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BOOK 2

When I first heard the word “dress” escape from Dot's lips, I can’t lie, I was feeling pretty nervous. Other than a Halloween costume here or there, I had never dared to wear a dress before. In truth, I don’t even know if the thought had crossed my mind. Now here I was, facing the prospect of having to try my first one on. And as if that wasn’t enough, it wasn’t like I was trying it on in the comfort of my own home. Quite the contrary, everybody was very excited to see the fashion show that I had unwittingly decided to put on.

“Don’t worry, I think you’re gonna do just fine.” Dot said to me, which confirmed that I wasn’t doing a very good job at hiding my nervousness. Still, even though I was accustomed to being the kind of person who was more capable of hiding my emotions, and only showing them when I wanted to, there was definitely a part of me that was relieved that Dot believed in me.

Another member of the club, a woman whom I had now gathered was named Rebecca, came back downstairs. Sure enough, in her hands was a large collection of dresses, a mish-mash of fabric that was piled so high that she could scarcely see over it as she resumed her place on the couch.

“So many to choose from!” Jess said as she began tearing through the myriad fabric before her.

I couldn’t do anything but stand there awkwardly as all of the girls sized me up, holding up dresses next to my stocky frame, loudly wondering which one would compliment my body, not to mention which dress might best match the black thing that I was now sporting. I shifted from side to side, letting my weight rest first on my right leg, and then my left. No matter how much I shifted myself, I couldn’t quite escape the wedgie feeling that came along with wearing your very first pair of thong underwear. The more that I thought about it, the more apparent that the sensation of a string up my ass cheeks became. And it didn't help matters one bit that my erection, originally caused by Dot’s expert stroking of my cock, hadn’t gone down one bit since I had put the thong on. This was a fact that I was sure was not lost on any of the ladies in the room, none of whom were the least bit shy about staring directly at my crotch.

“All of these are so modest!” I heard Rebecca say. “Where’s the fun stuff? All of this looks like something that the Amish would wear.”  She said, poking fun at Dot’s clothing style.

“Excuse you,” Dot said playfully. “Not everybody here likes to have their butt cheeks hanging out of their skirt at any given opportunity. Some of us even, shockingly enough, wear clothes to cover up. I know, hard to believe, isn’t it?” Don't let out her signature jiggle as she failed to maintain her faux serious demeanor for her admonishing of Rebeccas much more salacious dress style.

“Ooh! A skirt! Good idea. I think I managed to find one in your collection. Jeez Dot, when was the last time that you organized that thing? It looked as if a bomb had gone off in there.” Rebeccah shot back.

Before Dot had a chance to respond, Rebeccah was tearing through the collection of dresses, throwing one after another into the air. Eventually, she found what she was looking for.

“It's perfect!” She said as she held up the scant fabric. The entire skirt couldn’t have been more than six inches long, and even just being held between her fingers the skirt was comically skimpy.

“Well, it definitely doesn’t leave very much to the imagination.” Dot said with a grin. “I haven’t tried that thing in years. I think it was originally part of a Halloween costume, but it was too small for me so it never saw much action. Or rather, I think all that skirt saw was action!” Dot quipped as the rest of the ladies joined in with laughter.

I looked at Dot, who must have been at least eight inches shorter than I was. If the skirt was too short for her, then what was it going to look like on me?

All of the women eyed me hungrily as Jess walked over and slid the skirt up to my legs. Once again, Jess was not the least bit shy about feeling me up as she slid the fabric up to my navel, hiking the skirt up to be sure that it was being worn as high as possible.

“We need to do something about that shirt, too!” Dot said. As soon as the words had left her lips, she walked over to me and in one motion tied the white T-shirt that I was wearing so that my navel was thoroughly exposed, and the shirt itself looked more like a bra than it did a T-shirt.

Everybody nodded in agreement that the T-shirt was a much-needed improvement on my whole ensemble. There were no mirrors in the living room where the club was taking place, so the only way that I could get a clear idea of what I looked like was to look down at myself.

The skirt was short, there was no denying that. If it wasn’t for the thong panties that Jess had decided I needed to be wearing, then I’m quite sure that my balls would have been hanging out of the bottom of the skirt itself. Without even bothering to check, I could already tell that even when standing up the skirt did little to cover up my ass cheeks, and I was quite positive that if I decided to bend over that virtually nothing would be left to the imagination.

“It's perfect!” Dot said, with an enthusiasm that matched the absolutely elated look on her face.

Just as had happened with the thong panties, the ladies all had me spin around as they took a moment to admire their handiwork. I felt more hands grope my ass cheeks and pull the thong up my ass as I turned around several times, the room full of giggling ladies having a ball of a time enjoying the sight of their newest sissy.

“How does it feel, Samantha?” One of the ladies asked me.

My mind went blank. It wasn’t so much that I didn’t have anything to say as much as it was that I felt the need to say everything at once--with the end result that when I opened my lips nothing came out. This only served to make it so that all of the ladies were even more eager to hear something from me. Finally, I managed to stammer out “The uh, thong is just a little bit tight.”

This comment proved to be much more funny than I would have anticipated it being, and indeed it seemed to come across as more comical than I would have liked. I suppose that the ladies, having long since dealt with the peculiar sensation of having a string up their ass, were enjoying having the tables be so thoroughly turned for once.

“Tight where?” Jess said.

It was obvious that she knew exactly where it was tight, and she merely just wanted to hear me say it out loud. Unfortunately for me, this had the exact effect that she wanted it to, as I could feel even more blood rush to my cheeks as my face turned the brightest shade of red yet.

It appears that whatever answer that I was about to give towards the question that Jess had made towards me was too slow. Without me noticing, she had wrapped her finger around the back of my thong, and when I failed to respond to her inquiry right away she yanked it straight up. Now, several of the ladies present at the club had had their fun giving me a wedgie or two since I had put Jess’s thong on, but this wedgie was a horse of a different color, as the saying goes. It was neither gentile nor playful, and it had the immediate effect of tightening down on my balls and still erect cock, not to mention the pressure directly on my asshole. Jess made a point of lifting the string up and down several times, just to emphasize the flossy sensation.

I let out a yelp of surprise at the rudeness of having my ass flossed, which resulted in hysterical laughter from every single lady in the room.

“I just figured since you were having a hard time telling us where you’re feeling the thong, that I would lend you a helping hand. Wasn’t that nice of me, sissy?” Jess said. Even though she was giving me the icy stare that was typically found adorning her face, there was still the slightest hint of playfulness in her tone that let me know that she was enjoying this.

Unfortunately, I was still in such a state of surprise from the wedgie that I once again failed to respond in a timely manner. Up until today, I had always fancied myself a quick learner, but with this recent turn of events, I was no longer so sure that being able to only make a mistake once was a skill that I possessed. Jess, determined to have her way with me, lifted the string up even higher. Now the pain between my cheeks was searing, and my cock and balls, which were already plenty sore from my erection straining against the fabric, felt as though they might as well be on fire.

Finally, I managed to get my head screwed on just well enough to be able to form a single coherent sentence. “Yes Mistress, it is very nice of you!” I yelled out, nearly at the top of my lungs. As if I wasn’t already in enough of an undignified situation, I was bouncing from one leg to another, in a humiliating dance of trying to lessen the sensation between my legs.

“So tell me, little sissy boy, where do you feel the thong?” Jess asked me again. I didn’t want to find out what was going to happen to me if I made her ask a third time.

“My buttcrack! I feel it up my butt!” I said, desperate for the sensation to stop.

Thankfully, this seemed to have done the trick. She finally released the string of the thong from being pulled straight up my ass, and I breathed in a sigh of relief as I picked my wedgie.

Now that I was capable of focusing on anything other than how badly I wanted relief from the intense and painful wedgie that Jess had seen fit to administer to me, I once again took a survey of the faces around the room. It was worse than I would have expected. By now I was somewhat used to the members of the sissy club laughing at me, but with this latest turn of events, the ladies were laughing so hard that many of them were nearly in tears at the sight of me so thoroughly reduced. Not only was I being made to talk about my sissy hole in front of a room full of ladies, and not only did all of them just watch me receive a monster wedgie, but all of it had happened whilst wearing a skirt and tied up T-shirt that would have made a 90’s music video appear modest in comparison. This trifecta of a combination seemed to be irresistibly hilarious to the ladies in the room.

“Good girl,” Jess said, and as she did so she lifted one hand all the way back, her palm outstretched. Winding up her arm in a comical manner, as if she was getting ready to throw a baseball, I could tell that Jess was enjoying it very much, making me wait to receive the spank that she was about to administer. Even though I was expecting it, when her hand finally shot down on my ass I still couldn’t help but let out a loud yelp.

“Turn around! I wanna see if there’s a handprint!” Rebeccah said to me. She had barely recovered from her laughing fit at seeing me get a wedgie, and now it appeared that the spanking was enough to send her over the edge again. She was cracking up so much that she could barely finish her sentence, but now that I had discovered what Jess was capable of when orders weren’t followed expediently, I turned around and bent over without any hesitation like the good little sissy that I was in the process of becoming.

I didn’t need to ask any of the ladies if Jess had managed to leave a handprint on my ass. For one, I could feel the residual sting from where her palm and fingers had come down hard on my right ass cheek, but even if that wasn’t the case the uproar of laughter from the room full of ladies let me know in no uncertain terms that there was a large, red handprint that I was now wearing as a badge of my sissification on my butt cheek.

It was another few minutes before anybody managed to get out another sentence, if only for the reason that the ladies were simply too preoccupied with laughing to get out a single word. When they finally collected themselves a little bit, they started floating around ideas as to what should happen to me next.

“How much daylight do we have left?” I heard Rebeccah say.

One of the girls checked their phones. “At least another hour before the sun starts setting. Why?”

“Well, I mean, what’s the point of getting all dolled up if Samantha doesn’t get to show it off? I mean, sure she’s shown it off for us, and judging by the fact that her cock is still at full mast, I would say she’s enjoying it….” Rebecca responded.

I shut my eyes in embarrassment. Much like everything else that the ladies had said so far, she was absolutely right. Even during the brutal wedgie that had been administered, I hadn’t gone soft even for a moment. I wasn’t used to being hard for this long, and to be completely honest with you I wasn't even sure what it was that was doing it. Was it just a natural response from my body? Was it something to do with the fact that I was nervous? Or could it be something more? Could it be that there was something to becoming a sissy that I liked in ways that I didn’t even fully understand myself?

I didn’t honestly know the answers to those kinds of questions yet, but there was little doubt in my mind that all of the ladies who made up the sissy club were just as interested in finding out as I was. In the meantime, however, I had a new set of circumstances to contend with.

“I think that we should take him for a walk!” Dot said with a look of pure glee and delight on her face. Even though I had had a feeling that this was where the conversation was heading, the thought alone filled me with dread. I mean, it was one thing to be exploring all of this stuff in the privacy of a house, even if that house was full of complete and total strangers. But on the street? Where literally anybody could see me? It wasn’t as if I lived in a large metropolis or anything. I was in the middle of a small college town, the kind of place where it was very normal to recognize people all the time, including when going out on a nice leisurely walk. What was I supposed to do if I ran into one of my friends? Or classmates? Hell, even the possibility of running into a professor was far from unlikely. I thought back to how much I hated running into my instructors when I would find myself shopping at the grocery store, and that was when I was just a regular old sam. How would I be able to look any of them in the face in the next class if they saw me as “Samantha”? Still, it appeared that the ladies had all made up their minds, and they had decided that me going for a little stroll with them was the correct course of action for my sissification.

I took a deep breath, and tried to quell my nerves. None of the ladies had been wrong about anything so far. Hell, if anything they had all seemed to know me somehow even better than I knew myself. If they thought that going out for a walk in public was a good idea, maybe I would be best off listening to them, and not trying to overthink it too much. I mean really, what good was thinking to a sissy slut anyway?

“Okay, let’s do it,” I said, trying my best to crack a smile. I wanted to appear enthusiastic, to do a good job, to show that their efforts to train me to become the best possible sissy that I could be weren’t in vain. However, I had learned today that I was simply much worse at concealing my emotions, especially nervousness, than I had originally thought.

“Don’t worry, I think it's gonna be just splendid.” Dot said to me with a smile on her face. I have to admit that her cheerful demeanor and complete and total faith in me did indeed do quite a lot to quell my feelings of being nervous.

The ladies all put on their hoodies, meanwhile, I was instructed to stay in the outfit that all of the members of the sissy club had dutifully prepared for me. A mini skirt, worn black thong, and crop top T-shirt--this was my outfit for the day.

“Oh now, what shall we do about those shoes…?” I heard Rebeccah say as she saw my sneakers, still laying there in the spot where I had taken them off when I had first arrived at the house.

“Yeah, those won't work at all,” Jess said. “I can smell them from all the way over here, and they smell like boys.” She said, clenching her nostrils in an exaggerated fashion to help drive the point home.

“I think I might have some heels.” Dot said, scratching her chin as she tried to make up her mind as to what I should wear.

“That would be perfect! Which ones?” one of the ladies asked.

“The ones I wore to the last dance, remember?” Dot replied back.

“Oh god, please tell me you're not talking about the ones that look like they were made out of a spare disco ball?” Jess retorted.

“They are indeed that pair, and I happen to like my disco ball heels, thank you very much.” Dot responded, sticking out her tongue at Jess.

“Well, if those are the only heels you have, then I suppose that they’re better than smelly boy sneakers. Even if only by a small margin.” Jess answered back, continuing the running gag.

In a flash, Dot disappeared again up the stairs.

“Ever worn heels before, sissy boy?” Jess asked me pointedly.

Now by this point it had been well established that Jess was not the kind of lady who liked having to wait to hear a response, so even though my mind was awash with nerves, I tried my best to croak out some noise before Jess saw fit to ram her thong up my butt again.

“No ma’am.” I managed to say, evidently quick enough to spare my ass crack another flossing.

I saw Jess's lip curl up into a devilish smile, though whether it was because she got to watch me try yet another first on my path to sissification, or because I had taken the extra step to call her ma'am, I couldn’t quite tell you.

“Well, they aren’t so bad” Jess started, placing her hand on her hip as she continued to size me up.

“Okay, that’s a lie. They are that bad. But that’s okay, because suffering is a part of being a woman, which means that trying to act like a woman entails some suffering too. I’d like to think of it like you missed out on a whole lotta years of feminine suffering, so that means that you’ve got a hell of a lot of catching up to do. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes ma'am,” I said, looking downwards. She didn’t need to spell out for me what she meant, as that was already more than evident by my sore ass crack, still chafed from the brutal wedgie that she had administered to me only moments prior.

“Good girl,” Jess said. As I heard the words, I felt my insides go all squishy. It was so strange, before today the prospect of being referred to as a girl had never even crossed my mind, and now here I was turning into a puddle at being told that I was being good for the goth vixen.

Of course, it was one thing to be able to be a good girl when I was still in the safety of a room full of people who were there for the explicit reason of training me to become a sissy. But what would I do when walking around in public? I suppose that there was really only one way that I was going to be able to find out.

Once the ladies had gotten dressed, and made sure that I was looking presentable as their version of a sissy, we began to head out. There was a brief debate amongst the women of the group if there was time to give me makeup, and in the end, a compromise was reached that I would try on some lipstick and mascara, but that if they spent any more time administering makeup to me the sun might already be setting.

Needless to say, I had never worn makeup before, and so much like everything else that had transpired since I had arrived at the club, this was also very new to me. I pursed my lips and made my best version of a duck face as Dot expertly applied the lipstick to my face. Much like the rest of the ensemble of an outfit that had been chosen for me, the lipstick was picked based on its visibility and gaudiness factor. For me, this meant wearing the brightest, reddest lipstick that Dot had. Once she was satisfied with her handiwork, Jess came over to finish off the job with her makeup.

I suppose that it was fitting that Jess, who seemed to be an aficionado of any and everything that was black, was the one who was supplying the mascara for the day. Just as I had done with Dot, I tried my best to stay as motionless as I possibly could as she slowly applied the Mascara.

“Hurry up! We don’t have all day, we’re burning daylight here.” I heard a voice that I recognized as Rebecca’s saying as Jess slowly moved the brush across my face.

“Can’t rush perfection.” Jess retorted as she continued on her task.

End of Book 2
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