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The Complete Surprise Sissification

By Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

Tom could scarcely believe it. He hadn’t been doing online dating for very long, but he was shocked to find that the girl that the app set him up with was none other than his high school crush, Melissa Thompson. Of course, he would never swipe left on Melissa. Nobody really used these apps like this except losers he couldn’t get a date any other way, and that wasn’t him, or at least that wasn’t what he wanted Melissa to think about him. 

In the end, though, Tom couldn’t really help himself and within an hour he was back looking at Melissa‘s picture and profile, and less than an hour after that he was contacting her. Tom had written his greeting and erased it over and over again it has been years since he saw her last and it was so difficult trying to think of the words to say. Finally, he did the best he could and just dashed off a couple of sentences. 

Tom was more than a little bit surprised when less than an hour later he had received a reply back from Melissa suggesting that she would love to get together sometime. Naturally, he wrote her back and suggested that he knew the perfect coffee shop. It gave him a little bit more confidence to be talking to her like old friends instead of a potential match through the app. 

The evening could not have gone better. As soon as he saw her, Tom realized it was a silly idea to think that she would not be every bit as hot in her 20s as she had been at 18. If anything she seemed to blossom. Her dress showed off her long legs, which attracted him to her way back in high school. At five-foot-nine she was the same height he was, but her heels made her tower over him. She didn’t seem to mind, and he was certainly enjoying the view. 

The conversation drifted back to old friends from high school, but they really didn’t run with the same crowd that much.  She found his friends a little bit boring and her friends were frankly a little bit mean in Tom’s eyes. When she told him that Kat had gotten married last month, he had to stifle a yawn. He had hoped he’d never see that bitch again. Just like most of Melissa’s friends, she’d loved to pick on him, but he never thought of Melissa that way. She always seemed nice to him, even if she did go along with her friends sometimes. 

“I can’t believe how much fun tonight has been,” said Melissa. “It’s really great to just catch up on old times.” 

“Honestly, I was a bit nervous about tonight. I didn’t know what to expect, but this has been a lot of fun and I can’t wait to see you again,” agreed Tom. 

“You know, the night doesn’t have to end so soon if you don’t want it to,” she replied. 

“Really?” 

“Tom, I really like you and I’d love to take you back to my place and show you where I live.” 

“Sure, I’d love to see your place. I think you can learn a lot about someone by seeing where they live.” 

Even as Tom said those words, he regretted it. It just sounded so cheesy, but he was surprised when Melissa agreed that it was a great way to get to know somebody. 

Tom quickly paid the bill and drove Melissa back to her place. Fortunately, she had taken an Uber,  so there were no awkward questions about what to do with a second car. 

Tom was surprised to find Melissa living in such a neighborhood. Pinecrest was definitely upper-class single-family homes. He just assumed she lived in a cheap apartment like he did. The house she directed him to had to have cost at least a half-million dollars. It was huge and the closest neighbors were at least a good 100 yards away. 

“Be it ever so humble,” she said. 

“You’re kidding, right?” he asked. “How do you afford a mansion?” 

“I’m lucky,” she said. “I’ve got a roommate.” 

“Is his name Jeff Bezos by any chance?” 

“Oh, Tom,” she said recovering from a hearty laugh. “I’ve missed your sense of humor.” 

Nothing more was said about the roommate. Instead, she took his arm and the happy couple walked up to the large house. Melissa put her key in the lock and opened the door. The couple walked in together and Tom had to admit that the house was even more impressive from the inside them from the outside. 

“Wow!” exclaimed Tom. “I can’t believe you live in a place like this.” 

“You get used to it,” she replied. 

It wasn’t long until Tom and Melissa were on the couch and engaged in some serious making out. 

“I can’t believe we never got around to this in high school,” she said. 

“I don’t think your friends liked me very much,” said Tom. 

“Don’t be silly,” replied Melissa. “My friends liked you just fine.” 

“Oh yeah, what about Lana Krieger?” asked Tom. 

“She liked you,” said Melissa. “We were just talking about you the other day and she told me how much fun she used to have with you.” 

“She used to have fun,” complained Tom. “I was her victim.” 

Tom and Melissa dropped the subject and went back to kissing and petting on the couch. If only Tom at 16 could have known that this evening would happen in the future, it would’ve made a lot of things much more bearable. Unfortunately, the next voice he heard shook him to his core. 

“Tom Tom the sissy  mon, wore a dress to the prom,” said the husky voice standing in the hallway. 

“Hey, Lana,” said Melissa. “We just got in.” 

“I can see,” replied Lana. “Hi, Tom.” 

“That’s your roommate? You are rooming with Lana Krieger!” exclaimed Tom. 

“What did you expect, sissy? We’ve been best friends since high school,” chuckled Lana. 

“We have been,” agreed Melissa. 

“Don’t call me sissy,” demanded Tom. 

“If the high-heeled shoe fits, Princess...” taunted Lana. 

“I’m warning you. Knock it off,” demanded Tom. 

“Or else what?” asked Lana. 

“I’m not a little 18-year-old anymore,” said Tom. 

“You’re not a girl, not yet a woman,” taunted Lana. 

“Wow! I can’t believe you’re just as big a bitch as you were in high school,” said Tom. 

“I could say the same about you,” laughed Lana. 

“I’m a grown man,” said Tom. “You better watch how you talk to me.” 

“You are right, Melissa,” said Lana. “He is adorable.” 

“I told you so,” said Melissa. 

“Do you remember that game I liked to play in high school with you?” asked Lana. 

“No, I don’t,” spat Tom. 

“You don’t remember Sissy Rodeo?” asked Lana. 

“I don’t remember your sick and twisted games,” said Tom 

“Melissa, can you find me some rope or belts or something?” asked Lana. 

“Sure, no problem,” said Melissa. 

“Wait! I don’t wanna do this,” protested Tom. 

“Oh come on. It’ll be fun,” assured Melissa. 

“Why are you doing this?” demanded Tom. 

“What did you think would happen when you showed up at my house wearing men’s clothes?” 

asked Lana. 

“I won’t just let you do that. I will fight back,” said Tom. 

“You always fight back, but you’re terrible about it. You’ve got a pretty good lip-lock, but that’s the only wrestling skill you’ve got,” taunted Lana. 

“This is stupid,” said Tom. “We’re adults.” 

“Well one of us is, Princess.” 

“I got a bunch of belts and old pantyhose,” said Melissa entering the room. “I couldn’t find any rope for the life of me.” 

“We’ll have to buy some,” replied Lana. “This will do for now.” 

“Melissa, don’t help her. This is insane,” protested Tom. 

“Oh come on, baby. This is fun. Stand up to her and show her once and for all that you’re a

man,” urged Lana. 

Tom thought about it. He saw Melissa lock the door when they entered, but he didn’t think anything of it at the time. He could undo the locks, but it would take precious time and he had no doubt that by the time he got them all done, Lana would be on top of him. She was insane and there was no way that he would ever be able to convince her that this stupid old wrestling game of hers was pointless. She had done this stupid wrestling rodeo game with him many times growing up and it always ended with him helplessly trapped begging for release. He had always thought of Melissa as a nice girl, but now he was remembering just how many times she was there. Maybe she wasn’t taking an active part, but she definitely seemed to enjoy watching her amazon friend physically dominate the neighborhood boys. 

Tom realized that he really wanted to put Lana in her place once and for all. This wasn’t high school anymore. He was barely 100 pounds then and he had put on forty pounds of muscle since. 

If he didn’t weigh as much as Lana, he had no doubt that he was now stronger than her. He never could stand up to her very well, especially once she had photos and videos of all the fashion shows, karaoke performances, and other humiliating shows that Lana and her friends had made him perform for them. Those were long gone. If he could take her down, all those years of shame and humiliation would just vanish into the thin air of the past. 

“I’m warning you, Lana. Things have changed, you really don’t want to go there,” threatened Tom. 

“Let’s get on with this, Princess. Your empty threats are getting tiresome,” said Lana. 

Tom approached Lana and pushed her shoulders sending her backward a couple of steps. She looked at him with a quizzical look on her face. 

“Oh boy, is that the best you’ve got?” asked Lana. 

It occurred to Tom that he had absolutely no idea how to fight this girl. He couldn’t just punch her in the face. He’d watched enough wrestling that he was able to formulate a plan. He reached out grabbing her shoulders and attempted to throw her to the ground. 

“Oh, Tom, you had all this time to learn to defend yourself and that’s what you came up with?” 

teased Lana. 

She grabbed Tom's arm and bent it behind his back then took her free arm and wrapped it around the front of him and under his neck putting him in a headlock. The pressure on Tom’s arm was unbearable. He struggled to break free, but Lana was a lot stronger and he stood no chance of getting free. 

Lana stepped forward, using her legs to trip up her frightened opponent. Tom didn’t hit the ground hard with Lana still holding him, but he did hit the floor with Lana on top of him still holding the headlock and still twisting his arm. 

“Way to go, Lana! Nice move!” cheered Melissa. 

The old feelings of being bullied returned and the shame of seeing his oldest crush cheer on his defeat caused him to scream and whine. 

"Let go," Tom shouted "Let go of me!!!" 

“See, he still cries just like a little girl,” taunted Lana. 

Tom made eye contact with Melissa and the look on her face left no doubt that she must have thought he was pretty pathetic. His thoughts were further disturbed by the feeling of Lana twisting his arm further up his back. She had rolled him onto his side and snaked her legs around his waist. He was trapped between her thighs and her legs were squeezing him like a python. 

This was a new move and it hurt like Hell.  Trying to gasp and suck enough air into his lungs was taking all of his effort. He couldn’t muster any strength to free himself. 

“What’s the matter, sissy? Am I taking your breath away?” teased Lana. 

“Let...me...go,” demanded Tom. 

“Tell you what, if you just be a good girl and cooperate, I’ll be off you very soon,” said Lana. 

“Melissa, can you hand me a pair of hose?” 

“With pleasure,” replied Melisa cheerfully handing her roommate a pair of pantyhose that she had just worn to work last week. 

“Time to tie our sissy up nice and tight,” said Lana. 

“No!” cried Tom. He knew that once she got the hose knotted around his wrists, he’d be helpless until she cut him loose. Lana knew that too and she delighted with each twist and turn that the pantyhose took around his wrists before she knotted them off with a flouring leaving his hands completely helpless. 

“How about a few belts for his arms?” asked Lana. 

“How’s this?” asked Melissa holding up a pink and white belt. 

“I can make that work,” said Lana taking the belts from Melissa. Tom’s chest and arms were quite a bit larger than Melissa’s waist, so Lana strapped the belts together before using them to tightly pin his arms to his sides. 

Tom was now helpless enough that Lana didn’t really have to worry about him moving around and spoiling her handiwork, so she was able to grab another pair of pantyhose herself and securely tie his ankles together. Tom was now flopping around like a fish out of water and Lana was tempted to hogtie him, but that would have screwed up her other plans for him. Instead, she grabbed him under his arms and hauled him over to a large wooden chair. 

“Can you strap him to the chair if I hold him in place?” asked Lana. 

“Sure thing,” chirped Melissa cheerfully. 

Tom was aghast. This was a big change. The woman that he still had a huge crush on was now an active participant and no longer just a cheering onlooker. As she tightened belt after belt, securing him to the heavy wooden chair, the betrayal felt so palpable.  Between six belts and three pairs of pantyhose, the girls had very efficiently secured him to the chair so he couldn’t move a muscle. 

“Not bad, and we still have two pairs of pantyhose left,” said Melissa. 

“Just let me go,” pleaded Tom. “You’ll never see me again.” 

“Why would we want that?” asked Lana. 

“Let me g-!” Tom began to yell before Lana put her hand over his mouth turning off the volume. 

“I don’t think the neighbors are close enough to hear, but that’s going to get annoying. Melissa, could I borrow your panties?” 

“Sure, I guess,” replied Melissa. 

Lana took the panties and, after pinching Tom’s nose shut until he was forced to open wide to gasp for air, shoved them completely into his mouth.  She motioned for Melissa to hand her one of the remaining pairs of pantyhose and just like that Tom was effectively silenced. 

“I don’t think we’ll be hearing from him for a while,” stated Lana. 

“What do we do now?” asked Melissa while tenderly running her fingers through Tom’s hair. 

“How about we open up some wine and make some plans. He’ll keep,” suggested Lana. 

“Great,” replied Melissa. 

“Go ahead and open a bottle. I don’t want him overhearing our discussion so I’m going to add a few finishing touches,” said Lana. 

After her roommate left, Lana circled her prisoner with a predatory smile. She enjoyed looking down on her helpless prey, knowing that he would love nothing more than to curse her out, but she had removed even that ability from him. 

“If you’re counting on Melissa to save you, don’t,” warned Lana. “She loves this as much as I do.” 

Running her finger over Tom’s chest, she asked, “So how does it feel to be back in my clutches? 

I bet you never thought this would happen to you after all these years.” 

“Mmmph,” grunted Tom. 

“Don’t try to speak. Why don’t you relax for while we make our plans?” suggested Lana. She shoved a pair of earbuds into Tom’s ears and put a  Spotify playlist on the computer so it would pump the music directly into his ears.  Grinning, she picked up the final pair of pantyhose and pulled the crotch down over Tom’s head, securing it in place with the legs. There was now no chance for him to dislodge the earbuds. 

Lana laughed to herself victoriously. It wasn’t like Tom could hear it anyway. She went to meet Melissa in the kitchen as Tom listened to the selection of girly pop that she had chosen for him. 

She had found a playlist called 2000s Teen Girl that seemed appropriate for him and the first song was  Girlfriend by Avril Lavigne. It brought back some very uncomfortable memories for Tom. 




***

 

He was eighteen years old and in one of Lana and Melissa’s friends' basements.  There was a half dozen other girls there and a couple of boys, and in front of all of them he was dancing and

lip-syncing for their amusement. It was so awkward and embarrassing. In addition to Melissa was Rachel Ortiz, who he also had a bit of a crush on. As he gyrated for their amusement and watched them laugh and jeer, he couldn’t help noticing the huge smile on Lana’s face. She loved the feeling of owning him and she definitely was experiencing that now. He felt totally emasculated. 




***

 

Tom was unaware when the girls entered the room. He knew that they probably did have some huge wicked plans for him, but he didn’t really want to hear them. He struggled against his bonds more to say that he had than because of any hope of escape. Meanwhile, Lana turned down the music. 

“I know this wasn’t what you had planned for our date,” said Melissa, “but Lana did beat you fair and square so you should pay a forfeit and we’re having so much fun, I hope you are too.” 

“Mmph,” Tom groaned into the gag, but he knew they couldn’t understand him. 

“I’m having so much fun,” interjected Lana. 

“We decided that in terms of a forfeit, we wanted to see our old friend Kaylee again,” announced Melissa. 

Kaylee was the name that they had come up with for Tom in high school when they were trying to come up with the girliest name they could and wanted to pick a name with no masculine equivalent like Mike and Michelle. 

“I know what you’re thinking,” said Lana. “You think there’s no way you’ll go along with it and I think it’s cute that you think you have a choice. Resisting is your prerogative, but if I have to call some friends to help me that just means more people get to see Kaylee.” 

“Let’s get the show on the road. You never were very hairy, but it looks like you’ve really let your legs go,” said Melissa. 

Melissa went off to the bathroom while Lana took before pictures of their prisoner. Tom hated the smirk on her face, but he could do nothing about it other than wait there meekly while she did whatever she wished. 

When Melissa returned, she had strips in her hand and even though they had shaved his legs in high school, Tom knew what this meant.  Lana took a few last photographs of Tom on her phone. He looked extremely nervous about the prospect of what was ahead, and he knew that they wouldn’t just be stopping with his legs. 

“Just relax and let me do all the work,” said Melissa, approaching Tom with the waxing strips in her hand. 

Tom threw his head back and forth and struggled futilely against his bonds. 

“Aww, you're not scared, are you?” taunted Lana knowing damn well that he was. 

“I’m sure he’s not scared,” said Melissa. “He’s just excited to see his new look.” 

“I’m sure that’s it,” replied Lana. 

Melissa laughed. She warmed the first strip in her hand and put it on his lower leg. He tried not to react as she pulled it off, but a tear fell down the side of his cheek. Don’t worry, Kaylee. “I’ll have you silky smooth in no time.” 

When his legs were smooth, Melissa pulled a pair of stockings onto Tom. 

“Do you like how they feel?” she asked, “Luxurious, aren't they?” 

Tom shook his head, but he was betrayed by his dick starting to get hard. 

“Oh,” said Melissa, noticing, “You do like them, don't you!” 

Lana looked at his cock. “I think I'm going to have to put you in a chastity cage,” she said. 

Tom could only moan into his gag. 

“I laid out a bunch of things in the bedroom,” said Melissa. “Can you bring them out?” 

“I’m happy to help,” said Lana. 

“Wonderful,” replied Melissa. She straightened out Tom’s stockings, enjoying her newfound dominance. 

Melissa quickly pushed Tom's feet into the black, high-heeled shoes that she knew from experience would fit him perfectly as he had the same size feet as Lana.  She looked up at his face. He looked worried, now. What had started as exciting dating for him had quickly become a very uncomfortable trip down memory lane. 

Melissa looked down at Tom's cock, then immediately looked away, dismissing it. 

“We need to get you in some appropriate underwear,” she said. 

Tom sat helplessly as Melissa grabbed a purple lace pair of panties from Lana and worked them up his legs, his thighs, and finally his ass. She snapped them into place. 

“You’re getting good at this,” said Lana. 

“We’re not going to be able to do the next part without untying his hands,” dreaded Melissa. 

“No problem,” replied Lana as she began to undo all the bonds holding Tom to the chair and holding his wrists securely behind his back and his arms to his side. With the removal of each binding, Tom could feel himself getting closer and closer to freedom. Unfortunately, as soon as he was untied, she quickly put him in a full nelson.  His arms flapped helplessly as Melissa began to feed them through the straps of a purple bra that matched his panties.” 

“Perfect,” said Melissa. “Let me get his bra on him.” 

“We’re not going anywhere,” replied Lana. Tom tried to shake free, but with his ankles secured to the chair, it was even more hopeless. Melissa strapped his bra into place. 

“Let me put these on him,” said Melissa. She immediately filled the cups with chicken fillets to give him shape. 

“Ah,” said Lana catching a quick feel of Tom’s left breast. “You're already starting to look girly.” 

“Let's get you in a dress,” said Melissa. 

Feeling Lana’s attention drop, Tom suddenly made a run for it, prompting Melissa to stick her foot out. He instantly fell and wailed with pain. 

“Don't you fucking dare,” Lana said, grabbing Tom and bending his arms up behind his back again. She pulled him back onto his feet. 

“You will do what we say,” warned Melissa. “Otherwise, there will be consequences.” 

Melissa walked back to her bedroom, smiling. Tom stared at her body in the tight dress she was wearing. She looked amazing, but Tom had decided that she was just as big a bitch as her roommate. He couldn’t resist his dick getting harder, though, as she returned with a violet dress, turning to him and smirking. 

“Kaylee will look great in this,” she said. She tossed the dress to Lana, who caught it and roughly put it on Tom. He momentarily cowed after his failed escape attempt so even as she zipped it up the back, he didn’t outright defy her. 

“You look nice with small boobies,” Melissa said, laughing. “I don’t think we need to go any bigger, with you. It suits you. Hmm.” 

Tom wriggled uncomfortably as Lana grabbed him and marched him into Melissa’s bedroom. He didn’t look like a girl without makeup or a feminine hairstyle, but now that he was dressed, Lana could tie him to the vanity chair without worrying about how they would dress him. Once she had him completely secure and was sure that he couldn’t move a muscle she nodded for Melissa to take over. 

Tom knew that this was no ordinary makeover when Melissa approached him with tweezers and began shaping his eyebrows. It stung like heck to have the brow hairs removed. 

Melissa effortlessly spread foundation over Tom’s face. She brushed beneath his chin and all around his neck and under his ears. 

“Got to keep it even,” she said. 

She put eyeliner on him with ease, reminding Tom of how they had first put makeup on him back in high school, then applied a generous amount of purple, shimmering eye shadow above his eyes. 

She drew his eyebrows on with a dark pencil, then attached false lashes to his own. They were black and nearly two inches long. His real lashes were short and brown. He almost looked like a doll. 

When Tom saw himself with larger lashes, he was shocked by the difference they made to his appearance. In the past, it had always been Lana or her friend Nicki doing his makeup, but Melissa had more skill than they did. Even adulthood hadn’t dulled his feminine features enough to stop Melissa from performing a total transformation on him. 

“What about his hair?” asked Lana. 

“I’ve been thinking about this all night. I’ve definitely got some ideas,” replied Melissa. “First I want to dye it beige blonde and then I think some extensions for fullness and length.” 

“Wait, won’t dying it take a long time?” asked Lana. 

“Yeah, we can’t get this all done tonight. I’m guessing we’d have to lighten his hair two or three times before going blonde. I’m thinking this is something for Trish at the salon,” said Melissa. 

“So what about tonight?” asked Lana. 

“I don’t think we need the color yet,” replied Melissa. “His hair isn’t that different color-wise than mine right now and I’m guessing I have the extensions to match it.” 

Tom was trying to hold back his tears, but it was obvious from the way he was fidgeting around in the chair that he was miserable. He was getting really close to calling out for help and Melissa realized it too. It wasn’t that he wasn’t grateful to be avoiding the hair color, but the idea that this ridiculous game was going to continue after tonight bothered him. 

“I know you’re suffering but, if it’s any consolation, you look fabulous,” said Melissa. “Your hair is long enough that we don’t really need a wig for you only some extensions. However, we really like that blonde look for you, eventually.” 

“It will be very pretty,” taunted Lana. 

“I’m glad you agree,” said Melissa. “It’ll look so much better with proper coloring, but let’s see what I can do for now.” 

Tom didn’t say anything, but the tears began to well up in his eyes again. Gone was his cheerful demeanor from earlier in the night, and the worst part was he could tell that Lana smiled when she saw the change in his countenance. She was enjoying his misery. 

Dye jobs could be messy and they didn’t want to risk getting hair coloring on anything and they certainly didn’t want a whole night of working on his hair color, but it was good to have aspirations even if they left the actual project to the pros. Melissa laid out the extensions that were closest to Tom’s hair color. It wasn’t an exact match, but it was being used to add volume and the was just where they would be styled. 

“I’m thinking something early Natalie Portman,” suggested Melissa. 

“Didn’t she shave her head for that one movie?” asked Lana. 

“Not that movie, obviously,” replied Melissa taking the biggest of the clips and applying it to tom’s hair.” 

“Pretty,” said Lana. 

“Why don’t you just let me go?” asked Tom flexing against the tight bonds for the first time in a while. 

“Now behave,” replied Melissa. “You know that’s not going to happen.” 

“Yeah, get used to it, sissy,” added Lana. 

Soon, Tom’s hair was done, and it was the final touch in completely changing his appearance. 

He looked in the mirror and he couldn’t believe how he looked. It was obviously a huge change, but it was more like they had revealed the femininity within him than they had added something new. This was probably as good as he’d ever looked, but he stared at himself in the mirror and saw femininity before. 




***

 

As he descended the stairs into the family room, Tom heard Katarina call out, “He said he’d do it. Your friend here is awesome to be that confident.” 

“Yeah, Tom is something alright,” said Melissa playing along. 

“Just make sure nobody sees me like this,” he begged. 

“Of course not,” replied Lana. “This is just between us, as long as you cooperate.” 

“This is so humiliating,” he said. 

“It will really help us out, though,” pleaded Kat. 

“It would mean a lot,” Melissa cooed. 

“Sure, can I just put the dress on over my clothes?” he asked. 

“I’m afraid not,” said Kat. “We need to see how it will hang on Kaylee. Not only do we need to have you take off the clothes, but we need to give you a shape like she has if she’s going to alter the dress properly.” 

“Yeah, it would be pretty pointless,” agreed Lana. 

Soon, he had stripped down to his underwear. The girls were kind enough to let him go put on his panties in the bathroom, but as soon as he returned Melissa was strapping the bra on his chest. He knew he was blushing brighter than a beefsteak tomato. 

“Sit on the couch, Princess. I’ll show you how to put on your pantyhose,” said Kat. 

“Please don’t call me that,” he said softly. The girls were too busy laughing to really pay attention. While Kat and Melissa helped him put on his pantyhose, Lana busied herself stuffing his bra with old panties. 

“I didn’t know it’d be this much,” said Tom. 

“I know,” said Melissa. “You’re really doing a great job though. Are you sure you’ve never worn girls’ clothes before?” 

“No never,” he stammered nervously. 

“I have my doubts about that,” said Lana. 

The girls put the black and red lace dress on him and then looked him over like art critics staring at a sculpture. Tom was starting to put two and two together. For one thing, I had neglected to bring any sewing supplies to alter the dress, and secondly, the blonde wig shouldn’t have been necessary. 

Kat noticed this too and soon interrupted his train of thought. “Clasp your hands behind your back Tom and stick your chest way out.” 

“Yes, let me see how that looks,” Lana said feigning curiosity. 

“I don’t understand. I thought you were going to finish sewing this,” he said. 

Lana’s plan was to do this as simply as possible. She could easily overpower the skinny boy on her own, but we were trying to avoid resorting to that. However, when the jig was up, she and Kat acted. Lana grabbed his wrists behind his back and Kat grabbed the rope and began wrapping it around them. 

“Hey! What are you doing?” he demanded. 

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it,” Lana mocked as they finished securing his hands behind his back. 

He only started really trying to fight us off after it was too late. They pushed him down into a chair and tied his arms to the chair back and his ankles to one of the legs. There was no way that he was going anywhere. 

“I thought you were sewing a dress,” he said. 

“I don’t know how to sew,” confessed Amber. 

Melissa went to work on his makeup and even she had to admit that she didn’t think she’d ever done the cat-eye look as well as she did on him that particular day. 

“Wow! I can’t believe it!” gushed Melissa when she finished. “She’s really pretty.” 

“I’m not a she,” complained Tom as he helplessly squirmed and struggled. 

“Yeah, she really is a natural at this,” agreed Amber appreciatively. 

Tom tried to get a look at himself, but the way the girls were staring at him was making him nervous. After they had his makeup done, they put his heels and his wig on and played with his look until we were satisfied. Melissa held up a mirror so he could see how cute he looked, and he was floored.  He would have gone out with a girl that looked like he did in a heartbeat. He was the equal of any of the other girls except maybe Melissa. 

“We need to immortalize this,” said Lana pulling out her phone. They took a bunch of pictures of themselves with their prisoner and then took a bunch more of him by himself. Lana knew the pictures would come in handy if she was to pull off her future plans for him. 




***

 

“Well, what do you think?” repeated Melissa bringing Tom back from his memories. 

“I think you should have outgrown this game a long time ago,” said Tom. 

“Well, Tom, or should I say, Kaylee, you should know what’s coming next,” said Lana. 

“No, I won’t do it,” protested Tom. “I’m not in high school.” 

“And yet, you’re tied to a chair and just had yet another girly makeover. We need some great pictures to show off our princess,” said Lana. 

“You know, I didn’t go through all this trouble just to let you get home without any souvenirs. 

I’m going to want to remember this night,” pouted Melissa. 

“I don’t care,” said Tom. 

“Melissa’s a dear sweet friend of mine. I don’t want you to hurt her feelings. Besides, you know I can make you pose. It’s just a question of whether you do this the easy way or the hard way,” 

warned Lana. 

Tom looked up at Lana and like he had so many times in high school, he backed down.  If they

wanted to get pictures of him, they would get pictures. She was right. There was no reason not to just get on with it and do it the easy way. 

“Okay fine,” said Tom. “Untie me and I’ll pose for pictures.” 

“Yay!” clapped Melissa. “You are so much fun sometimes, Kaylee.” 



TO BE CONTINUED

Surprise Sissification 2

By Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta



It had only been a few days since the girls had tricked him into getting dolled up and took those horrible blackmail pictures of him. All week long, the pictures were showing up on his phone. 

They had him by the short and curlies and he knew it. 

He sat down to lunch in the cafeteria with his friends, Nick and Jerry. Even with all that was on his mind, the boys were focusing on their gaming guild and a raid that they were planning.  They were lost in gaming conversation when Katarina, Lana, and Amber walked over to their table. 

“My, your arms are so silky smooth,” said Amber. “That’ll come in very handy today.” 

“Hi, ladies,” said Jerry, trying to be smooth, but immediately put in his place by three chilling faces. 

“Wh-what’s today?” asked Tom. 

“You’re coming over to my place after school,” said Katarina. 

“I’m afraid I can’t,” said Tom. “We have plans.” 

“No, we don’t,” said Nick. “We can go over to Kat’s place.” 

“Maybe next time,” said Amber. 

“That would be a sight,” agreed Lana. 

“We’ll see you at three-thirty and you better not be late, Kaylee,” warned Lana, swiping the cupcake off of Tom’s tray. 

The guys watched the three girls turn their backs and walk away from the table before turning their attention to Tom. 

“Man, they want you to come by Kat’s house? You’ve got to bring us with you,” said Jerry. 

“You heard them,” said Nick. “They don’t want us there.” 

“Uh...he’s right,” agreed Tom. 

“You could put in a good word for us, so we’ll be invited next time,” suggested Nick. 

“I’ll see what I can do, guys, but it’s complicated,” replied Tom. 

“Why did they call you Kaylee?” asked Jerry. 

“That was...KO Lee, like in Bruce Lee plus knockouts,” lied Tom. 

“You don’t know kung fu,” protested Jerry. 

“No, but they don’t know that,” said Nick. “Our friend Tom here is really smooth.” 

“It’s nothing guys,” said Tom. “Let’s get back to talking about the raid.” 




***


Tom hated feeling that his friends could find out his ultimate shame. It was no different at 18 or in his late twenties, the girls held all the cards right now, and if they wanted him to do anything, his only choice was whether to do it or risk public humiliation. 

“Hey! Wake up, Sleeping Beauty,” shouted Lana. 

“Sorry,” said Tom. “My mind was elsewhere.” 

“That’s okay, princess,” said Melissa zipping Tom into her sexiest dress. “As long as your body is here, I’m happy.” 

“Isn’t this a bit much?” asked Tom, looking down at the green ribbed crossed strap bodycon dress she was putting him in. 

“Relax,” said Lana. “You’re going to be wearing so much worse tonight. Melissa will never run out of sexy clothes, that’s for sure.” 

“What was wrong with the purple dress I was just wearing?” complained Tom. 

“First off, it’s violet, not purple, silly,” replied Melissa. “Secondly, we already had plenty of pictures of you wearing it.” 

“Oh, come on,” wined Tom. 

“I’m afraid she’s right. You might as well get used to the fact that there will be pictures of you in about two dozen outfits before we’re done, and you’ll be posing,” said Lana. 

“Posing,” clapped Melissa. 

Tom looked her in the eyes and sighed, shaking his head. Against his better judgment, he relented. He expected this sort of thing from Lana, but Melissa’s betrayal hurt the most. He finally agreed to just go ahead and pose as she took pictures of him with her camera. It started with simple pictures of him in Melissa’s outfits, but then it got complicated. 

“Play with your breasts through your bra.” 

“Blow a kiss to the camera.” 

“Run your fingers through your hair.” 

"Face that wall and put your leg on the chair," said Lana, giving him direction. "Now, put your hands around your leg like you're adjusting your pantyhose and look at me over your shoulder with a big smile." 

Melissa had found a cherry  Tootsie Pop  that matched the dress he was wearing and had him lick it suggestively while Lana snapped away with her camera. 

It felt like the more he cooperated, the more elaborate the posing instructions got.  The worst was one that Melissa came up with. Tom was wearing a little pink dress and lying on his stomach. He was pretending to read a copy of  Cosmo with his leg bent up at a ninety-degree angle and his heel dangling from his foot. He looked back over his shoulder at the camera with a carefree expression. He was now a pinup girl. 

Tom couldn’t believe how many sexy little outfits Melissa owned, and he couldn’t help thinking of what might have been. He would have loved nothing more than to have her modeling all her sexy things for him, but somehow it was now the other way around. 

Lana and Melissa had noticed that Tom had stopped resisting so strongly. He just wanted to get this impromptu modeling session over with so he could finally leave.  Melissa continued to be sweet and almost flirty with him, but Lana left no doubt who was in charge here and who the bitch was. 

“I think he’s modeled everything I own worth modeling,” said Melissa. 

“I think you’re right. We need to get him some of his own clothes,” agreed Lana. 

“Oh, a shopping trip,” cheered Melissa. 

“Great, sounds like a lot of fun,” deadpanned Tom. “Can I change back into my clothes now?” 

“Wow, did you suddenly grow balls or something, Tom?” asked Lana. “You know that’s not how you speak to us.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Tom. “I just want to go.” 

“Well, we’re not done with you yet,” said Lana. 

“Why not? I did what you asked me to,” protested Tom. 

“That was just so we would have some dirt on you so we could restart your training,” said Lana. 

“I have to work tomorrow,” objected. 

“Here’s the thing,” said Melissa. “You told me how you’re a freelancer now, so I hardly think anybody knows what you’re doing. Secondly, I saw how you were on our date. There is no way you can tell me that you didn’t have plans to spend the night if you got the chance. Well, now you got the chance.” 

“Your only choice now is if whether want to sleep in one of Melissa’s sexy nighties or wearing what you have on now,” said Lana with a chilling calmness. 

“The nightie will be much more comfortable for you,” assured Melissa. 

“At least something should be comfortable,” said Lana, picking up the rope that had previously bound Tom. 

Melissa helped Tom change into her black and pink baby doll. She was giddy like a girl hosting a slumber party. Tom felt pretty ridiculous, but he knew that he had no choice other than to comply. Unfortunately, Lana had already proven strong enough and determined enough to keep him here and that was without all the blackmail that he had just given her. 

Tom wasn’t happy, but after he was changed, he allowed Melissa to help him into her bed, where Lana proceeded to hogtie him very securely. Realizing that Tom was cooperating, she decided to detach his ankles from his wrists. He was still helpless, but she thought it would make it a lot easier to get some sleep. 

Lana turned out the light as she left, and Lana jumped into the bed herself. Like Tom, she was wearing a sexy nightie, only hers was all black. 

“I think I like this,” purred Melissa. “Normally, I wouldn’t want to sleep with a guy on our first date.” 

“We’re not exactly sleeping together,” said Tom. 

“Maybe not the way you want to, but we’re definitely sleeping together,” said Melissa, moving

into spooning position with Tom and dangling her arm over his shoulder. 

“Can’t you please just untie me?” begged Tom. “I promise not to run.” 

“I think I like you like this,” cooed Melissa. “I know that I can trust you this way.” 

“This is kidnapping, you know,” said Tom. 

“I’m going to be straight with you, Tom,” replied Melissa, suddenly changing subjects. “You need to watch out for Lana.” 

“I know that.” 

“No, I mean you really need to watch out. She told me the most fun she ever had in her life was bullying you in high school and now she has you back in her clutches.” 

“Thanks to you.” 

“I didn’t have a choice. She’s my roommate and, when she saw your reply to me, her eyes got big and she couldn’t wait to trap you again.” 

“You could have refused,” said Tom. 

“Do you really think I could? Knowing Lana, do you really think so?” 

“Maybe not,” said Tom, “but this has to end. You can’t just keep me tied here.” 

“I’ll try and get her to realize that we can’t hold you prisoner here forever, but you have to cooperate.  If you set her off, then she’s going to be too pissed to listen to reason.” 

“I’ll try.” 

“That’s all I can ask,” said Melissa, planting a soft kiss on Tom’s cheek. 

Maybe it was the emotional exhaustion of the night but, for some reason, despite the awkward position he was tied in, Tom did drift off to sleep. 




***

 

Tom knew that showing up at Kat’s place was a big mistake. Even if Nick and Jerry would have traded anything to take his place, he knew those girls wanted to humiliate him, and they had the ability to do it. Tom felt his mouth getting dry and his hands getting sweaty as he rang the doorbell and waited for an answer. 

“Come in, Tom.  We’re running a bath for you,” said Kat. “I think the other girls would have been very upset with you, had you been late and let the water get cold.” 

“Why are they running a bath?” asked Tom. 

“Come along and see,” replied Kat cheerfully closing the door. 

Kat led him to her bathroom, which was bigger than his parents’ master bath. Amber, Melissa, Lana, and a new girl he didn’t know were already waiting for him with huge grins on their face. 

“Hey, sweet cheeks, this is Nicki. She couldn’t believe we had our very own sissy and so we promised her she could see for herself,” announced Lana

“H-hi,” said Tom. 

“Don’t you know how to curtsy yet?” asked the new girl. 

“What an excellent idea,” agreed Kat. “Maybe after her bubble bath.” 

“Take off your clothes, Tom,” instructed Lana. 

“We can’t keep calling her Tom,” said Amber. 

“Another great suggestion,” agreed Melissa. 

“What are you waiting for?” asked Lana pulling Tom’s shirt up over his head. 

“Wait!” protested Tom, but it was too late. Lana was already pulling down his pants. 

“Relax,” said Kat. “Nobody cares about your tiny thing. We just can’t bathe you if you’re dressed.” 

Once Tom’s clothes had been removed, he couldn’t get into the tub fast enough where at least the bubbles would give him some cover. It was awkward for four girls to shave one boy at once, but Lana did his left leg while Melissa did his right. Amber and Nicki each took care of an arm. 

Tom wanted to cry. He was a late bloomer and it had taken forever for him to grow in.  Even at 18, he barely had much body hair at all, but what he had was soon to be flowing down the drain. 

“Nobody got his chest,” observed Kat. 

“You could have done it,” replied Melissa. 

“There was not enough room for all five of us to shave him at once,” said Kat. 

“I know,” said Nicki. “Why not have the sissy do it herself?” 

“That’s an excellent idea,” agreed Amber. 

Soon, Kat had spread shaving cream all over Tom’s chest and handed him a pink razor to remove what hair he had. 

“Soft gentle strokes, starting from the outside and working in,” ordered Kat. 

Tom took the razor and shaved until the last of his chest hair was removed. He was now just as hairless as any of the girls in the bathroom with him. He felt even more emasculated than he did when they dressed him up. He didn’t think that was possible. 

“Now stand up,” ordered Lana. 

“I’m naked,” replied Tom. 

“We’ve been over this before,” said Lana crossly. “Nobody cares.” 

“We really don’t,” agreed Amber. 

“Now stand up,” repeated Lana. 

Reluctantly, Tom did as he was told while trying to cover his genitals with his hands. 

“Now raise your pretty little arms high in the air,” said Melissa, holding the shower hose. “I’m going to rinse you off and see just how good a job we did.” 

As the suds were washed off Tom’s naked body, he could see that he was now completely hairless. He thought he looked like a child as Amber squirted a sizable amount of lotion into her

hands and began rubbing it into Tom’s whole body. He felt helpless, but he knew the girls weren’t done yet. 




***

 

Morning came harshly to Tom.  Though he was exhausted enough to succumb to his body’s need for restoration, sleeping with his hands and feet bound wasn’t easy. He awoke just after five am and realized that Melissa was still holding him tightly to her. He lay there enjoying the way she felt and the way she smelt. Even the way her long hair felt against his bare shoulders. If this was slavery, he could almost get used to it, but he knew that soon Lana would be up, and things would be changing rapidly. 

It was only six o’clock when Lana entered their bedroom. Melissa was still sleeping. Tom hated the way she looked at him, like he was totally below them, and he was lucky that she was even allowing him to serve her. 

“Wake up bitch, six am. and it's time to get the house ready,” said Lana, dragging the groggy sissy up to his feet. It was a rough wake-up call and though he was no longer sleeping, she was none too gentle.  “From here out, it's going to fall to you get this place in order, so get moving, chop-chop.  There are some clothes waiting on the hamper in the guest bathroom.  Take a shower and shave first. You have fifteen minutes and I expect to see you dressed and waiting and kneeling at the top of the stairs. Don't be a single minute late or you will regret it.” 

“Uhm,” replied Tom not knowing what to say. 

“Oh, I suppose I need to untie you.  I still don’t recommend trying anything stupid. Everything is locked and you really don’t want to give us an incentive to use all that delicious blackmail you were kind enough to give us last night,” added Lana. 

Tom hurried to the bathroom. Fifteen minutes would be barely enough time to get showered and dressed into his men’s clothing, and he had a pretty good idea that he would not be changing into men’s clothing. In fact, when he got to the bathroom, his worst fears had been realized.  On top of the hamper was a frothy lace black and white French maid’s dress. He was so tempted to make a run for it, but he knew she’d make good on her promise to make him regret it. 

Following a much too quick shower, Tom dried himself off with a soft fluffy pink towel. No hair had grown back since yesterday, but he touched up his face just in case he started getting five o’clock shadow. He had a feeling that five o’clock shadows were not allowed. 

He stared at the uniform as if it might swallow him whole, but his reluctance was put aside when he realized he was in danger of being late if he didn’t hurry up.  He grabbed the bikini-cut white frilly panties and quickly pulled them on. The next item was a white over-bust corset. He had little knowledge of how to wear the garment, but he was able to figure out to slip his arms through the straps and then fasten up the front.  The corset’s décolletage edged in a deep white lace ruffle. The corset already felt tight, but he was sure Lana would make it much worse when she inspected him. 

Having threaded the long suspender straps of the corset through his panties, he attached them to the dark welt at the tops of the sheer black stockings that Lana had been thoughtful enough to

include on the hamper. 

With stockings attached, Tom stepped into a short white petticoat of several frilly white layers, which was pulled up to his waist and tied tight at the back.  Tom couldn’t get over how the corset grabbed the skin of his chest upwards and inwards, creating an impression of cleavage.  He had solid B Cups without even adding in breast forms.  He stepped into the short black silk dress. It had more ruffled layers of white petticoats sewn inside so that the full skirt flared outwards to show the white underskirts, hiding his feet from his own view. The white lace of the corset décolletage lined the simple neckline of the dress which was zipped up the back then hidden from view by a buttoned panel of two rows of buttons. 

The final item to add to the ensemble was a pair of shiny black leather pumps. They had a three-inch heel, which was modest compared to some of the shoes, but these would be inspected to clean in.  He put on the same wig and raced to show Lana his work. 

“You’re five minutes late,” said Lana, obviously waiting for him. “I can already see that your wig is crooked, and your corset isn’t tight enough. I suppose some mistresses don’t care if their sissies wear makeup to clean, but I am not one of those mistresses. You will have to learn how to do all of those things and more. You will do this job properly. Is that understood?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Yeah?” she asked, slapping him across the right cheek. That’s Yes, Mistress Lana.” 

“Yes, Mistress Lana.” 

“You do have a lot to learn. I’m only giving you a break because we haven’t had time to teach you. I do wish you had paid more attention back in school,” said Lana. 

“Lift up your dress and show me that you scrubbed and shaved yourself nice and clean,” 

demanded Lana. 

“Yes, Mistress Lana,” said Tom, raising his voluminous skirt and petticoats. 

“Good, you either touched up very well or didn’t grow any hair back,” she said, grabbing a pink phallic device and handing it to Tom.  “Now, put this on.  Don't stand there and look stupid, you must know what that's for.  Maybe the shape gives you a clue?” 

“No, Mistress Lana.” 

“It’s a cock cage, you idiot.  Your worthless little sausage goes in there and it prevents all those disgusting erections that you used to take for granted.  Not anymore you don't.  From here on out you’re going to practically have to do backflips to get let out, let alone orgasm ever...but I'm not going to get ahead of myself. Anyways, let's get this on and you can pretend that you're a good little sissy maid who doesn't have a dick, tiny or not.” 

:::Click:::

Just like that, Lana had locked his cock up.  It only occurred to him that it was yet another piece of control. Even though the cage was pink, it looked sturdy and he sure didn’t want to have somebody work that close to his manhood with a power saw. 

“Even you have to admit your puny thing is so much better looking when it's tucked away under some metal, and the cage pushes it down so, even if you start to chub up a little bit, it doesn't really peek up from underneath your little dress.   It’s perfect, I like it. Now, go start the coffee

and cut up some fruit.  I'm always up early, but Melissa will be ready for her breakfast in about thirty minutes chop-chop.” 

“Yes, Mistress Lana,” said Tom following behind her to the kitchen. 

“I'll sit and drink my coffee while you work, girl.  Be sure you clean up the kitchen so it’s all pretty.  Once you’ve been properly trained, you won’t even need to be told,” said Lana. 

“How long am I going to have to do this, Mistress Lana?” 

“I don’t like questions, princess. However, I don’t think it’ll be that much longer.  As I said, Mistress Melissa will be ready for breakfast within a half-hour. After that, I have my book and I’m going to sit in whatever room you’re cleaning to supervise.  I expect you to dust and wipe all the surfaces, shine the floors on your knees, and put everything away where it’s supposed to be. 

If you stop cleaning or start crying like a whiny little bitch...well, that’s why I have the riding crop next to my hand. Don’t make me look up from my book, I want the house tidied up.  After that, you can make dinner. If you don’t cause any problems, you will be able to eat then as well.” 

“Now, why would our new maid cause problems?” asked Melissa, entering the kitchen. 

“You’re up early,” said Lana. 

“It’s our new maid’s first day. Who could sleep?” asked Melissa. “Why isn’t she wearing any makeup?” 

“You’re not a part of this conversation,” said Lana, turning her attention back to Tom. “Get that fruit cut. Mistress Melissa should not be waiting for her breakfast because you felt like eavesdropping.” 

“Yes, Mistress Lana,” said Tom. 

“He needs to learn a proper curtsy too,” noted Melissa. 

“He doesn’t know how to do his makeup yet, and I figured you were the better person to teach him than me. Also, I didn’t want to waste time when there was work to be done,” said Lana. 

“Okay,” agreed Melissa. “After breakfast, I’ll put on his face, and then in the afternoon, when he’s got this house in order, I’ll give him some lessons.” 

“Good idea,” said Lana. “Kaylee, we’ll be taking our breakfast out on the patio.” 

“Yes, Mistress Lana,” acknowledged Tom. 

“We really do need to work on that curtsy,” said Melissa, as the two women exited the sliding door to the backyard. Tom had no idea how they could afford such an expensive place, but he dreaded having to clean it. This was going to take a lot of work, just based on the size of the house and the grounds. 

He hurried to cut up the fruit and bring that and coffee out to the women. He was a typical bachelor who usually had exactly one clean pan and one clean plate. Acting as a lady’s maid was a definite change. They gave him credit for his obsequiousness, even as they admonished him for his lack of elegance in performing his duties. 

“He’ll learn,” said Lana. “I’ve never known a sissy who couldn’t be trained one way or another.” 

“Well, hopefully, he can be tamed and not broken,” replied Melissa. 

“That’s up to him, isn’t it?” asked Lana. 

“Indeed it is,” agreed Melissa. “Kaylee, meet me upstairs in the master bathroom in thirty minutes.  You may eat your breakfast now, but don’t dally. The dishes have to be cleaned up and everything put away, and I want to see you in exactly thirty minutes.” 

Tom was relieved to have even a brief respite from his cheers, and the fruit was cool and refreshing. He didn’t really have time to make anything else and it stopped the hunger pains he’d been feeling. Instinctively, he knew it wasn’t a good idea to overindulge while wearing the corset, and he didn’t really have time to waste anyway. He finished tidying up and despite being a bit rusty in heels, he made it to the master bathroom precisely on time to see Melissa getting herself ready. 

“Perfect timing is the sign of a perfect maid,” cheered Melissa. “Are you sure we never taught you to curtsy?” 

“No, Mistress Melissa, never,” replied Tom. 

“We’ll let’s fix that. It’s really not that hard. It’s like a girl’s bow. I know you don’t bow much, but as maid, you know, you’re sort of going to be expected to do it when you enter or leave a room or when you get a new order. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Mistress Melissa,” replied Tom, frightened that they were both treating him like this maid thing was a permanent status and not a short-term game. 

“Put your right foot behind your left foot,” instructed Melissa, and Tom did as he was told. 

“Now, bend the knees with your foot forward, keeping your upper body straight.” 

Tom awkwardly tried to do as he was told. 

“That’s close to right. You want to hold the hem of your dress when you do it and try not to lock your knees.” 

Tom kept practicing until Melissa was satisfied. 

“Good, keep practicing and you’ll have it,” said Melissa. “Now, we need to do something about your face.” 

“Yes, Mistress Melissa,” replied Tom curtsying. 

“Okay, you don’t have to do that every time I talk to you…Actually, you can use the practice for now. That’s fine.” 

“Mistress Melissa, how long am I going to have to be your maid?” asked Tom. 

“I don’t understand the question.” 

“I mean, how long are you going to keep me here like this waiting on you?” 

“How long? What made you think there was a time limit?” 

“You can’t keep me here forever, Melissa. This is kidnapping.” 

Tom wasn’t expecting to be slapped by Melissa. With Lana, that chance was ever-present, but the blow surprised Tom and it stung. 

“First off, it’s MISTRESS MELISSA. I know you’re far more frightened of Lana than of me, but that is a mistake you will quickly come to regret if you don’t correct it. Secondly, nobody knows

you’re here. From everything you have told me, it could be weeks before anybody comes looking for you.  Of course, the police do check things like dating site profiles if somebody goes missing. I mean, you’d be amazed how many psychos are out there. However, we’ve had no trouble getting into your account. You really should learn to change your passwords. As far as anybody knows, we had an okay date, but there were no sparks and you left early. I’ve even contacted your boss about the latest project he sent you. By the time people start looking for you, they’ll never find you.” 

“Yes, Mistress Melissa,” said Tom his eyes tearing up. 

“If you’re going to cry, let it out. You won’t ruin any makeup, so this is a good time to do it.  It’s not so bad, though, is it?  Living here with me and being my special princess?” asked Melissa, wiping away Tom’s tears. 

Melissa’s attempts to soothe Tom just brought a whole lot of other memories flooding back and with them came the tears. 




***

 

Tom went up the stairs to his oldest sister Kristine’s room. It was hard enough to walk on those damn shoes without adding stairs into the mix. If she knew her brother was doing this, she would kill him. She actually had a lot of sexy clothes, and Tom was very tempted to pull out some shapeless dress that mom bought her. He didn’t want to risk the girls, realizing he had tried to pull a fast one on them. He decided to go with a little black dress that was very short, with a trapeze skirt. Tom put it on and twisted around until he was able to zip it up the back. He was just about to go downstairs when he remembered the belt and the pantyhose, he was told to bring the girls. He grabbed a black leather belt out of the closet and a pair of suntan hose from her dresser. Tom didn’t like giving in, but Lana and her friend had a lot on him now and he just wanted them to leave. 

As he stumbled down the stairs, Amber whistled at him. “Looking good!” she called out. 

“Oh, you sexy thing,” added Melissa. 

“Here, I got the belt and the hose like you wanted,” said Tom. Lana motioned for them and Tom handed the items to her. “Perfect, now turn around.” 

Tom did as he was told and was taken by surprise when Kat and Nicki grabbed him and bent him over the couch, pulling his hands behind his back. Lana took the pantyhose and began tightly tying his wrists together behind his back. 

“You can’t do this,” he grunted. 

“We just did,” said Nicki, as Lana knotted up the pantyhose. He was then pushed down to the floor and Lana used a belt to strap his ankles together. There was enough extra material in the pantyhose binding his wrists that Lana was able to put him into a very effective hogtie. His belt was used to strap his arms together and, as a final indignity, his smelly sweat socks were shoved into his mouth and tied in place with one of his dad’s ties that they had gotten when he went upstairs. 

“Mmmph!” he complained, but nothing really came out. 

“Well, you have a fun afternoon,” said Lana. 

“I can’t wait to get these pictures developed,” said Melissa. “We got so many nice pictures of our new girl in her own home. They look much more natural than at ours.” 

“You’re fucked,” laughed Amber and, just like that, the girls left him helpless on the floor. 

Tom was distraught. He hadn’t been lying to the girls about his sisters coming home soon. They both had their own places to be. Kristine was working at the mall, and Angie would be at basketball practice. Either one could be bursting through the front door any moment, but he guessed that Kristine would be the first one home. It didn’t matter who found me like this. It wouldn’t be good. 

He flopped around on the floor trying to undo the bonds holding him in place. The stockings made his legs kind of slippery, but there was just no way to slide them through the belt with those shoes on. There was also no way to take off the shoes with his wrists bound behind him. 

He had hoped that he could just break through the pantyhose, but they were surprisingly strong. 

There was a knot that he could reach, but it was pulled so tight that untying it was just an impossibility. He was tied too well to slip his wrists through the bonds as well. Tom was stuck. 

He spent the next twenty minutes flopping around on the floor like a beached whale. He was devastated by the pictures they had of him, but he couldn’t afford to waste any time thinking about that when someone was sure to come home and discover him if he didn’t get himself out fast. 

Tom knew that the only way he was going to get his hands free was to somehow cut through the pantyhose binding them but, in a hogtie, he was unable to get to anything sharp. 

He soon discovered that by rocking himself he could move slowly forward very slowly. He spent the next trn minutes propelling himself towards the kitchen at a speed of about 0.1 mile per hour. 

He was just to the side door, which was right in front of the kitchen when he heard footsteps coming up the back walk. It had to be Kristine. 




***

 

“I said, what do you think?” asked Melissa, holding up a hand mirror to Tom’s face. 

“It looks very nice,” said Tom, barely paying attention. As he looked closer, he realized that the makeup did indeed make a big difference in his appearance. He decided that the look was somewhere between a daytime and a nighttime look. Most of his makeup was subtle and understated. There was a frosted pink and gold eyeshadow and very little blush, the mascara was definitely pronounced, but the eyeliner was very subtle. The one thing that really popped was his bright red glossy lips. 

“I hope you were paying attention, because you’re going to have to start doing your own makeup in the morning, since you’re going to be the first one up and dressed to fix us breakfast,” said Melissa. 

“Yes, Mistress Melissa. I’m really going to try, but I’m new to applying makeup.” 

“But not new to wearing it,” said Melissa. “It’s all right, we all have to start somewhere. We had so much fun with you in high school, you know.” 

“Yes, I know, Mistress Melissa.” 

“I just don’t understand why we didn’t teach you some of these things. It would make it a lot easier now,” sighed Melissa. “Lana is waiting for you. We haven’t had anybody to tidy in a long time. There’s a lot of work to be done.” 

“Yes, Mistress Melissa,” said Tom, curtsying deeply. 

“Thank you, Maid Kaylee.” 

Tom walked down the stair tentatively. Tom had long ago learned that it wasn’t easy to walk down the stairs in heels. He entered the living room where he saw Lana sitting on the couch reading a novel of some kind. 

“That took you long enough,” said Lana looking up. 

“I’m sorry, Mistress Lana,” replied Tom curtsying. “Mistress Melissa wanted to work on my makeup.” 

“Obviously,” said Lana. “It’s an improvement for sure, but you’re going to have to learn to do it yourself, so you’re not wasting time that should be spent working on doing your makeup. That’s what bimbos do, and I don’t want a maid that’s a bimbo.” 

“No, Mistress Lana,” replied Tom. 

“Okay, get to work, and don’t make me look up from the book,” warned Lana. 

Tom was not used to cleaning up to the extent that he knew Lana or Melissa would be happy with, but he did remember hearing somewhere that you should start at the top and work your way down. If you clean the floors first and then dust, when you dust stuff winds up on the clean floors. Tom grabbed the Pledge and a clean rag and decided to start by dusting the furniture. 

“Don’t you dare run that greasy rag over my nice furniture,” said Lana. “Use a feather duster.” 

“I’m sorry, Mistress Lana,” said Tom curtsying. “I’ll use the duster.” 

“At least Melissa taught you a proper curtsy. I don’t expect you to be perfect, but just remember to think before you act. If you really screw things up, I will be forced to punish you.” 

“Yes, Mistress Lana.” 

Tom busied himself away dusting, and he realized that the skirt he wore wasn’t ridiculously short, but it was short enough that everytime she bent over to dust, he was exposing his panties. 

He knew that Lana was aware of this because he could hear her giggling every time that he tried to pull down his skirt. 

::::BUZZ::::

“Somebody is at the door,” said Lana. “Put down your cleaning and go answer it.” 

“But, I’m not dre--,” began Tom. 

“Now bitch!” demanded Lana. 

Tom left the duster on a table and smoothed down his skirts before walking to the front door and

opening it. He had no idea what to say. A very attractive woman with straight blonde hair and a gorgeous body was standing in front of him in a peach top and light blue shorts. 

“May I help you?” asked Tom. 

“Oh my God! I heard you were the new maid! You look amazing, Kaylee,” said the woman. 

“Thank you,” said Tom with a quizzical expression. 

“It’s me, Kat!” said the woman, reaching forward and giving Tom a hug. 

“Kat?!” 

“How can I recognize you like that, and you can’t even recognize me?” she asked. 



TO BE CONTINUED

Surprise Sissification  3

by Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta

 

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Kristine as she stepped through the back door. 

Lying on the floor only a few feet from her was her younger brother, Tom. He was dressed in her little black dress. She wasn’t surprised that Tom was wearing her clothes – she’d noticed a few things before - but she really liked that dress. She was about to give him a piece of her mind when she realized that he was very securely hogtied. It was strange because he was tied in a way that she didn’t think he could do it to himself, and the things he was tied with were strange. 

“What’s going on, Tom?” asked Kristine as she undid his gag. 

“I can explain,” he said. 

“I’m dying to hear it.” 

“Well...Some guys from school played a prank on me and did this to me. Thank goodness you got home before Angie.” 

“Yeah, she’d never let you live it down. Was it guys from your school?” 

“Yeah, but there were too many of them.” 

“Bullshit,” said Kristine shaking her head. 

“It’s the truth!” 

“Really? Which one of the guys did your makeup, or have you been practicing?” 

“Oh...uh...one of the guys brought his girlfriend.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 

“It’s the truth.” 

“I’m just going to leave you here until mom and dad get home or Angie gets home from practice.” 

“Okay! It was girls from my school,” confessed Tom. 

“Go on,” said Kristine. A smile started to spread across her face. 

“They made me pose for pictures.” 

“Wearing my clothes?” 

“Some,” admitted Tom. 

“I want to know the girls’ names.” 

“Why do you want to do that?” 

“Do you want me to let you loose or not?” 

“Okay,” sighed Tom. He knew he was beaten. 




***

 

“Oh my God! Let me get a look at you,” said Kat. It had been years since she had seen him, but

here he was in front of her, all dressed and made up. “You look great.” 

“Don’t you have something to say?” asked

Lana. 

“Uhm...thank you, Mistress Katarina,” replied Tom, slowly curtsying. 

“I think we can definitely help each other out,” said Kat. “Do you know what I do now?” 

“I don’t,” replied Tom. 

“I own  Blush Boutique,” said Kat. “We’re kind of an upscale clothing store for young women. 

Think expensive but trashy.” 

“I’m sure when maid Kaylee sees some of the cute outfits you’re going to put her in, she’ll be blushing alright,” joked Lana. 

“I don’t understand,” said Tom. 

“I can use some help in the shop, and possibly even some modeling. In exchange, I will make sure you will always be sexy and stylish. It’s win-win really.” 

Tom bit his lip. Melissa had made it clear that he was theirs do with as they saw fit, for as long as he saw fit, and appealing to reason would not get him released any earlier. Instead, he simply said, “Yes, Mistress Katarine” in the perky almost musical way that they had taught him long ago. 

“You may go back to your cleaning, Kaylee,” said Melissa. “In an hour we’ll have you prepare us lunch out on the patio.” 

“It really is a lovely day for it,” agreed Lana. “Thank goodness the little sissy can cook.” 

“He’ll make somebody a very lovely wife,” teased Kat. 




***

 

What the girls at school were doing to him was cruel. They had ganged up on her poor brother and, before he knew it, they had him so trapped and so helpless that he had no choice but to do whatever they told him to do and wear whatever they wanted him to wear. Even Kristine couldn’t believe how pretty her brother Tom could be when properly dolled up. 

Kristine’s involvement was purely transactional.  As the oldest girl in the family, she was going to community college and working full-time at the mall in the hopes of being able to afford to spend her last two years of college at the university. This would be much easier if she had a little sissy slave who could do her chores for her and even her errands. That’s why she made sure she got plenty of good pictures of her brother before untying him. 

“I’m guessing, from the looks of it, these girls have been targeting you for a while,” said Kristine. 

“Yeah, it started with this one girl named Lana, but now all her friends are in on it,” replied Tom. 

“Have they given you a girl’s name yet?” 

“Yeah, they call me Kaylee.” 

“That’s a very pretty name,” said Kristine. 

“Thanks again, sis. I owe you one,” said Tom, rubbing the feeling back into his wrists as he began to walk towards his bedroom. Kristine noticed that he knew how to walk in heels pretty well for a guy. “I’ll return your clothes when I’m changed.” 

“Oh, Kaylee, one more thing,” she said. “I’m going to need those girls’ phone numbers.” 

“What?!” 

“You heard me, sissy. Now, don’t give me any backtalk unless you want Angie to see all the lovely pictures I took of you.  I’ll have you pose for more voluntary-looking shots later.” 

“I don’t understand,” said Tom. Kristine could hear the quiver in his voice and loved the power it made her feel. 

“Those girls at school want to make your life miserable. I don’t. I just want a sissy maid and I think you’re going to do great.” 

“I’m not going to be your sissy maid,” scoffed Tom. 

“Your choice, but you need to remember all the pictures that I have now,” said Kristine. 

Things could not have worked out better for Kristine or worse for Tom.  It wasn’t just all the little annoying tasks that shifted from Kristine to Tom, but she had called the girls tormenting Tom and worked out a deal with them. She made it clear that she wouldn’t be an instigator in things with her brother, she just wanted to use him to make her life easier. However, living in the same house, she was willing to make sure he was practicing his makeup and walking in heels, and even that he was wearing the appropriate feminine underwear under his male clothing when he left for school in the morning. 




***

 

Tom had prepared maple glazed salmon with broccoli and sweet potatoes for the lunch. He also had to keep their glasses full of the Sauvignon Blanc that Melissa had opened for the occasion. 

Tom didn’t like one single thing he was serving the women, but they all agreed it was delicious. 

Kristine had been responsible for preparing dinner three nights a week, and she made sure her brother was talented enough in the kitchen to replace her. 

“Here’s to old friends,” said Melissa, raising her glass. 

“And...old servants,” added Lana. 

Maybe it was the discomfort caused by the heels, and maybe it was that he knew all three women were very much pleased with the lunch he had prepared for them, but despite the early incident with Melissa, he found himself unable to hold back any longer. 

“What is happening? What do you intend to do to me?” 

“I thought we already went over what happens to impertinent little bitches,” said Melissa. “I had hoped you had learned your lesson.” 

“I mean no disrespect, and I understand that I’m your sissy maid, but I just want to know what’s going on. I feel I deserve at least that much.” 

“Deserve? Sissies deserve what we give them,” said Lana. 

“Do you really want to know?” asked Melissa. “I wonder if you really do.” 

“I do.” 

“Don’t say you weren’t warned,” said Kat. 

“Have you ever noticed what a nice house we have, sissy?” asked Lana. 

“Yes Mistress Lana, it’s really impressive.” 

“Didn’t you wonder how we could afford it?” asked Lana. 

“I thought maybe you inherited it or something.” 

“Hello? We grew up in the same neighborhood,” teased Melissa. 

“Not even the good side of it,” joked Kat. 

“Kaylee, don’t be a bimbo,” said Melissa. “The way we can afford this place is what you’d call our side hustle.” 

“We train and sell sissies,” said Lana bluntly. 

“I don’t understand,” said Tom, turning ashen white. 

“You don’t understand, or you don’t want to understand?” asked Lana. 

“In a way, we owe you a lot. You were our first,” said Melissa. “Of course we didn’t see you.” 

“We were just gifted amateurs back then,” joked Lara

“How do you make money training and selling sissies?” 

“Those are two different things,” said Melissa. “Sometimes a woman is not happy with her husband or her boyfriend and decides she’d rather have a wife or even a maid. Those women will pay us well to train their man and turn him into their bitch.” 

“Sometimes a guy falls into our lap who is naturally feminine and, with some work, can be turned into something special. They can fetch very big bucks once they’re properly trained.” 

“That sounds very illegal,” said Tom. 

“Completely,” agreed Kat. 

“I’m sure you’re thinking of running away, but I don’t recommend it,” said Lana. “Remember that cock cage that I put on you?” 

“Of course.” 

“It has a wonderful shock device,” said Lana. “I’ll show you.” 

“Wait!” cried Tom, but it was too late. A soft touch of her finger on a small remote caused him to double over in pain. 

“That’s a two. It goes up to twelve. The further you get away from the house if it’s not disarmed, the higher up the settings it cycles. Before you’re half a block away you’ll be writhing on the

ground, begging it to stop.” 

“Ouch,” said Kat. “I wish we had one of those for her back in high school.” 




***

 

Those bitches had tricked him again.  It was the middle of October and the girls had decided to take Tom to the mall. They told him they would pick him up Saturday at ten in the morning and he had better be there. They told him he could wear whatever he wanted, and if he needed help, they’d even touch up his makeup. Of course, Tom decided to wear his male clothing. He wondered if they left it up to him as a lesson or if he had simply outfoxed himself. 

This was not an ordinary trip to the mall. Homecoming was approaching quickly, and the girls had decided that they would use Homecoming as a big coming-out party for Kaylee. Today, they would be shopping for the perfect Homecoming dress and then meant trying on many different outfits. 

“I can’t try on Homecoming dresses,” said Tom. “Everybody will know I’m a guy.” 

“So?” asked Lana

“So? I don’t want people to know I’m a…” 

“A sissy?  Oh, people know,” said Amber. 

“You’ll do great,” said Melissa. “Just look comfortable like you belong in the dress shop and people will treat you like you belong.” 

The girls escorted the frightened boy into a small little shop that a lot of girls got their prom dresses from called  Octane. The style was definitely sophisticated yet flirty, and the girls’ eyes were wide in excitement at all the different dresses that they wanted to see Tom try on. 

A very attractive and petite salesgirl with short dark hair greeted the group. “Hi, I’m Monique. Is there something I can help you with?” 

“We’re looking for just the perfect Homecoming dress for my friend here,” said Melissa motioning to Tom. 

“Is this a prank?” asked the salesgirl, a smirk plastered to her face. 

A sharp elbow into his side from Nicki told Tom that he had better speak up. “No, I want to find just the perfect dress. Is that a problem?” 

“Not at all,” replied Monique. “Playing with gender in high school is so brave. I’m sure we can find you a gown that will be amazing on you.” 

“Great!” exclaimed Kat. “Let’s get started.” 

“The nice thing about our clothes is we can find you something that will look great for Homecoming, but that you can wear every day. Our stuff is a lot more versatile,” said Monique. 

“I’ll say,” said Melissa. “I love your shop.” 

“There are some really nice going out dresses in here that could work for Homecoming,” Amber

said, picking up a slim, gold dress. “Like this!” 

“Nice,” said Lana, inspecting the dress. With everybody’s attention turned, Tom thought of making a break for it.  He looked at the door, considered running away, but Nicki and Lana quickly linked his arms

again. 

“What do you think, Kaylee?” asked Melissa, “Too much? Not subtle enough?” 

Tom nodded. “Yes,” he said. His voice came out in a high-pitched tone, and he wasn't even sure if it was intentional. 

“I think it's a bit slutty for Homecoming,” said Lana. “She’s got an image to uphold, you know.” 

Amber nodded, putting it back on the rail. She picked up a black, long dress with a slit up the skirt. 

“Ooh,” she said, “this is sexy! What do you think, Kaylee? It will show your whole sexy thigh!” 

“I don’t think it’s quite right,” said Tom. “I don’t think I’m sophisticated enough to pull it off.” 

“Flaunt what you've got, sister,” said Kat, barely containing her laughter. 

Melissa led Tom to the dressing room. 

“We'd like to try this dress on, please,” she said, loudly and confidently to the salesgirl who was quite enjoying the spectacle.  She had begun to realize that Tom wasn’t exactly a willing participant. 

“Sure,” she said, gesturing at a small cubicle, “In there. If you need anything, I’ll be right here.” 

Melissa shoved the dress into Tom's hand, who walked slowly to the dressing room. 

“We're waiting right here,” Amber called, “Shout when you're ready for us to have a look!” 

Kat smiled at the shop assistant. “Our friend, Kaylee, is very glamorous,” she said. Lana went red with laughter, trying to hide it behind a cough. 

“I can see,” said the shop assistant. “I think this will be an experience he’ll never forget.” 

“I know, right!?” said Kat. “She’s more of a girly girl than I am.” 

Tom heard every word they said and felt his face burning. He considered staying in the dressing cubicle forever. Though, of course, Melissa wouldn't let him. He looked at himself in the mirror. 

The black dress he wore showed off his skinny body. You could almost see his ribs through the thin fabric. 

“How are we doing in there?” Lana called. 

“Okay,” Tom said, again in the high voice he wasn't completely sure he was controlling. “I'll be just a minute.” 

Tom reached behind to unzip the dress. He groaned as the zipper got stuck. 

“Do you mind if I go and help Kaylee?” he heard Kat say to the shop assistant. 

“Say no, say no, say no,” he whispered. 

“Of course not,” she said, “Go ahead.” 

Kat smiled, taking Melissa’s hand as they both approached Tom's cubicle. 

“Knock knock,” Kat said, still smiling at the shop assistant. 

“Come in,” Tom said reluctantly. His voice was lower, this time. 

Kat and Melissa walked hurriedly into the claustrophobic cubicle. 

“Why are you still in that dress?” Kat hissed. 

“It's stuck,” Tom said, feeling ridiculous. There was something about Kat that managed to make him feel so inadequate. 

Rolling her eyes, Kat unzipped the dress. She pulled it over Tom's head like a t-shirt and threw it to the small bench on the side. She looked his skinny body up and down and nodded in approval. 

“It really is very sexy,” she said. 

“Totally,” Melissa agreed, “I'm quite jealous of that figure!” 

Tom shook his head as Melissa said that. She was a slim girl with perfectly proportioned breasts. 

How could she envy his figure? 

“Arms up then,” Kat whispered. 

Tom did as he was told. Despite himself, he couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement as Kat’s skin touched his. She pulled the black, long dress with the slit onto him. The fastenings were two small zips under the armpits. She did them up, then stared into the mirror. Tom stared, too, but just at his thigh. It looked ridiculous, he thought. His skin was pale and not used to being on show. His legs looked stupid, he thought. His face burned more. 

“Hmm,” Melissa said, “It could work, I think.” 

“I think we need to go to the tanning salon,” said Kat. 

“Totally,” said Iris. 

They unzipped and took the dress off Tom, leaving him again in just his underwear. 

“We'll take this,” Kat said, “But we'll also go and find you something else.” She hung the dress back up whilst he hurriedly tried to put on the original dress. 

“How about something... casual?” Tom said hopefully. 

Kat looked at Melissa, rolled her eyes, then looked back at Tom. 

“Casual?” she said, “Really? For homecoming?” 

Melissa opened the curtain, showing little regard for the fact Tom was still only partially dressed. 

She and Kat walked back into the shop as Tom pulled the curtain back. He looked in the mirror again, zipping up his dress. Trying to hang onto any dignity, he opened the curtain. He smiled at the shop assistant as he walked out, who smiled back but looked as though she was trying not to laugh. 




***

 

“I’m sure we won’t have any problem with her running away,” said Kat. “She might be rebellious, but Kaylee has never been stupid. Does she know about Lexi?” 

“No, we thought we’d wait for you so we could all tell her together,” explained Melissa. 

“Why don’t you do the honors, Kat,” suggested Lana. 

“We’re going to have a bit of a party tonight,” said Kat. “Won’t that be fun?” 

“Sure,” replied Tom. 

“You don’t sound excited,” said Melissa. 

“We’ve done this before. I’m going to be the maid and you and all your friends will mock me,” 

said Tom. 

“Oh, sissy, you’re not going to be a maid. You’re going to be one of the guests of honor,” said Melissa. 

“I have a sissy too, and we thought the two of you could go as a couple,” explained Kat. 

The look of shock on Tom’s face made Lana laugh out loud. 

“Oh, we’re going to have so much fun tonight, sissy,” said Lana. “So much fun.” 

“Of course, Lana and I will make sure that you’re looking your best by the time that Kat is back with her sissy, but we also need to talk to you about comportment,” said Melissa. 

“What’s comportment?” asked Tom. 

“It means how you carry yourself,” explained Melissa. “It’s not enough to look like a princess if you move like a garbage man.” 

“It sounds like you’re in good hands, Kaylee. I can’t wait for tonight,” said Kat. 

“Thanks for stopping by, Kat,” said Melissa. 

“I’m just excited that you’re finally getting a sissy,” said Kat. “It will make your life so much easier.” 

“We haven’t decided if we’ll keep her yet,” said Lana. “She should definitely fetch a good price with a bit of training.” 

“Perhaps, but I see that look in Melissa’s eye. She never could give up a pet and I’m sure she’ll win you over too.” 

“We’ll see,” said Lana. 

“Who would you sell me to?” asked Tom nervously as Kat showed herself out. 

“Don’t worry about it,” said Melissa. “The easiest way to make sure that doesn’t happen is to show us that you’re going to be the best sissy you can possibly be.” 

“You need to impress us, so pay close attention to what we tell you about how to act on your little date,” said Lana. 

“I know how to act on a date,” complained Tom. 

“He has,” agreed Melissa. 

“You’ve never been on a sissy date before,” said Lana. “I assume you’ve gone out on some dates

with women...at least a few. We had you go out with some boys, but you were trying to convince them that you were a girl, but a sissy date is different.” 

“I don’t understand. What’s the difference?” 

“The difference is, you need to be fabulous,” said Melissa. “Just acting like a girl on a date isn’t going to cut it.” 

“We need to see a big wide-eyed smile constantly and we want your wrists limp. You need to really swish that sweet ass of yours when you walk,” said Lana. 

“I’ve never carried myself like that.” 

“We know that, silly, that’s why you need to practice,” said Melissa. 

“You want me to act like a bimbo.” 

“No, we want you to act like a sissy,” said Lana. 




***

 

It was a very awkward hour as Lara and Melissa seemed to both delight in turning him into a vapid little cream puff. The song Barbie Girl kept going through his head, but that singer was making fun of expectations of women to act exactly like he was about to act. He was back exactly where he had been at eighteen and, even worse, this time the girls didn’t track him down hiding in the library or something. He had walked right into this thing. He couldn’t even really say they trapped him. He had always wanted to believe that Melissa had been above the cruel pranks that the girls had played on him, but the evidence was looking him right in the face. She was just as bad as the rest of them had been. It was almost a relief with the practice ended and it was time to get him ready for the big night. 

“I can’t wait for you to see the dress I picked out for you,” said Melissa. “It’s a princess’s dream.” 

“Great,” said Tom sarcastically. 

“You might want to keep your Kaylee voice, mannerisms, and attitude until the party. It’ll be harder to fall out of them if you keep them up,” suggested Lana. 

“Yeah, you’ll make a really sweet girlfriend for Kat’s sissy. I bet she’ll be so excited to see you,” 

said Melissa. 

“I suppose telling me anything about her is out.” 

“You suppose right,” said Lana. 

Melissa flashed Tom a comforting smile. 

“Don’t worry,” said Melissa. “I know she’ll just eat you up when we’re done with you.” 

Tom could care less what another sissy thought of him, but he didn’t want to say that, so he just kept his mouth shut. He figured it was best to stay out of trouble. 

“Let’s go in my bedroom where I can give you that makeup lesson I promised you earlier,” said

Melissa. Like an obedient puppy, Tom followed right behind her. He could hear Lana snickering, but he put it out of his mind. 

"The first thing is washing your face," said Stacey. "I want a fresh canvas." 

Tom was not incompetent with makeup application. They’d practiced with him in high school, but that was high school, and the girls’ talents then weren’t quite what they were today. Melissa had become quite an expert, and she made sure to explain everything she did to him when she put his makeup on, and even had Tom try it a bit himself, but it was not the same as having his makeup done by a young woman who had done it every day for fifteen years.  Melissa was good.  She was damn good.  Even beyond simple makeup application, she did a few tricks to make Tom look more feminine. 

First, she plucked his eyebrows.  They were never really bushy, but by removing a considerable amount of hair she was able to lift his natural brow line into something far more feminine. She used volumizing mascara to give his eyes an extra feminine pop and contoured to make his face look more oval.  With a deep rose blush, she gave him the appearance of more feminine cheekbones and with a bright red lipstick she overdrew his lips to make them look fuller.  The makeup was impeccable.  After she had spent just over an hour, Jason didn't think he ever looked this good. 

“Well, what do you think?” asked Melissa expectantly. 

“I … I can’t believe it,” said Tom. 

“Get used to it,” snickered Lana. 

“She’s right, you know.  You need to learn it for yourself, so I hope you were paying attention,” 

added Melissa. 

“I have some idea, but I’m not in your league,” replied Tom

“That’s okay, you’ll figure it out soon,” said Melissa. 

“She better,” said Lana. It was an order, but it was said in such a sing-song voice that it didn’t sound like one. 

The final touch for Tom was his hair.  It wasn’t that long, but with extensions Melissa was pretty sure that she could come up with something very feminine. When he saw Melissa grab for the scissors, Tom was terrified. "No, you can't cut my hair.  You already messed with my eyebrows; I don't want anything permanent." 

“Like you’ve got any say in this,” mocked Lana. 

"Relax," said Melissa pushing down on his shoulders. "If I was doing anything drastic, I would have done it before the makeup." 

"She's right. I'm just going to neaten things a little.  You probably won't even look like you got a haircut," said Melissa. “The extensions will do most of the work.” 

She wasn't really lying, but when she was done with Tom, she had camouflaged his obviously masculine hairline by sweeping his bangs across his forehead.  This would not be easily concealed when he was trying to look masculine, but it would look great tonight. 

Tom let Melissa do her thing and again his hair looked so much better than it ever had. Even when they got him a good wig, it never quite worked as well as the extensions did. Tom nearly

died when he saw the outfit.  The girls supplied him with sexy pink lingerie, including a lacy strapless push-up bra and matching panties. Even the stockings were department store quality. 

There was a pair of very narrow six-inch silver strappy heels that Tom had no idea how he could possibly walk in. 

“Remember, you need to take small mincing steps,” said Melissa as if reading his mind. 

Next came the dress and Tom knew he was in trouble the moment he saw it. Just like everything else, it was pink and off the shoulder. The dress would only come to his top of the thighs, at best, and it would totally make him look ridiculous. He shuddered, thinking about everybody at the party seeing him looking like a pink explosion. 




***

 

The girls had planned the shopping trip very carefully, but the one thing that they hadn’t planned for was running into any of Tom’s friends. Then again, maybe they just didn’t care. After all, they weren’t going to be the ones embarrassed if Jerry and Nick figured out what was going on. 

“Tom! We’re hanging out at the mall tonight. Then we’re going to see a movie. Come with us,” 

shouted Jerry excitedly. 

“Yeah dude, let’s have some fun tonight,” added Nick. 

“I-I can’t,” said Tom. “I’m here with people.” 

Jerry and Nick could see all the giggling girls gathered around their friends. They were among the hottest girls in the school and there was no delicate way to tell his friends no without them feeling he was blowing them off to hang out with the popular kids. 

“They could all go with us,” said Jerry. 

“I don’t think so,” said Nicki. “Why don’t you go have fun and you can tell your friend all about it tomorrow.” 

With that, the girls abruptly turned and dragged Tom with them. Tom wished he could be going with his friends instead, but there was no chance of that right now. It crossed Tom’s mind that it could be a really bad thing if the girls continued to have him try on Homecoming dresses and his friends looked in the shop window. He needed a way out of this nightmare. 

Tom got his break when the girls took him into a  Bibi. The clothes at that shop were much too sexy for Homecoming, but maybe they would try to humiliate him by having him wear something completely inappropriate. The thing was, there was a back way out of this store because of remodeling going on. He went to the dressing room with three dresses that the girls had picked out for him, but instead of trying them on, he simply handed them to the sales associate and snuck out the back way.  By the time the girls realized something was afoot, he had a precious three-minute head start on them. 

Tom knew he had to move quickly, but he was without a real way to get home on his own.  The busses came to the front of the mall, and he had enough money to take the bus, but there were enough girls that he knew that at least a few of them would be camped out and waiting for him there. He was in male clothes, which meant he could walk anywhere in the mall without

attracting attention, but getting out and getting home would be difficult. 

He remembered that Jerry and Nick were going to be going to see a movie and if he could find them, he might be able to talk them to giving him a ride home. At worst, he could hide out with them in a darkened movie theater.  He knew where Jerry and Nick would probably be hanging out, but unfortunately so did the girls. He had to take advantage of his head start and he sprinted for the arcade. 

Luck was on Tom’s side. They weren’t at the arcade, but they were at the popup Halloween shop on the way there. It was full of cheap and tacky stuff, but at least it was in their price range. 

“There you are!” panted Tom out of breath. He knew he didn’t have much time until the girls were upon him. 

“Hey, I thought you were hanging out with the girls,” said Nick. 

“Bros before hoes, man,” said Tom still trying to catch his breath. 

“Really, there are some hot girls in that little posse of yours,” said Jerry admiringly. 

“I’m probably friend-zoned by all of them,” said Tom.  “I thought we’d go home and play some video games. We can order pizza on me.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Nick. “We already got our tickets for the 6:10 showing of  Final Destination 5. ” 

“How can you make four sequels out of a movie called Final Destination? There are literally four more destinations,” said Tom. 

“If you had told us you’d be joining us, we would have picked something with you that you would have enjoyed more,” said Jerry. 

“No, it’s alright,” said Tom. “I’m sure I’ll love  Final Destination 5. Let’s go so I can get my ticket and we can get some good seats.” 

“It’s kind of early,” said Nick. 

“Well, it would really suck if it sold out before I got my tickets, right?” asked Tom. 

“Yeah, sure,” said Jerry. “I’m going to want to get popcorn anyway.” 



“Are you alright?” asked Nick. Both of Tom’s friends became aware of his increasingly paranoid behavior as they bought his ticket and visited the concession stand. Now, after insisting that they sit way too close to the screen so that he could see the movie he didn’t really want to see up close, his eyes were constantly scanning the back of the theater. 

“Yeah, it’s a long story,” said Tom. “Just trying to avoid somebody.” 

“One of the girls?” asked Jerry. 

“No, of course not. The day I try to avoid pretty girls is the day...I don’t know what,” said Tom. 

“Then relax,” said Nick. 

It was less than ten minutes later, and the coming attractions had barely started when Tom became aware that two people had sat in the seats right behind him and his friends. He knew that

the theater was nearly empty, and he could smell their perfume. 

“Hey, Tom,” whispered Amber, leaning forward. “Lana and I were looking all over for you.” 

“I’m just seeing a movie with my friends,” said Tom defensively. 

“Hey, do you want to move up and sit in our row?” asked Jerry. 

“We’d love to,” said Lana, “but we need to get going. Tom does too.” 

“You bought tickets just to talk to Tom?” asked Nick. 

“Don’t be stupid,” said Amber. “We knew the usher. He goes to our school.” 

“Your friends can think this is a friendly thing if you leave with us quietly,” whispered Amber. 

“If not, we can pants you. I bet they’d love to see your panties and hose. Your choice.” 

“You wouldn’t dare,” replied a very nervous Tom. “We’re in public.” 

“You really think that will stop Lana?” smirked Amber. 

“Guys, I do need to go. We’ll have to catch a movie another time,” said Tom. 

“What? Dude, you make no sense,” said Nick. 

“Look at them and look at us. It makes plenty of sense to me,” replied Jerry. 

Tom left with the girls and they made him pay. After that day, they never let him wear male clothing when clothes shopping. They wanted to make sure that he was good and helpless without them. 


***

 

“Oh my God! Kaylee, you look amazing,” said Amber. She was dressed like all the other women at the party in pants and a top. Other than his own outfit, this clearly wasn’t a dressy occasion. 

“Hi, Amber,” said Tom sheepishly. 

“Give us a twirl, girlfriend,” clapped Amber. 

“Sure, Mistress Amber,” said Tom, twirling for her as she laughed. Did the girls keep in touch with all their old friends, wondered Tom? He had no idea what happened to Jerry and Nick. 

“That’s awesome! Kat was really impressed when she saw you,” said Amber. 

“Really?” 

“She’s letting you go on a date with her sissy, isn’t she?” asked Amber. “Are you excited?” 

“I’m really nervous. This is different than anything I’ve done before.” 

“Not that different,” said Amber. “I remember you making out with Patrick Wilson under the bleachers for over an hour. Even I never did that with a guy.” 

“I mean I’ve acted like a girl before, but I’m supposed to be acting like a sissy. Haven’t you noticed the limp wrists and the big smile?” 

“Honestly, you don’t really look any different to me,” replied Amber. 

The doorbell rang and Tom did as the girls had taught him, apologizing to Amber for cutting

things short and giving her a curtsy before mincing over to the door to let in the newest guests. 

Standing in front of him were Kat and her sissy, who was wearing a long red dress with a slit up to her waist. The dress was so tight that she could only mince, and her red strappy heels looked even taller. She really did look sexy, but she looked like as much of a bimbo as Tom did. In fact, her obviously dyed red hair made her look even more like one. 

“I told you I had a sissy, Kaylee,” said Kat. 

“It’s nice to meet you, Kaylee,” said the new sissy, grasping both of Tom’s hands and kissing him on both cheeks. Tom noticed that several women had their phones out and were filming the meeting of the two sissies. 

“It’s wonderful to meet you too,” said Tom. “You look fantastic.” 

“Oh, aren’t you a sweetie,” said Kat, “but you’re not meeting anybody new.  You and Nick were very good friends for a while in high school.” 

Both sissies did a double-take. They could hardly believe that their old high school friend was now just as trapped in a dress and heels as he was. What had the girls done to them? 

“Of course, you’re not allowed to call her Nick,” called out Lana. “That’s Sissy Selena.” 

“Would you like to come into the party, Selena?” asked Tom. 

“I would love to, Kaylee,” replied Nick, taking his hand. The two sissies walked into the house with Kat behind them. 

“Now, we can have some real fun!” cheered Amber. 



TO BE CONTINUED

Surprise Sissification 4

Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta



The girls had been clever. They had to be. They knew that in a still picture or across a dimly lit gym at a dance, Tom made a very convincing Kaylee. In fact, both Amber and Melissa had been pestered by male friends wanting to know who their friend was when they saw Tom dressed up and hanging out with the girls. 

Being close enough to a guy that he could be romantic with him would be awfully tough for Tom, and while his humiliation when a guy asking him out discovered his true gender would be fun to see, it wouldn’t bring him any closer to prom. They found one of the few football players who didn’t have a date for homecoming. Matt Hurst had been dating Jana Swisher for the last two years. The backup quarterback was one of the best -looking guys on the team, but Jana Swisher was the highest of all queen bees. None of the girls in school wanted to be in her crosshairs, so when Tom asked them to Homecoming, they politely declined. Tom would have no such choice. 

The girls began building Kaylee up to Matt. They showed him her best pictures and created a Facebook page for her that Tom didn't even know about. The real reason for the page was to post sexy pictures of the humiliated boy-girl, but they immediately friended Matt. They also made several posts, supposedly from Kaylee, pining away for a boyfriend and cursing her luck for being alone for Homecoming senior year. 

It was less than two weeks until Homecoming when the girls finally had enough confidence in Tom to have him meet Matt. Amber decided to host a party one Saturday night when her parents were in Europe and they made sure that Tom was dressed to impress. He wore a pink knit crop top and a blue denim miniskirt. He had on some sexy calf-length black books and dark tights. He was very fashionable, even if he was a little dressier than most of the other girls at the party. 

Lana and Melissa led Tom through the crowd, looking for the footballer, but she didn't spot him until they made their way into Amber’s huge backyard. He was standing with a couple of friends by a small koi pond with a beer in his right hand. He was a bit taller than Tom, but he didn't look nearly as imposing as he assumed a football player would be in his sweater and khaki slacks. 

"Hi Matt," called out Melissa. "This is the girl I told you about." 

"Hi girls," he replied looking Tom over from his high-heeled shoes to his hair extensions. "So, this is Kaylee?" 

"The one and only," said Melissa. Tom felt a sharp pain from Lana elbowing him in the ribs. 

"Uh hi," he said nervously. 

"Hi, Kaylee," smiled Matt "We’ve been following each other on Facebook for a while now, it’s weird to finally meet you." 

"Well, thank you, Matt, I'm a big fan of yours," replied Tom. 

"Really? Nobody told me that you were a football fan. It’s not like I play much,” said Matt

"Well, whenever you play," stumbled Tom. "And you know, I follow you practice and stuff." 

"I like to hear that," said Matt. "We need to get you a drink." 

"That's a good idea," chipped in Lana, “but I'm sure Kaylee would like to dance first,” motioning to the big crowd of high schoolers dancing inside the house. 

"I'm sorry," he said. "You're right. Would you like to dance?" 

The look that Lana was giving him left Tom with little choice but to agree that he would definitely love to. "Sure," he said eliciting, a nod from Kristine. 

Almost as soon as Tom learned to walk in shoes with heels, Kat and Amber were teaching him how to dance like a girl. It's only natural if you're training a guy to fulfill a woman's role at Homecoming, you need to have him capable of dancing. He spent a lot of time in one of the girls’ arms dancing around their basement or family room. He knew what to do once Matt got him out on the floor. It was strange to think of himself as a girl dancing with a guy, but he certainly did his best to act like it. Matt was a perfect gentleman and didn't let his hands wander too far. 

"You have kind of a strong grip," said Matt, noticing the way Tom was holding his hand. 

"Oh, I'm sorry." 

"Don't be," he replied. "I kind of like knowing you're there. Some girls just give you the wet fish." 

"You're a good dancer," said Tom. 

"Well, if you like the way I dance," he said, "how would you like to go to Homecoming with me? As the date of a football player, you’ll get to go on the field and everything." 

"Uhm--Well," Tom stammered before he saw the girls spying them through the kitchen doorway. 

"I'd be delighted too." 

Matt put his arms around Tom and kissed him full on the lips. Tom was startled, but kissed him back. Unfortunately for Tom, he later found out that Amber captured it all on her fancy cell phone, just as she had pictures of us dancing earlier. 

Aside from the pictures, the girls got exactly what they wanted. They now had a prom date for Tom. He wasn't happy about it, but he also took Nicki's threat of finding him a worse date seriously. When they left the party, the girls were giddy. They looked like they had just won the lottery and Tom looked like he had just lost his best friend. 




***

As the two sissies walked into the living room holding hands, they could see the excitement on the faces of the girls. Everybody knew that they were sissies, even the women that Tom didn’t personally know. 

“What the Hell, Nick," whispered Tom. "How long have you been dressing up like this?" 

“Don’t call me Nick. The girls will punish us severely if we use our male names.  I’d get used to it, if I were you.” 

“Okay, fine. I’ll call you Selena, but how long have you been dressing like this?” 

“The same as you, I imagine. Since high school.” 

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” asked Tom. 

“Again, the same reason you didn’t. It’s humiliating, and I thought I was the only one.” 

“Hey, no talking, you two,” ordered Kat. “We have more important things for your mouths to be doing.” 

Melissa got up from her seat and motioned to the large overstuffed chair that she had been sitting in. “Here you go, girls.” 

Nick and Tom squeezed themselves into the chair. What Tom was feeling wasn’t very different than what he’d felt when he was eighteen and found himself at the mercy of all of these girls, but this time he wasn’t alone. He hadn’t seen Nick in many years, but he had good memories of him. 

“It’s great that old friends like Selena and Kaylee have found each other again after all these years,” said Melissa, loud enough for all her friends to hear it. 

“Friends with benefits,” joked Lana. 

“Now, let's not be crude," said Kat. "It's been a while since our two guests of honor have seen each other. I'm sure they won't be making love to each other the first time they meet again.” 

“Of course, there are other ways they can show how much they missed each other without having sex,” said Amber. “I think we’d all love to see some sweet affectionate making out.” 

“That’s an excellent idea,” agreed Melissa. “I’m sure our girls would enjoy it a lot.” 

Suddenly, both Tom and Nick felt the spotlight upon them. They would be on display in front of all these girls, who would punish them for the slightest misdeed, but who would take delight in humiliating them for compliance. 

“Of course we’d love to,” said Nick demurely. His eyes were cast on his own high heels and his whole demeanor was submissive and innocent. Tom got the impression that Nick had received more training and discipline than he had. She was certainly more compliant. 

As the party wore on, Nick and Tom kissed and hugged. It wasn’t like this was new to Tom, but he let Nick take the lead. The two of them were definitely the entertainment, but the guests were mostly happy to enjoy themselves, catching up and mingling while watching the strange entertainment that Nick and Tom were providing. 

Unfortunately for Tom, as the party wore on and the guests drank more and more, they weren't going to be satisfied with the PG-rated version of humiliation for long.  They wanted a much more explicit show. Melissa and Kat strode forward and removed both sissies’ chastity cages. 

"Oh, you two look so sweet together," teased Amber as she turned her phone towards the two sissies. Tom thought she was snapping a picture but, even worse, she was taking a video. 

“Come on, girls,” said Kat. “Don’t get shy now. Why don’t you start by rubbing each other’s legs? They look great in those heels and hose too, don't they?" 

Tom was repulsed at doing this to another male, but at least it wasn't sexual contact so, slowly, he began to follow Kat's orders. 

"You're not petting cats, boys. I want to see lust," directed Amber. 

"That's better," said Kat, as they began to show more enthusiasm even if it was faked. "Doesn't that feel nice?" 

If he had been honest with himself, Tom would have had to admit that it did. Against his will, he was beginning to feel his dick stirring inside his panties.  Tom hoped that it wouldn't be noticeable to the girls and that they wouldn't hear his heavy breathing or the slight moans he was making either. 

"You two make a very cute couple," said Melissa. "I'm so glad we took the time to do your nails, Tom.  Why don't you move those sexy hands up a little higher now? Come on, under each other's skirts they go." 

"Please," pleaded Tom. 

"If you stop now, we have plenty of pictures to ruin you two with," reminded Lana. 

It felt very weird to be rubbing another guy there again; particularly one who had been his friend during his most awkward years.  Nick’s panties and stockings were so soft and feminine, but then there was that shaft of his poking out and ruining the illusion that his hairless skin was creating.  As Tom touched it, he began to realize that Nick was almost as turned on as he was. 

Melissa lifted the sissies’ skirts so that the dress wouldn't be in the way of their hands massaging each other.  Tom knew, if the video ever got out, he was dead. 

"Some naughty guys are getting very turned on," said Melissa. 

"It sure looks like they are, but we can hardly call them guys, can we?" asked Amber? 

"It’s just wonderful to have them dressed up for our amusement again," agreed Kat. 

"They are such sluts," added Lana. 

"Let's take their love to the next level," said Amber. "Now, grab each other's shafts and pull them out of your panties, but just do it delicately with your fingertips so that we can see your nails." 

Tom groaned. 




***

 

The days leading up to Homecoming had been a blur of activity. It seemed that the girls got so wrapped up in getting Tom ready that they forgot to get ready themselves. There was a lot of last-minute dress and accessory buying for each of them long after Tom’s entire outfit had been picked out. 

Tom had been able to avoid spending too much time with Matt, but the girls required near-nightly phone calls. They made it very clear to him that they wanted to see Tom act like he and Matt were totally in love with each other. Matt was definitely head over heels already, but it was up to Tom to do his part, and if he didn’t there would be serious repercussions. 

All the girls began Homecoming day at Kat’s older sister Gina’s salon. It was normally a very feminine place, but it became even more so with the presence of so many girls getting ready for Homecoming. Three local high schools had all picked the same date for their dance, and that meant getting an appointment was a very difficult thing to do. This was especially true if you

didn’t have an older sister to warn you things were filling up fast. 

The humiliation obviously didn't begin with Tom’s hair. The girls had long made sure his legs, arms, underarms, and chest were all perfectly smooth and well-groomed before arriving at the salon. Then there was the matter of all the shopping trips for the perfect dress plus more accessories than he even knew girls needed. He expected to be under Gina's watchful eye, but, instead, he was introduced to a nail technician named Kim. She was a beautiful Korean girl and she obviously knew Tom's whole story. He could tell by the way she had to suppress a giggle when she shook his hand. 

She immediately went to work on Tom’s toes. Tom guessed she must have known a lot about his situation, because she knew his dress color well enough to match the polish to the dress. It seemed a bit obsessive to Tom, but Melissa really liked the idea when she saw it. 

"I like it, but I hope you'll make it really fancy," said Kat admiring Kim's handiwork. 

"I am going to do my most romantic Homecoming nails for her," replied Kim. "Rhinestones and hearts are just perfect for Homecoming." 

Tom’s toes only had to be painted, although she also gave him a full pedicure. His fingernails, on the other hand, were far too short for the glamour length that the girls had in mind. Cheerfully, Kim applied silk wraps to his nails leaving him with a very pretty and convincing set of fake nails that extended well past his normal nails. 

She had just finished up when Nicki and Amber came in carrying coffees for everybody. "You've really outdone yourself. His nails look fabulous!" exclaimed Amber. 

Kim just smiled, saying, "I think they look great. I think we're done here, Gina." 

"Thanks, Kim, you're the best," replied Gina appreciatively. 

"Watching you work your magic on him is going to be so much fun," said Melissa. 

"Thank you," said Gina. "I think we definitely made the right choice with his hair, but don't get so wrapped up in him that you don't allow enough time for yourself." 

"I wouldn't dream of it," replied Melissa. "Though I'm not too nervous. My Homecoming date is really just a friend. The thrill of this one will be watching our Cinderella here.” 

"You wouldn't want her carriage turning into a pumpkin," agreed Gina. 

Gina led Tom back to her station. As they walked through the rapidly filling salon he asked Gina, "Why didn't you do my nails?" 

"I do nails, princess, but Kim is an artist. She did such an amazing job on your nails. Nobody would ever mistake your hands for being the slightest bit male now." 

Tom recognized a few of the girls from his classes in the salon but, fortunately, none of them recognized him. Lana told him he could wear his male clothes to the salon, and he was now very grateful that he didn’t take her up on the offer. If he’d been dressed as a guy, everyone would have recognized him. 

To help hide his identity without appearing too feminine, he’d opted for a pair of leggings in baby blue and a tunic-style top in magenta with the word “Princess” in a flowing pink script. He felt humiliated, but Lana gave him a tough choice of either that outfit or a pair of his own jeans and a sleeveless shirt. Fortunately, so many of the girls were from different grades or different

schools that none of them recognized him. 

When Gina finally began on Tom’s hair, she walked around him, taking in his hair like an artist working on a sculpture. His hair had grown more than an inch and a half since the girls had begun his training and it was now the perfect length for the mad stylist’s plans. She clearly wanted his hair to look absolutely perfect for Homecoming. 

She was very careful with every snip of her scissors. She didn't finish until ninety minutes had passed. Tom even caught Nicki yawning as she watched his transformation. All the girls gave Gina high points on Tom’s short tresses which looked the epitome of a stylish girl at Homecoming’s hair. 

"I think Matt is going to be all over his date now," joked Nicki. Tom just rolled his eyes. 

"I think she's got her mind on what Matt is packing," taunted Lana. 

"Well, if she plays her cards right, she might get to see it tonight," teased Angela, adding to his humiliation. He didn't find their joking around particularly mean-spirited. The tone had changed a little bit, but he couldn't help feeling sorry for himself with the predicament the girls had trapped him in. 

By the time Gina was done with him, his makeup and nails were flawless, and his hair was the equal of anybody else’s in the salon. He still had a bit of a flat chest, but nobody would look at him and think he was anything but the young woman that he appeared to be. 

After sitting like what seemed forever, waiting for the other girls to get nearly the same treatment that Tom did, they were finally ready to leave the shop. It was still several hours until Homecoming time, but an elaborate ruse had been necessary. 




***

"Now, do some kissing for the camera, sissies," directed Amber

"Fuck off," barked Tom.  He was about to get to his feet, but soon Lana was pushing down on his shoulders. 

"You might want to rethink your attitude real fast, little sister," said Lana calmly. "We can just sell you to the highest bidder and, let me tell you, the mean ones are always willing to pay the most.” 

"Look," said Tom. "I’m cooperating, but this is too much. I just snapped.” 

“You’re only getting started,” warned Melissa. “This is what we call baby steps.” 

"See that it doesn't happen again," warned Amber. 

"Now, stroke those shafts for us and, while you do that, we want to see some kissing," said Melissa. 

"Come on, make it good," demanded Kat. 

While stroking each other's dicks, their lips met. The whole time Tom could hear the phones around the room taking picture after picture. Then again, what difference did it make when they were already getting video footage? If these ever got out, he’d be ruined. 

"Very nice, ladies, but we need some tongue," said Kat. "Open your mouths and get those tongues working." 

The sissies’ tongues danced in each other's mouths, causing them both to get harder and harder. 

Tom began to worry he would cum, but he couldn't. Not like this. 

"This is great, sissies," said Amber. "I can't wait to see the video." 

"I don't know," said Lana. "Something is missing, but I can't put my finger on it." 

"I know," beamed Melissa. "Okay, sissies, get up.  Kaylee, get on your knees." 

"What?" Tom protested hoping he had misheard. 

"Do what I told you," ordered Lana. "In fact, come over here." 

Tom approached Lana tentatively, but as soon he was within her grasp, she spun him around and, taking her own belt, preceded to spank him hard.  By the time she finished, he was blubbering for her to stop and tears were streaking down his cheeks. 

Melissa blotted the tears with a tissue so that she wouldn't wreck his makeup or look unhappy for the camera. 

"Are you going to give us any more trouble, sissy?" asked Amber. 

All Tom could do was sniffle and try not to cry, but he somehow managed a weak "yes" and dropped to his knees. 

"Now, show me what a good girl you can be by sucking off your man," ordered Amber. 

“I’d hardly call Selena a man,” joked Kat. 

“She does have a point there,” agreed Melissa. 

"I don't want to suck cock," protested Tom. 

"Who asked you what you want?" scoffed Kat. "I have a belt too.  Now, cooperate.  You want to keep us happy." 

Tom warily opened his mouth and Lana pushed Nick forward.  Nick was no happier to stick his dick down his old friend’s throat, but he too complied. 

"That's a good girl, now slowly work it back and forth, back and forth. Such a good little slut you are, Kaylee," teased Amber. 

Tom closed his eyes as he sucked so he wouldn't have to see Nick.  Even though he looked like a fairly attractive woman, Tom didn't want to think about what he was doing. He knew it would all be caught on video and many pictures as Lana stepped forward and pushed Nick's member further into his mouth.  He could feel his erection grow larger, and felt the sickening taste of precum hitting the back of my throat. 

"Oh, God! I can't hold it anymore!" cried Nick. 

Tom could feel Nick’s shaft stiffening and twitching.  Then his old friend began to shoot his load right into Tom’s throat. He tried to pull away, but Lana was too quick and moved behind him. 

Holding him firmly in place, she pulled on his hair to yank his head back and make the cum drip down his throat, "And you had better swallow every single drop, bitch!" 

With cameras snapping away, Tom drained Nick dry. His dick went limp and he pulled off, sitting on the floor, still confused and ashamed of what he had just done, but thrilled to be receiving his first orgasm in months. 

"You two are so good at this," said Melissa. "I mean, I bet Kat could find you modeling work." 

"You know I could," Kat agreed. 

"I even got shots of the cum stains on Kaylee's face and lips. I bet you'll be one of the biggest stars on the internet if these pictures ever get out there," said Amber. 

“Shall we have them switch positions?” asked Lana. 

“I’ve got a better idea,” said Kat. “Let’s have them rest up first. Can I use a spare bedroom?” 

“Absolutely,” said Lana. “I’ll come with.” 




***

 

The explanation that Melissa gave Tom to use for the feminizing changes to his appearance was that he was going to go to the Homecoming with her and she liked her guys decidedly metrosexual.  Even Tom was surprised at how well that little fib had worked, but it was important that his parents believe he was in fact going to the Homecoming with her.  Tom’s dad was impressed that he had snagged a beautiful and popular girl like Melissa, but the charade meant that Melissa needed to go along with this or else they were going to want all sorts of Homecoming pictures. 

This provided plenty of entertainment for Tom’s sister Kristine.  She had taken over the training of Tom at home. Humiliating Tom was great but, unlike his classmates, whose motivation was his humiliation, Kristine just wanted to use the situation to her advantage, and if that meant allying with Melissa, Lana, and their friends so be it. Tom never would have gotten so good at passing without Kristine’s help, so the girls at school were happy too. Only Tom was unhappy with the arrangement. 

After the beauty salon, the girls all went to Amber’s place and waited for their dates to arrive. 

For a while, Tom had actually been able to convince himself that Melissa was his girl, but now he knew that both of their dates would be arriving soon. It was total organized chaos as all of their girls and Tom got themselves ready upstairs. It seemed to Tom that no matter what anybody did, they needed to do just one more thing before they were ready. 

As they descended the stairway into Amber's living room, Tom could see the guys stand up to greet them. All of the guys were looking at the girls in disbelief that they cleaned up so well, and Tom wondered if anybody else’s date knew his secret. It was a strange feeling. Tom felt flattered and humiliated simultaneously. He decided if he got through this prom without needing therapy, he'd count himself as very lucky. 

"Wow! You all look amazing!" exclaimed a tall boy that Tom figured was going with Melissa. 

"Yeah, I can't believe how good you all look," agreed Matt. 

"It took them long enough," teased Amber's father, making a dad joke to ease the tension. 

"Beauty takes time, Frank," said her mother. "My baby is all grown up." 

'Not in the sense you boys are thinking," interjected Kristine's father. 

"Dad!" Amber shouted in mock embarrassment. 

"I am really digging that dress," said Matt as he kissed him in greeting. "You look amazing with the way it hugs your curves." 

"I don't have curves yet," Tom teased him. Melissa looked at him side-eyed. Could Tom actually be enjoying himself? 

"I'm sure they want to get to the dance," said Amber's dad. "If you want to take pictures, we ought to get those out of the way." 

"Okay, don't rush me," said her mom. "Why don't you all stand over in front of the breakfront?" 

"We take all our pictures there," said Amber. 

"Because if there's one thing you'll want to remember on this night, young lady, it's how good the family china looked," chimed in her dad. 

"Frank, you're incorrigible," said Amber’s mom. "Now let's all get in close and say Homecoming." 

"And then say shotgun," added Frank, making another joke that nobody found particularly amusing. The boys at least chuckled politely. 

Picture after picture was taken, and Amber's mom was sure to get just as many pictures of Matt and Tom as she did of everybody else. Tom liked the fairness there, and the way she was treating him like family, even though they had never met before, but he really hoped all these pictures wouldn't come back to haunt him. They all posed and preened. For the final picture, they all stood sideways. Matt put his hands on Tom’s hips and he could feel his warm breath on the back of his neck. All five couples assumed the same pose and it was a great picture. 

"Haven't you tortured them enough yet?" asked Amber's dad. 

"I think so," said her mom, still beaming at seeing her daughter all dressed and made up. "Have a wonderful time everybody." 

"And don't do anything that will make me hunt you down, boys. I hope we understand each other," he said. 

"Don't worry," said Matt. "Coach would kill us if we were anything but perfect gentlemen." 

"Jax, you’re not on the team, so I’d have to do the honors with you myself," Amber’s dad interrupted. 

"Dad, you are such a cliché sometimes," said Amber kissing her father goodbye. There was a definite bond there. I wondered how he'd react if he knew what his daughter and her friends had done to me. 

Amber's parents followed them as they walked out to the silver limousine that the guys had rented for the night. A driver stood by the door smartly attired in a navy suit and hat. "I think I could get used to this," remarked Melissa. 

Tom knew what was expected of him, so he snuggled up close to his date on the way to the

Homecoming Dance. Matt put his arm around him, and Melissa nodded her approval at Tom. 

“Great win yesterday!” said Lana referring to the team’s 58-6 victory in the Homecoming game. 

Tom thought standing on the field as Matt’s date would be the most humiliating moment of his life, but this was far worse. 

“It’s always nice to have a win in the Homecoming game,” said Amber. 

“We always win on Homecoming,” said Kat’s date. 

“That’s because Coach always schedules a cream puff for that game.  It’s good for school spirit and half the team used to be too beat up from the game to go to the dance,” said Matt. 

“Well the good part is you got to play,” said Nicki. 

“That was an awesome pass you threw,” agreed Tom. 

“I’ve thrown seven passes this year and completed four. I should have the college scouts beating on my door any day now,” said Matt. 

Tom was almost enjoying himself until Matt pulled him close and kissed him on the lips. 

“You jerk!” said Melissa. “Do you know how long she spent getting her lips just perfect and you go and ruin them before we even get to a photographer?" 




***

 

“Stop here, sissies, and put your hands behind your back,” ordered Lana. 

Selena quickly complied, but Tom hesitated. They were in the middle of a femininely decorated guest room.  Tom really wasn’t surprised that there were coils of clothesline in the nightstand drawer or that Lana was handing one to Kat. The girls had practiced on each other to learn how to tie Tom up, but he would never get used to it even as he stood there compliantly and let Lana snake the rope around his wrists and knot them off. 

“All secure,” said Kat. 

“Okay, you two. Climb up on the bed. Selena, your head can go up by the pillows and Kaylee, your head will be at the feet.” 

“In other words, it’s sixty-nine time, girls,” chirped Kat. 

Sure enough, Kaylee and Selena soon had their ankles bound together as well and were moving their panties aside to pull out their dicks. 

“Who knows, with your cage off, you might cum just from being in Selena’s mouth,” teased Lana. 

“Okay, open up you two,” ordered Kat. 

As both sissies took each other’s dicks in their mouths, the girls smirked in satisfaction. 

“Those better still be in your mouths when we get back,” said Lana. With that, both women turned and left the sissies tied on the bed. 

“Uh id ey eh ou oo ess?” asked Tom. 

Selena pulled his mouth off of his old friend’s dick and replied, “You can take my dick out of your mouth. Just make sure you keep your mouth close enough to get it back in. They’ll be pissed if they find out we took them out.” 

“How did they get you to dress?” repeated Tom. 

“Kat started coming on to me. I didn’t know how to handle it. Before I knew it, she got me to dress up  just for her. The next thing I knew she had all sorts of pictures of me and that’s when things changed.” 

“And those pictures led to more embarrassing pictures.  At least you got seduced into it. I got ganged up on.” 

“I think they started with you, but I wasn’t long after.” 

“So you were dressing in high school?” 

“Not until senior year, Tom. When their teeth were into me though, they weren’t letting me go.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” asked Tom. 

“Probably the same reason you didn’t tell me or Jerry. Neither of us wanted to admit what these girls were doing to us. We thought we were the only ones going through it.” 

“Yeah, I guess we were both wearing panties when we were eating lunch together hoping the other one wouldn’t find out.  Do you know what happened to Nicki?  She’s the only girl from their old group I haven’t seen.” 

“I’ve seen her as recently as a few months back. She’s still the crazy one.” 

“So were you kept as their sissy all this time, Nick?” 

“Since high school. They’re very persuasive.” 

“Do they really sell sissies?” 

“I don’t know, but I’ve met other sissies and they’re not around anymore. I definitely think it’s important that we both keep them happy.” 

“I’m trying, but they want more and more from me.” 

“Then give it to them. Whatever you do, don’t piss them off,” said Nick. 

Both sissies were startled by the realization that they weren’t alone.  Standing in the doorway was the form of Nicki. She was in a tight black dress and seemed to float like smoke more than walk into the room. 

“It’s good to see you again, Kaylee,” said Nicki. 

“Uh...it’s good to see you, Nicki,” replied Tom. 

“I wouldn’t be so sure of that,” said Nicki. “I was told that you two were enjoying some sixty-nine time. Instead, I see you gossiping like my grandmother and her friend Rosie over the back fence.” 

“We just started talking. I’m sorry, it won’t happen again,” said Selena quickly. 

“I’m afraid you’re going to be doing a punishment when the other women find out. Boy, did you pick a bad time to be disobedient.” 

Tom heard a muffled scream coming from the other room and a series of thwacking sounds followed by Lana asking, “Are you going to be a good girl, now?” 

“That’s my little addition to the party,” said Nicki. “I can’t wait to show you.” 



TO BE CONTINUED

Surprise Sissification 5

Kylie Gable and Claudia Acosta



“We’re going to have so much fun tonight,” said Nicki. “Aren’t we?” 

“Yes, Mistress Nicki,” said both sissies dutifully. They weren’t exactly convincing. 

“Let’s get you untied and bring you out to the living room so we can do introductions.” 

“Introductions?” asked Nick. 

“Nothing for you to worry about, Selena. Just give me your wrists so I can undo them,” said Nicki. 

Soon Nicki had both sissies untied and was leading them back out to the living room. They dreaded what the girls had in store for them next, but they barely even noticed the sissies returning from the bedroom. Instead, all the guests had their attention focused on what appeared to be a new sissy. He was in mid-makeover, and Lana and Kat were forcing a padded bra onto his hairless chest against his will. He was bound to a chair, but they were still having a hard time with his transformation, despite his supposedly helpless state. 

“Remember when you used to fight us like that?” asked Nicki rhetorically. 

“Yes, we were wrong to do so, Mistress Nicki,” said Tom. 

“Yes, you were. Jerry used to know better, but I guess that’s what happens when a sissy is let free for too long,” replied Nicki. 

“Jerry?!” exclaimed Tom. 

“Wait! Jerry?” added Nick. Both sissies were shocked. 

“Yeah, it’s like a big reunion. All the old sissies are back together,” said Nicki. “Also, don’t call him Jerry. It’s Jenny now.” 

“Right, of course,” responded Tom. 

Tom’s eyes met with Jerry’s and Jerry stopped struggling momentarily. Tom could tell Jerry was spooked, but it wasn’t clear if it was because he recognized his old friend or because he realized that he wasn’t the only sissy there. For whatever reason, things just got much more serious for Jerry. 

“That’s it,” said Melissa. “Just let us take care of everything. It’ll go much easier for you.” 

“You’re not getting me back in a dress,” spat Jerry. 

“Come on,” said Melissa. “You know better than that. You don’t honestly believe we can’t do this.” 

“Let me go!” demanded Jerry. 

“I bet you’ll feel better after a nice warm bubble bath,” said Nicki chiming in. She had ignored Tom and Nick to go help with Jerry. 

“What do we do?” asked Tom. 

“What can we do?” replied Nick. “If they focus on him, maybe they’ll leave us alone.” 

“He’s our friend. We’ve got to try,” said Tom. 

“This isn’t high school anymore,” replied Nick. “I haven’t seen him in years.” 

The two sissies watched helplessly as their old friend was pushed into the bathroom by Lana and Nicki. Amber, Kat, and Melissa would be the ones doing most of the feminizing, but the other two, somewhat tougher, girls would make sure Jerry didn’t put up too big a fight. 

“You’re not thinking of leaving or anything?” called out Amber at Tom and Nick. 

“Yeah, you wouldn’t want us to have to hunt you down, would you?” asked Lana. 

“Why don’t you entertain our guests,” suggested Melissa. 




***

 

Tom could see the professional photographer snapping pictures of him and his date, Matt, at the Homecoming dance. This whole night was being saved for posterity and Tom’s future humiliation and blackmail. The girls were sure to get pictures of Tom and Matt together as well as one of Tom posing in a demure, feminine posture. All three pictures wound up in the scrapbook that Melissa had been keeping of Tom since his forced feminization to Kaylee had first begun. 

Tom and Matt danced together a lot that night, and Matt was actually not a bad dancer, despite being a jock. Exhausted, they joined everybody back at the table and, when they sat down, Tom immediately snuggled up to Matt until he began to put his arm around him. He noticed Amber giving him an approving nod across the table. 

Matt sniffed Tom‘s hair, which probably smelled as floral as any girl’s there. He held his hand and he stared at Tom intensely. It made Tom uncomfortable, and he began to wonder if Matt might notice something. Finally, Nicki suggested that the guys go and get them some soft drinks. 

"You two make a seriously cute couple," said Kat. 

"Oh definitely," responded Melissa, "I think they'll be seeing a lot of each other." 

"Hey, the deal was just the Homecoming," said Tom. 

"Well...that's the problem," said Nicki. 

"What is?" asked Tom. 

"Well, you got a fabulous limo ride, and you get some really nice arm candy, but what’s in it for Matt?" asked Amber. 

“I didn’t want to go out with him,” said Tom. “He asked me out.” 

"Hmm," said Kat, "if only there was something else you could do to make it worth his while.” 

"If only," responded Lana. 

"Hey, hold on there," said Tom. "He's a guy. I'm a guy. There are some lines that even you will never force me to cross. I'm not giving him a blow job or anything, if that's what you're thinking." 

“That’s totally your choice,” said Melissa. “We certainly would never make you.” 

“I would,” said Lana. 

“Come on!” pleaded Tom. 

"We never mentioned that," said Amber. 

"Funny that you did, though, Miss Kaylee," said Kat, raising an eyebrow. She coughed “slut” as the girls giggled. 

“The choice is yours,” said Tanya. “Nobody will make you, but you will be spending all summer with Matt as your boyfriend. It’s all up to you.” 

“I can’t,” said Tom. 

“Again, that’s up to you,” repeated Melissa. 

“Oh look, the boys are back with our drinks,” said Nicki. 

“Wonderful,” said Melissa as she took a Coke from Jake. “What thoughtful dates we all have.” 

“Thank you,” said Tom as he kissed Matt on the cheek. 

Tom found it so humiliating to be on display. Being out on a date was tough, but having the girls insist that he show genuine affection toward Matt was much tougher. Matt was still clueless, at least, but that meant that he just assumed Kaylee was really into him. 

Tom was barely half done with his drink when he caught sight of Melissa motioning with her neck towards the dance floor. He knew what that meant, even though he wasn’t thrilled about it. 

Tom turned to Matt and sweetly told him, “That’s my favorite song. Would you like to dance?” 

“Sure, what is the song anyway?” asked Matt. 

“I’m not really sure,” replied Tom as he led him to the dance floor. 

Unfortunately for Tom, twenty seconds after they started dancing, the song ended and a slow, romantic song started. Even as he felt Matt’s hand placed on the small of his back, he knew that the girls were going to get plenty of pictures of this, and probably video as well. 

“I hope you’re enjoying yourself,” said Matt. “I really am so happy that you agreed to go to my Homecoming with me.” 

“I’m just happy you asked me,” said Tom. 

“I want you to know I don’t want to pressure on you tonight with the after-party or anything,” 

said Matt. “We can just chill and spend some quality time together.” 

“After-party?!” asked Tom suddenly very alarmed. 

“Well, yeah, after the Homecoming we’re going up to let our hair down a little and have some real fun,” said Matt. “You knew about that, right?” 

“Sure I did,” lied Tom. “I knew all about it.” 

“Great,” said Matt. “We’ll take this nice and slow. I’m not one of those guys. I won’t ask you to do anything you don’t want to.” 

“Thank you, Matt, I appreciate that,” said Tom. 

“It’ll just be great to have some time alone with you and get to know you better,” added Matt. 




***

 

Of course, the girls had many dominant women friends who absolutely loved the sissies’

humiliation and debasement. They knew just how humiliating performing in front of them must be for former wannabe alpha males like Tom and Nick, but the women had male friends who were equally enraptured. The sissies mingled with the crowd as they were told to, and it became very clear that some of the guys may have been interested in more than just seeing the sissies this one time. In fact, Melissa and her friends had taken notes of what guys seemed to find what sissies most sexy. Melissa had even pointed out some of the men to her when they first arrived. 

There was Pete, who had his own investment firm. Kat’s friend, David, was a very flamboyant bisexual artist who had never had trouble bedding anybody he wanted of either gender. Finally, Andy probably seemed a bit blue color compared to most of the guys there, but he owned a trucking company and was a charmer with rugged good looks, not to mention a ten-inch cock that got quite a workout with the girls and their friends. If any of them were in the mood for buying a sissy, Tom had no doubt that the girls would actually sell their sissies to these guys. 

The one thing at the party that the women planned out was the sissy games. Having them perform for the crowd was just an expected part of any of their parties. Looking around, there were three pairs of handcuffs, three penis gags, three dildos, and a wide array of sex toys that Tom didn’t even recognize. 

“What do we do?” asked Tom. 

“I have no idea, but I’d really suggest flirting. Just avoid any guys that look like they want to make a purchase,” suggested Nick. 

“Right,” that’s a good idea. 

Tom made his way towards a statuesque woman with her golden blonde hair in a high ponytail and a skintight latex catsuit covering her perfect body. As soon as they began talking, Tom regretted it. He’d thought with his dick instead of looking for the most sympathetic face. 

“Hi,” said Tom awkwardly. 

“Oh my,” she said. 

“Is there a problem?” 

“Not for me there isn’t, but you’re the cutest one yet. There’s going to be such a bidding war for you,” said the blonde woman. 

‘I hope not,” said Tom. 

“Hope all you want, but you are stunning, and easily disciplined too, it looks like. You will make somebody a fine sissy maid. Personally, I’d be flirting with Andy if I were you.” 

“I’m not going to flirt with any guys.” 

“Pity,” she said, “but then again, a lot of guys like the hard-to-get type. You do you.” 

“You know, Andy’s going to be all over this one,” said the blonde turning to Pete. 

“All over who?” asked Peter. 

“Don’t be coy with me, Pete. I can see the way that you’re looking at this amazing sissy. What’s your name again?” 

“It’s Kaylee,” said Tom, curtsying in the way that the girls had taught him many years ago. 

“Where did you come from?” he asked. 

“Where do any of their sissies come from?” replied the blonde. “I think she was a classmate or something. One thing’s for sure, they do have an eye for talent.” 

“And one day they realized they were going to school with a budding sissy?” 

“Of course not, Pete,” she said. “I bet she tried to fight tooth and nail.” 

“How did that go, Kaylee?” 

“Well--,” Tom began, but he was too embarrassed to admit what a total failure he’d been fighting back. 

“I think you can see for yourself. Don’t ask silly questions. It’s beneath you. However, if you’re interested, she can be had,” The woman told him. 

“She likes men now?” 

“Let’s just say, she likes keeping her Mistress happy,” replied the woman. 

“Always a good idea,” he replied. 

Tom smiled at him. Somehow, the leather-clad woman had maneuvered him into a very awkward situation. If he was cold to Peter, he’d get in trouble with the girls, but if he flirted with him, he was encouraging the wealthy man to make an offer to buy him. As the woman left, Tom didn’t know if the situation had improved or went from bad to worse. 

“So, you have your own firm?” asked Tom. 

“I don’t want to bore you with a lot of business talk,” said Peter. “It’s all so complicated. All you need to know is that it’s how I’m able to afford to keep a woman like you happy.” 

“I’m not exactly a conventional woman,” said Tom. 

“I’m not exactly a conventional man,” replied Peter. 

“I had better go mingle,” said Tom nervously. “He did not want this guy falling for him. He had to be at least twenty years older than him and he didn’t seem like the type who took no for an answer.” 




***

 

Tom realized just how humiliating the pictures that the girls were getting of him with his head on another guy's shoulder at Homecoming could be. They’d actually be mortifying for Matt too, if anybody found out. As Matt and Tom spun around on the dance floor, Tom could see the big grin on Nicki's face as she snapped picture after picture. Even Melissa couldn't resist blowing

him a humiliating kiss. He was sure Tom had no idea why. 

By the time Matt and Tom sat down again, they were tired. It took a lot to dance in those heels, and Tom was giving it his all. He remembered the warning that the girls had given him about being affectionate with his date, so Tom made sure to kiss Matt when the girls were all watching. 

It wasn't a deep, open-mouth kiss, it wasn't even particularly passionate, but it was definitely romantic, and Tom could tell by the way he returned it that Matt was quite happy to receive it. 

"You guys really make a cute couple," said Kat’s date, Drew. "Now how about a drink?" 

"Dude, Matt doesn’t drink. Just back off," said Amber’s date, rolling his eyes. 

"No, it's okay," replied Matt. He looked around carefully to make sure he wasn't being watched and put his hand out for Drew's flask. 

As Matt took a deep swig Tom warned him, "Don't drink too much now. I don't want you all sleepy or sloppy on me." 

Across the floor, Tom could see his sister, Kristine, dancing with her date. They looked so happy and carefree. He wished that he could enjoy himself at times like these, but he had bigger problems, like making sure that Matt kept his distance, and alcohol really wouldn’t help. 

“I should go to the bathroom,” said Amber. As all the girls got up to go, it took Tom a moment to realize that he was expected to accompany them. They waited patiently outside the door for the restroom to clear out, and then Amber and all her friends filed in. Amber did in fact go into the stall, but everybody else was busy preening and doing their makeup. 

“Let me see your face,” said Melissa as she grabbed Tom by the chin and turned his head from side to side. “Not bad, you just need a little touch-up. No major reconstruction needed.” 

“I thought you said you were going to be affectionate with Matt,” said Lana. “You’ve been acting like an ice princess all night.” 

“I’ve been trying. I’ve been kissing and hugging him and everything. We slow danced. The only thing I haven’t done is jump his bones right here,” protested Tom. 

“Now that you mention it, that’s not a bad idea,” said Nicki. 

“He hasn’t been a cold fish exactly,” said Kat surprisingly coming to Tom’s defense. 

“Thank you,” replied Tom. 

“You just need to be a bit more expressive. You’re going through the motions, but a guy knows when there’s no passion to it,” explained Kat. “You do just what you’ve been doing and act like you’re enjoying it and we won’t have a problem.” 

“But I have been acting like I enjoy it,” pleaded Tom. 

“You’re going through the motions and if I can see it, he can too,” said Kat. 

“What about this after-party thing?” asked Tom. 

“Yes, we’re going out with the guys after the dance,” said Melissa. 

“I didn’t know anything about this,” said Tom. 

“Relax,” said Melisa. “I packed you an overnight bag.” 

“But nobody told me,” complained Tom. 

“Since when have we had to ask your permission?” asked Lana rhetorically. 

The girls returned back to their dates. Kat took the opportunity to whisper in Tom’s ear, 

“Remember, we want to see passion.” 

The guys were gentlemen and stood when their dates returned and held their chairs for them. 

Tom and the girls all sat down in the most feminine and sexy way they could. It would not do for attractive young ladies to plop down onto their chairs like cowboys or something. 

“Did you miss me?” asked Tom coyly. 

“Yeah, I did,” said Matt as he said down in his own chair. 

Tom reached over and, in his mind, he envisioned Melissa sitting in Matt’s chair. He grabbed Matt’s chin just as Melissa had done to his face earlier only, instead of inspecting it, he pulled his date close and gave him the most passionate, moist, and sensuous kiss he had ever experienced. 

Even Matt had no idea it was in him, and he couldn’t help but shake a little bit afterward. Out of the corner of his eye he caught Kat nodding, but all of the girls were both pleased and astonished. 

Somehow, he had tapped into something and Matt was in awe. 




***

 

All of the commotion had died down. Somehow, in the bathroom, the girls had not only transformed Jerry into Jenny, but they had transformed his attitude as well. He was actually compliant, and he looked good. All three sissies really did have the whole appearance thing down, and all of them had done it long enough that movement and mannerisms seemed to come pretty naturally. The sissies had been given the task of cleaning up after the party and it represented their first chance that evening to talk. 

“So, they got both of you too?” asked Jerry. 

“Yeah, I understand I was the first one,” replied Tom. 

“You didn’t think to warn the rest of us?” asked Jerry. 

“Did this start in high school?” asked Tom. 

“Yeah, it began Christmas break of senior year. By New Years, I was buying dresses,” admitted Jerry. 

“Then you have no room to talk,” said Nick. 

“Why not?” asked Jerry. 

“Because you were turned into a sissy before I was,” said Nick. 

“Yeah, you didn’t exactly confide in us about what the girls were doing to you,” said Tom. 

“What was I supposed to say?” asked Jerry. 

“Okay, enough. He’s right, you know. None of us could admit to one of our friends that these girls had turned us into their bitches, and they knew that, and they used it. I wish we could have

shared this. We might have been able to come up with a way out and, if nothing else, we could have commiserated and known we weren’t alone in this, but the girls knew we couldn’t say anything to each other,” said Tom. 

“Yeah, you’re right. They really did a number on us,” said Jerry. 

“They sure did,” agreed Nick. “What do you think about them selling sissies?” 

“They have to be able to afford this place somehow. I would not be surprised,” said Tom. 

“I will not be sold,” said Jerry. 

“Easier said than done,” replied Nick. “How many things have we sworn we would never do? I remember the first time I took off my makeup after sneaking into my house late at night, swearing the girls would never turn me into a little bitch. We see how well that worked out.” 

“What’s taking you three so long?” asked Lana, emerging from her bedroom where the girls apparently had been conferencing. “We told you to clean, not socialize.” 

“We’re just about done, Mistress Lana,” said Tom. 

“Just about doesn’t really cut it,” said Lana. “You have fifteen minutes to finish, and another fifteen to change into the three outfits we left laid out for you in the bathroom.” 

“Yes, Mistress Lana,” answered the three sissies and, with that, she turned and went back to her friends in the bedroom. 

Wordlessly, the sissies finished the clean-up and went to the bathroom. There were baby doll nighties laid out for them—one in black, one in pink, and one in purple. There were matching heels with the lingerie and the sissies were able to figure out who each one was for by the sizes. 

By this point, the sissies had long lost their inhibitions about changing in front of each other. 

They were more concerned about receiving a spanking from Lana or maybe something even worse. 

By the time the sissies were done in the bathroom and filed into the living room, the girls were already waiting for them. They felt exposed, dressed as they were in front of the fully clothed women. Making matters worse, they were all told to sit on one love seat where the three of them didn’t quite fit together. 

“I imagine you’re wondering what’s in store for you,” said Amber. 

“Yes, Mistress,” replied Tom. 

“Well, I think we know now, and we will tell you if that’s really what you want,” said Melissa. 

“It definitely is,” replied Nick. 

“Okay then sissies,” said Melissa. “Here is your fate.” 




***

 

By eleven, the Homecoming dance had officially ended, and Tom grew nervous when the guys made a call for the limo and they all gathered their stuff and headed out. 

Matt was holding Tom tightly around the waist as they walked together. In truth, he almost needed his support at that point; Tom’s feet were in agony from the ridiculous heels he was wearing. 

In the limo, Maria was giggling and leaning all over Jake. Betty was sitting in Leo's lap. Angela looked like she was almost asleep leaning against Kevin. Tanya was just holding Lawrence's hand but was sitting really close to him. 

Matt held Tom close and Tom laid his head on his shoulder again. None of the girls talked on the way to the cabin, a really strange thing. Instead, the guys talked among themselves about this and that and how nice the evening was. Tom got the impression that none of them really cared. 

“Well, here we are,” said Drew as the limo pulled up to what could only be described as a lake house. This was a luxurious building, so much bigger than some old cabin. 

“Wow! I didn’t know it would be this nice,” said Melissa as he helped her from the car. 

“I love this place. I spent some of the best summers swimming in the lake,” said Drew. 

“It does look amazing, doesn’t it Kaylee?” asked Matt. 

“Yes,” replied Tom. “I love it.” 

“It’s a beautiful night, why don’t you girls start a bonfire in the pit, and Matt and I will bring out some beers,” suggested Drew. 

“Guys, we’re not spending all night in these dresses, that’s why we brought our overnight bags,” 

said Lana. 

“I wish I had thought of that,” said Melissa’s date, reaching in and loosening his collar. “This monkey suit is killing me.” 

“Aw, poor baby,” said Melissa. “You should try wearing heels.” 

“Guys are way too smart to be caught dead in those things,” said Drew. 

Tom noticed Nicki looking over at him. When she caught his eye, she just shrugged her shoulders and flashed him a wicked smile. 

The girls and Tom all got up and went into the master bedroom in the cabin to change. Tom couldn’t help blushing as he watched the girls get undressed. Nobody got naked in front of him, but he could see these beautiful girls in their underwear. 

“Should we blindfold him?” asked Lana. 

“Nah, he’s just one of the girls now,” said Amber. “Besides, we’ve all seen that tiny little thing he has between his legs.” 

Blushing profusely, Tom finally opened his overnight bag and discovered that while most of the girls had changed into shorts and t-shirts, Maria had packed a cherry-colored midi dress for him. 

He adjusted the shoulder straps and slid it on. 

“Really?” asked Tom as he stepped into the heels. 

“What can we say,” said Melissa. “Kaylee is such a girly girl.” 

Tom had to admit that this would be a beautiful evening if he wasn’t stuck looking and acting as one of the girls. He wondered just how amazing it would be to be one of these girls’ dates, sitting

around the fire and drinking beers with a goddess in his arms. 

The rest of the evening was chill. The teens sat around the fire and drank beer and, unlike the limo ride, people actually seemed to be waking up a bit. The girls definitely held sway as every guy seemed to be intent on seeing just how far he could get with his date after they called it a night. 

Tom could see the way that Matt looked at him now, and he hoped that he was going to be true to his word about not pressuring him. It was starting to get very late and a little cold, so the group moved inside. 

Following a brief tour of the house, the couples snuggled together on the sofa to watch a very forgettable teen Rom-Com on the television. Before long, Amber was yawning and her date leaned over very solicitously, asking, "Are you about ready for bed?" 

“I don’t know about her, but I sure am,” said Melissa. “It’s nearly three and I’d like to get some sleep tonight.” 

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Matt. “I promised coach I’d be in bed by 11.” 

“Isn’t football season over?” asked Nicki. 

“It’s always football season with coach,” replied Matt. 

“We have five bedrooms,” said Drew. “There’s enough rooms for everybody to have privacy. 

Also, if anybody doesn’t want to share a bed, between the couch and the love seats, there’s plenty of room to sleep in here.” 

“Maybe I should—” started Tom. 

“Oh, I almost forgot,” said Melissa. “I have another bag for you with your toiletries and things. I left it in the master bedroom. Let’s get it.” 

“I left something in there too,” said Lana. “I’ll go with.” 

Tom felt like a condemned man walking to the master bedroom with Melissa and Lana. As soon as they entered, Lana shut the door to give them some privacy. 

“Okay, I’m not saying you and Matt have to fuck, but we want to make sure he has a good time tonight. He spent a lot of money on this prom, and that boy is head over heels for you,” said Melissa. 

“You know I’m not gay,” complained Tom. 

“What does that have to do with anything, Kaylee?” asked Lana. “Tonight you’re a pretty girl. 

You need to keep him happy. How you do that is up to you, but if you don’t, we will make sure that you regret it, whether that means you end up fucking Matt, somebody else, or both.” 

“I don’t want to do that,” said Tom. 

“Again, what does that have to do with anything?” asked Lana. 

“This is for you,” said Melissa handing Tom the overnight bag. 

The only clothes in the bag were a short red nightie with matching panties and a robe. There was also a pair of black high-heeled slippers with a large satin bow across the front, a toothbrush, and Tom’s makeup. The only thing missing was a packet of rubbers. 

"Beautiful," said Lana with a vicious smile. "I can't wait to see you in that." 

“I’m not putting that on,” protested Tom. 

"What else do you have to wear?" asked Maria rhetorically. "Besides, Matt promised he would be a gentleman.” 

“When he sees his date in that nightie, I wouldn’t expect him to keep a promise like that,” said Angela. 

“Go ahead and change,” instructed Maria. “We’ll wait.” 

Tom sighed and took the bag into the bathroom. With a dress and girl's underwear on, sitting across a table, he could look enough like a girl to fool Matt, but could he fool a guy while wearing only lingerie and laying in a bed right next to him? Tom sure hoped so, as he was about to find out. 

His penis and balls were still tucked away underneath him, as he’d tucked carefully while getting dressed earlier. He sat on the toilet and peed sitting down so as not to disturb anything before putting the nightie on. It fit perfectly, as somehow he knew it would. He peeked his head out the door and slowly emerged to wolf whistles from Lana and Melissa. 

“Wow! He is so going to want to tap that,” teased Lana. 

“That’s definitely not happening!” snapped Tom. 

“Alright, calm down,” said Melissa. “Everybody’s gone up to bed. You and Matt will be sharing a bedroom upstairs. It’s the first door on the left.” 

“Why can’t I just sleep on the couch?” pleaded Tom. 

“You know why,” said Lana. “We’ve been over this.” 

“Sorry, sissy, she’s right,” agreed Maria. 

“Fine, let’s get this over with,” said Tom. Lana smacked his ass to send him on his way. He climbed up the stairs and entered the room they told him to. 

Matt was waiting for him. When Tom entered the room, Matt looked up at him appreciatively. 

"Damn, you look amazing!" he exclaimed. 

“Thanks,” replied Tom, climbing into the bed next to him. Tom was in conflict. He hated getting into a bed with another guy, but he couldn’t deny that he was flattered by Tom’s attentions. Most of all, he was terrified of what would happen if Matt stopped being such a gentleman. 

Matt was probably big enough to really hurt him, and that was frightening, but Tom also really did want Matt to have a nice time. Tom just knew that finding out that his date was really another boy might make him feel like the butt of a cruel joke. 

After Tom climbed in and under the covers, Matt leaned over and began kissing him. "I won't try anything," he promised, "but we can still make out, right? I mean we've been doing it all night, right?” 

"That's fine." Tom smiled and kissed him back, trying not to show his nervousness. 

Tom knew what was expected of him. The girls had so much blackmail material on him already, and what they wanted was perfectly clear. Tom didn’t want to give another guy a blow job, but

he knew that Lana had hinted that there would be serious repercussions if he didn’t. Besides, there were many worse things he could be forced to do, he believed. 

They had no way to record what Tom and Matt did in the bedroom, but guys talk, and Matt talked to Drew and his other friends about what happened. It wasn’t long until it got back to the girls and they now knew for sure that they had gotten Tom — a completely straight classmate —

to suck off another guy in his class. They couldn’t believe the power that they possessed, and they pledged that would not be the last time, they used their power to dominate and humiliate boys even to the point of making them do things together. 

Tom would not hear the end of it throughout the school year. Lana and the rest of the girls never let their feminized sissy forget Kaylee’s romantic night at Homecoming and the blowjob Matt enjoyed. Tom hoped that his time as a girl was over, but he was afraid to even ask his stepsister about it. He knew that the decision was up to them, not him. 




***

 

“We’re very pleased with your performance tonight,” said Melissa. 

“I’ll say,” agreed Nicki. “I think we could get a bidding war started for both Selena and Kaylee.” 

“You did a great job flirting with Peter,” said Amber. 

“Th-thank you,” said Tom. 

“You did pretty good too, Selena,” said Nicki. “Of course, I would expect nothing less.” 

“This brings us to our proposition,” said Amber. “I get the idea you’d like to avoid being sold off.” 

“More than anything,” said Jerry. 

“We could get quite a lot for you,” interjected Lana. 

“Or…” said Kat. 

“Or, if you can flirt and seduce men like that, you can earn your keep, and if you help us with our sissies, we may be able to make almost as much as we would selling you off,” said Melissa. 

“Do you really sell sissies to the highest bidder?” asked Tom. 

“Yes,” said Lana. 

“We have, but you should understand the sissies we train aren’t usually like you,” explained Melissa. 

“We do forced feminization. For many men, that’s quite a fantasy. We make it a reality and, for some, being sold to the highest bidder is part of the fantasy,” said Kat. 

“We also get women who have a reason for wanting a guy disappeared. We definitely do make sure that he is deserving of the punishment before selling him off to the highest bidder,” 

explained Melissa. 

“So, what do you want to do with us?” asked Nick. 

“You’ve seen this place,” said Melissa. “It’s like a mansion. You can live here and act as our maids, servants, and slaves. You’ll be well-taken care of,” said Melissa. 

“Will we still be bullied?” asked Tom. 

“Count on it,” replied Lana. 

“We need an answer,” added Nicki. “Will you accept these terms?” 

“Yes,” said Tom. “I will be your sissy.” 

The decision was finally his. 



THE END









 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

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

Love, 

Kylie



Twitter - @KylieGable 

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable                    
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