sydney who was holding my attention. First, she massaged my tender cheeks. It felt wonderful and even though I had just cum, my cock was beginning to stir again. 

They hadn’t put it back in the cage yet and I’m sure that Sydney noticed this. 

“You were a good girl,” she cooed coming around in front of me. “I’m proud of you for taking so much punishment.” 

She released me from the horse and helped me over to a bondage bed, where she helped me into a position laying down on my stomach. My behind was still far too tender to put me on my back.  I felt so weak, but I turned my head and I looked up at Sydney and realized something that I hadn’t figured out until that point—she was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I loved that woman no matter how she humiliated and abused me. She was gently stroking my hair and it felt amazing. 

I began to cry, but surprisingly these weren’t tears of joy—this was pure emotion. It was tears of joy and of love for this woman who seemed to be my everything at that particular moment. 

I still had that strange buzzing out of body feeling when the girls drove me home. They mercifully let me lay down in the back seat and I just lay in the back seat laughing with giddy abandon. As they led me inside the dorm I know that I was getting strange reactions and laughter as people saw obviously male me with my new hairstyle and fingernails. 

The girls helped me into my bed and Sydney tucked me in.  I slept like a baby for the next four hours. 

“Wake up,” said Sydney. “I let you sleep as long as I could, but remember tonight is date night.” 

The euphoria of earlier had dissipated. I did feel rested at least, but the thought of going on a date with a guy wasn’t the sort of thing that made me want to pull the covers off. 

“Hey, wait a minute,” I said. “The date isn’t until tomorrow night.” 

“Tonight is the dress rehearsal. You’ll be going on a date with Brandon, but we need to get you ready.” 

“Great,” I sighed. 

“If it makes you feel any better, he’s looking forward to it about as much as you are, but Megan can be very persuasive.” 

“It doesn’t make me feel any better,” I said. 

“Well remember, it’s just a platonic date. I could let you go back to bed if you’d rather go out with a guy tonight without any practice.” 

I thought about it. I had so little confidence in my ability to pull this off that I would have just assumed go back to sleep, but I figured that answer would just get me pulled out of bed and possibly punished, so reluctantly I stood up. 

“For tomorrow and tonight, I’ll do your makeup, but we really have to give you more time playing in front of the mirror so you can learn to do your own.” 

“Sounds fun,” I snarked. 

“Watch your tone, missy,” warned Sydney. “I’ve been giving you a little bit of wiggle room, but I won’t be disrespected.” 

“I’m sorry Mistress Sydney,” I said. “I realized I honestly was.” 

“Good, now let’s get you fixed up,” she said. “Go take a hot shower and shave all over. It’ll help wake you up.” 

I put on my pink bathrobe and my pink slippers and headed down to the men’s showers. I was used to people looking at me funny, but it was past eight and nobody was in the showers at least. 

When I walked into the shower area and disrobed, I could see in the mirror that my ass looked like it had been through a 12 round heavyweight fight. There were no open wounds, but there were bruises and a few cut too. The whole thing was a brilliant shade of mauve. They really hadn’t held back on me at all, but it didn’t hurt too much unless I rubbed it. I got into the shower on the warm water stung at first, but after awhile I found just the right setting and the water began to feel soothing on my tender skin. I never liked shaving in the shower. It was much harder than doing it in a bathtub. 

Even though, I hadn’t been told to, I’d seen enough women walk back from the girls’ showers with wet hair that I knew to put my hair up in the towel. Of course, walking back from the shower, a group of three girls who I know had seen me before in my pink bathrobe saw me walking down the hall and nearly fell over laughing at the sight of my hair put up in the towel. 

“Oh my God! You keep getting prettier,” said Page the blonde ringleader. She wasn’t a mean girl, but she absolutely loved seeing my humiliation for some reason. 

I tried to scoot past the girls, but that’s when Chantel stopped me. Chantel was a tall black girl who looked like she could have been a super model. “Hold on girlfriend,” she said grabbing my hand and holding it up for the other two to inspect. “Did you get a pedicure?” 

“And a manicure too it looks like,” snickered Melanie a short brunette who wasn’t particularly attractive, but was smart as a whip. 

“It’s…well it’s just a prank,” I said. 

“One time is a prank,” said Melanie. “Two months is a lifestyle.” 

“Hold your hands up so we can see your nails,” ordered Page. 

Melanie reached into the green plastic bucket and pulled out my pink disposable razor and  Skintimate shaving cream. “Well, now we know why your legs are so silky smooth.” 

I was blushing bright red as these girls teased me and laughed at my expense. I think that Page and Chantel figured it out because their tones changed. 

“You’re not hurting anybody and you are very pretty,” said Page. “It’s okay. We just got a little carried away.” 

“Yeah, you do you and if anybody gives you a hard time about it, just let us know,” agreed Chantel. 

“Thank you,” I replied. “Sorry, I was just a bit embarrassed.” 

“You have nothing to be embarrassed about,” said Melanie. “Sorry if we upset you.” 

I felt better after we made our peace. I walked back to the dorm with my mind still a swirling maelstrom of intense emotions. 

As I entered the dorm room, I saw that Sydney had laid my outfit for the evening on my bed. It wasn’t as bad as I feared, but then again this was just the dress rehearsal. 

There was a lemon yellow cocktail dress that looked quite short and had spaghetti straps. I had seen it hanging in Megan’s closet so I know where they got it. There were yellow pumps with four-inch heels to match, nude hose, and a white strapless bra and matching panties. 

“Don’t worry,” said Megan entering the room behind me along with Sydney. “Tonight’s outfit is just alright. Tomorrow will be breathtaking.” 

“We’ll be back in ten minutes,” said Sydney. “Get changed in the meantime.” 

“Yes Mistress Sydney,” I replied. I don’t know why I started referring to her as Mistress Sydney. She never even told me to, but somehow it just seemed more natural. 

As soon as they closed the door, I began to get changed. The strapless bra was different, but it was easy enough to figure out. It was heavily padded and helped to make it appear like I had small B cup breasts. The pantyhose were next, and I had grown to really enjoy the feeling of silky hose on my hairless legs. I had completed my look by zipping up my dress and sliding into the shoes. I let my hair down and looked at my reflection in the mirror. I definitely looked female, but I desperately needed makeup. 

When the girls returned they did my hair and makeup. Megan informed me, “you need to learn how to do this for yourself.” 

When they had finished dressing me, Sydney sprayed me with her perfume and then took me by the hand and led me over to the full length mirror. 

“Wow!” was all I could say. “I didn’t look beautiful and my looks paled in comparison to both Sydney and Megan, but I did look female. In fact, I even looked cute. I could see how I could go out to a dance and fool the people there if I could get the voice and mannerisms down. 

“You know what this means,” says Sydney. 

“What does it mean, Mistress Sydney?” I asked. 

“It means that you’re very close to perfecting your look. From here on out, I’m going to be very demanding that you always look like the best woman you can be.” 

“And God help you if you don’t,” added Megan. 

“She really looks amazing,” said Sydney. 

“Now, let’s see how she does with Brandon,” suggesting Megan. 



I was nervous walking over to Brandon’s room and I Sydney noticed that I was nervously shaking. 

She put her arm around me and told me, “It’s going to be alright. Megan and I will be there the whole time.” 

“Thank you, Mistress Sydney,” I replied despite not exactly being filled with confidence by her presence. After all, they were both there and filming while I gave Brandon a blowjob before. I wondered if I had any chance of getting out of giving another one tonight. 

“Don’t bother knocking, he’s waiting for you,” said Megan. 

I took a deep breath and walked through the door. Brandon was sitting on the bed and commented me when he saw me enter, “Not bad at all. She may make this work.” 

“Th-thank you,” I stammered. 

“Get up and greet her,” instructed Megan. “We want to see how she handles this.” 

Brandon gave his girlfriend a side eye and then got up to greet me. He looked like he wanted to be there as much as I did. 

“Come on Brandon,” sighed Sydney. “You’re going to make a lot of money if she can figure this out.” 

Brandon moved up to me and we put our arms around each other and locked lips. This was supposed to be a greeting so it didn’t have to be terribly passionate fortunately. We did as we were told and together managed a decent kiss on the lips. 

“That was pretty good,” said Megan, “but you got lipstick on him. No guy wants to be wearing your lip color, so take you finger and wipe it off.” 

She didn’t need to tell me that no guy wanted to wear my lip color. I was a guy and I didn’t want to wear it either. Still, I did what she told me and removed the offending crimson stain with my index finger. 

“That was pretty good,” said Sydney. “Now, walk over to the bed and sit down.” 

“Hold hands when you get there,” added Megan. 

Brandon took my hand in his. It felt so emasculating. His hand was so much larger than mine and of course I had the perfectly manicured nails complete with a little rhinestone heart on each pinky. 

“Great,” said Sydney. “Now, make some small talk.” 

“What do we talk about?” asked Brandon. 

“Think of something,” said Megan. 

“So, how are your classes this semester?” I asked. 

“Just peachy,” said Brandon rolling his eyes. “How about yours?” 

“Well, college is really different,” I said, “but I am learning lot.” 

“Yeah,” interjected Brandon, “like how to put on pantyhose.” 

Megan couldn’t help laughing out loud at her boyfriend’s joke, but Sydney shot him a dirty look that would have reduced me to tears. It appeared that Brandon got the message too. 

“That’s cool to hear. What kind of music do you like?” he asked. 

“I have really eclectic taste,” I said. “I like a bit of everything, but I guess I really love old school R&B.” 

“90s stuff?” 

“70s,” I replied. 

“That’s kind of cool,” said Brandon. “I mostly like country or metal.” 

“I’m not so sure about Brandon, but I think Gigi’s got this,” said Megan. 

“Now what?” asked Brandon. 

“Dance lessons,” replied Sydney. “Get up you two.” 

Megan put some dance music on and I tried my best to dance to it. I think even Brandon felt self-conscious, so you can imagine how I felt. Unfortunately, I had no clue how to dance. I just had no clue how to do it. Brandon and I did dueling white man’s overbites as we both failed miserably at dancing with each other. The girls laughed at our miserable attempts before Sydney took over. “I can’t do anything for your boyfriends, but I can work with Gigi,” she said. 

As I swayed back and forth with Brandon, Sydney started moving me. She criticized little things like my posture and big things like the way I moved my arms. I was so used to holding them at my side when I danced and maybe just snapping along with the beat—lame I know. She had me moving my arms and swaying my hips more. 

“That just looks so gay,” said Brandon. 

“Don’t use that word as a slam,” said Sydney. 

“Also, he’s supposed to dance like a girl. If he doesn’t he’s going to look weirder than if he does,” 

said Megan. 

“Yeah, I suppose,” said Brandon. 

After Sydney was convinced that I could at least pull off bad dancing in a dress and heels, she switched to teaching me how to slow dance with Brandon. I don’t think he liked this any better, but Megan kept reminding him, that it was their idea and not mine. He’d be reaping the benefits if I was able to pull it off. 

With the girls satisfied, Sydney led me back to my bedroom. I hadn’t been up that long, but I was dying to go back to bed. I hadn’t been up that long, but I had my first date with a boy tomorrow night and I had a feeling that it would change me forever. 

 

TO BE CONTINUED

Rent-a-Sissy: Date Night


Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

The whole morning of the dance, I was a bundle of nerves. I probably didn't need to be that worried as my date knew that I wasn't an actual woman, but there would be a lot of people at the dance and though I had been dressing for a while, I had never tried to appear to pass as an actual woman. 

I didn't want to get out of bed and go to my classes that morning, but Sydney insisted. I guess when you have all that work invested in a sissy maid you don't want to lose it by having him flunk out. Even though I went to class, I sure as heck didn't get anything out of it. My mind was a million light years away. 

When I got home from my last class just before three, I took that damn diary that Sydney had given me and I wrote a scathing screed about how unfair it was that I was being rented out to go as a guy's date to a dance. 

Something I didn't learn about the diary until much later was that they were using the diary to keep tabs on me. If I complained fiercely about something they knew how much I hated it. If I didn't object too much, they noted that reaction too. 

When it was 5'oclock I was planning to go get some dinner. That's when Megan and Sydney came into the room. 

"Where do you think you're going?" asked Megan. 

"I thought I'd get some dinner," I replied. 

"You don't need dinner. I'm sure your date will feed you tonight," assured Sydney. 

"I'm hungry," I said. 

"Have an apple," replied Sydney. "No roommate of mine is going to put on the freshman fifteen." 

"Besides," said Megan. "You have a lot to do to get ready." 

Sydney handed me a bottle of her bubble bath informing me, "You need to soak for an hour." 

"Nobody uses the bathtub in the men's showers," I said. 

"You will," replied Megan. "Besides, the bubbles will hide your little cage if that's what you're embarrassed about." 

"Relax, when was the last time you saw anybody taking a shower at five in the afternoon. Everybody will be at dinner or class," said Sydney. 

I put her bubble bath into my pink bucket and I walked down to the shower in my pink bathrobe and slippers. It was humiliating, but by now I'd gotten used to it and so did the people who saw me walking to the shower. It just wasn't that big a deal anymore. 

Sitting in the bubble bath was another matter. The warm water and the bubbles were very relaxing, but every time that I'd calm myself down and enjoy myself, I'd hear a sound. It might be somebody using one of the toilets or just walking down the hallway by the bathroom, but I would instantly sit up at attention and try and hear if they were approaching. My soak couldn't end fast enough. Of course, while I soaked I also shaved my entire body once again to make sure it was silky smooth. People saw me walking

to the shower and back again, but nobody saw me in the tub at least. 

Once again, the girls had laid out my clothes on the bed for me.  On the dress was a velvety dress that matched the claret color of my nails. It seemed kind of backward to match the dress to my nail polish, but the girls were obviously happy with the color. Megan picked it up and held it against herself to model it for me. It was a velvet sheath dress with a v-neck on the front and crisscrossed straps on the back. The dress had a long slit on the left side that went right up to my thigh. 

"You are going to look so sexy in this," teased Megan. 

I groaned at the suggestion, but there was a part of me that really did want to see how I would look all dolled up and put together. I began by putting on the silky red panties and matching garter belt that the girls had laid out for me. Sydney wrapped the garter belt around. She couldn't resist feeling my silky legs through the stockings and as her nail delicately traced the back of my thigh it sent a goose bump through me.  With the garter belt in place, I stepped into the sexy red g-string. 

The bra that went with this outfit was unusual. Because the dress was backless, the girls had gotten me a corset bra. It pulled my waist in to give me a curvier silhouette and the back was low enough to be hidden beneath the open back. It also made it really difficult for me to breathe or bend. Within moments I was grimacing at the discomfort. 

"I'm afraid that's the price of beauty," said Sydney. "You're going to look fantastic even if it's going to be a bit uncomfortable at times." 

With the bra on, Megan had me step into the dress and they zipped it up my back. The dress hugged my body and the velvet material felt so soft and smooth, I couldn't help rubbing my hands over it, which drew giggles from both girls. 

"I think he likes his new dress," said Megan. 

"I think she does," replied Sydney. 

"Oh cut it out," I said reflexively. 

"Relax," said Sydney. "I'm happy you like it. Now get into your shoes." 

The heels were black open-toe pumps that should off my pedicure. These girls had clearly really planned this outfit as ever single touch had a purpose. 

"We really should have pierced his ears," said Megan. 

"All in good time," replied Sydney. "For now these will do fine." 

The girls placed a pair of rhinestone earrings on my ears and a rhinestone necklace around my neck before sitting me down at the vanity for a makeover. 

"Since this is a special occasion, we'll help you with your makeup, but you're going to keep working at it until you're better than either of us," said Sydney as she began smoothing foundation all over my face. 

Sydney did most of my makeup while Megan threw in her cents here and there, mostly in regards to my cheekbones and my eyeliner. They really gave me a full evening look, which was more makeup than I had worn since the first pictures they took to cement their hold on me. 

After the makeup, they played with my hair a bit and then Megan spritzed me with her Marc Jacobs perfume. With that, they led me over to the full-length mirror and had me stare at my reflection. I know I'm supposed to say I was beautiful, but I really wasn't. I definitely did look like a pretty girl though and one who could really dress up. I looked sexy, but sophisticated rather than slutty, which actually surprised me a bit. 

"Remember," said Sydney. "He's not paying for anything more than the company. Don't let him pressure you into doing anything more than that." 

"I'll make sure that Brandon has a talk with him when he drops you off," said Megan. 

"Brandon's dropping me off?" I asked. 

"I'll be there too," said Megan. I couldn't tell if it was because they wanted to make sure this date didn't try anything or because they wanted to make sure that I didn't run away. "I better let Brandon know you're ready." 



The walk over to my date's dorm room was strange. I had never worn a dress like this one with the long slip up to my thigh. It almost felt like every time I stepped with my left foot, I was stepping out of the dress. On top of that, the breeze was blowing right through that slit and I could hear my heels making contact with the cobblestone pavement as Brandon led the way to my date's dorm room. 

"Brandon, I think our little Gigi is all grown up," mocked Megan. 

"I'm kind of surprised how far you've taken him. He looks like even less of a man that he did when I first met him, I didn't think it was possible," replied Brandon. 

"Well, it's just the beginning. Just wait until we get her hormones and implants," teased Megan. I don't think she was serious, but that didn't stop me from blushing bright red. I even entertained thoughts of running for it, but where would I go. Besides, in these clothes Brandon would easily catch me and so would Megan. 

My date's dorm was only about two blocks away from mine, so it wasn't a long walk. He was on the second floor so we took the stairs up. When we got there, Brandon banged on the door with his massive hands. "Hey Andy, open up. It's Brandon." 

A nervous guy in a black suit opened the door. Andy was very pasty colored and had shockingly bright red hair and freckles. He had on wire glasses and he wasn't bad looking really, but I could tell confidence couldn't come easily to him. 

"Hi Brandon, I was just finishing getting ready," he said. 

"Well that's great I guess," replied Brandon. "This is your date, Gigi." 

"Hi Gigi," said Andy. "Thank you for bailing me out of this situation." 

I stood there quietly until Megan elbowed me in the ribs. "I-I'm happy to be going with you…Andy." 

"I'm sure you'll have such a fun time," said Megan. "Can I get a picture of the happy couple?" 

We stood next to each other, but Megan kept motioning for us to get closer until we were basically embracing on camera. She gave me a smile as if to let me know her pile of blackmail on me had just gotten a little bigger. 

"Hey Andy, remember you only paid for an escort. There's no funny business," said Brandon. "You got that?" 

"I assure you, I will be a perfect gentleman," replied Andy. "You have my word." 

"Just see that you do," said Brandon poking Andy in the chest with his big sausage of a finger. 

"Okay, we'll be seeing you," said Megan. "Don't stay out too late." 

With that, Megan and Brandon left leaving only Andy and me in the room together. We stared at each other nervously before Andy finally broke the ice. 

"I-I had no idea you'd look like this," said Andy. 

"Is that good or bad?" I asked. 

"It's very good. I saw pictures of you in your maid outfit, but wow. You look great." 

"Just remember what Brandon said," I replied. "You don't want to clash with him." 

"I'm too timid around girls, Gigi. I won't put the moves on you. I just wanted to have a date for a change. The guys all give me a hard time because I never have a date and I thought it was worth $200 to feel cool for a change," said Andy. "I don't expect you to understand." 

"I definitely understand," I said. "We will have fun." 

"Shall we go down to the shuttle bus?" asked Andy. 

"Sure, let's go," I said. Damn, I couldn't help feeling some sympathy for this guy. I didn't want to be out with him, that's for sure and I'd only be getting 33% of the money he was paying to spend the way I wanted, but I wanted to do a good job.  I took his arm and together we walked down to the dorm parking

lot where a small crowd was waiting for the shuttle bus to take them to the dance. 

There were two guys at the bus stop that kept looking back at us. It made me nervous. Were they trying to figure out my gender or were they laughing at Andy for having such a mannish date? 

"Who are those guys?" I whispered to Andy. 

"That's Parker and Bill. Don't' mind them. They're assholes and I think they're shocked to see me with a date," he admitted. "I'm not exactly known for my luck with the ladies." 

"Luck changes," I said. 

Soon we were filing onto the buss and I made sure that we sat close together in case those two guys were staring at us. They were near the back of the bus and we were in the middle so they could watch us even while we couldn't see them. 

"Thank you," whispered Andy. 

"It's alright. Just relax," I said. I couldn't believe it, but this guy was probably more nervous than I was. 

The bus ride was only about three miles to the outskirts of town. The hall was basically probably a warehouse at some time that they fixed up to cater to the college crowd. The dance was certainly tacky, but that's what you got when a dorm had a party. Nobody was paying much of a cover that was for certain. 

The first place Andy and I stopped was at the bar and he bought us both beer. I was kind of surprised. 

This felt like the placed that would have a big bowl of indiscriminate red punch in the middle of the room and not a cash bar that evidently didn't card. 

We each downed a couple of beers making small talk, but then I suggested we head out to the dance floor and this took Andy by surprise. 

"You really don't have to," said Andy. "I know you're just doing this for the money." 

"If you're uncomfortable, I'll sit this out," I said. "However, if you want to impress your friends this is probably a good idea." 

"They're not all my friends, but if you're up for it then I am too," said Andy taking my hand. 

We stepped into the dance floor and began dancing to several fast songs before a slow one came up. I put my arms around his neck and he grabbed my waist.  We swayed back and forth to the music and I could see people were watching us, maybe a bit surprised that Andy had it in him. 

I'm not a particularly good dancer as a guy and the lessons the girls gave me didn't really make me a good dancer as a girl either. Andy was absolutely terrible, but it didn't matter that we weren't great dancers. What mattered was we were in the middle of the dance floor and we looked like we were having a good time. 

Andy got us a couple more beers and we went back to the table to rest. Sure enough, Parker and Bill brought their dates over to our table to hassle Andy about where he got the date. I could see their dates looked particularly bored. 

"Hey, it's nice to meet you," said Parker approaching me. "Nice to see our boy Andy actually got a girl. I never thought we'd see that." 

"Really?" I asked. "I'm just shocked he asked me." 

"So where did you two meet?" asked Bill who approached me inside a thick miasma of Axe Bodyspray. 

"Uhm, well. You know we were—," began Andy. 

"I was his waitress over at Famous Pizza and I saw him and I knew I had to get his attention," I said. 

"So you work at Famous Pizza?" asked Parker. 

"Not anymore," I said. "I got fired for making out with Andy, but it was worth it." 

"Can we go now?" asked Parker's date. "I'm not having fun." 

"Too bad," I said. "Andy has shown me a great time tonight." 

"I'm sure," said Bill obviously not completely buying it. 

I turned to face Andy and kissed him deeply and passionately on the lips. My hands ran through his hair and it was honestly a more powerful kiss that I'd ever had in my entire life. Andy was a bright crimson when I was finished and I could see both Bill and Parker were envious when I finally broke it off. 

"If you'll excuse us," said Andy. "We..uh…we have some things to take care of." 

When they left us alone, Andy was so grateful to me. He hadn't expected that a reluctant boy girl like me would ever do something like that for him and he figured that Parker and Bill wouldn't bother him for

at least a while. We finally boarded the shuttle back to campus and he walked me back to the dorm. 

"I can't thank you enough, Gigi," he said. 

"Just work on your confidence. You're not a bad looking guy, you know," I said. 

"If you ever need a friend," said Andy. "I know this is tough on you and I'll be there. You've got at least one guy who has your back." 

Andy and I hugged. I didn't want to kiss him that was for sure. The last one was only for show, but I also felt like we needed to do something semi-intimate so a hug seemed the way to go. 

I walked back to my dorm room and though the lights were off, my heels did make quite a racket—

enough to wake up Sydney. She immediately turned on the light next to the bed and began when I woke her. "Oh my God! You have to tell me

everything!" 

"Look, it's not that big of a deal," I replied. "I did what I was supposed to and he won't be asking for his money back." 

"What? How can you be so sure that he'll be happy with the date? Did you give him a happy ending?" 

She asked excitedly. 

"No, of course not. You know I'm not gay." 

"Maybe not, but you never know what will happen at a college dance. Anyway, how can you be so sure?" 

"I kissed him in front of some guys who have been giving him a hard time." 

"Wow!" exclaimed Sydney. "You kissed him? That's awesome. Was it open mouth?" 

"No, it was on the lips, it wasn't open mouth." 

"What was it like kissing him?" she asked. 

"I don't know. It was fine I guess," I said. 

"You are going to have to make one Hell of a diary entry tomorrow. I want to read all about all your feelings experiencing kissing him, dancing with him, and being another guy's date for your first college dance." 

"Fine, I'm tired though. I'm going to get changed and get to sleep." 

"Good idea," said Sydney. "You have to be at the nail salon early tomorrow." 

"Why? I just got my nails done," I protested. 

"You might not remember, but Megan and I sure do," said Sydney. "Dita wanted to arrange a play date with her sissy and we thought tomorrow would be the perfect day." 

"Oh Hell," I sighed. 

"I can't wait. Pleasant dreams, girlfriend." 

The night alternated between thoughts of shame over what I had done that night and fear about what was to come when I was face to face with Mistress Dita. I spent a lot of time twisting and turning. 

Eventually, though, I fell asleep and experienced a disturbing dream about getting married to Andy. 

Parker and Bill were his groomsmen while I had Megan and Sydney for bridesmaids. Brandon officiated the wedding and I was trying to avoid getting married, but Sydney and Megan held me in place. 

Right after Brandon announced us as husband and wife, Andy stuck his tongue down my throat and I woke up gasping for air.  It was barely four o'clock, but I was unable to get back to sleep after that. I got out of bed around eight, just ahead of Sydney. While she showered, I wrote my thoughts on the previous night in my diary. I thought I had been sufficiently wordy enough to satisfy Megan and Sydney. 

"We still need to have you looking hot today," said Sydney as if reading my mind, but at least you can wear street clothes. 

"Great," I said sarcastically. 

"Watch the sarcasm, Gigi," ordered Sydney. "You know that I can make you regret your attitude if you don't watch it." 

By the time, Megan came over to check in on us and made me tell her all about the date; Sydney had gotten dressed and had done my hair and makeup. 

"That's great," said Megan. "I'm glad you got a head start on today. I don't want to keep Dita waiting." 

"I don't' think she likes to be kept waiting," agreed Sydney. 

"I have a maroon bodycon dress in my closet with a halter top that would be perfect for Gigi today," 

suggested Megan. 

"Do we want him to be that slutty?" asked Sydney. 

"Absolutely!" exclaimed Megan. "We want him to be able to seduce the other sissy with just a look." 

"Fair enough," said Sydney. "Let's get the dress out and see how he looks in it." 

"Don't I get any say in this?" I asked. 

"Of course not," said Megan. "You're job is just to look pretty." 

The girls got me dressed and I was certainly considerably trashy when they were done. I felt like I looked like a twenty-one-year-old girl trying just a bit too hard to find a guy to take home at one of the local college bars. 

The dress itself was very flirty. The halter top showed off the skin between making fake breasts without exposing the silicone boobs themselves. The dress only came down to my upper thighs and with skyscraper sandals on, I actually felt tall even if I couldn't really walk with them on. Sydney put my makeup on very heavy and I looked kind of silly for ten in the morning, but the way I was dressed had definitely been perfectly calculated. 

When we arrived at the salon, they immediately called for Dita and she escorted us into the back room. "You look good enough to eat, Gigi," said Dita. "I'm sure that Katrina will think so too." 

When we entered the back room, I could finally see Katrina face to face. She wore a black leather mini-skirt and a fuzzy pink sweater that fully exposed her shoulder. On her legs were fishnet stockings

and black leather boots with five-inch heels. He black hair was piled up on top of her head exposing her neck and she smelled of a very strong floral perfume. She was strapped over the leather horse, but she was strapped the long way rather than the way that I had been strapped last time I was here. 

Sydney led me over to the opposite side of the horse and strapped me down facing Katrina. Our faces were like two inches away from each other and we were both tied down exposed. 

"Well, aren't you two sissies going to greet each other?" asked Dita. 

Meekly, Katrina spoke first. "Hi Gigi," she said. "It's nice to meet you. I'm Katrina." 

"Hi, Katrina. You have some very lovely pictures," I replied. "It's nice to meet you too." 

"Oh no," corrected Dita. "This isn't a business meeting. Let's have a nice big kiss. You are finally getting to play with another sissy. You should act excited.  In fact, I think it's time to take off their cages." 

As we explored each other's mouths with our tongues, Sydney unlocked me from my chastity cage as Dita did the same to her sissy. Free of its confinement, my cock instantly sprang to life. 

"That's better," said Sydney admiring our kissing technique. 

"I don't know about better," said Megan. "Adequate, I'd say." 

"Let's play a game," suggested Dita handing Sydney a red flogger and grabbing a black one for herself. "This will be fun." 

"It looks fun," said Megan pulling out her phone and recording the scene. 

"How do we play?" asked Sydney. 

"Well, our two sissies try and convince us that they're in love with each other." 

"I like it so far," said Sydney. 

"If they fail to kiss and act with the requisite passion, we shall correct them with sharp spankings from the flogger," said Dita. "I think they just need the proper motivation." 

"I'm more than happy to help supply it," said Sydney. 

"I'm sure I'll get some wonderful footage of this," said Megan who was now sitting on the floor to make sure she didn't miss any of the action. 

Simultaneous blows to both Katrina and myself got us both to begin kissing. Despite how much that previous spanking turned me on, both Katrina and I were trying our very best to avoid getting spanked. 

Dita and Sydney were quite strict though and the moment that they thought we were just going through the motions, they rained down fury on our rear ends. 

Both of us sissies had made a total mess of our lipstick and we were totally focused on kissing each other. There was nothing else that mattered at that point other than avoiding punishment. We barely noticed as the girls unlocked us from our horses and placed us on the floor in the sixty-nine position. They pulled down our panties and it was very clear what was expected of us. 

"Don't think about him as a guy," whispered Sydney. "He's a pretty girl with something extra just like

you. This is your chance to get an orgasm, don't waste it." 

Even as I contemplated sucking another cock for this girl, I could feel Katrina's talented tongue licking up and down the length of my shaft like it was an ice cream cone melting on a hot summer day. 

Sydney smacked me on the back of my thighs with her flogger. It wasn't a very forceful blow, but it was enough to startle me. Soon, I was taking Katrina's cock into my mouth just as he had taken mine. 

When I saw what Megan recorded later, I had to admit it was a strange sight. To see two guys who never thought of themselves as gay dressed to thrill and sucking each other's cocks like total nymphos was just weird. We did our best though and not just for fear of being spanked. I can't really explain it, but the spanking had once again gotten me very horny and Katrina was my only source of release. I was told that he didn't have any more experience with other sissies than I did, but he was hungrily taking my cock into his mouth and sucking it like he absolutely couldn't get enough. 

"You're doing great sissies," said Dita. "Make sure that you're moaning though so we all know how much you like it." 

I knew that Megan was capturing it all on a video that would follow me at least through all my college years. I was being totally exposed as the sissy slut that the girls were turning me into, but I didn't care at that moment. As I sucked and licked his cock, I realized I hadn't really had a woman do this for me. I was determined to change that, but for now, I was going further with a guy than I ever had with a woman. This was different from sucking off Brandon because I wasn't just getting pleasure I was receiving it too. I felt like a total bitch. 

Soon, I could feel the first drops of Katrina's pre-cum hitting the back of my throat. I began to brace myself to swallow the entire load when it inevitably came, but that wasn't to be. 

"I think my sissy is about to explode," said Dita. "I've seen that look on Katrina's face before." 

"Pull out and spray his face, bitch," ordered Megan. "This will make for a much better video." 

"Go ahead," agreed Dita, but there was something in her voice I hadn't heard before. Something had

genuinely displeased her, but I didn't know what. 

He did spray cum all over my face. He had been in chastity as long as I had and he held nothing back. 

I lost my concentration having all that jizz on my face, but soon I was back to fucking his face as he sucked me and I returned the favor by shooting my load all over his face and hair as he had done to me. 

As we lay on the floor spent, Megan spoke up ordering, "You two have made a mess on each other. 

You need to lick that cum off of each other's faces." 

"I think they're done," said Sydney. 

"Don't go easy on them now," said Megan. "Besides, it'll make for a better video." 

"They're done," said Dita tossing us each a small white hand towel.  We gratefully began to wipe the cum from our faces. "We need to have a little talk." 

"What's up?" asked Sydney. 

"A sissy really has a tough time when they have more than one mistress," she said. "No matter how in sync the two women are, it's hard for one person to give himself unconditionally to both of them." 

"It's working okay," said Megan. 

"For now, it has been," said Dita, "but I don't see that lasting." 

‘You don't see that lasting?" asked Megan incredulously. 

"I don't," said Dita. "I really think you should change your hierarchy." 

"Change how?" asked Sydney. 

"I can see that Sydney owns Gigi. She thinks about what's best for him and what's not and she desires to dominate him completely. Sydney, you have the makings of a good mistress." 

"What about me?" snapped Megan. 

"You are a good friend and for you, Gigi is a wonderful toy to play up. She's a lot of fun for you and there's nothing wrong with that," said Dita. 

"What makes you such an expert?" asked Megan. 

"About a decade of experience has taught me some things, but I am not an expert," said Dita. "I don't think there's anything wrong with you playing with the sissy, Megan. I'm not your enemy. I just think that it works better to have one person in charge and in this case, it's clearly Megan." 

"I'm not saying you're right," said Sydney, "but maybe this is something we should discuss." 

"There's more," said Dita. 

"Of course there is," replied Megan. 

"I think it's been going on long enough that it's time for Gigi to choose," said Dita. 

"Choose?" scoffed Megan. "What are you talking about." 

"I've pinned guys and put makeup on them or tricked guys into letting me tie them up and all that is fun," she said. "However, you can't really own a sissy if he doesn't choose it." 

"Why would he choose to be a bitch?" scoffed Megan. 

"Because there's a big part of it that loves this," said Dita. "Even as he complains I can see it." 

"Me too," agreed Sydney. 

Both Katrina and I were allowed to get cleaned up before leaving the dungeon. This little room had a double sink and a shower. We didn't need the shower, but the sinks were welcome. It was clear that Dita had put a lot of thought into this space and before long; we had fixed our makeup and were ready to depart. We kissed all three mistresses shoes and then Megan, Sydney, and I headed back to the dorm. 



Over the next few days, I went back to cleaning rooms. Brandon was determined that I could make more money as an escort if I promised a happy ending, but Sydney didn't want us getting involved in anything illegal so, despite Brandon trying to drum up interest in me as a crossdressed campus hooker, I went back to cleaning dorm rooms. 

Shayna really stood out to me as a client. Her room was always spotless when I got there. She was basically paying $15 to spend time with me. She wanted to know what made me tick and how I felt about the things that I was doing. She made me tell her all about my date and about having to play with the other

sissy. 

"What was it like to actually have a dick in your mouth?" she asked. "What color lipstick were you wearing?" 

"I really don't want to talk about this," I replied. 

"I know, but you're in my employ and I do, so spill," she insisted. 

"It was super weird," I replied. "At the time it didn't feel gay. The girls were in it almost as much as the two of us were and he didn't look any more like a guy than I do." 

"Now that you got the good fake boobs and that awesome hair, you don't look like much of a guy at all." 

"Don't rub it in," I said. 

"I like it," she replied. 

"Anyway, now that it's over, I feel guilty and shamed by it all," I said. 

"Why feel guilty? You didn't hurt anybody," she said. 

"I don't know," I said. "I'm not gay." 

"What does that even matter?" she asked. "You need to do you and not worry so much about what it means or what other people think about it." 

"It's a lot easier said than done," I replied. "I'm worried people will think I'm a freak." 

"I think you're a freak and I love it," she said. 

"You want to be my mistress, now?" I asked. 

"No, I want to be your girlfriend, stupid," she replied. 

I was shocked. I stopped and stared at her and she just smiled and nodded her head truly appreciating the truth that I was only now accepting. 

"What about Sydney and Megan? And Brandon for that matter?" I asked. 

"It sounds to me like Brandon and Megan aren't really a problem anymore, but even I know that Sydney owns you," said Shayna. "I can live with that if you can." 

"I don't know," I said. 

"Be honest with yourself and then be honest with her," I said. "She doesn't want you to be her boyfriend and I'm not going to overstep my bounds. This can work if you let it." 

I could hardly believe how naïve Shayna was being. Sydney had total control over me including

putting me in a chastity device. How could I ever be her boyfriend when Sydney was in total control of me? 

I finished with Shayna and I had two more rooms to clean before I could call it a day. I had become so comfortable in all my maid outfits that I scarcely even thought about them unless I suddenly caught my reflection or something else brought my clothing to my attention. There wasn't much difference between a maid's dress and heels from whatever dress and heels I was normally wearing.  I walked up to my dorm room exhausted, but I had one more thing I had to take care of. 

Sydney watched me enter the room from her bed where she was reading her theatre study text book. I walked over to her and dropped to my knees, I lowered my head so that my eyes were squarely on the floor. "Mistress Sydney, I am not going to ask you to take ownership of me because you have always owned me. All I ask is that you continue and that I belong to you and you alone." 

I patiently waited at her feet for her answer. I was where I belonged. 



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

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

It's a story of forced feminization and

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

www.kyliegable.com.
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Before | ever discovered kink,
there was a story by DH Law-
rence called Tickets Please in
my high school reading book. |
remember that | found it titilat-
ing without really knowing why.

| decided that the story, which
is old enough that it is in the
public domain, made a great
skeleton to rewrite for a femini-
Zzation story. In this case, a
pilot who never lands in one
place for too long gets his co-
muppance from the women at
the airport he’s been playing
games with. This one was
sooo much fun for me to write.
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CANDY APPLE PRESS

THE SPY
WHO PEGGED ME

PAMELA HARLOW/

Emma Adams
is one agent
whose always
packing.

Meet Emma Adams a librarian
with a past. Trained by MI6 to
people a weapon, she is hired
by waitresses to clean up the

wildest bar in England.

Does she have what it takes to
deal with a lazy manager, a
rowdy bunch of patrons, and
the unstoppable Jolly
Goodcock?

Inspired by British spy novels of
the 1960s with a healthy does
of tongue in cheek, Emma is
one woman who knows how to
get her man.
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I Now Have a Patreon Page

paireon

I'm very excited to announce that | just
launched a new Patreon page. The page
already contains a post just for patrons
with a picture from The Mask of the
Jaguar that was censored by Amazon.
The page will contain original short sto-
ries, audio books, and art as well as early
releases from future books. Please check
it out at www.patreon.com/KylieGable
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YN AN NN 0] 'R !t BeganwithanE-mail

Michael receives a mysterious
message at work informing him
that somebody knows his deep-
est secrets. She signs the email
Madame X and she seems to
know everything about him
right down to his crossdressing
fetish.

The price for her silence is total
obedience, even if that means
buying a new outfit and posing
for pictures wearing it on the
boss’s desk. Somewhere in that
space between fantasy and
nightmare lurks the mysterious

F MadameXandshe intends to
, l ‘/ take Michael to places he never
; _— dreamed of.
T ON SALE APRIL 24th






index-75_1.jpg
CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you’ll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.





